Control of the Corridors Chap 15
Monday morning was here again and the start of yet another week. I had put things back where they belonged and ensured that the places I had visited over the weekend were just as I had found them. Everything else that morning was just the normal routines until after midmorning break I got called to the headmistress’s office. It was one of those moments I always dreaded, a visit to the Dragon and never knowing what to expect.

When I got there she informed me it was happening, the building work was about to start and that the girls tennis courts were to be turned into a lockable compound for the builders to operate from and a place to keep their tools and materials. This would mean of course that the tennis courts were now out of action until after the pool and building were competed when it would refurbished and handed back. She also advised that because the builders would be in and out of the back gate that she had now instructed the school to use the main entrance at all times and the back gate was to be locked as soon as the builders had gone home each night. She also added that as per our arrangements could I now patrol past the compound occasionally in the evenings just to make sure that it was secure.

Whilst I was there, there was a knock on the door behind me and what looked like for a moment that the Dragon had another visitor. A young girl was shown in and stood behind me and for a moment I just didn’t know what to do, was this the point that I should leave and was I about to be dismissed, I stood awkwardly.

‘This is my niece’, the Dragon announced, ‘she is joining the school as part of the administration team’. ‘Emily is going to help out with the increased work and visitors now that we have workman on site and also take on some of the other admin chores from the two secretaries’. ‘I’m going to give her that empty small room at the top of your stairs as an office as there is no space elsewhere’.

Emily nodded approving every word that the Dragon had spoken. Straight away there was something I didn’t like about her, she was smug and had a confidence that belied the fact that she was not yet here.

‘Miss Maden will start next week so if you could find a spare desk and furniture for her and move it in it would be appreciated’. With that I was dismissed.
Suddenly the storm clouds seemed to roll in, my week had somewhat changed and why did I now have some bad feelings about what was about to happen, an office at the top of my stairs for a start, someone almost watching over me, watching my comings and goings and the headmistress’s niece to boot. There was that surname too, where had I heard it before?

I went over to the furniture store behind the gymnasium and looked for a desk suitable for our Miss Maden. My thoughts turned to what was about to happen and how my little world felt threatened, gone would be my ability to hide and my whereabouts not be known, I was to have someone guarding my entrance and knowing my every move. And, what about my little antics, my little excursions and indiscretions into the delightful world of an all girl’s school, treasure hunting and collecting, the lost property room and getting my finds into the boiler room. It seemed like my world had tumbled or at least part of it would be restrained by the presence of the delightful Emily on my doorstep.
Pondering my misfortune I went across to see the groundsman as I needed his help to shift a desk. I asked him if he’d heard the news about the compound and added in the story about Miss Emily Maden and the reason I needed his help. He had and I could tell he had more to add to the story. He willing came back with me, filling me in along the way.
Emily was apparently a former pupil of the school some two years back. She had left at sixteen and gone on to secretarial college where she failed miserably. Her father was the local vicar and brother of the headmistress. Emily he described as the runt of the litter and an odd un! Commonly known he said as Elle by her ex school chums on account of her thick and chunky ankles and calves that resembled a baby elephant.

I started to arrange her office and pondered what it would mean to have ‘little niece’ sat at the top of my stairs. Would it mean that my little collecting habit would have to be curtailed? Would I have to stop my little treasure hunts for the delightful school knickers. How could I possibly stay in here undetected and ignoring my calling bell when I had the soft cotton of a double school gusset teasing my cock. How could I stand discreetly masturbating grabbing an eyeful of the delicious handstand displays that operated just above my basement windows knowing that she knew I was in here. 
Later I thought about her again and the fact she had been wearing trousers, that was I presume an act of covering her rather unattractive legs. I remembered too that I thought she had a rather nice shaped bottom and the cut of her trousers showed it off rather nicely. She’d dressed rather oddly too, as apart from her navy trousers, her cardigan and white blouse made her look somewhat like she was still at school.

Later that evening on a visit home there was more to add as I sat on our kitchen step listening to the tittle tattle of my mother and aunt. They always had these gossiping sessions. My aunt was to put it politely was a crude woman who loved to speak her mind and perhaps elaborate on the finer specimens of the community. This evening was no exception and I listened intently to the highs and lows of their voices when the name Emily Maden came up. Now I was all ears as the final fragments of the puzzle were put into place, well at least according to my aunt.
No doubt too that the conversation had been steered that way, my aunt loved controversy and the effect it would have on people and took great delight in seeing their expressions although this evening it was more my mother’s she was interested in and how my mother would react with me. It wasn’t long before we were getting the whole nine yards of the Maden family history. How the Reverend Maden had plucked eagerly his bride of some eighteen years his junior and half his age, how controlling both he and Emily’s mother were towards their two daughters. How the eldest daughter had been married off too, to a man of the cloth who again was some twenty years senior to his bride.

Then came the Emily story and their expectations for her both academically and on the marriage front. How she was to be a failure in their eyes on both fronts, not passing her exams and lack of interest in boys! ‘Lezzy’, was a word I heard come from my auntie’s mouth, not loudly but sort of hushed and I imagined her behind my back shielding the very word with the back of her hand. I imagined my mother’s shock and indignation too, the very horror of that word in those times and the thoughts that went with it.
My mother replied, in louder tones too, no doubt especially for my ear as I expected. ‘Not a young lady to have in the family then’, she said in hinted tones that were meant for me. In other words, not somebody that she expected me to bring home or indeed even to be friendly with, was implied. 

I sat there and thought about what I had heard. Pieced it altogether too, the bits I had gleaned from school and how now some of it made sense. Although what was a supposed lesbian now doing working at a school for girls. I wondered what fool hardy and naïve person had thought that one up or was it a purposeful attempt to control her with her aunt the headmistress keeping a watchful eye on her. I wondered too how the repressed Emily felt about it, whether she intended to be repelled in her sexual leanings or perhaps saw it as an opportunity.

I went back to my flat feeling even more deflated and thoroughly miserable. Things lately had been looking up, getting the flat and having the freedom to wander when I wanted but now I would have to curtail my activities during the day. It stopped my wanderings that evening and I went to bed still thinking about it.
The next morning it was still there when I awoke but with my rest and sleep I began to think about it differently, maybe her being there was a control on my activities but on the other hand when the school was closed I did have the place to myself. Maybe it was a good thing that I didn’t have that unwitting freedom during the day, perhaps it would keep me in check and save my bacon if I unknowingly slipped up in my eagerness to get knickers.
By lunch time I was back to my normal self, yelps and screams had me at the boiler room window again with a pair of purple knicks teasing my cock as I watched yet another wonderful handstand display. I’d miss this during the school holidays, creamy little thighs and pouting purple crotches showing me just what mother nature was sculpting into the fine forms of young women. I had to hold him back again and again as they took their turns up the wall, the distinctive Y shape that I found so fascinating and the knowledge of just what a delightful fruit was forming underneath. 

I stopped him several times and in the end left them to it. I needed it saved until this evening when I’d be back at those lockers outside the Library. A note had come to my attention earlier, a little more detail on the closure of the Tennis Courts and how it would stop the girls from playing. They loved their Tennis in the summer, they seemed to do nothing else, better than all the other summer activities of athletics, especially P.E. for the forth formers,. The school knew how disappointing it would be and the note had given the forth forms the opportunity to opt out and perhaps have a study period in the library instead.

The note got me thinking, if they weren’t doing P.E. then they might not be bringing their kit to school from now on. That was a huge disappointment as forth formers bags seemed to contain their school knicks more than most and I guessed was part of their rebellion not to wear them, so would they now start donating them to the cause? It was a definite reason to be back at those lockers this evening and keeping a very close eye on them in the future.

The builders were on site and already busy taking out the tennis net posts and adding a pair of gates to the fencing around the courts. Tomorrow they would start on the clearance for the foundations bringing in their plant equipment and materials. There was one more chore to do after school and that was to now lock that back gate to keep out un-welcome visitors.
After my handsome tea that was left me I was out in my corridors and making my way towards the library. Tonight I hadn’t bothered with a uniform or P.E. kit and just slipped into my school knicks and track suit trousers. Hovering near those two special lockers had my cock stirring as usual. The vision of lunchtimes display was still entrenched in my head and knowing that the other side of those doors might now contain more offerings had me with my cock in my hand for a little teasing.

I hoped and prayed that they had started abandoning their hated underwear and adding to my cherished treasure, although at this very moment I hadn’t a clue of how they were going to come into my possession. I opened both doors one after the other, there were some additions, more than the two solitary pairs of the weekend, they had been busy and most likely encouraged by the closure of the tennis courts and the offer of opting out of P.E.

It made me sigh deeply at the new prospects on view and I abandoned my erection and started to pull them out of the first locker. Trembling with excitement I counted five pairs, three more than the weekend. My ritual of holding them up and letting them dangle as though they should be on a washing line began. Each pair in turn, examined and lustfully admired before they brushed my face and then my eager and waiting cock. It was my ceremony to do it, take in their unique little fragrances and tickle and tease him below with the prospect of masturbating into them. It was their christening too, me telling myself I had them all.

In turn I placed each over the locker door. I watched them pile on top of one another, waistbands and cuffed legs adjoining in a neat little stack. To me they were like counting money, banknotes on a Monopoly board, the more I had the more I wanted. The second locker contained another four pairs and I wondered if there was some rhyme or reason why each locker had been chosen. Maybe I was being too calculating on this, maybe they just threw them in any old locker, to have done with it and especially not to be caught doing it.

I picked the last pair up and after my little ceremony I began to satisfy him by inserting him into the soft gusset and masturbating. It had me gasping, my head always telling me it was new territory, a little cunt patch that I had probably not visited before and that made me very excited. The sensating crotch had me going quite quickly, novelty teasing him close to orgasm and so I backed off and waited.
How can I have them I thought, I couldn’t take them all away and yet I feared that if we got to the end of term and they put their plan into action I may never find them again. I had to have them, they were free, not borrowed, stolen or purloined and my obsession and needs must come first. One at a time came into my head, one from each locker depending on if anymore were placed there, surely they couldn’t stand there counting them every day but I could. Yes that worked for me, or maybe I should rake off whatever had been added each day and leave the rest for them. How would they see it, would they notice or would they consider that their little plan just wasn’t working? I would try it out and see, come back here at the end of each day and see what had been donated and make my decisions on what to take then.

I was in the other lockers too, I’d not been there until now and just had to have my fix on finding purple treasure. It was a disappointment really, just two P.E. bags contained something for me to play with. Their name went in the book and he had his way gracing their gussets with his lustful pleasure. I wondered if they would make it into the end lockers or indeed would any of these lockers ever contain knickers again now that P.E. was optional. Certainly I would have to wait for a new term and the forms moving upwards as they always did!

Wednesday was industrious for me, setting up Miss Maden’s office for little Miss Aloof . Was that a good nickname for her or did I prefer Elle the Elephant. One would do and I suppose Elle was the best, everybody else would know who it was referring too. I imagined her sat in here, Miss Prim and Proper, the Vicars daughter and the Headmistresses niece and a lesbian to boot. I wondered if she wondered just how many people knew, probably the whole town if my aunt had anything to do with it, or did she even care? I wondered and thought too whether she had another lesbian lover and saw them her together engrossed in enjoying each other’s bodies. It set me on a path of thinking, what did lesbian lovers get up too?

Later I speculated just how she would be married off, if the rumours were true and how she’d cope with having a cock in her life to contend with. It would I’m sure be her first and if he was anything like her father then she was sure not to be able to resist the demands. It was a curious world one that I could barely comprehend. It set me on a track thinking about lesbians and what they got up to. For a while too I was bewildered just how you discovered that you preferred your own sex.

In the afternoon I wandered around to the tennis courts to see just how much progress had been made. Already it looked like a builder’s yard, the huts were in place and materials were starting to arrive. After a chat with the foreman I decided that it would be time to begin my evening patrols although he thought everything was reasonably secure. He also agreed that he would be the one to lock that back gate so there was one less job to be concerned with in the early evening.

I strolled back with early evening on my mind. It was a must that I visited the library lockers again just to see what had been donated during the day. By now some of these young ladies would be realising just how much freedom they had with the option of bailing out of P.E. The
drudgery of stepping into those ghastly knickers had prematurely gone and just how many now would be encouraged to support the cause, maybe more than in other years?
At 4.30 I stood impatiently at the main doors waiting to lock the last one out. I was raring to go, it always got me this way, thoughts of finding more treasure and today that the possibility that some would become mine. It was becoming obsessional this collecting, quite what I was going to do with them all I didn’t know. Yes there was always the excitement of examining and being intimate with them when I first got them but after, most of them just seemed to sit in the drawer or now the suitcase as trophies. There was too, my little discovery of making love to them inside the little frot pocket. But the trouble was the more I had, the more I wanted.

I teased myself navigating the whole school and doing my checks before I stood before those two enticing doors. I felt him stir in my pants; the anticipation and forced wait now had him ready for his action. I sighed deeply and pulled open the first door. There were more, I’m sure there more, it looked fuller then yesterday. I started pulling them out again, hanging them over the door and counting, 5, 6, 7, then 8, three more than yesterday. The second locker just contained just another extra pair.

What should I do, how would I play this game from now on. My cock told me I should take the extras but reasoning had me arguing whether someone was counting them. Would they do that I wondered, did someone keep an eye on how many were being donated or was it a haphazard arrangement? How could they possibly keep an eye on this during the day I thought, it was far too busy here, the comings and goings of the library and the relentless motion of moving from one lesson to another. My mind was made up, well at least for today, I’d take the extras, besides there was one pair, threadbare and forlorn that held a new interest!

I headed back to my flat with my hoard of yet four more pairs of the delicious treasure. I spread them out again for a thorough examination; I was all over them, prying intimately in every secret little place. It was almost as if I’d just had them fresh from the changing rooms, fragrant and willing my senses to get very personal with them. He was there, nudging himself forward, demanding his sensating introduction to the little place that mattered. I left him bouncing in one whilst I studied the threadbare crotch of the pair I was determined to frot and fuck.

A snip here I thought, open along there for the perfect fuck hole of extraordinary pleasure. As the scissors cut I was almost counting the seconds before I would be inside them. I held up my handiwork, satisfied that I could frot them from front and back and deliciously glide inward and outward in two tunnels of love. I dressed them onto the pliable cushion, manipulating them just as I would be dressing an imaginary her, pulling and adjusting, getting that now open crotch just to where I wanted it.

Then I was abandoning the rest, throwing them to one side as my concentration focused on the gusset fuck. I slipped onto the settee and had the cushion climb aboard my lap whilst I adjusted my work clothing downward and underpants out of the way. For a brief moment I regretted not changing, being here with her in a pair of my own school knickers and watching them mash together in an orgy of lust. But it was too late, I’d promised him he could have them and have them now, he was eager to test her, be on his way and slip into that soft and tickling fuck pocket.

A gasp and a sigh later I was nudging him forward, fingers helping introduce him inward through the pleasure of soft and sensual cotton. I watched him disappear slowly upward into the gusset whilst my head told me was a receptive cunt. He drilled and drooled his way in, pre-cum leaving a dark trail of entry in her virgin little cunt patch. Upward and downward, rolling his foreskin on the skidding sensating crotch and listening to me groan with delight.

How very inventing I had been, discovering such a delight that was nearly as good as a fuck. Well it was a fuck, a fuck in my head, it felt like a fuck and the closest fuck I’d ever get with who ever owned these delicious fucking school knickers. I’d spunk them, throw my sperm deep into the gusset, fuck them, frot them and fuck them again until there was no more. These fucking knickers were mine, mine to fuck forever, never to go back, she’d never see them again. Oh how I came!
Later I was as usual washing my dirty deed away in the sink. Thoughts ran into ambition again, ambition to have more and more of their desirable school knickers. How would I get the rest from those two lockers, how should I play the game? Scenarios played out in my head, their little amusement of donating and abandoning them for their cause and my intervention of taking them away forever. I justified it in my head, they had no love for them, they were casting of the bindings of their childhood, whilst I was saving them from sure destruction. The Dragon would have them otherwise, destroy them forever, surely they were better off with me, someone who cherished them and would give them the love they never had!
The days whizzed by and already I was standing at the door ready for lock up at 4.30 on Friday evening. Next week I would be stood her hopefully watching Miss Maden depart and then feel that my corridors had not been intruded upon. Why I hated her so much I didn’t know, maybe it was the fact that she was going to be just at the top of my stairs or perhaps I had prejudices about her sexual leanings or it may even have been that she was the headmistresses’ niece.

Anyhow I vowed to myself that this weekend would be something special, I’d indulge in my favourite pastime like no other. I’d go to the collection lockers again and see what was there. I would visit the lost property and have whatever was there and make a point of visiting as many lockers and desks as possible. There was Christine’s locker too, that was a must and the thought already had my cock swelling with the anticipation.

First though I had to check that building compound and the back gates. Get back to the kitchens too and satisfy the hunger with what had been left for me. Even feeding seemed a chore today; I just wanted it out of the way before I indulged in my carnal delights.

In my bedroom I got ready in style, this evening I would get fully dressed into a uniform. I stripped off my male clothing and stood playing with my erection in a promise to him that he would fully kitted out as one of them. It made me tingle thinking about it, just what I would put on and in what order and the rush that it would give my body as the so feminine clothing touched and caressed me. Already I could feel those knicks, hugging and holding me just as I imagined they did on the nubile bodies that had once owned the various bits in my collection.

It was a new pair of knickers tonight, one from the lockers in the week. They had been worn, they had that scent about them and that excited me more, just what fine and desirable body had they graced before, I could only imagine. But, imagine I did, as I stepped into them for the very first time and felt them deliciously skid up my calves and thighs. She had done this many times as I was now doing, her smooth and creamy skin, the perfection of thighs and bottom as they covered her, hiding her enviable little cunt. For a moment I wanted that cunt, wanted it here and now, to be able to slip my fingers between my legs and dip into it, finger it and feel its soaking appreciation, touch the little button and feel my legs shake uncontrollably.

But, it was a cock that I touched; palming him into the virgin front panel and feeling him release his wetness. My balls ached and gave me a sixth sense that a cunt had sat right where they were resting, I wanted that cunt to swallow me up and take me over. The blouse just added to everything, brushing my nipples and telling me I had tits. I groaned in quiet satisfaction as I transformed in front of the mirror. Even pulling on my nicely fitting knee length socks had me convinced I was becoming one of them.

The skirt dropped over my bottom and lied about the curves that it displayed. The cardigan flattered my waist, pulling me inward and making me look crudely feminine. Lastly I slipped into some newly acquired gym pumps that gave my feet an air innocence. I was complete, a schoolgirl, a contradiction that was about to hunt for, the treasure of other schoolgirls.
I crept out of my flat door, it made the whole situation kind of more daring, perhaps like I was on some military raid. Besides, somewhere inside this clandestine activity excited me, had my cock stirring if he wasn’t already. I slunk along my corridors feeling my half erection leak some tiny pre-cum into the front panel. The tightness off my skirt was giving all sorts of sensations, around my tummy and the cute little bottom that my head was imagining I had. I wavered at the empty cloakroom and stared at the barren hooks, greedily I wanted them to be full, I wanted it all.

I pondered there, just wondering where to go first, the ‘two lockers’ or the lost property or would there be a great tease and perhaps wander off in search of new lockers and desks and even the possibility of a wank at ‘Christine’s. It was the ‘two lockers’ that won, I hadn’t been there for a few days and wondered just how much more had been donated. There was no waiting today, I was straight in there, there were just too many prospects around for a standing tease.

There were more I could see that, much more, perhaps ten pairs in one and eight in the other. I was pulling them out, sniffing them, letting them waft over my face, nibbling at the enticing cuffed legs before letting him insert himself into each gusset. Some nice wanking in each, letting him have his way in the sensual cotton that had all sorts of pictures running through my mind. I’d stop and have another pair draping them gradually over the door. Part of me wanted to take them all back and wank in every one. I was even prepared to spunk some of them, wash them and bring them back, or was I, how many should I whisk away, never to be returned just like earlier in the week.
My mind got to thinking about their little end of term scheme again, just what were they up to and was anybody counting in here and had they realised some were already missing. I needed to know, it affected how I should react over the last weeks of term. There were still some that I hadn’t pleasured but my mind was on their plan and there was only one place to find out and that was back to the music room.

I knew which was her locker, our little organiser of protest, would there be any clues now inside, what they were anticipating in doing. Her original note was in there, folded, now dog eared and waiting for me to read it again. I pulled it out and opened it to discover there was more added to it, suggestions about flags made of knickers, or maybe we should pin them to the inner stage curtains and when the outer’s were pulled open for the final Assembly they would be there for all to see. ‘Very good idea’ was annotated alongside it then there were two little sketches displaying two words. The word ‘knickers’ and ‘goodbye’ were drawn out and counted just how many knickers would be needed to make up each word. ‘Knickers’ itself required 45 pairs and ‘Goodbye’ a staggering 52.

It was a amazing plan and ambitious at that, a lot of knickers I thought and ones that should ultimately come to me. I stood and imagined all that lot extra adding to my collection, I wanted them all, just had to have them but how? I couldn’t keep taking them, they’d get to know someone was sabotaging their little plan and I’d end up with fewer than if I let it run. Maybe I should put some of the ones I had purloined back, an encouragement that everything was working for them. I just had to let it run!
There were scribbles too saying when they would do it, they had it all worked out. Thursday lunchtime of the very last week, they knew all the routines, the teachers weekly staff meeting would occupy them and the fact that I would have moved the headmistresses podium up onto the stage for that Final Assembly earlier that morning. I just had to let them get on with it, I had no choice, greedily I wanted as many pairs of their delicious school knickers as possible and this was the only way, after all they were abandoning them forever.

My cock stirred at the very thought and started to tent ambitiously in the front of my skirt. I scampered around those lockers, I had to find a pair, a shoe bag with any old pair, I needed to be wanking into them and imagining just how the plan would be played out, imagining them pinning them up there and just when I would get my hands on them. Four lockers down from hers I found a pair, I pulled up a chair and had my skirt hoisted upward. Madly I was into her secret place, the soft little cunt panel picking up and grabbing my wet foreskin immediately. Thursday evening, it had to be, I had to let them think they had got away with it.

The thoughts just went round and round in my head, 45 or maybe 52 or perhaps more, that was a lot of knickers to come into my collection. I had to have them one way or the other. I had other thoughts again, about the ones I’d already taken and should I put them back. If they didn’t know already then they’d just think it was just yet more donations. The prospects for the end of term were now exciting or at least they would be for a day or two, I was sure after that there would be some sort of a void in my life until term started again.

I was in danger of cuming into these knicks, I’d held off for several moments and knew that if I didn’t stop then it would be all over and my ardour would vanish, besides I’d promised myself a spunking at least into one pair of the donated knicks. I was tidying up again, putting things back, noting in my little book just who’s knicks I had just violated, where did the time go, out here an hour disappeared just like five minutes.

I was back at the ‘two lockers’ and started to count them in each locker, I was nearly right eleven and eight and if I put back what I had already taken they would be nearly half way to their little goal. I had other ideas too, they wouldn’t know, I’d swap the best ones for some of the less desirables in my collection, that way I’d have the best treasure and they were sure to last and not fall apart on me. 

Again I was stood in the gloom and masturbating, the ritual of having had each one was becoming compulsive. Its where time went, teasing and promising myself just one more moment, one more exciting minute letting some extra soft cotton manipulate and capture my foreskin whilst my head went on a fantasy trip of a thousand knicker memories. I’d hold him off, promising myself not to spoil it and that I needed to be in the next pair and the next. In the end I just had to stop, those little signals from my balls said if I didn’t, a great gush would be flooding another gusset or maybe even spunking a locker door or onto the floor.

I gathered up the eleven, stuffed the weeping snake back into his own knickers and was on the move. There was hurriedness now, no slinking along the corridors, teasing was done and I had yet another goal to achieve. I kept them separate in my lounge, spread them out and examined every one. I placed them, graded them, size, softness, newness and desirability. I fingered them, slipping my digits into their crotches, caressing their gussets, imagining the lovely pubescent cunts that had adorned them and made up my mind of which to keep.

Then it was back into the bedroom and into the collection, finding the tatty, the forlorn and floppy. There was some contradiction now, I had my cock out and teased him with a few, there were those that less desirable but at the same time could be sacrificed to cut and add the precious and stimulating fuck pocket. I was torn by decision and time again played its trick of slipping by, it was dark outside now and it would be too in my corridors!
I’d made up my mind, compromises, kept some of the shabby for ventures new, and had a plan, rid myself of the smaller sizes in favour of the ones I could slip into. Then I was cutting again, the destitute would become the desirable, another little fuck pocket to slip into and enjoy. I was froting and fucking again, deep into and imagery little cunt. The soft purple cotton clung, manipulated and brought me to the delicious end. 
