Control of the Corridors Chap 11
Sunday morning I went to check on the drying knickers in the boiler room. Religiously and without interruption I disciplined myself to putting everything back where I had found them. I double checked too the crotches for stains and where needed sponged them out. Satisfied that I had finished I headed over to my mother and fathers for my first Sunday lunch after moving out.

They were full of questions of how I was coping and was I lonely. I said don’t be silly it was warm and cosy in my flat and besides I had my own library now if I wanted it. They laughed and I laughed too as books at the moment were far from my mind. Sunday lunch was most welcome and although coming here cost me time it also saved time too, no preparation and washing up to do. That gave me plenty of time to be a wandering when I got back.
By three I was back in my kingdom, slipping into some fresh school knickers for another outing into the school. I had a goal and I’d teased myself with it all day, it was those lockers hidden behind the stage. I went straight there full of optimism and if there was nothing to be found then there were still the lockers around the rest of the school. This I had already decided was a pleasurable never ending task as the girls would ensure there was always something different to find every week.
Carefully I rolled off the black velvet stage curtains and spied my target, two sets of twelve lockers to be explored. For a moment I was almost dismissive about wasting time on these and that I should be elsewhere in the school but it intrigued me this place, dark and secret, a place of mischief for furtive young minds.

I started to open every single door although one or two I had taken a peak at before. It started to become a routine of disappointment too as I discovered and knew most were full of props of one kind or another, costumes and bits of ornaments and crockery so little scenes could be realistic as the girls played out their drama lessons. I was beginning to think I had wasted my time when I opened one of the last three doors on the bottom row of the second set. There in darkness lay a shoe bag.

I knelt down in the relative gloom and pulled it out onto the floor. It bulged in every direction and looked more like a ball than anything you would keep your P.E. kit in. It was soft too and pliable and my heart began to race. Something else caught my eye too, something pinned to the inside of the door and written in a childish hand. I read what it said.

‘Knickers to Knickers

Abandoned here for evermore

Their frumpy bumpy lines an utter disgrace
We’re all off to find frilly’s and lace’.
My heart started racing and my cock lifted himself in his cocoon of purple. My fingers picked at the knot pushing and kneading the bags fabric to get the cord to let me have some give. My cock was straining, my brain telling him instinctively what was inside. He started leaking immediately at his prospects for fun and teasing.

Slowly the knot gave allowing the cord to pull through and I began to release it and the trapped contents. Purple was everywhere as I pulled them out, leg elastic stretched and gave as the separated from their entwined friends. This P.E. bag was just full of school knickers.
I was excited and very pleased as I separated them all from their close coupling, knickers upon knickers there must have been at least twenty pairs. My brain began to piece together what I had found here, these were abandoned and dumped here from the end of the last summer term. I remembered the note pinned to old Watson’s notice board and the words about end of term high jink and to collect up any statements of freedom and anything that had been abandoned. The note hadn’t said what and I hadn’t thought about it but now it all stood to reason. This was the last demonstration of defiance from those who had left last year and it had not been found until now.

I fingered them, toyed with them in my effort to get intimate with them. I noted that all had had their obligatory little name tags removed; it seemed that the defiant ones were not that confident that the power of school could not still reach them. That was such a shame, a name conjured up a picture in my head, names that sounded nice had my immediate attention, grabbed me and had my brain picturing a nubile and attractive girl. Names also meant I could possibly find a school photograph and set me off on paths of desire or not.

Each one I carefully examined, assessing their condition, how soft they were and indeed whether they would be big enough to grace my body and hold my erection. He was out, he had to be, finding a gusset to make his presence felt and send me on a journey of urge and lust. I told him in my head that a delicious little schoolgirl cunt had sat there. He was away, bouncing and probing into the yielding purple crotches, my fingers ensuring he was caught and captured in all the right places.

I was arranging them now, piles again, the biggest first, although most seemed to be for the growing forth former and above. I was counting too and got to nineteen. I was in some ways disappointed, I greedily wanted more and more, although god knows what I would do with them all. I was, I thought, now spoilt for choice and half of them would not see the light of day but I had to have them, it had to become an obsession.

On the way back I thought more about what I would do with them, rub my cock in each of them just to say that he’d been there and then tomorrow neglect them and chase a school full of them. Still they were mine now, I had found them and the school had not, they’d be none the wiser in my possession. It would make them think too that the little event that had become part of the ritual of leaving school had ceased and that they would in future not have to go looking for them. In the coming weeks and at the end of term I needed to be vigilant and get there before them.

I lay on my bed with a pillow propping me up. He poked himself out of his own purples and stood at attention waiting for the game to begin. One by one I fed him a gusset, teasing him slowly in the soft cunny patches. My fingers manoeuvring to ensure my foreskin was caught in the soft nap and that he was sensated to the full in every pair. Then just as I was sure that he would spurt I’d grab and hold him, making him wait. I’d start again on another pair, sometimes slower and sometimes faster or stop and caress him for ages and feel my wetness engorge them, then another pair and another until finally and a long time after I was at the bottom of the pile.

The fantasies and little scenes that I had captured rolled through my head, there was no order, no rhyme nor reason they just rolled out feeding the desire to orgasm. Then I was sat holding him and the last pair, stopping my sperm from dribbling everywhere, whilst my body and head came down from its little game.

Later I washed them, scrubbing away my dirty deed, although today they were mine. In they went in my own emersion cupboard to let the heater dry them, no urgency now required. I bundled the rest back up and into the kindly provided shoe bag, I wanted them separate and to know where I had sourced them.

Monday morning was here and the rituals that came with it but there was a new excitement that came with it tonight I would be left with cloakrooms full of freshly washed P.E. kit. There was a note too pushed under my boiler room door too, it was from Linda and it read:
‘How about Friday, can you make it for more fun’.

I certainly could I thought and although I had distractions here they could wait and I could always catch up with them on the rest of the weekend. My thinking then began to concentrate on our arrangement and what it meant to me, I was up for it, although she had said and I had recognised there was nothing in it in terms of romance. To me it was an education, something to look forward to in my wilderness that currently was empty of any girlfriend. Besides, she taught me things, things that I’m sure would later make me attractive towards women and make me a pleasing lover.

It was still on my mind when the buzzer went on the door. It was her, it had to be her, it was far too early for it to be a teacher. I opened that door knowing exactly who was on the other side. She pushed her way in like some spy from a film carefully checking she wasn’t being followed or watched. With the door closed she smiled and closed in on me, that engaging kiss was here again, consuming me and if I was undecided about Friday I wasn’t now.

The memories came flooding back and the very thought of my cock being inside of her had my erection growing in my pants. Linda sensed it brushed her knuckles teasingly down its covered length which only prompted me to gorge on her tongue even more. She broke from our oral engagement and held him in her fingers as best as clothing would allow. It was enough for me; I could still feel her enticing charm doing its work.

‘Well’, she said, ‘it looks like I have my answer’, eyeing up what was happening below.

‘Oh definitely’, I replied, wishing for a moment my fingers could be slipping into her pretty little cunt.

‘Well you know the arrangement’, she said, ‘let yourself in the back gate and ring the doorbell, oh and bring some more ‘Johnny’s’.

Then she was gone, closing the door behind her and leaving me with thought and a stiffy. I was in my locker straight away, finding some slinky bikini briefs that would so remind me of her. My cock frotted in the gusset as I relived our first meeting and the wonderful sex that we had, for minutes I played with him while my head was elsewhere. I had to hold him back several times too, I could have spunked there and then but where I was held me back, it was Monday, a new day at school and a first evening of lots of treasure hunting.

Lunchtime it was raining and I was thankful for that, no distractions at the window to have me spoiling things for latter. I sat there thinking of Linda again and it wasn’t long before the knickers were out again and caressing my cock. I didn’t wank him, just played and made sure he leaked copiously in the soft cotton crotch whilst the nylon slipped and slid in my fingers addressing his every need. I wondered just what would be in the lesson this week and how many times would we fuck.
The afternoon was slow as I went about my business. The rain still came down and so I tended to stay inside. There would be no netball today, no athletics on the field, if anything they would be in the gym and a difficult place to spy some delicious bodies. Many times I passed the cloakrooms and my attention was caught by the prospects of what was hanging there. Not as much as I would have liked but then it was only Monday and others would bring their kit later in the week and change my prospects every day.

I saw them all out too at 4.30, whilst inside me the apprehension of what I might find built up. The lock clicked over and I was on my own again but I’d wait a while, just in case one of them had forgotten something and the front door bell would interrupt my game. I was off to the kitchens to see what was left for me for tea!
With my evening meal over with I was stripped and rid of my work clothes and stood naked in front of the wardrobe mirror. His action had already started, half an erection was also stirring my brain into an anticipation of a little patrol amongst the P.E Kit hanging and waiting for me. Yes I knew that one pair of knicks manipulating him was much like another and in truth there was nothing really tactile that would tell them apart but there was a newness, the fact that I was wanking him in a place I hadn’t been before and that they belonged to a face and body that I didn’t know.

I was in the special bag that I had found yesterday, pulling out the largest pair and watching myself step into them and transform myself to be one of them. Cosily they held me, just as they had reluctantly held them, but there was a difference their objections to wearing them was my joy and I deeply thanked them for discarding them. They sat high on my waist and sloped to my bottom shaping and curving me in a mimickery of them, the only exception being him, teasing and enjoying his capture in the front panel.

The blouse came next tickling my breasts as the white cotton shimmied over my sensitive nipples. For a moment I felt just like them even down to an ache in my balls that told my brain there was a cunt down there. I held them, cupping them and wished there was, a little wet fanny that I could slip my fingers into and bring to an orgasm.

The skirt made a good job of hiding him. My hand went up and under and pulled him to one side flattening it all off and telling my brain that it all looked so perfect. Those tight socks and a cardigan finished it all off and I stood in admiration for many moments posing this way and that and lifting my skirt to see those enticing purple knicks.

Down my stairs I went, my stiffy nicely being frotted by my purposely slow movements. Every step had to add to the excitement, not just here on the stair or even journeying the corridors but just by the very thoughts of what I was about to do. My important pencil and notebook in my hand I had a plan; I start at the third year and fill in the gaps from the weekend. Besides there was something enticing about third year girls, their journey through puberty was a half way spectacle of subtle curves, slim hips and growing boobs, that I found very attractive.

By the time I was stood at the row of pegs that were theirs he was demanding to be out and bouncing in the cooler evening air of the sheltered cloakroom. My knicks pulled down the elastic held him to attention between my rigid shaft and my balls. I brushed tantalising against the pleats of my skirt as I left him strain and protrude. I was at the first peg in the row, there was a lot here, they no longer needed to hide them from the headmistress, her little gathering of lost property was just confined to Friday evenings.

I unhooked the first one and found her name in my book, no tick yet, it had to be her knicks that I had seen and most of all they had to have introduced themselves to my waiting cock. It was a duffel bag and easier than a shoe bag to pick at, I was soon in and rummaging and lifting in the half light of its confines for the touch and feel that I was expecting. Lovely, there were there on the top, probably the last thing she had put in this morning and fresh from a wash.

They were oh so soft and desirable as I pulled them upward, her mother’s washing powder filling my head with a fresh clean perfume. As usual I held them aloft letting them dangle and show off all their attributes, the lovely soft and baubly nap of purple cotton, the enticing cuffing and lighter stitching that emphasised they would hug and grip her thighs. And the double panel that started just on her tummy and covered the curves of her downy Mons and continued all the way under and up the back to hide the developing little bubble of her bottom.
Then they danced across him as I lifted up my skirt to expose him and he demanded to intrude into her gusset. I stood manipulating him softly into the cotton, letting him be intimate with her. I wondered what she was like and I suppose I could have gone to the wall to study the photographs but then that would take up time. Time was precious and right now my thoughts were on getting close and violating as many pairs of knickers as I could. Deep in my head I had a warped idea that I wanted to have touched them all.

I put them back and hung up her bag and moved on, more ticks in boxes and more moments of enjoying their virgin little cunt patches. Along the row I went and then on to the next feeding him gusset after gusset for which he was grateful. I crossed them off in the book too; my trophy hunting was taking on new dimensions of fulfilment and obsession. There were gaps too just like they were on the pegs but on I went until an hour or so later I had exhausted the third form cloaks. Maybe some had put them in their lockers but by now I’d had my fill and needed to get back to the sanctuary of my flat at put paid to his misery of not spilling his seed. I couldn’t even be bothered with spunking into a pair of theirs and having to wash and dry them in a hurry.

I lay on my bed with a pair from the hidden hoard yesterday and let him play and play until he could take no more. When it finally came my orgasm a disappointment, my head and crossing them off a list had over run my desires and I knew that my little games would have to be different from now on.
On Tuesday morning I felt fresh and relaxed, there was a new focus and that was the continuation of my education on Friday. I began arguing in my head whether I really needed my little fetish and would indeed it would still be there if I had a girlfriend. All morning I twisted it round and it diverted my attention at times from the concentration of my job. Still they were menial tasks and for the moment it did not matter. Then at lunchtime there was that calling again as I sat in my armchair in the boiler room. Outside were the familiar shrieks from the wall and the handstand brigade.

I was there in an instant, peering through the little gap in the boxes my cock in my hand and a pair of purple knicks from the locker. As he frotted himself in the soft gusset I knew I could never give this up. Up on the wall there were two of them, heads upside down, summer dresses the wrong way up purple knickers enticing me to wank. I was hooked I told myself, who wouldn’t be stood concealed not a few feet from a delicious display of the female form. In purple I could see every contour of what lay beneath, every little crease of what would become the most desirable treasure in the world, the vagina.

It didn’t even matter that I couldn’t see it; it was there underneath that oh so sexy purple and seeing that covering it seemed to make it even more exciting. Maybe it was because it was forbidden fruit and that I knew that one day it would excite, tease and stimulate a penis, not my penis but all the same I knew what it was powerfully capable of. Maybe that was the association, like watching a flower in bud and knowing that it would become a thing of great beauty. Maybe that justified my need to have them both.

That evening my head was still bouncing it all around. I didn’t dress up or even enter the school in search; instead I was in my second drawer playing with the fruits of a fully fledged flower. Maybe it was guilt that drove me to silky nylon, maybe it was my lessons that I would receive on Friday or was I fighting and trying to break away from my adolescent occupations. 
On Wednesday I was still fighting it and at lunch purposely went out so that it was furthest from my mind. Besides I had Johnny’s to get, they were an adult thing, not trivialising over the knickers of pubescent school girls. I went to the chemist and bought an assertive dozen, telling my head that fucking Linda was a better proposition than wanking and spunking in schoolgirl gussets. But, then argument set in on the way back, what was the difference between schoolgirl knickers and the crotch of some silky pretty frillys of an adult. My cock still enjoyed it, either way in conjured up thought of the female form and my cock was stimulated by both so what the bloody heck.
I had come the full circle of turmoil, played with my guilt, justifying my reasoning and was back where I had started. Why couldn’t I have both, why couldn’t masturbating in knickers be there for when I needed it, I couldn’t help it if I had such a sexual drive so why keep punishing myself for it.
That evening I was down in the cloakrooms again with a new purpose. I’d studied the timetable and knew just who had P.E. that day and was in search of the sweet fragrance of exercise and toil. I picked on a forth form, the girls more likely to change out of hot and sweaty knickers at this time of year and into something fresh and cool. I was at them one by one and when I found a pair I was lying prone on the benches below with them sat squarely over my nose.
I had my own P.E. kit on and played inside my own knickers, a gusset filling my head with the sweet smell of girl and of changing rooms and gymnasiums. It was like an intoxicating drug, it filled my head and my lungs constantly searched for more. I moved them around, penetrating her fragrance whilst he down below was being teased by the softness of his own knickers. It felt warm but enjoyingly stifling as I peer upward and around me surrounded shoe and duffle bags and the odd cardigan or coat. It was like being in a forest, lying on its floor and looking up into the branches of pegs and seeing all the exotic fruit hanging.

I had my peg system working but was only venturing into two bags at a time. I was desperate to find a fresh pair that my nostrils hadn’t drained of perfume. I was desperate too to find a pair to masturbate into as well, to be consumed with desire by both, the intoxicating bodily perfume over my face and the soft nap of crotch teasing and manipulating my foreskin.

And so I moved on bag after bag for over an hour until my willpower could take no more. It was one of those occasions where reasoning was beyond the common sense and the inconvenience that it would cause. My own knicks were down over my thighs now, my cock fully consumed in her sensating little gusset, my wetness dampening and soaking right into her little cunt patch and I was determined whatever mess it made I was going to cum all over them. Fuck it they’d have to be washed and dried and be back in the morning first thing regardless.

I lay there for a while my ebbing orgasm satisfying and relaxing me despite lying on the hard benches below. I listened to the creaks the school naturally made and was in a blissful land of total relaxation. This was my kingdom, my fruit hung all around me and I was determined that I was going to have my pickings when and whenever I wanted. Later I washed them with a little reluctance, it was the pains of my fetish but it came with the persuasion, I had to do it and ensure that there would be no signs what so ever that anyone had interfered with them.
