Control of the Corridors Chap 10
Saturday morning I woke up with a buzz. Here I was in my own flat and just yards away from access to all the treasure hunting I wanted. Yes it was the weekend and most of the treasure had gone home for the weekend but it would be back on Monday. 

I sat eating my breakfast my thoughts revolving around the Jumble Sale that was to take place today. I’d move the boxes out ready for the helpers who would arrive at around 10. The Jumble would start at two and I figured everyone would be away and home by around 3.30. I wondered then what would be left of the desirables, the school knicks and the knickers and slips that I just had to concede needed leaving behind. I hoped and prayed there would be something we would have to wait and see.

My thoughts went too to the areas of the school I had not yet explored. Being here 24 hours a day now meant I could take my time exploring, no more snatched and sneaky 10 minutes here and there, I could systematically search everywhere as I’m sure there were places I had missed and where P.E. bags need not go home for the weekend. There were all the lockers for a start, in all the form rooms where it wasn’t practical to have ordinary desks. I noted them all in my head, the art room, needlework, domestic science and of course music and wasn’t one form using the Library as a classroom?

I slipped S.T.’s bag back into its locker, then replaced the clean knicks into their bags and the loose pair and placed them all back into Lost Property ready for Monday morning. I had a little thought too that I needed to be precise too about being sure that knicks went into the right bags and that bags went exactly back to the right places. The answer was in my hands, clothes pegs, I’d mark them with a pen, 1, 2, 3, and another set too, one to place on a coat hook or the handle of the locker door and the other pegged to the bag. Two of each would be sufficient I told myself, carrying anymore than three bags around the school was enough. And another thing, I’d check before I took them just to ensure there had treasure aboard.

That got me thinking why sometimes there weren’t knickers in all the bags and the habits and preferences of the schoolgirl mind. Why did some wear school knicks all the time and some didn’t, why did some have a spare pair in their P.E. kit and others not and did some wear them for both school and P.E. Either way I concluded it added to the excitement of not knowing what to expect, either what was up a skirt or what was in a bag.

I really was a happy chap in the midst of a harem of wonder and fulfilment. My chores were a joy to carry out, especially looking after the jumble with the promise at the end of the sale some of it would be mine. I’d miss it too, sorting it and quietly having the satisfaction that I could acquire some whilst everyone thought I was doing a jolly good job in helping them.

The hall was nearly ready, just the bric-a-brac to move down from the back of the stage. Whilst I was moving it I accidently uncovered another set of lockers which had blackout theatrical curtains thrown over them. Quickly I was into one, intrigued as to why they were here and what they contained. Props was the answer, costumes too but was that all of them, I’d come back later and check them out.
I opened the doors to give access to the main hall and that part of the school. I then started locking off the main teaching areas where fire doors could be secured to prevent entry into the rest of the school. This was a must and was all written down in my instructions for allowing the school to hold functions or have activity outside of school hours. It made me appreciate how well the school had been planned after the Second World War that allowed it to become an emergency centre should something happen locally. Of course it was always used too as a Polling Station in the elections.

Closing off part of the school also meant that I could wander around the main class rooms unhindered whilst the Jumble Sale took place and give me a chance to explore all the nooks and crannies. I watched all the helpers through and then handed their leader a solitary key to control the event and let in the eager crowd of Jumbler’s. Then I was gone, thankful that I know had my own part of the school to retreat into and did not now have to sit and wait it out in the boiler room. Thoughts ran to checking out the lockers outside the Science Labs and any of the others I had not visited.

My cock was already stirring in his anticipation of a little hunting. In my overall pocket was my little memo book of listings. I stood looking at the two sets of lockers either side of the Labs. Six sets in all, three either side and seventy two little doors to open and close. Indeed this was over half of the third year girls, little hotties half way through their puberty and an interesting array of developing, hips, bottoms and developing busts.

I studied my memo book, the pages opened on the third year and the few names I had already listed and neatly set out into the three forms. I knew from memory which forms I had here and began to scan those who had already succumbed to my conquest. I had a plan this morning to write all their names into my little book from the sticky labels inside each locker door. Later I would scan the photographs and add a little asterisk if I really wanted to hunt down the purple knicks that protected their maturing sweet bodies. I might too find the treasure of a lazy girl who couldn’t be bothered to take her kit home that weekend.

There were vast voids of lockers that just contained books and then all of a sudden I was in luck, a locker crammed with books and a shoe bag, I was in hope that there was something for me inside. Fingers fumbled with the tightly knotted cord as I crouched on the floor. The smell of gymnasiums and her own personal fragrance filled my head. I was searching, carefully peeling back the layers so I didn’t create too much disturbance. Luck was on my side and for a moment I enjoyed the teasing little display as I held them in front of me.

My little peg system was brought into play; I attached ‘number one’ pegs to both the metal handle on her locker door and clipped another to the top of the shoe bag. My cock was out, foreskin slowly revealed and introduced into her gusset. I gasped as softness overwhelmed him and took us both on a journey of fulfilment. I teased him up and down in the delightful purple patch where her cunt had nestled. I tried to imagine her bouncing around the netball court or on the climbing bars in the gym, her creamy thighs and this delightful garment of knicks covering her virtues.

As always, the minutes passed as I tossed and wanked myself in a never ending desire to satisfy myself in the secret liaison of her desirable crotch, I had to have her, tell my head of an accomplishment and mentally strike another off my list of conquests. I stopped, her name entered into my book and a tick already there that I had held, touched and masturbated where it mattered. The bag would come back with me to the flat, perhaps with a few more for play and conquest. I had to have them all, the whole damn school, well most of them anyway, there were one or two that were gross and I could tell, even by just getting near to their P.E. kit, the big expanses of purple that gave away their huge bottoms and ballooning thighs.

I was searching again with lots of disappointment. I was on the other set of lockers now, although nearly an hour had passed what with a little play and tease and writing down all the names. I wondered if it was really all worth it but in my head it had to be done, there were hotties in this school and at sometime or other I had to have had their knicks teasing my cock and if at all possible my spunk pumping wildly into their beautiful little gussets.

Luck came my way again and I knelt on the floor this time with a duffel bag, rummaging amongst her possessions and finding my goal. Pegs number two came out of my pocket and I was straight onto the next locker. My cock was leaking profusely now in my own underpants and for a moment I regretted that I hadn’t slipped into my own purples, just to be one of them. Then in the next locker fortune hit me again and temptation had me there again, crouching, sniffing and grazing on the purple cunny patch where her little minge had sat. The third pegs were out and I was away with my bags, back to the flat for play.

Ceremoniously their P.E, bags were laid out on my bed whilst I undressed myself and quickly slipped into my own school knicks. I towered over them knowing that this would just be a game, for the day was still young and greedily I wanted to be able to see to them all and the left over jumble and the rest of the lockers and anything else I could find. I began to empty them one at a time, laying out their kit in a mimickery of display that matched them wearing them, games blouse, skirt and knicks neatly slotted under the hem as though they were enticing me from the netball court. I had them all there, all three showing me their knickers.
I knelt before them, my cock out and over the waist band of my own, I kissed and mouthed each crotch in return, nibbled at the cuffing on the legs and let it tickle my lips with the oh so sexy ribbing. I could almost imagine all three before me, encouraging me press my lips to their pouting little mounds, mounds that were maturing with desires to be fingered and at sometime in the future, fucked. Heady perfumes filled my brain and added to the fantasies stimulating in my head; I was consumed by them and lustfully aware that I needed to control myself.

Boldly I left them lying on my bed and slipping on my trousers over my school knicks slipped back down to the lockers to resume my hunting. I was consumed with desire to see and have them all, I was spoilt by the time on my hands and the very fact that I could now loiter anywhere in this building for as long as I wanted. I was back resuming my search opening the little doors and recording names. Names that conjured up degrees of appeal and those that didn’t, Sandra’s and Margret’s gave my head nothing but Julia’s and Christine’s seemed to have an appeal that gave me visions of beauty and perfection.

There was another, an enticing shoe bag which had my cock once again slithering in my own purple knicks, climbing and making himself a nuisance of discomfort that had to interrupt and having me fiddle him into growing space. The knots challenged my fingers to pull and find some give that would allow the cord to free itself and reveal what I hoped would be inside. Another disappointment and hastily rearrangements to leave thing exactly as I found them frustratingly took up time before I could move on to the next.

Then another that played with my head and had him down below hoping that he could be graced with the ultimate tease of having another fresh and un-conquered soft and purple gusset to play in. Success as they hung between my fingers in the ritual of making them two dimensionally look as if they were being worn. Then obligatory swoon across flared nostrils that sought her unique perfume and the little kisses of appreciation that grabbed the cuffy legs and sucked them in. Then it was his turn, out and over his own waistband and into hers, nuzzling downward, my fingers guiding him, softness encouraging him to the cunny patch.

I was masturbating again, slowly introducing myself to her, getting to know her and conjuring up desires to be her boyfriend. Thoughts of her body warmth as I cupped her bottom and daringly ran a finger up between her legs. Her gasping and panting at an intrusion that was new and bodily exciting. Then the willingness of legs opening and the contours of her virginal valley becoming available to explore and track. The softness and heat from the purple velvet that now had a hint of dampness as her body found new beginnings.

I had to stop; I would be cumming and spoiling my day. I let him recover, holding him in her perfect gusset and let the moments tick by. The silence around me closed in and gave comfort that I could stay and play just a little longer. It was hard to stop and move on but I must, I must, today was going to be fulfilling, an indulgence like no other, a multitude of pleasure that would end into the evening.

Another locker and another find, I was near the end now, sixty plus names and the forth little conquest. A solitary pair sat upon a pile of books just waiting for my cock to come and say hello. My rituals preformed he was eagerly in again, unashamedly leaking and declaring his intentions of seeking pleasure. I didn’t care, it would dry without recognition, he had to be there wallowing in softness, foreskin being chased by the delicate and enticing nap. He had to know her, be close to her and have her without her knowledge.

They would come back with me, join the others, her ajar locker door would direct me back to where they belonged. I had urges to later try them on, slip them up my calves and feel them tease my skin all the way to the top. They’d cup my balls hold me in, place my erection and I would swan about in front of the mirror admiring the look. Would I spunk in them, I didn’t know, maybe it would be them or one of the others catching it when my willpower had finally given in and the little tingles said it was all time for release.

I left them on the bed in waiting with the others. I ignored them knowing that I could have them anytime I wanted, I had control, I could do what I wanted, this was my domain and besides it was time for some dinner.
Later I watched from a window the queue of Jumbler’s forming up with eager anticipation of a bargain. I scanned the line, looking at them and wondering just who would perhaps take away some of the treasures. I hoped they wouldn’t but I’m sure some would, necessity in some cases, poverty dictating that second hand underwear was an only option. Mentally I went through what I had put back and wondered just what they would plunder. My head had them in an order of hope that I would see them again.

It began to rain and the wise ones in the queue produced umbrella’s, their faces were now hidden. It was no use now I couldn’t second guess who would or wouldn’t take away my hope, I’d just have to wait and see. It was time to move; they were moving too and with any luck in a couple of hours I’d know just what was to become mine.

I still kept out of the way but not hunting now, I rambled the classrooms and corridors just getting to know my territory to every intimate detail. Yes I’d lift the odd desk lid or open a locker, inspect the little corners and cubby holes because I was beginning to realise that young ladies had a peculiar relationship with what they called the dreaded school knickers. I needed to know where they were likely to be, abandoned and dishevelled when they thought they had no use for them and just waiting to be loved again by someone like me.

I stood too with my little book open on my mornings work, scanning names from page to photograph on the school wall. I tracked rows, counting from left to right and pinpointing faces and bodies. Then there were those that now had their underwear lying on my bed, I studied them, accepted them ready for my intimate moment in their soft and desirable gussets. I thought of them too, wandering around somewhere outside of the gates enjoying their weekend and not knowing that here on the inside I would be enjoying their knickers.
I made myself available now, was around and watching the minutes tick by. The crowds were thinning, the diehards scrabbling for second choices whilst the helpers stood chatting. The bric-a brac scavenged clean with only morsels of odd bits of china and cutlery left. The tables were looking that way too, the men’s more significant than the rest as I began to distinguish between the piles. Children’s clothes were brightly coloured and were small in size, the ladies next were thoughtfully divided coats and jackets, skirts and blouses and then the distinct divide between lace and frill that told me just where the underwear had been placed.

I tried not to look too interested I strode around the hall my arms folded and looking out of the windows and then a gaze back just to see how things were progressing. I caught the distinct colours of school uniform which again had been thoughtfully separated. It had been mauled I could tell but I was sure there would be something left that would interest me. I knew too that kids were getting to be reluctant to wear someone else’s cast off’s, especially at school, the shiny skirt and the wearing thin elbows were a giveaway that said your mum had been to a jumble.
The helpers were being helpful too, clearing it away now but religiously keeping it separate. It made their job easier when it came out for the next time and would make mine easier when I would be robbing it for it to become mine. Just one box for the uniforms and I watched as she scooped it in, colours mingling, purple, navy, grey mixing and churning as they fell into the box. There wasn’t much left, five boxes in all, less for me to store until the next time, one man’s, two ladies and a children’s and then the uniforms.
They said their goodbyes, thanked me too for making the job easy in the first place and I let them out in their groups to close and lock the doors behind them. I heaved them back to the store room pushing the men’s to the back. I’d watched too the box in which the ladies underwear had tumbled and left it up the front along with the uniforms. Then it was back to the hall to sweep up and decide what to do with the leftovers of the bric-a brac. I placed the remains in a box and carted it to the back of the stage and shoved it under one of the many black sheets that hid the props.

I remembered too, those lockers that contained props and my intention to explore them. It was a nook and cranny, a cubbyhole, the sort of place you could sneak into and behind when the stage curtains were down, dark without lights and a place of mischief and hiding. It was across from the changing rooms too and backed onto the gymnasium, a place at lunchtime where its darker corridors held secret meetings and a sanctuary for mis-behaviour.

I pulled up its dark and velvet blackout covering exposing the battered pine lockers. They did contain props but in an instant I stopped opening and closing doors. I was torn between un-certainty and certainty, why was I stood here wasting my time when waiting for me was the boxes of left over jumble. No I would come back here tomorrow when hunting and exploration was fresh and added to the excitement of a new day.
So it was to the boxes that I returned, the uniform first with its hue of school colours inviting me to delve and find. I was choosey now; there wasn’t the rush of anticipation that stirred my emotions when I was sorting the first time. No it was all here in one box and it was mine to keep if I wanted it. There were new desires too, one’s that had been growing with my fetish, there was a need now to be dressed like them, that feel of a skirt swishing around my legs and the cool breezes that swirled around my purples knicks. Not just games skirts either, but other skirts and the feel of a blouse brushing my nipples and a cardigan that had that sweet fragrance of schoolgirl.

It was sizes now that I was interested in, what would fit and transform me give me the look and let me become one of them. My head wanted to share their experiences it wanted to jump from being male to female and back again all in the same instant. I wanted fantasies and had desires to have my bottom caressed and fingers probing my knicks to find my imagined little cunt. I wanted to play them both in the same moment, the fumbling schoolboy and the receptive girl just waiting to be touched and fingered.

I wanted to wank too, masturbate where little cunny’s had sat, dribble and drool in soft sweet crotches and spunk and soil them. I wanted it all. I stood sorting through, checking labels and holding things to my waist and chest. The treasure was there too, the not purchased and now abandoned forever. Who would want tem except another me, were there other me’s? I had them all, a pile of purples in various sizes, navy blues and a single pair of greys. They were mine now for evermore, to come back to the flat to be cherished and loved.

I had a pile, a couple of skirts one in purple the other in navy, a purple cardigan too and a white blouse to finish my outfit. I had socks too nicely to the knee that would create the transformation and give me that look in the mirror as I swished and swayed with imagined femininity. There would be fun and games this evening as I teased myself and finally spunked into a pair of their knickers.
Then it was into the ladies box to see if any frillies had been left for me to claim. I searched and searched, nearly pulling the contents out and onto the floor, there was nothing or at least nothing I wanted. There were a couple of big ‘boulder’ bra’s that were for me a complete turn off and even a small bra would do little to have a fantasy about. I was disappointed it had been picked clean and I was glad that at least I had been there first and had my share.

With all the boxes back into the storeroom my duties for the day were over. I gathered my newly acquired school knicks and bit of uniform and headed back to the flat. The corridors were gloomier now, the rain was still falling outside but it still gave enough natural light for my little games. I wondered for a moment how I would manage in the winter months when by now these corridors would be in darkness. I wondered too whether lights would show and perhaps raise suspicions from anyone seeing them on the outside.
Back in my flat I laid it all out flatly on my bed. There was hardly the room and I had to be careful not to get things mixed up that I had borrowed from the lockers. I found myself hooking him out from my own knickers and playing with him as one by one I examined yet again my new acquisitions. I pulled the pair of greys upwards and found their soft and inviting gusset and for a moment tried to imagine their colour performing the wonderful handstands that I knew so well in purple. Slowly I teased him there and had my head conjure up the same scene in grey. Soon I was tossing him off and then holding him back knowing that the day was going to end with a spunking in purple.

I whizzed off my male clothing and began to dress in my newly acquired uniform. I watched my every move in the mirror, my cock playing tents in my knicks as I slipped on the blouse. The cool cotton tantalized my nipples as I fumbled awkwardly trying to button it up the wrong way, my hands clearly not use to the female way of dressing. I kidded myself that it was a girl I saw in the mirror, stood getting dressed after P.E. I stepped into her skirt and shivered as the pleats tickled my calves and it was hoisted over my hips. I told myself my bottom was perfection as I clasped it up and swished around enjoying my reflection. 
I fumbled again with the cardigan buttons and gave up after the bottom two were in place. I squeezed into the white socks, the heels barely meeting my ankles and was disappointed when they wouldn’t reach my knees. But I was pleased with my waist, the cardigan giving me some shape and again accentuating my bottom. I twisted and turned performing for the mirror and ensuring my cock liked what he saw. I flicked my skirt upward to show my purple knickers and teased him with a squeeze.
There were other urges too, to see now and count how many school knickers I had accumulated. I emptied the drawer in the wardrobe and started a pile of colours across my pillows. Purple first and laying them one on top of the other. I tried to put them in sizes too, the bigger ones at the bottom as I wanted to know just how many I could easily slip into, twenty five in purples, that began to lean as they towered upward.
Then came navy blues with one pair that I thought would fit me nicely. I counted eleven and picked the last pair up to tease my cock in to soft crotch. The there were four pair of greys and maybe the prospect of slipping into one pair and lastly two pairs of nigger browns that were small and probably came from some Brownies. I was pleased with myself, I had forty three pairs with the ones I was wearing but then I remembered there were still some in my locker in the boiler room.

I made these little notes in pencil on the inside of the cover of my note book and was off in a flash to find the rest of my collection in the school. I felt daring as I gingerly made my way along the corridors. Whilst it was my domain while the school was shut I still had apprehension and fear with the knowledge that this during the day was a busy place with the tramp of schoolgirl feet and teachers.

I was at my locker now fumbling with its hidden key. Inside I pulled out the contents of purple and the odd navy. There were just four pairs of school colours and two in navy. I added them to my count and was astounded how my little collection had grown and would soon be at fifty. I was pleased with myself and immediately had a pair of purples teasing my foreskin. I kept them there, hooked into the intense feelings of masturbation that my head been held back all day. Again and again I stopped myself, holding back on letting him have his way and splashing spunk into their sweet gusset.
I managed to lock up and eased my way back. I stood in shadows and wanked whilst thinking about the schoolgirl feet that passed this way each day. I had a fantasy or two and recalls of the scenes and flashes of knicks that I had accumulated in my head. Weakly and with my balls aching to burst I shuffled over to the photograph wall still holding him in the soft cunt patch that had me so near cumming.

I teased him again slowly making sure my foreskin revelled in the soft cotton as I studied the photographs and names of the knicks I had taken from the lockers that morning. I found them again and one by one in my head scored them on their attractiveness to me and whether I would like to be their teenage boyfriend. I had chosen one, one above the others and it would be her knickers that would be my final conquest this evening, the ones that I would soil and wash and put back and her being none the wiser.

Later after neatly putting everything away I settled down on my bed still with the three locker shoe bags and the solitary pair. My skirt pulled up exposing my own; in turn I had them one by one. Each crotch had me many times near to orgasm, I had to control him and stop. Then off I would go again on another fantasy whilst the sensations raged below. Then it was finally hers, the chosen one.

I let my wetness penetrate them with vigour; several times I was near to spunking them only to watch them get ever wetter. They clung to my foreskin, torturing him with every grasp sending my head around a frenzy of scenes, scenes from handstands, the girls up the tree again, the tennis and netball courts and finally the little beauty that had sat akimbo before my very window.

She was there now stuck like a never ending record going round and round in a remembrance of every wrinkle and movement that rippled across that purple crotch. Her creamy thighs filled my head and the way the cuffed legs framed her perfect body. Again and again it all revolved until I was holding him there, watching spunky spunk flood through the dark purple and hear myself gasp and sigh. It was all over another day in paradise.
