Control of the Corridors Chap 16
Saturday morning I awoke with desires. My head was replaying a wonderful dream of ambitious raids into the far flung corners of my domain. I had gone mad, discretion had been abandoned; I collected them here there and everywhere, with little concern from where I had found them. There were piles of them around the lounge and into the bedroom, in a frenzy of lustful masturbation I had them scattered, mixed with my own and not knowing where the hell I had got them from.

I shuddered as I lay there at the very thought of being in so much trouble! I looked around me and could see no mess; I was safe, warm and comfortable. He was still erect, demanding and insisting I play with him. I rolled my foreskin backward and forward and felt the emptiness that he so desired. There were none to hand, I’d tidied up before bed and for a moment was disappointed that I could not just reach out and grab a pair.

I lay there cosy and snug, disappointed that I would have to climb out for satisfaction. But now and if I did, they’d have to be special, there was only one place to be, Christine’s knicks became the focus of my desires. It was always hers, I was drawn to them like a magnet, the perfect girl that would turn into the perfect woman and I had the ability to be intimate with her knickers. I was out of bed, taking in a piss along the way and then I was out in the corridors in just pyjamas and T shirt. It was cool out here, the sun was barely up and the night had taken out any heat from the school. There was no skulking this morning, straight to her locker and in.
I was disappointed the cupboard was bare, bereft of treasure, just boring exercise books and the alike. I shivered in disappointment and felt his rise to the occasion deflate rapidly. For a moment I gave a thought to raiding the other lockers but I knew that would take time and once I was into one I’d have the urge to be in another, forever hoping there would be better. Numbskull I thought you passed them in the lounge, the ‘two lockers’ collection just for now have your fun with them.
I rushed back, my inviting bed would still be warm from my leaving and I hoped I could be back in and quickly replaying that wonderful dream. In my lounge I was dispensing with my pyjama bottoms and slipping into purple. He started to grow again at the prospect that I had never tried these on before. I felt them hug me, encompass my balls and hold my growing stiffy skyward. Another pair was in my hand, a gusset for him to explore and back into bed, whilst my head went in search of yet more treasure.

My head took me round and round the school, a fantasy of places that I had never investigated. In this world the disappointments were few, every locker and desk or cloakroom peg contained the riches of desirable purple. I was trying everyone, pushing him in finding and the gusset, the gusset that pleasured him so much and just like the one that my foreskin was now rolling up and down in. I was like a man possessed, the more I had, the more I wanted, all their faces passed through my brain along with every flick of a netball skirt and flash of that wonderful colour. The exposures were there too, the handstands, the un-ladylike sprawls on the grass and every living contour that went with it. There were the bag openings too, the expectation and the promise to him that another cunt patch would soon be sensating every little corner of his pleasure dome. 

It was a wild journey with only one destination and for that I was very near. The thought that it had been taken so early crossed my mind and was dismissed in an instant, I could easily make it again later, the prospect of real purple heaven would see to that. I groaned in deep satisfaction and watched him erupt through the thick cotton. Spunk ran downward to my balls and the school knicks had to tidy and clean them up. Then without ceremony they were tossed onto the floor and I slipped back down under the covers.

There was calmness now, a quiet satisfaction and dreamy thoughts about my end of term prize, I just couldn’t wait. I had another hour under there and even when I awoke I stayed and contemplated, there was no hurry, some house work, a patrol along my corridors and more delicious hunting.
My chores took most of my morning up, there was bedding to wash and clothing as well as some of my own school knickers. There was of course space to find with the prospect of my ever growing collection. I had to be inventive, it wouldn’t be out of the ordinary for my parents to come around or for that matter for me invite some of my friends back. They and my bits of uniform had to be out of the way but equally accessible to me at a moment’s desire. I looked at under the bed, a box pushed to the middle would I’m sure not be spotted for even the nosiest of visitors. I particularly wanted to keep the prospect of the end of terms acquirements separate.

After lunch I was out and about again and putting back what I had taken or used in the ‘two lockers’ and then on I promised myself to the lost property collection. This week was a huge disappointment, there were no knickers to play in, just clothing of all sorts of description that the Dragon had managed to find. I stood and pondered for a moment, the thought of our new member of staff being so close to this room and her probably watching my comings and goings. I’d have to be careful from now on, I just couldn’t slip in here without reason.

And so I was off and round the lockers and desks again. I entered each room and stood and studied where I would start. I’d taunted him too, sat below in my tracksuit and his covering of purple. A little prompt would have him growing with expectation. The desks were first as I had nearly completed all the lockers, I’d be going back to them; you never know there might be different treasure in different lockers.

I flipped desk lids, the not unpleasant waft of pencil sharpenings, ink and exercise books teased my nostrils and fed me expectation. Now and then I would sit down and browse through their things with an intrigue of getting to know just how their minds worked. Sometimes the remains of childish little notes could be found pushed into a little pile. There was name calling, comments on how each other looked or the sudden explosion of growth that one or another had had which now required a bra. It was fascinating; girls were not all sugar and spice.
Then I would be in luck, the tell tale sign that the desk top wasn’t closed properly, the hurried decision that they couldn’t be bothered to take their P.E. kit home and just stuffed it where I found it. Carefully I would lift it out and lay it on the desk and lean over it. I’d touch and feel through the bag provoking him on yet another prospect. He’d rise to the occasion as I fiddled with knots and awkward cord and I’d be diving in with as much touch as there would be sight.
I was in luck; I pulled them outward, their hidden reluctance to free themselves from skirts and gym shoes, forcing them into the exposure of daylight. Out he would come, my foreskin pulled up and down for his awaited intrusions but he’d have to wait for me first, my brain needed to visually apply itself into a fantasy of her unknown beauty. I’d finger them, up and down that enticing cuffed leg, slide under and pet that imaginary pubescent cunt, feel the soft gusset that he was raring to go at. Then they would be drawn up to my face and I would intoxicate myself with fragrant fanny perfume. Finally he would be at them, trying to cling and lock himself in the baubly little crotch with his groping demanding foreskin.
It was a lovely tease, to feel the soft cotton transcending my glans at every little wank upwards and downwards I’d have to stop him to as I gasped at the sensations that I was on the journey to ejaculation. He’d have to be held back, told to wait his turn and not spoil the afternoon with an instant spunking. I’d promise him there would be more to come if he behaved himself and didn’t drive me onward to the inevitable.

I’d wander too from desk to desk still sitting and playing with him in his purple heaven, just hoping to find the next pair before I put them back and indulged in new. He’d have to wait too as another name went in the book along with a tick before he greedily introduced himself to the next young lady. That time whizzed by again, on and on relentlessly as I had my compulsive chores to carry out. There would be false promises to him that I would let him have them, let him splash himself against that cotton and then I’d tease again and would forcefully hold him back.

I was in number two classroom now and on my fourth pair. My head was spinning with the idea that within a few weeks I would hopefully inherit such a lovely stash of new and desirable treasures. My thoughts also went to the six weeks that I would be in wilderness of emptiness where purple would be absent from everywhere with the exception of my flat and the small hoard I had in the boiler room. I wondered as the soft sensual gusset teased my glans just what I would do. Yes by then I would have amassed well over a hundred pairs but they were all within easy access and so readily available. No what I would miss is the uncertainty of being out here, being on a treasure hunt and filling my head with a satisfaction that I had scored and recorded yet another find.

Would I feel withdrawn and isolated in here, keeping an eye on the building site and not have the delights and company of nubile bodies all around me. I’d miss the wall and the obligatory handstands and even wondered if the same girls would be back performing for me in the new term. Or would they all move on during the summer, come to recognise that they were all effectively a year older and perhaps that they should move on from such childish and un-lady like behaviour. Would there be others that would replace them, the year below when P.E. introduced them to gymnastics perhaps. I hoped so but what in the mean time was I to do, or indeed occupy my days with?

I wondered too whether Linda would come calling again and how she would get in touch when there was not a lot of cleaning for them to do. Maybe they had to come in sometime to get to all those places that routine just did not allow. I’d have to find out, ask her in a professional capacity and hope that it might trigger and invitation back to her flat for some more wonderful sex. I had to get away from here too, find something to do on the odd day, a few hours here or there surely I wasn’t expected to be here all the time. It was starting to feel like it would be a prison with no inmates to look after, I must do something!

He was soft in the knicks now, my thoughts diverting him from the job in hand. I tried to concentrate on the gusset that still held him, her name and an imagined vision of what she may look like. I stood and moved towards the door, still teasing him into life. There was only one way to find out, go and look for her on the wall of photographs. It was unusual for me to be ambling along the corridors with purple flapping against my partial exposure, teasing and wanking him as I went. Stopping too to have a few moments of found sensation as the sweet little cunt patch brought him back to life.

I stood at the wall, remembering her form room and the class she was in, a third year, hopefully blossoming into a desirable young woman. I tracked along the names and found her, then upward working out positions in the rows and homed in on her face. She was average, not pretty but not unattractive. I couldn’t see all of her body, but her tits had developed, just small nubbins of swell jutting from the front of her cardigan. She was neither skinny nor fat, that was a relief, maybe she was just right, right enough for me to be interested if I saw her flitting around the netball court.

I had a fantasy stood there, her on the school field, sprawled on a summer’s day, along with her friends. An abandon of posture, as they were all sure they were alone in the middle of a playing field in an all girls school. Flashes were there, glimpses of leg as they all frolicked and fooled around, probably engaged in excited conversation of boys. Laying flat, eyes skyward and into the dreamy clear blue, summer dresses riding upward and the inviting coolness whisping over a little pout of purple that was energising with the talk. My worm’s eye view, of wiggles and wrinkles as the cotton material shielded the happening beneath. I’d watch the cuffed legs part and squirm in a dance of delight as they imagined the faces of their latest crushes.

I couldn’t stop myself now, it was his journey and I stood here being able to do it and that made it all the more exciting. There was that familiar build up in my balls as the cotton just trapped and trapped him as I wanked deep into my fantasy. My legs seemed to shake and quiver and then bend uncontrollably as though I would just collapse to the floor. ‘Lovely little cunt’, I heard myself saying as her gusset took my spitting load full on. I had to lean against the wall and watch in my head the dying embers of her purple crotch disappear as I climbed down from my fantasy and realised where I was.

I hadn’t done this before, so daring in front of the photographs with the knicks of one so fair, looking at her face as I tossed myself off in her wonderful gusset and an imagined her display for me. There was elation that I could do it and yet at the same time guilt that I had done it. My orgasms were usually in privacy, the quietness of the boiler room or the lost property cupboard or back in my flat. Now that I had finished I felt exposed out here, this is where the tramp of hundreds of feet took place every day and although empty now it still felt public.

Sunday was much the same, putting back what I had borrowed which was now fresh and clean and then off to my mother and father’s for that free lunch. My aunty was there as usual for her session of gossip and I couldn’t help adding to her repartee by announcing that this infamous Miss Maden would in fact be joining the school on Monday. They were interested, commentated on why she was there early when the end of term was only weeks away. I told them she was involved with some of the administration with the pool building and they seem satisfied. The parting words from my mother was to be very careful with that little madam.

It was something that I gave a great deal of thought to later that afternoon. I had already decided that the vicar’s daughter should know her place and if she thought I would be at her beck and call she’d be very wrong. I did wander the school but in the main it was only out of curiosity, a few finds and some ticks into the book. No for some reason I had desires that afternoon to be indulging in fantasy with much older females.

In my flat I gathered together the silky knicks that I found and acquired. There were thoughts about Linda again and I hoped she would be in touch and add some spice to the absence I would face during the school holidays. There was a bit of me too that had to prove that, that Sunday afternoon my only fixation in life wasn’t just schoolgirl knickers.

In my bedroom I began a ritual of undressing and slipping into slinky and sexy underwear. I had many pairs, not as many as my school knicks perhaps but enough to have some fantasy dressing in front of the mirror. There were pairs that fitted and those that were tight and then those that were impossible. When they were comfortable I did my parade, turning one way and the other trying to imagine is was the cute little bottom of Linda.

He was of course erect and willing and wanted to be part of the game, tenting himself in the silkiness or cotton or having a damn good try at poking his head out of the waist bands. I teased him in the gussets too, making sure the soft little crotches caught and trapped my foreskin with every little wank. I gathered them all up and sat in the lounge in my favourite lilac pair slowly working my way through every delicate little cunt patch. I just had to have them all it was a ritual and one where I played out the memories of the sex I had had with Linda.

It was my last trip that focussed my attention, that horny scene on the stairs where I frotted and fucked the outside of her knickers. Of course I was doing it now to the rhythm of my memory, every last little act that we had got up to. Then I was at the end of my pile, I’d wanked in everyone except for the smallest pair I had. They were an impossibility to get on and probably even a squeeze for Linda. For a moment I had thoughts about throwing them away and then that notion came into my head again. They had a cotton gusset and a silky nylon crotch, why couldn’t I snip them open and have another fuck pocket.

I was up and around chasing scissors and grabbing an all important cushion. God, how different would this feel, my cock riding upward and downward in the confines of that silky little tube. I couldn’t wait, I had to be in there but at the same time it had to be memorable, no quick orgasms, I needed a slow fuck whilst I recalled my little session on the stairs with my married lover.

He sat at the manmade entrance to the little cunt, already leaking like a tap and the anticipated thrill that he expected. I helped him in and groaned at the sheer pleasure of his entry and the way my foreskin pulled backward to skid along the outer nylon silky. I watched too the soft cotton at the front ripple around him and tug him into a delirious ruck. God, why hadn’t I thought of this before, this was perhaps nearer to a fuck than the same thing in school knickers. Up and down he slinkily travelled, teasing himself in that heavenly fuck tube. Crudely it was Linda’s cunt all over again, a little tunnel of where orgasms were made and happened.
On the Monday she was there, ensconced in her little windowless office at the top of my stairs. I learned that it was an opportunity before the end of term when things were all coming to a close for her to get to grips with the system and how everything worked. Unfortunately I also learned that she might be there during some of the holidays too, preparing herself and the school for the start of the new term and taking care of some of that administration from the building project, for the moment it seemed my little secret world would be in tatters!
I tried to console myself with the thought that she wouldn’t be here in the evenings and anyway the school would be devoid of pupils and the temptations of treasure. It did mean though that I had to be around when she was here simply because it would be my responsibility to make sure the school was secure. That was a huge burden on me as there were days when I wasn’t expected to be here, days off when I could do what I wanted and I had already had ideas about that.

I saw her first as I was putting away the lost property, I passed her door and she gave me some vague acknowledgement. It seemed aloof, almost as if she had too, a chore that she might go through once a day. I see her little uniform hadn’t changed, that was if it was intended to be a uniform, the navy blue trousers white blouse and navy cardigan. That bugged me too, the lost property cupboard was only yards from her door which meant any activity inside might be noticed by her. That was another blow, I’d have to watch my step when I was in here now, no discreet little capture of some purple’s for some lunchtime enjoyment.

Later she rang my bell and asked if I could move her desk around as her back was facing the door. I went and had a look and said there wasn’t much I could do about it as the room was small and the desk would hinder the door if she faced outward. I did offer her a compromise of sitting sideways on then at least she could see who had come into see her. Not that I thought it important, who was she anyway, only a clerk, not the bloody headmistress holding court. Still it was best that I pacified her a little, we didn’t want her running to aunty and complaining, I wanted a quiet life.

After lunch she was at it again, couldn’t open the bottom drawer of her filing cabinet and I had to go and see to that. She was bent over it when I got there, struggling and trying to free it. I bent to help her and then noticed something that came as a complete shock to me. Her clothing had become detached, the cardigan and blouse had ridden upward and her trousers ridden down. Her bare back exposed itself along with something completely unexpected, the unmistakable waistband of a pair of purple school knickers!
I was shocked and taken aback, what was a grown women or a girl in her very late teens doing still wearing her school knickers? Surely it was the first thing that they rid themselves of and wasn’t that what the little planned protest was all about. She straightened up and put her clothes right not knowing for a minute that I had spotted them or perhaps even knew what they were.

For a few moments I was bent there concentrating on that bloody cabinet and was thankful that I had got it running before my thoughts returned to what I had witnessed. She was pleased and thanked me again and I was off and back to the sanctuary of the boiler room.

My head was a mix as I sat there and sipped my afternoon tea. How strange that this young women was still wearing her school knickers. I couldn’t work it out, why, and why not normal underwear now she had no need to conform to the stringent rules of school? What a strange one she was, an outfit that looked like a school uniform and gym knickers too match.
Later at lock up, I watched her disappear out of the main doors and down the drive. I looked her discretely up and down, she was small and petite and apart from the trousers you could have mistaken her for any school girl making her way home. There was too, if you knew what to look for, an outline of leg cuffing prominently showing a ridge around her bottom. How intriguing it all was!

There was that calling too, now that the school was empty, the ‘two lockers’ by the library. I just had to be there to see if more treasure had been donated today. I wasn’t disappointed either, four pairs extra in one locker and two in the other and remarkably I could now tell between which were new and those that I had already fumbled and played with. I took them back to the flat with me for a more relaxed scrutiny.

I had my evening meal and whilst sitting there my mind could not stop thinking about Emily Maden. I didn’t like her one bit; her upbringing made her such an aloof snob who thought she was better than the rest of us. But, at the same time there was now an inkling of attraction and that was down to those bloody purple school knickers. In a morbid sort of a way it fascinated me, a near woman still wearing them and from what I could see they looked quite enticing even under those modestly fitting trousers.

For a moment I imagined Linda wearing them and how attractive she would look and in my head it would be perfection that went with her perfect body. Miss Maden had a sweet little ass, hips and thighs too, it must be just as attractive to me without her trousers I thought. But, then my head was tangling with her obnoxious personality and the two were not totally connecting.

Again I asked myself, why did she wear them when she should have thrown them away years ago, what made her still want them or who made her still want them?

I was still thinking about it when I settled down to enjoy the knickers from the two lockers. For a moment I masturbated into a pair and imagined her having worn them and that it was her warm cunt that had graced this soft and wonderful gusset. They caught my foreskin nicely, teasing him forever forward towards a spunking. Then the lesbian thing came into my head and had me shuddering in disgust and disbelief.
My head changed the subject and I abandoned her and decided on a foray into the school again, I’d take back the new additions to the lockers and go yet again to see if Christine’s locker held treasure. Yes they were there, fresh from their weekend away, begging my cock to be in them and frotting away in her soft little gusset.
An hour or more passed in the company of Christine’s underwear. My head seemed to be in a dream like trance as for moments I stopped wanking and conjured up scenes of being her boyfriend. I saw her in every situation, drawing from all my close encounters with the opposite sex in my youth. There were intimate moments recollections of the might have beens with Christine I took them to never imagined levels.
Then I would be masturbating again, taking us on our relationship journey, being close and having long secret moments of sexual experimentation. In my head I saw us petting, her just playing with my cock through my underpants and me swirling fingers over and over her exciting purple gusset.
Then I was in a rush to get them clean again, stood at the sink teasing little globules of spunk from her crotch, rushing to get them dry by morning ready for the return to her locker.

