Control of the Corridors Chap 14
On Sunday morning I was wandering again, putting back the ‘borrowed’s’ from Saturday. I was eager for new finds and a determination to add names to my little book of lists. I’d worked out too that if I wasn’t going to dress up in a uniform or P.E. kit then perhaps an old tracksuit was more suitable for flitting around the school. Wearing it and my own school purples underneath meant I could drop them in an instant and get my cock closer than ever to into those desirable little cunt patches.

My mind had moved off from Linda and besides it was a distraction from the job in hand and anyway she’d come calling again, that I was sure. No, my thought pattern and puzzle now was focused on getting hold of this year’s planned protest treasures, long before the Dragon discovered them. I even went back to the lockers outside the library just in case I’d missed a clue in the two lockers that were to be the drop off. There was nothing and so I decided to go back and finish my deeds in the music room.
I was clock watching here and had no intention of having any serious wanking sessions as it was over to mum and dad’s for a Sunday lunch. It was a teaser really being here, find some more knicks in the lockers I hadn’t yet opened and be back here this afternoon for a proper little session. It added to the excitement and apart from one dive into a P.E. bag for a bit of gusset play I just noted the bags in the others by leaving the doors open. It gave me a purpose for later, something to think about whilst dad droned on about stuff in the Sunday papers or my mother listened to the idle gossip from my aunty.
When I arrived at their house I was confronted with a spectacle on the grassy bank opposite. It was the boy and two girls again, up to their usual tricks of prompt and tease. He was doing his best to encourage them up the tree and to swing on the branch and they played their little game of reluctance until they finally gave in. I could see the fluster on his face as I approached the house, he had a determination that I recognised, a sort of half feigned interest, yet at the same time goading them that they were ‘chickens’ not to have a go. 
Just as I got there he was successful, he got the ‘experienced’ girl up and onto the branch. Teasingly I had one quick glimpse of her navy blue knickers and then I was gone. I had to go in the house I couldn’t stand and gawp and it disappointed me immensely. Memories of the evening I had stood watching them from the bedroom came flooding back, every polished performance from our little expert and the fumbled and awkward moves from her little friend. It was all there, the creamy thighs and the central picture of navy blue from every little angle.

I was tormented as I went in the house, how I would have loved to have gone into that front bedroom again and watched them through the chinks in mother’s curtains. But, it was not to be, not living her now meant there was no reason to be upstairs for long periods and especially in that front bedroom. My mother said I looked distant and had the weight of the world on my shoulders. I shrugged it off and just said I was thinking. Well indeed I was but it wasn’t something I could share.
On my way home later the boy and two girls were nowhere to be seen. It made me wonder where they were and what they were up to. Did he have things all his own way, had he steered them into playing more adult games, perhaps a trip to the woods and a game of dare. My thoughts went to such opportunities of my youth that for the most ended up be a frustrating tease.

Still I had other thoughts now as I unlocked the door to my flat and entered. In moments I was dressing in a school uniform again and entering the school for yet another expedition to find treasure. For a moment I stopped in the long corridor and let my imagination believe I was one of them. The school were all at lessons and I was on an errand, taking a note or a book to someone of no importance. My head was telling me I was a girl and yet my body was interacting with it and sporting a nice throbbing erection.

Tingles were everywhere, my nipples caressed by my blouse and I had a latent wish to discover just what feeling a brassiere would give me. Coolness surrounded my calves and ran up my legs making me acutely aware what a wonderful heaven of school knickers were, holding me and protecting me. Even my skirt clinging to my bottom made it feel so feminine.

I walked on and began to fantasise that between my legs a ripening little cunt sat, a cunt that wanted to be touched and shown just what it was needed for. I imagined the two girls and the boy in some secret little rendezvous with them letting his fingers touch them all over their sweet little navy blue’s. I wondered just what it was like to be petted and fingered and that little button of pleasure so skilfully manipulated.

I had to stop and masturbate near the cloakroom and again at the wall with the photographs. I picked out Christine and had an imaginary five minutes with her just as the boy would have done with the two girls. My head told me that somewhere in my expedition this afternoon I would visit her locker and see if she had been kind to me.
I moved on along the corridors and passageways and found myself up again in the music room. There was unfinished business here, I just had to have completed my search of their lockers, there was bound to be yet more gussets to record and tease my erection with. I started at where I had found the note and for a moment stood there reading it again. I wanted to refresh my memory and seek out any possible clues as to just how they planned their demonstration.
I wondered just what they could do to get there point across and how for the past two years they hadn’t really achieved anything. It would need to be bold and perhaps more blatant than just hiding knickers and waiting for them to be discovered. Well that was my view but what about there’s, did they think that way or maybe there minds hadn’t developed far enough beyond just abandoning them. Either way I wanted those knickers I had to get to them before the Dragon.

I was in those open doors now, buzzing and full of anticipation that maybe the next bag or the next would yield and give me what I wanted. A sigh left my lungs as I discovered a duffel bag. My little pegs put down their marker and I again slipped into a nearby chair to check my catch. I just hoped and prayed there was a pair inside, my cock did too, he pushed himself forward and pressed home in my own bulging purples.
‘Oh yes, Oh yes’, I breathed to myself. I was hooking them out, holding them aloft and teasing my nostrils with tickles and the sweet scents that I found there. Then he was out and demanding. I was pulling back my foreskin and readying him for his first ever glide through this sweet little crotch. Then I was proper wanking him in her cunt patch and wondering if the boy could be so intimate with the girls knickers. 

Did he have chances like this, I doubt it, I couldn’t imagine him getting them to forfeit their knickers. I wondered if he had ever experienced that sweet touch and the gorgeous sensations that a clinging little school knicker gusset could give him. Had he reached this land of discovery yet, I doubt it and even if he did, did he have opportunities like this, I bet he didn’t. It would be a while too before he discovered other knickers, the silky slippery nylon that could blow your mind.

He had something though, something that I had had at an early age, a notion that he was interested in them and wanted to see them. They had a hold over him, just as they had with me. He liked to see them because he knew what was hidden just beneath and it excited him and if he couldn’t have it then he’d have to have a view of the little patch of cloth that covered it. I could see him in me, the stare, the cunning little ploys in the way he operated, he was hooked.

I held myself off several times and told myself that it wasn’t going to end here. She’d go on the list, a tick in the box and I’d move on and finish these lockers. It was another year form complete and I could come back to them whenever I wanted, there would be new ones and more names to add into the book and beside’s there were other urges, Christine’s knicks were calling.
I hadn’t been to her locker for a while and the thought of playing with her knickers again excited me. She was perfection, the envy of every girl in the school and those especially who wished they could have her striking good looks and the body to match. I could see her now too, stood in her netball kit and every bit of it hugging her to perfection. Her creamy skin would be an enticing sight and toned muscles had me following their every contour. Even the way that little games skirt sat on her hips and bottom and framed her flawlessly had my cock twitching and wishing he could have some action with her. But, it would never be and at times I thought how very lucky I was just to have access to her school knickers.

I opened that door and was rewarded. Her bag was there and always contained the vital ingredient to have my cock in a state of erection immediately. With her knicks too, I couldn’t wait, he’d have to say hello to them immediately, slipping and sliding all in and around that baubly enticing gusset. I trembled pulling open the cords, it was a moment like no other as I idealised her just like some pop star and to be holding her underwear was an honoured privilege.

They wafted across my nose, tickling it and sending a shiver down my body and a noticeable weep of pre-cum into my own knicks. I had him out, my skirt hoisted upward and him poking unceremoniously over the waist band. My knees half bent and me peering over him I watched him enter inside to find her crotch. I gasped as I always did at having her knickers, the first touch sent shots of electricity through my balls almost giving me the feeling that I would cum immediately. I pulled my foreskin backward exposing his wetness and sat him in the centre of her cunt patch. I whispered her name lovingly in deep satisfaction and gratitude almost as if she was allowing me to fuck her.

Those first strokes with finger and thumb ensuring the soft baubly cotton had contact with my glans were exceedingly blissful. My legs shook and even here and now I thought I could easily within seconds wank myself into a cum. But I had other ideas, notions of a little fantasy that just would have to take place back in my flat. I packed him away, tucking him dribbling back into my own knicks. Christine knicks went securely back into her bag and I noted that the rest of her kit was there that would feed my little plan perfectly.

I held her bag in my hand, almost as if I was holding her hand and guiding her to our first liaison. I imagined her with me and the gentle way in which I would treat her. I wanted to show her the upmost consideration and ultimately show her just how she should be pleasured which in turn would pleasure me. In my bedroom I laid her bag down as if I was gently dropping her to my bed. I undid those cords again almost as if I was undressing her, pulling out the contents of her bag as though I was removing her clothing.

I grabbed one of my pillows and began to slip the lovely purple kicks up and over it as though it was her torso. I pulled them into place, correcting them and trying to shape them in a crude and useless imitation of her. Next came the games blouse and for a moment I wished I’d had a little bra that I could stuff and give her at least some tits but it had to be so I slipped over and almost covered her knickers. I lifted her and spread her open games skirt under her and imagined her arching her back and helping me. I fastened it just as I had done with my own games skirt and then stepped back to admire my handiwork

It was crude but in my head it was her or at least the nearest I would ever get to her. For the moment all that mattered was I could see just the briefest of glimpses of those so sexy purple school knickers. At least the elastic of the cuffed legs had gathered themselves and made a rudimentary little crotch that was enticing me towards it. I stretched forward a planted the softest of kisses right where her little treasure would have been hidden beneath. My nose too swam across the soft baubly cotton as though it was nudging at her desirable cunt. There were hints too, of her and her perfume and maybe a little something that she had added to it from her game of netball.

I badly wanted them and sprawled out on the bed and had her mock torso sit on my face just where it mattered. It consumed me as I held the fake hips and hid in the semi darkness of her skirt and gusset. I kissed and mouthed them and hoped she would appreciate it if I ever did manage to have this privilege. Then I brought her down my body and my purple met hers and in a quick shift my cock was out and nestling in the V of her fake little cunt. I groaned as again I manipulated her hips this time rolling my exposed foreskin in the sweet nap of the little cunt patch.

I cuddled and hugged her; again her sweet perfume filled my nostrils as it buried itself deep into the shoulder of her games blouse. She was there with me, or the closest I was ever likely to get to the lovely Christine. I was going to have her too, ride that gusset until I came and splashed my spunk all over them and then I could smugly know I’d had her again.

I stood over her now, pulling her to the edge of the bed, bent my knees and rode into her cunt patch so that my foreskin rolled upward and downward into the super soft purple. I watched me do it and told myself that she would be so grateful if I could do it for real. I was going to fucking have them regardless but where would my unprotected seed land? I didn’t want it splashing on her skirt and blouse that was something I did not want to wash.

Hastily I whipped the skirt away and pulled the blouse upwards and out of the ejaculation zone. Little spurts of electricity circulated my balls, this was it I would fuck her knickers and spunk them. My knees buckled as the splashes of sperm descended and juiced the cunt patch. I called out her name and collapsed onto the pillow still humping her sweet little cunt.

I was pleased with myself as I lay there; this was something new and nicely satisfying. I wallowed in thought of how good it had felt and saw scenes of me doing it again and again. Then a picture just flashed through my head, supposing my cock was between the crotch double panel, supposing he was sleeved between it, frotting and riding the little pocket of gusset. I had an idea, there were purple knicks in my collection that were worn and thin, little threadbare holes where years of friction, wear and washing had frayed them. Could I make the little hole bigger, slide my cock between the layers, surround him in the softness and intimacy of their gussets, wank him and even better, ride him into them just as I had done with Christine’s on the outside.

It would work, I knew it would, I could imagine it; see it in my mind’s eye. I scrabbled into my collection; I had such knickers that until now were just trophies and another number in an ever growing pile. I’d never touched them, found them less desirable until now and did it really matter if I expanded that frayed hole to slip my eager cock inward. My knicker collection was all over the place, piles of purples decorating the bed as I searched fervently for what I wanted.
I found one pair and then perhaps the candidate for another and then too I remembered a pair of navy blue’s that were in a similar state. I stared at them intently just wondering how to make the hole bigger. It occurred to me too that one of the purples had frayed and worn just about were the young ladies bottom would sit and for a moment it horrified me to think that was where I would enter. But having it there would give me two positions to pleasure myself. It was genius, my cock would enter forward to where the gusset stopped at the front and then backward and deep into the double panel at the back.

I began snipping with a small pair of scissors, not to big I told myself, just enough to let my cock wander in and frot and fuck. I couldn’t wait it had me so excited and again sporting a willing erection that just wanted to be in there. They were slipped over the pillow and eased into place, my handiwork just sitting nicely at the bottom. They were tempting me and I positioned it on the bed as though I was towering over some innocent young lady. He seeped his sticky goo at the very prospect as I manoeuvred him into place. I chose my entry facing forward and towards that front seam, my fingers helping in inward. A gasp of sheer pleasure erupted from my mouth as he grazed and sensated at the entrance to the little fuck pocket. Stickiness caught him sensationally riding awkwardly between the sleeve of gusset cotton but it was a wonderfully satisfying feeling. It felt similar to a fuck and my head told me it was, no fingers that were mine manipulating and wanking, just my foreskin rolling and riding inside a patch of cotton that had for so long protected the sweetest little cunt.

It was like a fuck I told myself, no hands manipulating myself, just me holding the pillow just as I would her hips. Just like the little foray on the stairs with Linda, my cock riding in and out in a clingy soft tunnel. I was in heaven, this would be a new trick, another satisfying way to masturbate and I knew if I frotted and fucked long enough I’d be pumping spunk long and hard into that nicely holding front seam.

I stopped several times, I had too, I was so near orgasm and I didn’t want to be there again so soon. I took my mock torso into my lounge and ignored the chaos I had just caused in the bedroom, carrying her just like I was still well and truly buried in her cunt. I flopped on the sofa and watched him throb in his new found home. He pushed against that seam arguing with me to let him go on as I held her there just like she was sitting astride my lap. It all felt so good, the little movements I made that sent me on a delirious journey that had me so on the edge of a big spunking. Still I fought it out with him quarrelling to go or not to go and then I told myself to save it for this evening when I would be ready again.

Eventually I took it out and studied the little pockets, slipping my fingers inward as though I was finger fucking her. My head was running through possibilities too of how this would work, even dressing the pillow up again in a complete school uniform and frot fucking up and under her skirt. God that would be such a turn on, so imaginary to have a little mock schoolgirl right in front of me and me shagging her knickers. Why couldn’t I use a cushion too I asked myself, that would work too and alright it wouldn’t mimic a torso but it wouldn’t flop around like a pillow. The possibilities were endless but not now, later when I had fully recovered and could sperm again.
There were knickers to wash; Christine’s knickers to get down to the boiler room and then sneakily back into her locker. It didn’t matter if it wasn’t until morning now, I had time being here on the premises, I’d just set the alarm and get up earlier. Later I was wandering the corridors again, teasing myself and ambling myself into classrooms, officially on the pretext that I was checking everything was safe but it didn’t stop me be nosey especially where the girls things were concerned.

I started looking in desks too, it was amazing just how much you got to know about the habits of teenage girls and even I suppose the way they thought. The scribbles on a pencil case revealed so much, whether she’d moved on to the focus of boys. Names materialized secretly at first, inked in to the fabric of a zip or secretly inside where perhaps they were the least noticeable. Then boldness and obsession would take over scribbles would appear on the outside confirming undying love with hearts and arrows. It seemed at this school to be such a craze, more than I remembered at my own school and I wondered if it was all to do with the absence of boys for most of their day.

In some I found P.E. kits too, not many, the odd one but enough to have me looking in every one. I’d sit there and tease him, get him out of my own school knicks to push him into a new and unknown gusset. I’d sit and daydream, wondering just what they possibly looked like, wondering too whether I spied her knickers before, a flip see of a skirt on the netball court perhaps. Either way being here was just a tease for him, just to get him going and in the mood again. Her name would go in my book and that all important tick just to tell me I’d been in there and masturbated in her little cunt patch.

Time passed quickly out here, it always did, I didn’t know where it went, an hour in a classroom or delving into lockers soon went and it was time so my cock told me to be back in my flat for that all important appointment. I eked it out though, teasing him into a frenzy on the way back, hunting further or diverting just somewhere else for something that I had missed or promised myself to look at, perhaps too finding another crotch in which to spend a few minutes of fun with.
At last I was back in my little domain, behind the door and locked, lusting at the prospect of my next escapade. I stood looking at them stretched over the cushion on the settee, inviting and crudely mimicking an exposed schoolgirl’s bottom. He was out again, in my hand, wet and very ready as I slipped and rolled my foreskin gently backward and forward. I sighed deeply knowing my intention would bring an immense pleasure. I moved towards them almost feeling in my head the sensations he and me were about to receive.

I picked it up and held it up and onto the backrest of the settee. The fuck hole hovered in front of him as tempting and delicious as a cunt. He’d slip in there nicely I told myself, tickle and tease me delightfully into imagining it was a little pussy. I gasped as he rested gently near the little pocket of purple cunt that I was about to enter, the soft cotton sending tingles of excitement through my balls.
I held them steady and thrust my hips forward, my fingers fidgeting with the little sleeve that would let me in. Another gasp as they caught and rolled on my foreskin as the cotton fuck tube surrounded me and held him captive in the ‘gusset cunt’. I closed my eyes and went on the imaginary journey of so many faces and so many flashes of hips, bottoms and purple delight.

Softly and gently I humped into them, the exquisite cotton, dragging and manipulating me in a little substitute fuck. They rucked and caught me as I rode into them almost feeling like little cunt walls were consuming me. Sensations whizzed around my cock, balls and lower abdomen, they’d wank me toss me and fuck me into a perfect orgasm but not yet, this was going to last.

I moved her, my little purple fuck cushion, holding her and walking her with me to sit and slump into the settee. Slowly I watched him enter and withdraw from her purple heaven as though I was watching her sat astride he riding my cock. Each thrust inward and outward brought a new dimension of sensation, feelings that were the beginning of a journey. I’d slow him down, my hands manipulating her pretend hips. I watch and listen to the cunt pocket flapping over him and noisily taking him ever nearer to excitement. I’d thrust and hold him feeling the cotton tease and sensate my glans into wanting more and more.

I was in control, no Linda calling the shots, no demanding orgasm from the other side and as nice as it would have been to have a real cunt I could ejaculate here whenever I wanted. I sat for some time with my eyes closed, fantasizing that it was Christine or others, pictures of faces that I had in my mind, secret desires to be fucking them.

Then willpower lost its control, he had gone too far, aches and persuasions had taken over and that promised spunking was without a doubt on its way. I slowed it down, my climb upward and downward through the most delicious sensating little fuck tube and watched his fluid pump. First the flood that let the little sperms swim then the uncontrollable rush of creamy semen that just flowed through the purple like a tidal wave.

My head was momentarily scoring it as the best ever, better than Linda’s fucks or so I momentarily believed. 
