Control of the Corridors Chap 3
Upon arriving home we went through the usual rituals of an evening meal and the general get together around the dining room table. Already I was planning my escape to my room where in the solitude I could enjoy the school girl knickers I had secreted in my bag. It would be difficult to make excuses but I had already scanned the Radio Times and convinced myself that there was nothing of interest to keep me in my parents company.

Then joy of joys as the dining table discussions revealed mum and dad would be out on a little excursion to friends Bob and Margret. Apparently the two had had a first holiday to Spain and Bob had recorded it all on his newly acquired cine camera. Of course Mum and Dad were full of envy just as the whole street would have been, to fly on an aeroplane to a foreign country and capture it all on film. So they were out for an hour or two, transfixed by Bob’s home movies and no doubt sample the delights of a take home keg of Watney’s Red Barrel.

It was just what I wanted, no excuses on my part, just wait for them to disappear and I would have my school knickers to myself. The hour or so wait was a killer, every minute seemed like a week and I had to act as though the evenings TV viewing would be the most thrilling ever. Finally they were out of the door promising to be home by ten. At last out of the way I could have my little play session and make up for the two little teases I had at the end of school.

Upstairs I readied myself placing my work bag like a prop on the bed. Even the excitement of opening it would be a journey of tease as I pulled them out and examend them in the most intimate detail for the very first time. The navy blue and the grey contrasted so much and yet complimented in such a contradictory way. I first off imagined them both on the legs and lower torso’s of the most prettiest girls in the world. Then I saw them displayed with such abandon in some recreation ground as they perhaps the two lolled around on the grass. My cock was in my hand, slowly being manipulated and resurrecting the pre-cum that I had him produce earlier as I studied them in the most close detail, picking up every endearing feature. 

I noted every printed line of the two labels in the waistband that told me that both were made by Montfort and that the navy pair was for the age of 12 to 13 whilst the greys were for a 14 to 15 year old. I conjured up an image of them both, the little developing body of the younger girl and the almost woman of the older one with her budding tits and hips. My fingers traced every stitch of the tunnelled legs, every piece of the elasticated welt that could so cruelly hold and compress and leave an indentation on their creamy thighs. I concentrated on the gussets, fingering and enjoying the little baubles of cotton that had gathered through the friction of an energetic maturing minges.

In my hand my foreskin was a sticky mess of excitement and eagerness to be nuzzling the sweet little patches of where one cunny’s had sat. I couldn’t tease and disappoint him any longer I slipped him inside the grey’s to engage with the soft nap of cunt patch. My breath deflated from my lungs and I whimpered with delight at the sheer sensation of being so intimately close. Slowly my fingers gathered around the glorious gusset entrapping him in a sleeve of delight and I began to masturbate.

Thoughts of her whizzed in and out of my head as she lay fictionally on the grass, her perfect body and its visible contours as she unknowingly showed me her knickered crotch. The softness teased and ticked my glans with every wanking stroke. I watched him wet the cunny patch as I thought deeply about what I wanted to do with her. How I would whisk her away to a secret spot and play with that gusset before ultimately hooking it to one side and exploring the downy cunt that lay beneath. I imagined she tease me, not allowing me to slip a finger into her but plainly insist that I just played with the slippery parts and especially the little bump at the top. I could see her now bucking her hips and biting her lip and in no doubt wondering should she allow me inside to finger her.
I could have easily spunked there and then, the teasing of the afternoon and the exuberance of being here alone and doing it simply because I could. But that would spoil the evening and bring it to a disappointing end straight away. I resisted, lay back on my bed and reached out for the navy blues to lay across my face. They had that heady sweet fragrance that I came to associate with gymnasiums and changing rooms, the sort of perfume that no matter what, it followed them where ever they went or where ever you found them.
I just lay there, my cock still holding and throbbing in the grey ones, reflecting on my good fortune and the job I now had. I considered too my latent discovery and interest in school knickers, something that when I was at school I tried to shy away from as though it was some immature trait that a growing lad didn’t need. But now it filled a void with the lack of a girlfriend on the horizon, it seemed to be a very pleasant distraction until something physically female came along. I wasn’t on my own I thought, some of my mates were in the same boat and those that weren’t we were sure were being strung along by prick teasers. At least now with knickers I could get close to them in a world of fantasy.

There was a shriek from somewhere outside of the house and to the front. It was the unmistakable scream of a female having fun and I wanted to know what was going on. We had a spare bedroom at the front, a box room mother called the guest bedroom, a single bed ready for no one except mother’s notion of we had to have one. She always kept the curtain nearly closed, a chink of the merest light to preserve her expensive wallpaper from fading. It was here that I now stood hidden, being nosey and finding out what was going on.

Across the road from our house there was an embankment of grass and the odd tree all kept neat and tidy by the council. Beyond that there was nothing but a derelict piece of land that couldn’t be built on. There on the embankment were two girls aged around 10 and I guess a boy slightly older. The boy was helping and lifting the girls into a tree so they could swing from the branches. Quickly I was back into my room to retrieve my school knicks as I knew instinctively what was about to happen.

I stood there peering expectantly, with my cock out and gently rubbing it into an erection. I probably didn’t need to right the script it was so typical of what young kids got up to but one thing was for sure and almost guaranteed there would be a show of knickers in one form or another. The boy expected it too; even from here you could tell by the look on his face and the encouragement he gave them. It was one of those special moments that I remembered oh so well, where opportunity presented itself and if you got it then the company of other boys did not matter a toss.
I watched him goading and daring them, challenging and betting with them that they could not do it, act and perform like a gymnast. He tempted them kneeling and offering his shoulders for the lift up for their ultimate performance. Of course both he knew and I knew that what he really wanted and I wanted it for him too, wasn’t their prowess and ability; it was the display of their knickers that we both now wanted to see.

The smaller girl was first, climbing over the back of his head, her dress rucking up to show the creaminess of her thighs and the first show of her navy blue crotch. Of course I had one over on him, he couldn’t see it and I knew first what he wanted to know, what colour her knickers were! But then again later he would be much closer to the action and latter have the better look. But now for the moment I was now stroking my cock in the very same navy blue.

She hauled herself over the parallel branch giving him the first confirming glimpse and me the most wonderful view of her navy bottom, my cock sensated in the soft cotton full of anticipation of what she would do. She swung over and over the branch, so skilfully and gaining confidence, each rotation giving us both the most wonder full view of the navy blues all the way up to her waist. There was no doubt he had the best view but I at least was able to play with my cock and appreciate every display of them whilst the poor bugger below had probably an uncomfortable erection to contend with. 
She started doing tricks now; about facing and giving us both the most wonderful view from the front, her creamy thighs and the most beautiful little mound imaginable. Even from where I was I could see the knicks just rippling across her tummy with every movement. Her legs were inside her hands now, she exposed her beautiful open legs and I wanked so furiously into the identical navy gusset at my end, then the Peirce de Resistance, the hang upside down giving us the best view of all. Her dress fell downward towards her chest exposing the whole of her knicks. The vivid navy was so prominent on the eye and gave you a focus of concentration. She had a white vest or a bodice on that was tucked neatly into them and gave such a contrast to the very appealing navy.

‘Oh god’, I whispered to myself as my brain began capture every visual cue that was displayed before me. I could imagine that the soft navy that was stimulating my cock was the very same that was now so wonderfully exposed over the road. My brain willed her to be able to hang there forever and let me savour every wonderful moment. Those moments seemed like hours and yet I knew that disappointment would soon come. She grappled for the branch and they were gone in an instant.

Then it was her friends turn and we were all back where we started from, me looking across and the goading and persuasion going on between the three of them. Instinctively I could tell that the main focus with them all was a little teasing game. The girls knew damn well he just wanted to see their knickers and they would play him along for all they were worth. I could see he was quite flustered now and he took his jumper off to cope with it. I was fortunate the only persuasion I needed was to continue to stroke myself in the wonderful navy blue crotch.

He was crouching again, encouraging the other girl to climb aboard his shoulders. I wondered whilst I was watching their every movement whether when he lifted her he could feel any sensations in his neck. Could he feel the warmth from her body, could he feel the softness of her crotch and could he perhaps feel the outline of what lay beneath? It rolled around my head that thought, wondering what it must feel like because unlike him I had jealously never had that experience.

He was struggling to pick her up, she was taller and it had the effect of making him veer towards toppling. He staggered and got there in the end but I didn’t quite get to see the colour of her knickers. He offered her up to the tree and I got the briefest of looks and the knowing guess that they were another pair of vivid navy’s. She was a little more ungainly and awkward than her smaller friend, lacked confidence and physical ability to haul herself upward and both he and her friend could be heard giving her instruction.

Her legs were clumsy as she scrabbled to get them over the branch but it fortunately added to the display. She exerted herself trying to do it but stayed in positions longer, her dress flopping to expose those wonderful navy blue’s. I was captivated and wanking again, her body seemed to have another level of maturity about it, her hips and bottom were ever more rounded and evident, and the mound between her legs ever so peachy. I was sighing again, just dreaming of a better view and teasing myself again and again that the knicks I was masturbating into were hers.

It was clear from the ground that the boy appreciated her body more too. He stood closer, almost below her looking upward and under her dress at every detail. His hand went into his pocket once as if he was uncomfortable there and I imagined by now he had a raging erection that couldn’t at this moment be dealt with. I also wondered if he had the opportunities like me to maybe toss himself off latter in some pilfered navy blue’s or was I just the lucky one.

She clearly was having difficulties and was more lumbering than her friend but it added to her exposure and she spent a lot of time trying to get a leg over a branch and merely showing me a head on view of that beautiful gusset. I was sure all this would end soon, her confidence waning by the minute and the certain knowledge that she was never going to achieve the same prowess of her friend or for that matter hang upside down and give us both the most wonderful view. I was sure that any moment she would lose it and want to come down and I for one wanted it to last for just a bit longer. I wanked furiously bringing myself off into the soft gusset and entrapping my foreskin so nicely as spunk erupted.

My legs felt weak and un-supporting just as hers were about to give way. The boy was under her, positioning himself ready to grab and catch her. His hands reaching upward purposely under her dress and touching the soft nap of navy near her hips. Slowly she slipped awarkedly down on him, her dress riding upward and his face skimming across the navy clad bottom. He struggled with her weight, teetering and holding what must have been for him a wonderful moment of being so intimately close to her knicks and perfect bottom. His knees buckled and they lay in a heap on the grass his face still greedily engaged with navy. 

I watched them all giggle knowingly. The game had been so blatantly sexual and teasing and would no doubt be copied again on another day. They might even progress eventually, sneaking off to the woods for a game of perhaps ‘kiss chase’ or ‘I’ll show you mine if you show me yours’ but some day I’m sure between the three of them there would the first steps to touching. I watched them disappear off up the road and I went back to my room.

I lay on my bed wondering what just had happened, wondering why the whole little scene interested me so much. I didn’t want or was in the slightest interested in the girls, they were too young and me and my mates wanted maturity and with that a willingness for proper sex, so what was it? Maybe it was a release for when I had nothing, something closer than nothing at all. I couldn’t see it was doing any harm, it couldn’t just be me that felt this way, surely there were others out there like me, the boy for an example he had an interest.

The next day the navy’s and grey’s were back in my work bag a long with a secret stash of mums washing powder. I schemed in my head to wash them in the sink in the boiler room and them dry them on a line old Watson had put up for the event of having wet clothes. From now on this was the way I would handle my soilings, secretly and discreetly in my little lair, behind locked doors.

As morning assembly took place I wandered the corridors checking and surveying my domain, I was so pleased with my good fortunes. All was quiet and I knew that absolutely everyone bar me and the Grounds Man would be ensconced in the hall willingly or otherwise in the early morning praise. Up on the second floor far from the singing and in the silence of the stairwell I stood at a set of wooden lockers that provided the Art Room with storage for the girls who’s form room it was. I scanned the names on the doors until I came to one that I was familiar with, a girl I had sought out and found her name simply because she was to die for.

Christine Ball was the one, school netball champion, an athlete with the looks and body to match. I prayed as I stood there listening to the silence all around me that inside would be treasure, her P.E. kit or at least a pair of spare knicks or something. Noisily the slip catch clicked open and displayed its contents and there under a pile of books was a duffle bag that should contain what I wanted.
As usual my cock was full of anticipation, half erect at the prospect of something exciting him. Carefully I was easing the bag out, trying not to disturb her books or have them clattering to the floor. The bag was in my hand, the weight and feel telling me it was indeed going to be her sports kit, just a prayer now that inside would be the all important gym knickers. Thank you, thank you, thank you, the heavy scent of athletic toil hit my nostrils and the colourful hue of purple came into view.

I’d have to be quick, it was a dangerous game I was playing but one that I could not pass by and resist. I only wanted to touch them and feel their delicate nap, just tell myself I’d been there, tick the list of achievement that I had been close to her, touching and caressing her knicks. The duffle bag on the floor I held them, hooked by one finger up to my face and breathed in the innocence of her perfect and beautiful body. I sighed deeply as I let the softness ride upward and downward over my bearded skin. Her sweet fragrances filled my head and I couldn’t help let out another sigh of contentment. For a second I wanted them on my cock as he was now standing proud and full of prospect but it was too dangerous here and I would be damned foolish to whisk them away. 

Quickly I inspected them, had to see where her sweet little maturing cunt would sit. I peered at the perfection of purple gusset that was uniquely hers. A finger ran over the baubles that had formed by the friction of vagina and cotton and I sighed again. You must move on I told myself, you stupid bugger you’ll get caught. Fear ripped through my body and they were quickly back in the bag and the locker and closed.

I stood at the window on the landing, my erection still teasing me into going back for another look whilst I looked down on the empty netball courts below. She ran around down there, her little skirt flipping and flapping, revealing those delightful purple knicks. I wanted them and someday I’d have them, opportunity would present itself and maybe even I get to masturbate myself silly right where her perfect little cunt sat. This was my domain and I was going to enjoy every minute of it.

The bell interrupted my thought patterns, ringing up through the stairwells and servicing the classrooms either side, Morning Assembly was over. Back in the main hall I had the ritual of stacking every one of the 500 odd chairs that went out every morning. Luckily The Grounds Man was roped into help and that gave rise to the opportunity for us both to receive any orders for the day or into the week and a chance for us both to confirm if we needed each other’s help. After it was a ritual that we both went our separate ways and whilst the school was settling into its routine we would be enjoying our first tea break of the day. Sometimes I envied him, tucked out of the way in his little hut, sitting there contemplating the weather and enjoying the fresh air but on the other hand did he have the perks that I had. That was the only trouble with my job I either had to sit in my small confined office or really go below stairs and sit in what sometimes could be a stuffy boiler room. Today was an exception a stiff cool wind was had set the scene outside and here in the warmth was the best place to be.
The navy knicks were drying nicely and would be ready for me to discreetly hide back in my locker later. Thoughts went back to that wonderful scene that I had witnessed last evening, thoughts of my own opportunities missed or where perhaps they didn’t get as far as I had witnessed. I couldn’t ever recall having two girls to myself, a cousin once or twice maybe but nothing like the boy had engineered. I wondered what I would have done, wondered if he had gone home and beat his cock into a glorious wank and what indeed he had planned next.
I began to put myself in his position, dreaming of being his age again as I sat there in seclusion enjoying my tea. I had visions of maybe meeting up with them again in the local woods, waiting for them and feeling my cock grow as I anticipated their arrival and played guessing games on the colour of their knickers. It wasn’t always their own school colours that they would wear, they could have cast off’s from older sisters, knickers for Brownies or perhaps as I had seen, brighter colours, that were available for other things. Surprise and wonder I have no doubt would have the both of us yielding just a little stiffy.

Maybe one would be braver than the other and turn up first or at least it would work that way in my little fantasy. One would not be allowed out and the other would chance her arm in the knowledge she’d have him to herself. I would wait patiently looking for her to appear and give thought to what little game I could construct just to see her knicks or perhaps get her to go further. Maybe we’d walk off across the fields and into the distance where it was quiet and we wouldn’t be disturbed. I’d get her to sit on a gate or challenge her to climb something so I could get a first glimpse. Maybe I’d entrap her, keeping her in one position, anything to get that all important first look.

After that I would continue orchestrating little situations where she would have to climb. I’d hope too that she would be getting the idea and willingly hold a position whilst I gazed up her dress at the wonderful material that covered her tantalising body. I’d hope that they were navy blue again and that I could stare at the unique little features that made them desirable to me, the wide gusset with its double panel, the welted elasticised legs that marked her legs and of course the tantalising shapes that uniquely fill them.

Maybe too there would be some closer contact, the odd brush against that super soft cotton that they were made of. Perhaps I could accidently arrange that my fingers skimmed over them in an attempt to help her over a gate or a fence. I’m sure she’d tease me too, purposely being awkward in her movements just to display something a little more. I would I’m certain feel the tension and electricity between us, that knowing feeling that we both knew what exciting course we were on and that it could only lead to some adolescent experimenting.
There was a buzzing in my ear; it was my bloody call button on my door. It brought me back to a sudden reality of where I was and that I still had half a mug of tea in my hand. I composed myself, adjusted my trousers in an attempt to lose the partial stiffy I had gained and was up and at the door. I opened it to find one of the school secretaries waiting impatiently for me to answer. Could I come quickly to shut a jammed open window as the wind was now blowing a gale and they could not work with papers flying around?
I promised I’d be there in a moment, gather some tools and an oil can and lock the boiler room. I think she would have waited for me but I was insistent I would follow her directly. Back in my sanctuary I gathered what I needed and most importantly scooped off the drying line the navy blue school knicks I had washed from last evening. They went back into my secret hideaway with thoughts that I may return to them latter and perhaps continue with the little fantasy I had just had.

I was too efficient to be appreciated; the window was fixed in an instant, the rusty hinge oiled along with the other for good measure. The thanks was there but I was too quick and rather got the impression I was taken for granted. In a way I suppose that suited me, to slide away without recognition, to be part of the fabric of the place and just melt into the background. Perhaps that way too there was an understanding that I would just get on with things and be left alone, perhaps that was a trust that would hide my little indiscretions and liberties.

Another day whizzed by and it was almost 4 o’clock. Staff would start to leave after the pupils had deserted the place and I was left to lock up and do my last checks for security. I would religiously from around 4.15 onwards wait by the main doors whilst the teaching staff signed out. It was an important ritual to ensure none were locked in for the night and if they didn’t appear before 4.30 then it would be my job to round them up and ensure the main gates were closed and locked by 5pm.

Today everyone behaved themselves and were out on time and I found myself doing my check rounds at just after 20 past. I had my listings too, to be on the lookout for jobs that would need my attention. Temptation was always there at this time of day and I always felt a stirring in my loins for some excitement and titillation and today was no exception. The rows of P.E. Bags in the cloakroom were a temptation and I quickly scanned them for the names of the beauties that I knew so well. The changing rooms were another pull as well, another chance perhaps to pick up some discarded knicks but today there was another desire that I had promised myself.

I was back in the stairwell by the side of the Art Room and looking at those lockers again. Her name became my centre of focus and I wondered if Christine had conveniently left her gym kit for me. The silence of the stairwell was eerie and although I knew absolutely no one would be about it still put me on edge to make my move on her locker door. If they were in there what would I do with them. Thoughts of taking them home crossed my mind for an evening masturbation in Christine’s little crotch. But that was out of the question, besides they would have to be back by the morning before the cleaners and that was a risk that I didn’t want to take.

I was opening the door and it was still there, the duffel bag but were they still inside, supposing she’d taken them home in her satchel? Suspense and anticipation weakened my body to a tremble of fear and excitement. Pulling open those cords again to peer inside seemed to eat into time and make the moments feel like hours. In my head I had allotted time to be here and a cut off when common sense said I should move. I did it on all such occasions just to control the situation and the possibility that I could be compromised.

My eyes lit up, they indeed were still sat neatly where I had replaced them this morning, staring at me and pumping my erection with excitement. I hooked them out with an eagerness now, not to explore and introduce myself to their uniqueness but for the sole purpose to play with them and masturbate into the gorgeously soft gusset. I had him out in a shot and he sprang to attention at the prospect of minutes of pleasure.

I sighed deeply as he touched and rubbed with them. A picture of Christine came straight into my head, a picture of absolute stunning beauty which of course she was and always would be. My glans skimmed and flirted with the softness that guarded and protected her cunt I was taking a sexual liberty with the most stunning body in the school and enjoying every damn moment. I looked at my watch and set in my head that time when I would move and be out of here for my own good. Slowly I teased him up and down the purple heaven watching them bounce on and off my open fly. I held him there too, momentarily relishing and visualising the Goddess that they belonged too and being so thankful that I could get this close and intimate with her. She was mine but she’d never know it.

Sometimes I had to stop and deprive him of his pleasure, for I knew I’d leak in them or even be driven toward the foolish ecstasy of a cum. I’d pull them away and up to my face, allow them to skim their softness over my nose and pick up the sweet fragrances that made them uniquely hers. Then it was back down again, to let him feel again the closeness of her, all powered by my thoughts and visions of her in my head. There would be moments where I would wank myself silly into them in a total disregard for the foolishness that might happen. Then sense would intervene and I would realise what trouble I would cause myself.

Then that time would interrupt, telling me that I’d overstayed my welcome and I would relent for just another couple of wanks up and down, or I’d give myself another minute and another. It would even get to the point of folding them and putting them back into their hiding place when I would change my mind and have just one more little wank. I seriously wanted them home with me, have them in my room and flood them with my fresh spunk. In the end sense and discretion got the better of me, it was time to lock up and go home.   
