Control of the Corridors Chap 13
Saturday morning I lay in bed, my head in a state of sub-conscious wanderings. I wanted a girlfriend and a girlfriend badly. Even though there was Linda, it was still a solitary existence of chasing knickers and sharing brief moments of desire with a frustrated sailors wife. My visits to her were exciting and taught me more than I could ever wish for but it lacked feeling and closeness that having a proper girlfriend I’m sure would satisfy.

I saw her in my mind’s eye, fantasised what she looked like and gave her a personality and facade that fitted me like a glove. She’d be small and petite, pretty and athletic, I’d love her and her me, we’d be devoted and most of all she would be quite happy with my little passion for knickers. I mixed her in and out of the scenes and experiences that I had shared with Linda, I saw her here too, in my flat and indulging me with her youthful body and the school uniform that she would willingly wear.
For an age I lay there holding and teasing the erection that had already shared my every waking moment. I relived last night, I saw the lilacs presenting themselves to me, offering me the pert little bottom to frot and hump. In a flash I was out from under the covers and seeking out the pinks in my bottom drawer. My head told me to accept them for their colour, the pink became the imagery lilac and once again my cock rested against their outer crotch. We stood on the stairs, petting and playing and me getting my lessons of what to do.

It felt as if I was there and then in the lounge I saw her masturbating me in the very cunt patch that I had just fucked up the side of. Then I swapped her for my ‘new girlfriend’, the girl of my dreams who would pamper my every need. I was out of bed again and into my other drawer for some soft and desirable purples. They were small, just as she was small; the body of a third former accept that in my head my girlfriend would always remain the same.

She’d visit my flat, dress up in the uniform I had provided for her and I’d have my very own schoolgirl to walk my corridors with. We’d sit at desks and play boyfriend and girlfriend whilst she’d tease me with little exposures up her skirt. Or we’d be petting in the changing rooms my hand under her gym skirt whilst I frigged her purple covered little pussy. In the cloakrooms she’d sit on my face, burying me in her sweet fragrant gusset whilst her hand played girlishly in my fly.

I was excited now and awake. There were renewed yearnings to be out and about in the corridors to see what I could find. Madam Dragon would have done her vindictive little trawl of gathering and maybe there was new lost property for me to scour for purple treasure. There was hunting to do and places where I hadn’t really explored. I was up, dressed and wandering.
In the cupboard room there was a new pile, she had been busy, her indiscriminate collecting sweeping up clothing, books and belongings with a vigour that could only be described as obsessional. Where she got it all from I didn’t know, it was never that obvious when I patrolled the school, perhaps she knew places and scheming minds like I didn’t. Still although I really didn’t like her, she was as the girls called her a Dragon but as far as lost property was concerned she was my ultimate friend.

This week as far as I was concerned she had been most successful, a couple of shoe bags and what looked like three pairs of delicious little offerings from the changing rooms. As usual I stood there, unzipped, my own purples letting him out over the waistband of my own school knicks feeding and wanking him into each desirable gusset. My knees weakened and little sighs expelled on every breath as little cunt patches teased him in baubles of softness.

My imagination ran riots with visions of just who owned them and what delightful little bodies they would have. I wondered had I had them before, I was getting so many now there was bound to be a time when I would already find their name in my little note book. Or would they be exciting and new, would there be a rush of anticipation as I looked for their name and photo’s on the wall?

I was there for around thirty minutes, standing or leaning against the wall watching the purple dance and bounce against my trousers as I tossed myself off in them one by one. Later I assured myself that the titillating softness would bounce against my balls as I lay naked on my bed and that maybe then I would have an exact picture of what they looked like from the wall.

Temporally I moved them into the boiler room and draped them over my arm chair. I cautiously peered through the gap in the boxes and out of the tiny window towards the wall. There would be no fine specimens of puberty displaying their wares on a Saturday morning but it stirred some fond memories of the lunchtimes that I had some perfect viewings, little scenes of enticement and desires of the forbidden fruit.

I was eager again, to be off and around the school, lockers were calling and one’s that I had never visited before. The music room was so close, above and at the back of the school hall it actually doubled as a balcony, its little shutter doors opening up maybe for an orchestra or choir or even extra seating. There were no desks in this room, just adaptable chairs that could take a small table or hold a music score and a fine row of 36 lockers.
It was a forth form in here and that excited me much, knickers that were bigger, knickers worn by maturing teenagers and those that probably had an attitude that they would only wear them when they had to! There would and should be an abundance of treasure in here and I wondered why this was my very first visit. Perhaps it was because I was only just beginning to understand how the school girl mind worked and the defiance they had towards authority. My little peg system would be working here today I’m sure.

 The first lockers gave me disappointment and I was beginning to wonder if my theories were right and then at number four my faith had been restored. I stood over a bulging P.E. bag and tugged at the strings, my cock anticipating that he would be fulfilled and I peered inside. Not one but two pairs of delightful gym knickers ready and waiting for my probing erection . For a moment I wondered why, perhaps she was lazy and couldn’t be bothered to take them home.

The first pair were up and filling my nostrils with the sweet scents that seemed natural to all of them. She had definitely toiled in them and the pungency of her sweet perspiration told me they had not been washed for some time. It excited me, I didn’t have to take deep breaths to find it and its strength had my brain imagining her long and arduous exercise around the netball court or the playing field.

I pulled up one of the chairs and had him out, a little play with my foreskin and he was in and at them right where her sweaty little cunt had been. Then the next pair was out and laying across my face, cock and nose now had one each and indulged in the thrills that this young lady could give. They would come back to the flat with me but not for a spunking but to fill my head with their heavenly scent. I could not wash them it would be too much of a giveaway for this young madam.

I was about to stash them away when my eyes caught more interest in the bottom of her bag, not school knicks but a lovely pair of defiant silky nylon bikinis. My heart raced, a school girl with pretty knicks, frilly, sexy, and damned right not allowed if Madam Dragon found out. They were fresh, clean and wonderfully baby blue and their crotch danced across my nose with a skimming tickle. He wanted them and he got his way, nuzzling in and finding the most wonderful soft white cotton on which he could frot and excite himself. Soon the gusset had captured him, I watched the nylon ruck under my foreskin and felt that cotton cling and embrace him.

You sweet girl, you have given me both, I could lie on my bed and breath inward the perfume of your purples and toss myself off in your slinky sexy bikinis. I just had to find out who you were the number one peg went on your locker and your bag, come back to my bedroom and tease me and I will reward that white soft gusset with a load of my sperm. 

I was at them again, the lockers, one by one there was more and I was running out of pegs. I was leaving doors open now, a sign for me to come back to them over the weekend. I had to, it was my obsession to have them, mark them in my book and look them up on the photo wall and then go off and have a fantasy with them.

Then I was stopped in my tracks, a piece of paper fell out of one and I had to retrieve it and I had to make sure it went back in its rightful place. At first I thought it was just some homework and was about to put it back when words I was familiar with jumped out and caught my eye the heading read ‘Knickers to Knickers’. I began to read:

‘Knickers to Knickers’

Dear Fourth Formers

This year we are intending to do the same as our past pupils and demonstrate what we think of the ghastly school knickers we have all had to put up with over the years. I think we may have made the point with last year’s efforts as we think they have just been discovered and taken away, though I have to report that the previous year to that have yet to be discovered and are still stuffed into the old leather netballs in the changing rooms. As we no longer use them then they may never be discovered.
Please pass this note around all the forth forms if you want to support us as we intend to do something special this year. The collection point this year will be fourth form lockers outside the Library, the last two lockers at the bottom and hidden in the corner.

I do hope everyone will help us and bring as many as they can.
The note excited me, so that’s what they get up to at the end of term and were planning this year’s already, although it was still a number of weeks off. So I must have discovered last year’s plot but what about the year before, now I knew where they were and my thoughts greedily turned to having them! I stopped what I was doing immediately and had to go to the changing room, there were knickers there that had been abandoned and were free for me to take.

As I wandered across to the changing rooms my mind raced around everything that I had read. So they have discovered that last year’s protest had been found but so what, they didn’t know by who and not that it mattered because they couldn’t do anything about it, they couldn’t complain and indeed those who had set it all up were no longer at the school. It was the same for the old leather netballs, I thought, if they were still there then they were fair game to come into my possession and they would be none the wiser of who had taken them. Then my thoughts turned to this year’s plot and how I could possibly get my hands on those.

I unlocked the Changing Room door; I had been in here many times before on a search for treasure. Immediately its unique smell filled my nostrils and gave me a picture of girls in various states of dress and undress. It had its own basket for left behind clothing and had provided me with a nice distraction on many occasions but I knew our ‘Dragon’ would sweep it clean on Friday’s and drop any treasure conveniently in my store room.

Ah the baskets of P.E. equipment, I knew them well too, netballs and bibs, hockey sticks and the alike, I’d always ignored it all until now. I could see them at the bottom, the old leather, abandoned in place of new plastic balls that rarely needed pumping up. I stared at them just wondering just how many had hidden contents.

I began to take them out one at a time and place them in with the hockey sticks. There were five leather old balls some looked deflated and forlorn but two looked bold and as if they could be used until I tried to bounce one on the floor. It fell with a thud that was not right, although it was full and round. I examined them both, its lace had been disturbed and put back crudely.

I picked at it, just as I had to pick at shoe bags and slowly unhooked it and began to open it up. A cuff of purple, its familiar pattern of welts appeared as if by magic and I knew I had found them. The bladder had been removed and tossed aside along with others that lay unwanted in the bottom of the cage. I began to pull them out from their hidden prison, one by one into the light. They kept coming, it excited me, my collection was rising by the second until I had twelve very crumpled and creased pairs of wonderful purple school knickers.

He was out again and being masturbated by my fair hand in a celebration of yet another find and a free one at that, no waiting for jumble sales to end, no uncertainties of whether I would be discovered, they were mine now and would not be missed or reported. I was at the second ball and eagerly pulling at its cord. Again I was pulling wonderful treasure out, stopping to look at sizes and knowing by now which would fit me and which wouldn’t. Eleven this time and that was it. I had him in a pair and celebrated by finding her anonymous gusset and wanked pleasurably until I felt I would cum. I held him back, again and again as I stopped and started and trawled through each pair with scrutiny. Every pair had had the name tags meticulously removed, little strands of cotton were in some, left behind and embedded in the soft fabric, the girls could protest but they still feared her retribution. 
I had a problem now, it wasn’t like the locker where I could just take them, in here it would be noticeable to take the balls away or even leave them deflated. It may come to the notice of the P.E. teacher who may think that they had been vandalised and the air bladders stolen. Yet at the same time I wanted these knickers, it was becoming an obsession to have and own as many pairs as I could, despite the fact that some would not even see the light of day again. I also had to make the girls think they were undiscovered, besides they may think if they were gone that their little note had been intercepted.

I had an idea, I was back in my cupboard and in the jumble box that contained school uniform. I was pulling out small size polo shirts and balls of socks; I would stuff the netballs with those and place it all back. Then in the changing room I had another idea, just leave one pair of knickers in each, at the top near the lace, if prying eyes came to check on discovery then purple knicks would clearly be seen through the lacing. I was beginning to be mischievous myself, especially as I felt I was now one step ahead of them and knew of their plans for this year.

It took a while, getting them back in and looking round and like a netnall. I’d picked too the scruffiest of purples to sit behind the lace, ones that were tatty or small. Choosing was another little game that held my interest as I had to examine them all again in detail, piling them up in a preference of keeps. My little hoard would go straight back to the flat bundled up in a left over polo shirt. I felt smug as I left the changing room looking back and praising myself for putting it all back just as I had found it, I hoped those scheming girls would never know.

Back at the flat I was beginning to wonder what I was going to do with all these purple school knickers and would I ever touch them all. But, it was a must and I had to think of a way of getting to this years protest and have them before the Dragon found them and possibly destroyed them. The drawer in the wardrobe was getting tight, I thought for a moment that I should move some down with my silkies but then decided that I like them apart and besides would the sweet and unique school girl fragrance disappear or contaminate the silky frillies.

Then another idea came to my head, there was an old suitcase with the jumble brick-a brac that would be a welcome addition for extra school knicker storage on top of my wardrobe. I wandered back along the corridors think about my plans and what I had been up to this morning. Chasing knickers was time consuming and wasn’t it weird how all of a sudden I was inundated with them and yet other days I struggled to satisfy my needs. This morning I had gathered together the lost property and left them waiting in the boiler room, had a date with several shoe bags and a delicious pair of baby blue bikini’s and not even finished searching the lockers, what prospects were there for me to indulge and masturbate into my new finds.
There were other things on my mind too, somehow I had to keep on top of their little planned demonstration this year, I needed also to pay a visit to the lockers outside the library and especially their little drop off point. Back and forth along the corridors in a never ending task that in some ways was more exhausting than work, it was a good job there was nothing lined up this morning, I looked at my watch and discovered it was past lunch, where had the time gone, greedily I wanted to be everywhere.
At last my new hoard was stashed on top of the wardrobe and for a few moments at least I sat peacefully in a chair back in the music room. There were locker doors open, my peg system in operation and that very nice shoe bag near me that had the blue bikini’s in. ‘He’ remembered them too and now was telling me he wanted them, well at least to sit here for a while and enjoy their crotch and imagine her in them whoever she was. I wouldn’t cum in them, not here anyway, later yes, when I’d found her on the photo wall and taken her image in my head back to the flat and I consumed myself in her gusset. For now he teased himself in the soft white cunt patch, content to be just pleasuring himself to and fro.

I was there for an age, stroking myself in them, imaging her, imaging a fictitious girlfriend who perhaps had given me them and even remembering Linda and the possibility that she might have a pair the same. God they had me gasping as they teased and trapped my foreskin. Sensations ran wildly through all my nerve endings. My balls sent many signal that they would viciously release my sperm if I did not control myself. Temptations came and came and I had to fight them not to let him get on with it.

They were too already catching my pre-cum and there were times when I thought oh hell let him fuck them proper and spunk in them now. But then I’d tell myself there was unfinished business here and at the library lockers and besides wasn’t hunger now taking over. I slipped back to my flat with the three shoe bags including the one with the delicious baby blues. I cobbled together something to satisfy my stomach and for a while sat in one of the armchairs just pondering. 

And then temptation set in again and I found myself playing with the bag that held the bikinis and the two pairs of school knicks. I held him in her underwear alternating between the three, whilst my head toyed with ideas of just how their little end of term scheme would work. They just had to be a bit more inventive this year, after all the two previous years hadn’t worked properly and their supposed discovery of last year’s, was in fact mine and not the teachers. The fact was that my first find had taken nearly a year to be found so I suspected that if they wanted to get their message across that they would have to be a bit more adventurous with their demonstration.

On the other hand too, I had a plan to intercept their little game; after all I wanted their knickers and wanted them badly. I couldn’t let the Dragon get to them first as I didn’t know what she would do with them, they certainly wouldn’t go into lost property, that would serve no purpose at all. I had visions of her burning them, throwing them on one of the grounds men’s bonfires, her symbol of reprisal for something she could not control. Either way, neither side was going to win at this little game, except maybe me, the pupils would never get their message across and the Dragon wasn’t a woman who would listen, as rules were rules even if most of them were an invention of her head. But, if I wanted to be the victor then somehow I had to let it go on!

It was a confusing Saturday, there was just too much going on both physically and mentally, I was whizzing around the place putting aside lost property, rummaging lockers and stirring up storms of thought about gathering yet more knickers, and thinking about Linda and having a girlfriend all at the same time. It was so much easier if I just found a pair of knickers and took them to one side to have a wank.
I was off again, outside the library now and staring at those last two lockers in the corner. The apprehension came, just what I might find inside, maybe nothing or perhaps they had already started their collection. There were urges too, to explore all the other lockers that were here to. I hadn’t been here before and as usual a set of desires seemed to take over my brain. I fought against it, I was tiring, I wasn’t getting anywhere, just chasing around in circles from one set of expectations to another, obsession really was taking over me. It wouldn’t be this complicated with a girlfriend.

But I was here now, I had to know, I couldn’t walk away, just this little peek and then go. Besides there would be tomorrow as well, I could finish off my trawl through the music room and the other lockers here to, why beat myself trying to be everywhere today. I opened that first door and was immediately rewarded. I pulled them out just two pairs of delicious purples and a start to their little scheme. I examined them sniffed them and had him inside them both christening them with a smudge of pre-cum. That was enough I told myself, stop, check the other locker and go. It was empty for the moment but for how long.

I was back in the flat again and quite worn out with my endless trudge and toil around the school. For a while I just sat and contemplated all the thought that had already whizzed around my head many times today. Eventually my brain began to relax telling itself that it didn’t need to go over that strand of thought again and I drifted and dozed in the chair for what must have been sometime. I had a dream, a peaceful dream and one that I woke up to. I was lying in a garden on a grassy lawn on a breezy summer’s day. It was her garden, the garden I always saw from the top deck of the bus on long ago Saturday mornings.

Here I was peacefully soaking up the sun and letting the breeze coolly run over my skin. I was on my back looking upwards to the heavens watching clouds drift by and yet in the foreground just feet above my head five pairs of her purple school knickers wafting in a most tantalising dance. I had an erection just watching them perform for me; cuffed legs opened and closed giving me a view deep inside them. Upwards, double gussets appeared and then disappeared as the draught caught them, giving me tormenting glimpses into their inner secrets. Secret place that held her secret body, a body that had developed, swelled and ripened into desirable young woman.

There was silence around me, not a human to be heard, a dog barked in the distance and I knew I just had to have my cock out. He stood proud, reaching upward toward the swinging purple that he could never reach. The sun kissed him and the breeze stroked and tickled him and he wished those swaying gussets would just come down and dance all over him. They were there too, surreal and out of reach, almost blending with the sky of blue, the baby blue bikinis danced in unison as the wind took her purples on a routine of billowing delight.

Nature and vision teased him, he wanted to grow upward to meet them, little tingles and sensating pleasure told him he could do it. He wanted them to come down and caress him, brush him, take him deliciously towards his edge but it wasn’t to be and yet he was relaxed here and wanted to stay in their company forever. Then it was gone and I awoke relaxed and sporting the erection of my dreams.

I reached out for them, the shoe bag with purple and baby blue.  He was out and amongst them kissing and nudging her sporty gusset where her legs had ruffled and rucked it a thousand times around the netball court. It had covered her, hiding her modesty whilst it matured and blossomed into an object of desire. He rubbed against it knowing that it had been here. He clung to it and demanded it tease and tickle him as my fingers trapped him there.

Then a swap into the forbidden softness of the baby blues, the knicks that should never be seen or for that matter be in these corridors. She’d pay the price if caught with them or in them and yet they held object of desire, she’d dared to wear them and he wanted now to share that gusset. They caught him and held him, rucking under my foreskin and sending a sweet shock down him and into my balls. Greedily he wanted all of them and bounced around everywhere that her sweet little cunt had sat.

She was somewhere out there, perhaps at home, or out with friends, perhaps sat in some coffee bar giggling with friends and maybe the cousins of her baby blues now protecting her. But here and now I had some of her intimacy, the very crotch that her cunt had been in and now I was going to shoot my spunk into it. He throbbed and spat and christened them just as I had promised he would.

Later and against the promise I had made to myself he had her purple’s too.
