The Changing Room

The car boot was in full swing with lots of visitors hunting down the bargains. I too was interested in picking up the odd bargain but with this venue more urgent needs and desires kicked in. St Mary’ Secondary school for girls said it all. It was a draw, a must, I had to be there. Of course passing the school everyday I was familiar its building and grounds, at least I knew where the sports field and netball courts were and had roughly guessed on the gymnasium. 

I had the usual excuse lined up, I always did, ‘excuse me where are the toilets’. Today was no exception and the man carrying the trestle table seemed to be the ideal candidate to ask. He pointed in the general direction of some open doors and mumbled about some double doors on the far side of the hall. With permission gained I flicked my empty sports bag over my shoulder and made my way to the open doors. All sorts of emotions kick in at this stage, trepidation and fear, need and desire, excitement too, possibly of what I might find! As I neared the open doors I felt a kind of shakiness in my legs but they still carried me forward and into the hall. A quick scan and the information I had been given kicked in, sure enough there were the double doors at the top and to the left of a large stage. I crossed the wooden floor aware of the loudness of my footsteps and the silence that was now engulfing me gone was the hustle and bustle of the car boot.
At the end of the hall I passed through the double swing doors and into a long corridor. Now to my right I could see some signs, male staff toilets, female staff toilets and girl’s toilets. To my left were windows of frosted glass that I could see looked out on an inner court yard of other buildings. As I walked on I looked a head and more signs this time, female staff changing and girls changing. My heart skipped a beat and my mouth went dry, anticipation kicked in! First I thought, I had better look into my intended destination, the male staff toilets, after all should I be challenged, that is where I should be. Quickly I slipped through the door to get my bearings noting the stalls and the position of the urinals. Somewhere in the background I heard a clash as though someone had closed some doors. I stopped, didn’t move and listened, nothing, silence, no footsteps! I waited and still nothing! I left the male toilet and retraced my steps back to the first set of double doors, again I listened, still silence. I glance behind me up into the empty corridor and an eirry silence. I gently pushed on and to one of the doors and peaked through, emptiness! The doors that I had originally entered the build were now firmly shut and still there was silence. I did note that they were of the push bar variety and was relieved that I would have an exit to escape. I turned and made my way down the corridor, this time passing the male toilets. I continued until I got to the signs for the changing rooms, I stopped and poised, this was where I wanted to be. But, first what were my chances of being caught, disturbed and in the wrong place. A head at the end of the corridor was even more double doors! I had to know what was beyond and if anyone should come through them! My heart pounded, I knew which way I wanted to go but had to establish what lay ahead at the end of the corridor. I moved towards these doors, if anyone came through now I would simply plead that I had missed the male toilet sign! I got to the end and pushed, locked! I glanced and peered into their half frosted glass, another hall or gymnasium. Good I thought, standing in the silence, I have been shut in and no one knows I am here. My heart pounded and now my legs felt weak, now I knew where I was now headed!

I turned and retraced my steps towards the signs and doors that said changing rooms! What would be on the other side of their doors? The suspense kicked in and I reached the girls door first! I pushed on it slowly it opened. Just a little push at first, almost by accident! As I did the familiar smell of changing rooms and kit hit me! A combination of equipment, damp showers, stale odours and excitement. I pushed again and entered. I was now in the main room, it was semi light and the lightness shone in from outside through frosted quarter windows near the ceiling. Like most changing rooms it was kitted out with benches and pegs. Excitement!! There were half a dozen shoe bags hung up with bulging contents. My legs went all weak again as I knew it was time to rummage! There was to my right the familiar drip of a shower head and the entrance to where these young ladies would clean and pretty themselves after gym and netball! Then to my left I also spied huge wire baskets running along one wall! Netballs filled one. Bibs in another as GK was clearly visible in huge initials. The others, filled with other gym equipment, nets and other things. Then on the end I spotted a basket that made my heart jump. ‘Lost Property’! Now I ignored the shoe bags and moved towards it, grey skirts and pale blue polo shirts could be seen dangling, crumpled and abandoned! As I got nearer I sighed deeply, real treasure, cuff legs and waist bands poking through with what I knew to be grey school knickers. Heaven, here I was! I cast my empty bag down on a bench and started to pull out the contents of the big basket! There was lots of it, how careless could young school girls, be, didn’t they miss their P.E. kit! I sorted through it putting it into piles around me first a grey skirt, then a blue polo! Then there in front of me, wow, two pairs of grey school knicks. I picked up the first, Cherub cottons, brought them to my nose and smelt them! Heaven here we are, the soft scent of young girl and exercising. I held them into the waist band holding open their double back panel, I pushed the crotch into my nose and breathed in deeply. Oh God, how wonderful what a scent! I breathe in again savouring their sweetness before taking them away to look at the label. Cherub 16’s, Nicola Walters! I  rubbed them on the front of my jeans touching my now erection! Then neatly placed them on the bench behind me! Now for the next pair! Picking them up by the crotch, slipping my fingers into its panel feeling the ribbing and seeing the stitching. Again bringing them to my nose and taking in the deepest breath! More scent this time, girl deodorant, a feminine smell, fresh and clean with a hint of exercise! Looking at the label now but no name just Cherub 18’s! Mmm… she must be about 14 or 15 I ponder and try to imagine her nubile young body.  I suddenly picture girls running up and down netball courts, grey skirts flicking up to reveal grey knicks, smooth legs, knee socks and developing breasts. I unzip my self and push the Cherubs into my pants and feel the soft cotton run over the head of my cock. I tidy myself trying to hide the bulge and think to myself these are mine!

I continue to rummage, picking up a grey netball skirt size 28, ‘Jonelle’ brand and a name Clare Thompson, I can smell her own individual perfume! I remove the odd knee length socks stained from gym shoes. A polo shirt next, looks shrunken in length but baggy in the waist. I spy more knicks two maybe three pairs, I pull them to the top of the pile and pick up the first by the waist band and catch the label, Jane Farmer ‘Cherub’ 20’s, encouraging they are getting bigger I think! I want these I tell myself, these will fit, sorry Jane you did discard them! I smell them, crotch first, nothing really there! I turn around and place them on top of my bag! I look at my watch, how long have I been here, I suddenly notice that my throat is all dry! I tremble I  return to the basket to lift the next pair! I can see these are nylon but still with a distinct cuff leg, they are a lot smaller, a much younger girl! I spot a label, ‘Cherub Nylon’ 10/11 and a name tag sown in with the name Susan Walsh. Susan how could you loose your knicks I think to myself, what did your mother say or did you just grow out of them! They have a roughness about them; the course nylon catches on my fingers. I see they have a white cotton crotch, well almost! Susan you need to wipe yourself more carefully I think! They sort of disgust me so I toss them in a pile with the polo’s. I seek the other pair that I had dragged to the top, Sara Hinds, ‘Cherub’ 18’s. It plain to see why they are here, the elastic has almost gone in the waist and a small area of the waist band had become unpicked. Surely Sara you could have repaired them in Needlework! Never mind I think another pair for me! My cock throbs in my jeans and it decides it needs to be touched. Still holding Sara’s knicks I lie down on the nearest bench and drape them over my face taking in her wonderful smell. Silence is all around me and I un zip myself. I pull out the greys that have been nuzzling my cock and pull him out too! I wank myself just a couple of strokes just to reassure him I am there for him now and he will get some pleasure. I’m quite heady as Sara’s scent enters my senses! I find the other ‘Cherub’ 18’s below me and open up the waist band to slip my cock inside. My cockhead finds the soft cotton gusset and I begin to wank into them slowly taking in their softness. I imagine what this young lady is like, in my mind the perfect shape of a maturing female! Both from the knicks on my cock and Sara’s on my face I try to picture these two girls in full kit displaying their bodies and knicks to me. I feel pre-cum ooze from cock and wet the soft cotton of the gusset; they stick now to my cock head as I roll my foreskin into their perfect softness. Oh well another pair for my bag. I have now four pairs that I want to take and still I haven’t finished my search. Sara’s smell reaches me again and I begin to feel that I might cum. I can’t let that happen here, but it’s hard to stop myself, my cock head enjoying the sensations of this grey crotch. I must stop but continue stroking wanting more. One last foreskin roll into the cotton I tell my self. Then I feel I have to stop or it will be too late and so much to clear up! I grip the base of my cock hard and stop myself just in time! The feelings ebb and I breathe a deep sigh taking in Sara’s lovely smells from my face. I sort myself out, putting my cock away and collecting Sara’s knicks and the other cherubs from below. I sit up and pick up Nicola’s size 16’s from the top of my bag. The bag is unzipped and all four pairs become mine!
I move back to the basket now and continue to rummage! The first thing I pick up is a skirt. The buttons are gone at the waist and the Initials SR are embroidered on the wrap over. The waist size says 32, mine I think and quickly bundle it into my open bag. I move on now, solely searching for knicks, picking out two pairs at once. Then something catches my eye as well, navy blue amongst a sea of grey and pale blue. I pull them out to find they are ‘Montfort’ Knicks. I drape the two pairs in my hand over the basket and examine this new find. What are they doing here in this school of grey?  There are no labels in the waist band but they are large. I guess they would fit me! Again I raise them to my face, take in their distinct smell. Yes they are going to be mine I tell myself and slip them into my open bag! I leave the two other ‘Cherubs’ hanging over the basket and continue my search into the bottom of the basket. Alas I only find three more pairs and drape them with the others. I recollect I now have five pairs including the navy blues and a skirt and think, I can’t take them all, maybe it would be noticed or can I! My urge tells me to look for a polo shirt that will fit as then I will have a complete p.e. kit that will fit me. I quickly pick out the remaining shirts and go through the sizes. My minds eye thinks she will have to have been a big girl for me to wear her polo. They are all looking too small, shrunken or torn. Then suddenly this looks promising! I hold it up by the collar and seek the label, ‘Gymphlex’ and a little tag  size 38. Bingo, I think to myself, its mine! 
Part of my mission is now complete and I wonder how long I have been in here and the possibilities of being caught! With the exception of the grey knicks draped over the basket I randomly pile everything back in. Don’t want too much order and neatness that would be obvious that the basket had been sorted. With everything back in I pick up the five draped over the basket and place them on the bench. You can’t take them all I tell myself! I sit there staring at the little pile of greys and decide to fold and tidy the skirt, polo and five pairs I am going to have into my bag. As I do so I re-examine all the knicks one by one. I sniff each in turn to take in their distinct smells. The navy blues, wow what a find. Sara’s are next, I can repair them I think! Nicola, thank you for your 16’s. Then the 18’s and then Jane’s 20’s, ‘oh thank you Jane’, yours will fit nicely. With them all safely packed I now turn my attention to the other five pairs on the bench. I can see they are all Cherubs, the leg bands all too familiar. The first I pick up size 14 with the initials RM penned into the label I put them to my nose and face. I take in their sweet smells. My urges take over again and I unzip my self and get my cock out. I take these knicks and put my cock deep into the cotton crotch and give myself a couple of wanks.  I want to continue but I know I shouldn’t! I leave them there nuzzling the gusset and pick up the next pair. The label says Cherub 16’s, again I take on there smells. I rub myself again into the gusset of those on my cock. The next pair some more 14’s baggy at the waist, the elastic completely gone. I discard them and collect the next. Cherub 18’s this Sandra Pope, I take in Sandra’s smells and wank myself into the 14’s below. I wonder if Sandra is a good looking girl slim and nubile! I have to stop the wanking and hold myself from cumming, I don’t want a mess or cum over my jeans. I put Sandra’s down I pick up the last pair, 16’s again with SJT penned into the label. These are quite worn and thin, I examine them closely. Inside the stitching has come away between the leg band and the crotch giving an opening in the double back panel. My urges kick in and I know my cock has to enter this velvet cotton pocket! A must takes over now but I also know have been here too long. I lie down on the bench and remove the 14’s from my now wet and sticky cock. I guide my cock the hole in the cotton panel in the direction of the front of the crotch; it hits the barrier of the front panel and is completely enclosed in the soft thin cotton. I now wank slowly taking in the sensations of the cotton tugging around my foreskin. I know in my head that I will not stop now and I will cum into these wonderfully soft knicks. I try to imagine SJT and when she last wore them and her pussy right next to where my cock is. My cock is making slurping noises now and I know I will cum in them. A few more wanks and I know I am at the point of no return. I try and hold it off holding the base of my cock but the feel of the soft cotton pushes me on. There’s that feeling, Oh God I have cum and I pump and pump into them. I watch as the cotton soaks it up! I now realise that another pair has to come away with me. I quickly dry myself in these cummy ‘Cherubs’. I slip them into my bag carefully, folding them to avoid soiling the others. 

My senses are coming back to me now and as my urges ebb I think to myself I must leave. I quickly gather up the 4 pairs on the bench and randomly distribute them back into the basket. I pick up my bag and make for the door. It crosses my mind that I never explored the shoe bags but my urge has now gone and spent. Another Car Boot and I will be back! I’m out into the corridor and across the hall. I peer through the glass at the double doors, all clear, I push and I am out into fresh air. I’ll be back!
