Control of the Corridors Chap 5
The next morning the jumble had begun to trickle in. Already after assembly I had removed three bags and there was more there after the mid-morning break. I’d forgotten about the ornaments, toys and bric-a-brac and quickly had to set up an inaccessible area behind the stage, as young hands were tempted to be nosey as they passed by.

Mostly that morning I got on with my work, getting jobs out of the way and keeping on top of it. I already had a plan going on in my head to free time up for some of the afternoon and get down to sorting through it both for the school and my pleasure too. It needed to be done in some form as I’m sure my cupboard would not take lots of small bags falling all over the place so again it was a job of decanting into large cardboard boxes.

By lunchtime my head was full of the exciting prospect of a rummage this afternoon. For a while I was tempted to start then and there but that might not go undisturbed, the headmistress might land on me in the same desire of curiosity, no it was better left until after the bell when everyone was again occupied. Besides outside was a very pleasant day and with the dining hall emptying there started to be some noise from outside, that signalled that the view from my little window might not be disappointing.

I peeked through the boxes that I had set up on the ledge, sure enough a little crowd of regulars had gathered there along with a few new faces. Quickly I was back to my secret locker and was attired in my new and mended purples and along with them another deliciously soft pair in which to play.

I sighed deeply as I stood and waited, priming him in my hand with the prospects of a little display of handstands. There seemed to be some prompting going on out there, especially with the regulars trying to tempt the new faces to have a go first. I could see there were assurances of help being offered and it wasn’t long before one girl took up the offer.

It took three attempts before she was up and onto the wall, a regular now steadying her uncertainty. The summer dress flopped deliciously, opening up a stage of delightful skin and purple. Immediately my focus was between her legs and the little area of her crotch, my hand wanked him furiously into the purples I had as I knew in a moment it could be all over. Her legs were wobbling with uncertainty and for a moment I was sure she’d tumble and that would be it. But her helper was having none of it, staying there meant she would balance and gain confidence. 

I stared at that crotch, so beautifully enticing in purple, almost regal and royal, the very colour ensuing affluence and importance. Outside the gates these girls were prim and proper and envied by others but here and now in the secrets of the school grounds I was getting another view. The purple plumped in all the right places, a little bulge and a peachy split gave me it all. I sighed the word ‘lovely’, as she dropped to the ground.

She was replaced by two regulars who wanted to show how it was done. I had a preference for one, her body delightfully proportioned and growing in all the right places. It was on her purples that I now concentrated my wank on as she steadied herself with perfection. The knicks even from this distance rippled over her tummy and left nothing to be mistaken between her legs. For a wicked moment I imagined her smothering my face with them as we were teenage boyfriend and girlfriend. 

Little sensations of sperm flowing trickled through my balls, I held him back knowing that if I spunked here and now my enthusiasm for the rest of the afternoon would have waned. I didn’t want that, greedily I wanted it all and would store this memory for a delicious wank latter. As she dropped to the floor and was replaced I thought I must find out her name and look for her shoe bag with a spare pair of knicks in.

It was soon all over; I was always amazed how quickly fifteen minutes would pass whilst watching these displays. For a few moments I slouched back into the armchair and stroked him gently in purple while my head replayed every scene. It was again as it was most lunch times the bell that disturbed fumblings but today it was a delight as there were other prospects on offer.

Daringly I kept my newly acquired school knicks on under my trousers. It would be exciting, rummaging through jumble and looking for other knickers. For sure he would weep his sticky expectation through every bag adding to the thrill of the afternoon. If necessary I could scuttle back to the sanctuary of the boiler room and slip back into the coarseness of my male underpants.
The school had settled into its afternoon regimes, there was almost a silence from the area up the steps, just a solitary typewriter tapping away along a passageway above me. I knew too where the nosey headmistress was this afternoon, teaching as she was every Tuesday, her timetable fixed in my head like the plans of an enemy. I wouldn’t be disturbed even if the dreaded calling bell was used; I’d be in that cupboard with the door shut behind me.

At the drop off point there was yet more bags piled into the crate, presumably left there by parents who were conveniently passing. A couple of trips up and down my stairs and I had those in my lair too. There was sweet apprehension as I shut that door behind me and looked at the promise of my gathering. I had to make a start by clearing the bags that I had just dumped into boxes and it was clear that in some that there was little bits of bric-a-brac.

I opened my first bag to disappointment, just a school blazer and jumpers and cardigans. I started to arrange them efficiently, a box each for men’s, ladies and children and then a separate box for school uniform regardless of what school it was from. The second bag was more promising and then there in the bottom came into view some very slinky red nylon. I hooked it out with my fingers to find it was a slip and a pair of full waisted knickers. My heart raced away and the presence of my cock in school knickers made itself known.

They were delightful and modern, the slip giving every indication that it was best worn with a mini skirt. They were new and had never been worn, the price label from the local department store still attached. They slipped in a silky film between my fingers and for one short moment I had the idea of how that would feel slipping against my cock. I must admit I had already got some adult knickers in my locker and although there was an appeal, until now I hadn’t given a thought about masturbating with them. A notion came into my head of what it would be like to have a girlfriend who wore such racy garments. Visions of a little petting scene whizzed through my head of some fumbling in some darkened alley, fingers slipping over slinky nylon as they raced against each other in the search for her cunt. The hotness of her crotch and the furtive probing of my finger as it traced her secret valley. How she find and hold me through my trousers, making him throb with excitement.

I couldn’t help myself here and now in the seclusion of the cupboard I was rubbing my cock into the slinky nylon that formed the gusset. It was different, tactile and gave a diverse feel from the soft tickle of school knickers but I was hooked, it teased me, excited me and made me want more. Quickly I stopped and had them in a separate pile for my possession, I’d have them later at home along with the others that I had previously abandoned in my locker.

I continued my search and letting my cock weep into the purples I was wearing once again. The anticipation and prospect for more finds was addictive, the bags were delved into sorted into their respective boxes as I eagerly waded through it. Another deep sigh expelled itself from my lungs as navy blues in the shape of three pairs came into view and were examined and put to one side. For a moment my thoughts gathered around could I pilfer all of the knicks or would the absence make those who were familiar and had run jumbles in the past suspicious. It was something I needed to think about but right now greed and desire had me whisking them away.

More bags and yet more bags had more finds, another pair of greys and with the prospect of me being able to wear them. Purple’s in abundance too that had me thinking that maybe I didn’t need to squirrel them all away. Notions too went through my head when a games skirt in school colours that would fit me came into my hands. A scene of me in purple knicks, the skirt and maybe a polo shirt had desires and urges to be dressed as one of them and soon both the skirt and a polo shirt were added to my pile.
Another pair of tennis knicks too along with the skirt had my interest going and a wonderment of what they would look like on me and would they stimulate the desires that my brain and body so wanted. They went into the pile with the rest and that ended my searching for the afternoon. There would be more tomorrow, more deliveries that would work on my excitement and stretch my imagination to possibilities of things to do with knickers.

Back in the boiler room I added my new found collection, deliberately keeping them apart from the rest until my mind had decided on whether I would keep all of them. But for the moment I was definitely taking home tonight the red slip and deliciously pretty knicks that went with them and the other nylon knicks that I had accumulated. Thoughts too crossed my mind that my new found pastime with knickers was becoming somewhat restrictive at home in the privacy of my room. Care was needed not to make mistakes, ensuring that things were hidden, put away and that my new found hobby was kept secret.

I was there again at the end of the afternoon when only silence and me occupied the corridors, stood besides Christine’s locker in a stance of nervous anticipation. I’d promised myself that I wouldn’t be here and that there would be no point in causing disturbance unless the pretty thing had left her P.E. kit here for the weekend. But desires were kicking in; the desire to have my cock gracing her gusset once again was urging me on. I had her pictured in my head, the school beauty with the most athletic body and me with the chance to play just for a few moments in the place where her desirable cunt had been.

Slowly temptation got the better of me, just 5 minutes I promised myself, stood in quiet isolation whilst her crotch titillated my foreskin and gave me the only chance to be close to her. I opened the locker door and stared. Yes it was there, the duffel bag that contained the very garment that I so desired. My hand hovered in mid air, my head played with the vision of what was inside and my cock eagerly twitched. Then I changed my mind.

It was becoming obsessional and stupid. Here I was every day now drawn to be stood here, chasing down a single solitary pair of school knickers, putting myself in danger of being found out and perhaps by some unlucky quirk of fate actually being caught here. I closed the door and walked away. Yes I wanted them and yes I wanted to masturbate in them and feel my orgasm splash into their virginal cloth but not this badly to be here every day.
On the way back I argued with myself telling myself that I needed to take control of the situation. In a way, every afternoon I was neglecting my job by not fulfilling all my checks, the very job that gave me so much pleasure and pride. The very job too that gave me such access to self satisfaction and filled the empty void of the opposite sex and yet here I was hell bent on abusing it until it self destructed. Discretion was what was needed, I told myself, and then the possibilities of being found out would be slim.

My head reasoned that the afternoon of sorting jumble had whipped up a frenzy of desire, greedily I wanted more and more, the more I got the more I wanted it was becoming a self destructing addiction. Besides, what was I doing there anyway, what would I have done, maybe foolishly wanked and accidentally cum in her gusset and then where would I have been, in trouble. Besides, didn’t I already have my evening planned, the silky slip and their matching knicks, wasn’t that my interest and the new promised tactile experience.

All the way home I reasoned with myself, telling myself to get control and exercise the utmost discretion and then I could have it all and at the right moments. Wasn’t it better for opportunity to come to me by accident rather than trying to hunt it down and end up being a cornered animal? There was no slinking off early that night to my room either. I waited for the appropriate moment, the reasonable exit where the repition of disappearing wasn’t becoming obvious and I wasn’t causing bewilderment that I missed the television that I so loved.

The time had come and I felt better about it sat on the edge of my bed and being in control of my yearnings. I’d even restricted myself at the last minute to just the red slip and knicks and not have it seem like I came home from work with a work bag fuller than when I went. Excitedly I unclipped the buckles of the masculine canvas and felt inside for the slink and slide of femininity. Thoughts of the female form came into my head as I pulled them out. Not tonight the pubescence of schoolgirls and the teasing way which they displayed their bodies but the fully functioning and willing woman that I so desired in my life, the one that was offering her body mutually and so desired mine.

I spread them on the bed, mockingly displaying them so that my brain could gather every intimate detail. The redness gave me a sense of daring and boldness that defied the prudeness of the other knickers I had disregarded earlier this afternoon. They shouted sex, right down to the enticing frills that defined the boundaries of the legs but wasn’t that a contradiction, boundary, did it illicit trespass, come inside and see what is on offer the other side. My fingers ran along the trellis of inviting decoration that shouted come inside and play in the forbidden garden it was meant to hide.

Even staring at them conjured up visions of a form that I rightly had no real knowledge of; one that I could only imagine was generic and rudimentary. Oh how I longed to study the real thing on both sides of the fence starting first with the play and tease of the slippery surface that now glided between my finger and thumb and in my other hand, finger and thumb played the teasing game with my very wet foreskin, up and down in a sensual dance that could only lead to a glorious wank into the red heaven.
I studied their weave too in minute detail, its fineness and mesh that differed so much from the cotton innocence of my favoured school knickers. It had barriers and strength and yet at the same time set up thoughts of intrusion, just to be or get to the forbidden other side. I had those imagined thoughts with a girl of my dreams but I also had them whether she was here or not and either way they would soon be part of my journey to orgasm.

My brain began to register that I could wear them, along with the slip they were in a size that I knew would easily climb my body. I stood, letting my erection stand proud, stretched my body in a tension that would then trigger my muscles to weaken and relax. My male clothes were off completely allowing me to stand there for a moment masturbating and watching over the sexy red femininity that lay there. My finger hooked them upward and brushed them teasingly across my glans, the tactile shimmy of their man made construction slipping in avoidance all over him and making him bounce and dance.

At my ankles I stepped into them and breathed a huge sigh of impending satisfaction. Lustfully they climbed; pulling and stretching in a fight transform my maleness into a mocking and imagined beauty of the opposite sex. ‘Oh God’, I whispered as their femininity embraced me and tried to alter my image. I peered to the left of me and into my mirror and played in my head with what I saw. My bottom was female as were my thighs, the scallops of frill just tidying the sculptured masculinity into the moulded perfection of a woman.

At the front he forcefully pushed outward, tenting and straining the red in the direction of male dominance. ‘I’m here’, he shouted, ‘part of your little game, come and brush me, manipulate me and let me fuck into the kinky slinky heaven’. I did as he asked; brushing by him with the back of a finger and watching him shudder and ask for more. I placed a finger on him and pressed his sensitivity into stretched and bold red, he quivered again and let loose a stream of excitement that wetted and darkened the area around him. He demanded more and for a brief moment I gave it to him, my finger tracing his structure all round the slippery nylon.

Then it was an abandon, leaving him to dance and shudder and push himself forward in a greedy importance of self satisfaction. I stepped into the slip and slid upward. The hairs on my legs bristled with the electricity of static and the excitement of instinctively knowing what was about to come. Upward and clinging, persuading my head that the vision in the mirror was again sheer femininity as it rounded over my hips and clung to the contours of the knickers beneath. He still tented, almost as if he wanted to burst and emerge from both but instead he forced the slip upward and destroyed everything female that filled my head and the mirror. For a moment I cursed his intrusion into my fantasy and pulled on the slip downward to flatten and annihilate him but the two forces of nylon ran against each other and changed my mind forever, another world had just been invented. I was in heaven, the tactile intervention sending me on a delirious journey of shudders and gasps as the nylon rasped against each other.

For a brief moment thoughts of wonder filled my head of how lucky I was to have discovered that underwear could be so sensually pleasing both to touch and its very being of where it lived, from now on life would just be one big experiment. I was still pulling nylon against nylon in a breathtaking slip, the two creating overwhelming feelings down there. I made for the bed, dragging with me my pillow to hump and push against in some weird simulation that I was actually humping against a woman.

Then that eternal desire kicked in, the one where I must at all costs cum and chase the elixir of sensual pleasure that was beyond return. Today this was out of my control, there was no stopping to wait, letting the pleasure subside to run after it all again, this was all new like a roller coaster of desire and must. My hand went downward to take control. Fingers positioned and held him in a ruffle of slippy nylon and began to masturbate. The slide and rasp of slip and knickers rode over one another and danced all around my glans. My fingers seemed to lose their grip and I had to regain a hold but that seemed to add to the pleasures that were erupting all over my lower torso.

My other hand ran over my buttocks in a sensual chase of slip and slide feeling the femininity of slinky nylon against nylon. I traced the frill of my knicks in the slip as though I was fondling the female form. I felt the cling of the nylon capturing me and turning me into a woman and as I neared my orgasm my head filled with the idea that indeed I was. Or maybe I was both, a cock and cunt for that moment in space. 

I lay there holding the dying embers of orgasm, feeling the wetness and was pleased with myself. The pleasurable moments floated me, satisfaction abounded and thoughts and possibilities began to run through my head like an express train of my new found fulfilment. I began to wonder what else I would find in the underwear world that could be tactile and sensual and hold me a slave to my fetish. We would see and experiment but for now the sticky wetness was getting my attention and needed to be sorted.

The next day I found myself buying my own washing powder on the way to work. It must have seemed rather strange to the man in the corner shop, a packet of Daz and a newspaper, no cigarettes or matches as per his normal customers, but I needed it and thought that he would never work out in a million years what I wanted it for.

It was kind of strange too stood at my boiler room sink listening in the background to the morning hymns whilst soaping and ridding the knickers and slip of my dastardly deeds. On the other hand it felt incredibly saucy to be washing and scrubbing my spillages from female undergarments and in some ways a bit of a turn on. I began to picture all the attractive girls I knew and how I wished I could be stood here washing their knicks too, the pretties and frillies and the chance to be intimate with them.

Later I was fulfilling my duties and stood sorting the new jumble that had arrived this morning. As usual I began to pick out and separate anything interesting and soon had a reasonable pile of school knicks and slinky others. Thoughts began to emerge about whether I should be taking them all and would anyone notice. It had me worried about the abundance of school uniform I was leaving and the fact that there would be an absence of underwear to go with it. Would the headmistress notice and question it, after all she seemed to be a key player in the whole organisation of it.

There were also elements of complacency setting in too, it was all too easy, they were there for the taking and somehow there seemed to be a loss of excitement, no sneaky hunt or preoccupation of what I might find, it normaly added to it and now it wasn’t there! I stopped and went for my tea break and sat in seclusion in my armchair pondering what to do.

If I took it all then suspicious maybe roused on the day of the jumble. Especially with the helpers who were probably familiar with such occasions. On the other hand if I took some and left some perhaps all would seem normal and of course after the jumble it would all come back and if it hadn’t been sold then it would become mine. That made sense and of course there was an element of the chase still there leaving me in a wonderment of just what I would be left with. It was fixed in my mind, that’s what I would do, be selective now, perhaps taking some of the most desirables and possibly one or two items that I could slip into.
The buzzer went which meant that there was someone waiting for my attention or that a message had been left. There on the pad was my next job, another repeat of the same problems with the windows, the hinges got stiff and caused them to throw off shutting properly. Could I come after next lesson change when the classroom would be empty? It seemed that this could be a potential issue for the future so I added it to my routine jobs list to look at every window with a view to oiling the hinges.

I gathered up my oil can in preparation but found it to be nearly empty and I hadn’t anymore. At that point I decided that the grounds man would probably have lots for his tools and maybe for his tractor, I’d pay him a visit. I loved these little excursions around the buildings; it meant passing netball and tennis courts and perhaps the hockey fields too. A sense of excitement enthused my body at the very prospect of some little impromptu displays of school knickers. Ok, they were teases in the main but they did offer little glimpses of purple heaven and it all added to my memory bank for my secret sessions. There was always the chance too that I might spy the gorgeous Christine, athletically controlling the court and it may even give me the chance to see her actually wearing her knicks. All these thoughts came into my head as I walked along.

I rounded the corner of the tennis courts and today I wasn’t disappointed. There today they were having a lesson on the finer points of serving, purple gym skirts delightfully flipped with every exerted effort of smashing down a volley toward their opponents. Purple heaven was in abundance, flashing from under or a darn right show as they bent to pick up balls. The P.E. Teacher was there too, dressed for the occasion not in her standard track suit but today she had chosen to wear her full white tennis outfit.
As I got near she too was displaying little flips but not of delightful purple but expanses of white tennis knicks. Deep frills became visible in rows across her bottom, accentuating the curviness of her very fit body. I was for a moment transfixed, I’d never appreciated how damn sexy all those flouncy frills could be, abounding the legs and line by line disappearing down to her beautiful backside. They were round the front too crossing her tummy in two distinct lines, framing the flatness before stopping above her crotch. I had to walk on quickly and with purpose so as not to draw attention to myself.

At the grounds man’s hut he sorted me out providing me with an oiling can and promising to make sure that I was stocked up too. Pleasantries’ exchanged I made my way back, it was always the same we had our own jobs to do. 

They were still there and her too. Lots of purple and the solitary figure in white from a distance still flipping and displaying that showed promise for when I got closer. But then there was a whistle and suddenly they were all gathering around her and sitting on the floor. When I got close to them she was demonstrating backhand techniques to a captive audience. Legs everywhere were akimbo, open, wide and with abandon in some cases, purple crotches in abundance, thighs, gripping elastic and smooth creamy white skin.

It was her bottom too that caught my eye, so absolutely feminine and provocatively sexy, inviting, enticing and so deliciously horny. For a moment all the purple seemed so unimportant, here was the ultimate form of perfection that would fulfil my wildest dreams. The body that could teach me lots, blow my mind with lust and desire and underneath the delightful rows of frills that just shouted come and get me.
My head greedily tried to survey it all, trying to grab it in the memory, mine for ever, mine for the wank bank of recall. It would be there somewhere, along with the rest, waiting for its unique moment to come to the fore and add to pleasantries’ of masturbation. And then I realised, I could do it, have her in my fantasy, with tennis knicks and frills, there in my secret locker was at least two pairs to play the game.

I rushed through my jobs, dealt with that awkward window and efficiently oiled the rest in the classroom too. There was another focus now, another adventure into the world of fantasy and another tactile experience with knickers. I longed for lunchtime and the seclusion of my secret bunker.          

