Control of the Corridors Chap 4
The days seemed to roll by and before I knew it was nearly the weekend again. By Friday renewed thoughts came back to Christine’s knickers again. I’d hoped there would be an opportunity to visit them again and have them away with me, home on Friday evening for a delightful session of masturbation. I would be working that Saturday morning and perhaps into the early afternoon and was even promising myself that I’d cum in them and clean them up to put back.

At 4 that day I’d watched the head mistress do her rounds, picking up the abandoned clothing from classrooms, cloakrooms and the changing rooms. I saw her too deposit it all in the cupboard at the bottom of my stairs and lock it and leave. Urges started to fill my head, firstly in the now empty school to visit Christine’s locker in the hope that she had not taken home her P.E. kit. 

I was straight there this evening, no fussing about using discretion or creeping about I was there fingers crossed as I clicked open the door. Damn it had gone, her duffel bag with the wonderful contents, home to mum for a thorough washing and loosing the little sweat and toil that her body had put into them this week. I searched under her books too, just hoping and praying that perhaps like some other girls there was a spare pair for those ‘just in case’ occasions. It was not to be, I felt deflated for a moment and even set about searching the remaining lockers for perhaps someone else’s purple’s. It was disappointment again; locker after locker had been emptied and taken home to mother.

There was nothing else for it, I wasn’t I’d already told myself, going home empty handed, I was and would, masturbate and spunk something tonight. I was back at the storage cupboard, turning the key in the lock and flicking on the light. The headmistress had decanted two small cardboard boxes there that looked as if they would contain nothing. I was pulling at their flaps with a purpose, delving in amongst the cardigans and frantically searching for my treasure. There had to be some, I wanted new, not the familiar stuff I’d gathered in my secret locker.

A shoe bag looked promising; its cord tightly closing around the neck opening was bulging with potential and for a moment I struggle and fiddled with its knot. I was in, pulling it open, letting the familiar fragrance fill my head with prospect. I peered inwards and started fumbling and lifting, her games skirt and blouse and there on top of her gym shoes were the prize I was after. I fished them out on the hook of one finger and let the purple treasure hang limply. They weren’t big and I guessed belonged to a second former. The crotch bulged in a sweet imitation of its wearer and one leg displayed all its sweet little elastication with the little welts of gathering nicely and showing off the lighter shade of purple stitching.

They danced over the skin of my face, the crotch skimming my flaring nostrils, feeding me with the heady scent of her use. How sweet and desirable they were, I knew I would be having these tonight. I let the little welts fall between my lips and pulled on them with little kisses of desire. I swung them greedily ensuring that I could kiss the welt and sniff at her gusset at the same time. How sweet was their fragrance filling my head with lust, they would be coming home with me for an evening of pleasurable entertainment. I stuffed them into my pocket and continued searching.

In the other box I found another pair on their own. They looked forlorn, tired and had seen better days. The waist elastic had gone, making it wide and floppy and with not a hells chance of them ever staying up. They looked as though they had been abandoned and perhaps gathered up in the changing room where they had been last worn. I guessed the headmistress had assumed that too but decided to give them one last chance. I guessed too that they had belonged to an older former who had just about worn them out. They too went into my pocket for the journey home. 

That evening there was the same old household ritual, the crap on the telly and mum and dad gathered round to be engrossed by it. I made my excuses and left them to it for the sanctuary of my bedroom. As soon as I was behind that door I knew I would not be disturbed ad thoughts immediately turned to the treasure hidden in my work bag. I always played a game, teasing myself and stirring the thoughts that would soon have my cock hardening with the prospects. As usual I hooked them individually out of the bag as though I’d only just found them from their hiding place. The shoe bag ones were first and I replicated the scene I had played out earlier, bringing them up to brush across my face.

Everything felt so much more sensual now; their softness and sweet fragrance filled me with an imaginary vision of her. I cursed myself that I had not looked for a name on the shoe bag or within the other contents. I searched in vain for a name tag but only discovered the initials V.P. Damn If I could have found out a name then I could have possibly found her on the year photo’s that hung along the corridor to the offices. It was too late now and I could only guess that the ‘V’ might stand for Victoria! 
I could appreciate them now, laying them on the bed and turning them inside out. My cock was in my hand, teasing my foreskin up and down whilst I examined the little cunt patch in every little detail. My head imagined what must have brushed against it and that was the reason the little baubles of cotton had gathered there. A finger traced all over it, feeling the soft nap and then followed the elastication of the legs. I was consumed by their shade of purple and the lighter tracks of stitching. It was indescribable but in my head the combinations were so damn sexual and drew me too them with strong affections.

I pulled them up to my face again and now sought again the sweet fragrance that was personally her from the inside now. It was there, subtle and innocent, fresh and desirable just like I imagined a girl of her age would be. Maybe she was on the verges of womanhood and the chemicals and hormones in her body were fighting the onslaught of puberty, Maybe she was halfway there, I didn’t know, it was only a primeval instinct that I was playing with.
I stroked her gusset onto my exposed glans and sighed at the tactile tickles and sensations that it gave me and again tried to give her a face in my head. I would find out, I knew I would, even after this event I’d seek her out and knowingly walk by her with the knowledge I had tossed myself off in her wonderful knickers. She would just be one of many that I would have, Christine included that I could smugly pass knowing that my sperm had spilled and soaked into their little crotches.
The other pair joined us, faded and jaded by years of use. A sorry state they looked too in comparison to ‘V’s, forlorn and on their last legs and just about ready for the rag bin. But at the same time there was an appeal to about them, they had a history, a story to tell, had been part of their owners growing up, seen her through her childhood to now become a women and maybe now was the time for her to discard them. Maybe that was the opportunity for me to own them, do as I damned well liked with them and not have to give them back and then a notion came into my head.

My trousers were off as were my under pants, how would it feel to be wearing these discarded knickers, how soft would they be and what excitement would they give to my aching cock to be enclosed by them. I let out a huge sigh and stepped into them, slowly they were pulled up my legs in anticipation of enshrouding me in all of their history. I wondered how often they had been up and down her legs and provided the comfort that I was expecting, how many times had her maturing sex just sat where my balls were about to be enclosed.

Shivers excited my body as they were pulled up to my waist. My cock swelled into a new dimension, encapsulated by the heavenly feel of so much softness, comfort and security. There was too the sexual dimension that they had belonged to the opposite sex that sent tingly feeling everywhere and especially to my balls. They hung loosely at my waist, the expended elastic no longer able support itself in gathering and hugging hips. But for the moment that was an advantage, I could hook them between my cock and belly encasing him in a pocket of wankable material.

I lay back down on the bed and felt them move with me, travelling and connecting sensually with my skin. I felt too the leg elastic grip me and dig inward on my skin, I pulled them free and saw the beginnings of their impressions marking and leaving a little welted pattern. I began the soft masturbation into my closure of cotton and found a peace and harmony that sensated my whole body immediately. My mind went into an overdrive of imaginations of being covered head to toe with glorious school knickers of every conceivable colour and size. They all belonged to me, a collection of gathered or stolen castoff’s that were just waiting for someone like me to adore them.

V.P.’s knick now joined me and as I lay there I found their crotch by feel and inserted him inward. 

‘V.P. I will cum in your wonderful purple school knicks’, I told myself.

I felt the crotch catch and gather my foreskin on the pleasurable journey and sighed deeply again. There would be no rush, the slowest wank would do whilst my head flitted from memory to memory of every school knicker I had ever been involved with. The other evening came back too, fresh in my head, I played out every scene precisely as it happened, every open crotch and wonderful display of perfect bottoms. The ‘flappers’ from all the washing lines of my youth, the Saturday mornings on the bus, the staring at the window displays when the summer holidays came. They were all there and much more, the imaginations from school of the situations that might arise with the capture of yet another pair of knickers. The finds in ‘lost property’ or ‘Jumble’ boxes, that would come my way and amass the vast collection I desired.

For ages it all floated through my head in a mire of situations and vision of school knickers and yet more school knickers. My pre-cum had flooded V.P.’s gusset making it even more tactile, entrapping my foreskin and teasing me along the way to an orgasm. Resistance to what was coming was futile, little stops followed by double the urges to go on consumed me to take the journey. I was pumping now uncontrollably, my legs involuntarily convulsing as my lower torso warmed to the flood and flow of sperm into soft and consuming cotton.

Heaven had been reached and I lay there in a warm glow of heady elation holding the spunk filled gusset close to a soften cock. It trickled onto my balls and I mopped it carefully in the softness that swathed me. I felt around down there, my spillage had contaminated both pairs now; there would be washing to me done at work in the morning.
Later I examined the pair I had been wearing, looking at just how tatty they had become. In my head there was no way that their owner would want them back, they had become threadbare in places and I imagined could easily fall apart running around a netball court. Besides that waist elastic was completly gone and no longer gathering the waist and giving them shape and more important to me the appeal of looking like a delightful pair of school knickers. As I studied them I noticed that the waistband had a little opening and you could see the floppy lifeless and stretched elastic inside. They could be mended I thought, I’d seen my mother do it, slipping a tiny safety pin with new elastic attached down and threading it through. I could do that I told myself, how hard could it be. Another raid on mother’s resources, I’m sure she would not miss some!

Saturday morning found me into work early. I stood at the boiler room sink soaping and washing away my indiscretions of the night before. It was funny, even washing knickers got my cock twitching in my trousers, just handling them and knowing just where they had been and what they had protected and hidden in the past. Once they were rinsed and hanging there to dry in the warmth of the boiler I just had to scurry back to the secret locker and have another pair out. For 10 minutes or more I allowed myself a little indulgence, stroking my cock in the soft nap of another pair of purples.
Then it was back to work, get through my list quickly and efficiently and then come back and indulge again later. By mid morning I was through it, skipping a tea break and finding myself patrolling my corridors once again. I found myself standing at all the year photo’s and wondering just who V.P. was. I scrolled up and down the wall guessing which form she was in and getting nowhere, besides these were all taken back last summer and our ‘V’ would have moved up another year by now. Then I came across the sporting photograph’s and stood staring at them, there were no V.P.’s there so our little sweetie was not one of the school’s famed. Then I had an idea!

I was back in the lost property cupboard tugging at the strings of her shoe bag. I had her gym skirt out and spread before me, V.P. was clearly embroidered on the front at the bottom and now I was flipping open in an exposure to find the labels. There next to the makers name stood proud the little white label with red lettering that declared this skirt belonged to Victoria Parsons. ‘Bingo’ I had a name and now on the maker’s label I found an inked in and crossed out form number that now read 3G.

I raced back down the corridor and was now eagerly scanning the names row upon row of last year’s form two girls. Success, the name was on row three of 2G, now just count them along and find her on the photo. I stood for a while studying her, was she pretty or even attractive, I compared her to her classmates and scored her in my head. There were some there that I was glad she was not but others that I wished she was, but in the end I conceded that Miss Victoria Parsons was kind of cute.

I found myself lifting the photo off the wall, no one would know on a late Saturday morning when these were my corridors. I’d pin it back later and no one would be any the wiser. I stared at her constantly on the way back and would again when I again masturbated into them. Along the way I gathered her shoe bag, I needed to know every dimension of little Vicky. By the time I arrived back in my little sanctuary Vicky had turned into the most attractive girl in the photograph.

The knickers were indeed dry and smelling incredibly fresh. My brain troubled itself with the worry that I had done the right thing, would V.P. know that her P.E. knicks had been washed, did girls do that sort of thing, sniff their underwear before they put it on and would she smell the freshness when opening her bag. Whatever I had done it was too late now, I couldn’t turn back the clock and my head was telling me she wouldn’t and that the shoe bag along with its contents would soon be imparting that unique smell of sport and gymnasiums to all that was place in there.

I stood now in the other purples, them half falling from my waist looking down at the extracted contents of Vicky’s bag laid out across my old armchair. The picture on one arm and her gym kit on the other. I began to arrange it in a display of how she would have worn it, the pleated gym skirt and the polo shirt lying like they were covering some flat torso. My hand flipped from cock to uniform in a greedy attempt to stimulate my erection and the thoughts in my head. I flicked the little skirt open and crudely attempted to arrange those wonderful purple school knicks underneath just as if they were adorning her body. The skirt stayed open exposing the fluffy crotch just as if she been lying carelessly on the sports field.

I was masturbating now, staring between the photograph and the laid out gym kit. The more I looked, the more my brain entertained her attractiveness. I scrutinised her fellow classmates deciding that she was indeed a pretty little girl and here I was also looking over the fabric that was so intimate to her growing little body. Shapes now formed, putting perfection on her hips and thighs from a memory bank of vivid recalls and especially from the little display that I had witnessed the other evening.

I felt near to her although I realised that I never would be or would want to be but it was my little escapism from having nothing at all. It filled a void and gave me sensations in my body and satisfied my head. I was wanking in her gusset again now just because I could. I was being in a way intimate with her but without her even taking part. It felt good being close to them, the soft nap of her knicks taking me on imaginary journeys.

I had to stop, the feelings of cuming were on their way and I couldn’t and didn’t have time to be washing and drying knicks again. I had to get her things and the photograph back into their rightful positions where no one would be any the wiser and leave my indiscretions for another secret day. Everything went back as it should, the shoe bag packed in the order that I had found it, the photograph back on the wall with pinpoint precision, no one would ever know.

I sat back in my armchair again now staring at the other purples. I argued with myself whether or not they too should go back to lost property. I kept telling myself that she had abandoned them forever, their limp and expended elastic the final straw and the opportunity to throw away her childhood and wear the appealing underwear of adulthood. They were mine, they would go straight into the secret locker, I’d repair them and wear them.
That weekend I had the opportunity filch some elastic from my mother’s sewing box, a tiny safety pin some white cotton and a needle. Nothing would be missed I told myself, well not just the once but I made a note if this became an occurrence again I would have to source my own little repair kit. I went over it in my head, I’d seen her do it many a time surely even I could complete a simple task like that.

By Monday I was raring for another week as I so enjoyed my job and the little perks that came with it. After Morning Assembly I was approached by the head mistress with a request to be prepared to start receiving jumble as the school were fund raising again and could I set up a collection area near the top of my stairs where I could whisk it away to my storeroom. The girls had been requested in assembly to start bringing jumble in from tomorrow and for the next few weeks. I agreed I would with my usual air of efficiency and was overjoyed inside my head of the prospects for hunting down more treasure.

Then a slight bit of trepidation set in as I was putting out the lost property. What if V.P. found out her knickers had been disturbed and even had been washed. What if Miss Baggy Knickers came looking for hers that I was no so determined to keep and wear. A shudder of fear shook my body, for a moment my confidence was knocked but then I thought what the heck, V.P. wouldn’t know and Baggy Knicks would just have to lose them forever!

By lunchtime Lost Property was all put back in the storage cupboard and no one had come with questions but why would they by now, they knew my efficiency ensured everything was done properly and if Baggy Knicks had lost her knicks then they were gone and she if she still wanted them would have to buy some more. I settled in my armchair, secure in my cosy boiler room and started to mend the baggy castoffs. It was a fumble feeding the new elastic through the tunnel around the waist. My fingers were not so dextrous as my mother’s at gathering the fabric, holding the pin at one end and sliding the tunnel along the elastic. Then there was the complexity of threading a needle, I had to learn, I might be doing this again.

When I had finished I looked at them with a smugness, I had achieved it and they looked all the better for it, almost normal now, still forlorn and a little threadbare in places but usable to slip up my body and give me pleasure. My trousers were off quickly, my underpants discarded with the heap and again with pleasure I was sliding up my thighs. A sigh of delight slipped from my lungs as I adjusted them and touched and felt myself. Mr Cock was proud and at attention with my achievements he got several strokes for being such a loyal and supporting friend.

I wandered over to my little covert window but I knew because of the breezy day nothing would be going on. But I stood there and imagined it as I rolled my foreskin upward and downward in the super soft front panel. I watched myself doing that as well as a few memories wafted through of the handstands that took place above me. Now I could wear what they wore and stand here in uniformity watching their tantalising displays and toss myself off in another pair as well. Maybe another day, tomorrow!

That afternoon I readied the top of my stairs with a wooden crate I found at the back of the stage. It wasn’t big but enough to take more than half a dozen bags but of course that would mean I would have to keep emptying it and having a chance to have my own rummage before I put it all in the store cupboard, my cock twitched again at the very prospect. 

After school and in the emptiness of the building I was there again, back at Christine’s locker. Yes her duffel bag was there and I peered inside but for a moment I thought I can’t go through this ritual every day. I really wanted them at the weekend, where I could take them home and make passionate love to them, spill my seed and wash and return them. Stood here now was to an extent pointless and besides the more I visited the more chances there would be for me to disturb something and make her wonder. No I would bide my time, anyway there was the whole school to look at, other lockers and shoe bags in cloakrooms the discards in the changing rooms.

The cloakroom was where I was, hovering and getting the lay of the land, determining just where one year ended and another started. Then I was sneakily back at those photographs and working out from last year’s snaps just what form they were in this year. I scanned year two for the pretty ones, up and down the rows and picking a few names and then it was back to the cloakroom to look for their names.
Miss Susan Taylor and Jane Roberts, I found them hanging next to one another just as they had stood next to each other in the photo, friends no doubt. I lifted Jane’s first, hooking it and feeling the weighty gym shoes and the soft fabrics that sat above. The cord was awkward frayed and messy and I struggled opening it. I eventually peered inward with anticipation and rummaged in, under and around but felt no telling signs of knicks, just a gym skirt and games blouse. Disappointment hung over me like a cloud, she was a very pretty girl and I would have loved to shove my cock in her gusset.

It had to be Susan, an attractive blonde, angelic and surely a hit with boys. Slowly her bag came down and I preformed the delicate operation with knots to pull the cord open, a rummage again and hopefully the promising feel of the unique nap of heaven. I hooked and pulled them upward, the purple delight coming into the dusky cloakroom. The waft of schoolgirl hit my nostrils and instinct took me straight to her crotch. They had been worn today, the musky and sweet smell filling my head with lust.

I turned them inside out and even here without natural light they displayed the merest smear of schoolgirl cunt. Quickly I was away, back to my den, my cock rampant and eager along the way. Instinctively I locked the door and settled into the armchair with my zipper down in an instant. He was out and being teased between my fingers as I sought out and sniffed that gusset again. I pulled back to look and gaze at the most appealing trace that her sex had left behind, surely she must have played her physical games of exercise with that little cunt rummaging free.

I was intoxicated by them, it filled my head with her fragrance. How sweet and utterly desirable was that perfume, I wanted it forever, to breath it all my life, to die by it and be taken to heaven. I had to have him there too, rubbing in it, feeding on it, glans being ticked by it and the soft nap that sat around it. I watched as the gusset rippled, caught and captured my foreskin. ‘Susan’, I murmured in my quiet den of ecstasy and masturbated purposely inward at where her little cunt had sat.

I had to hold him back, several times, with fear of losing control and feeding her wonderful cunt patch with lashings of seed. I dare not let go, it was not possible, not here on a Monday, I’d be in trouble, oh how I wished it was a Friday. Sense came into my head I backed off once twice and three times and then rushed to my sink and watched myself pump onto the enamel. Susan I would be back, another one to add to a growing list.     
