Control of the Corridors Chap 9
That Friday morning I could hardly contain my excitement. I was pleased too that there hadn’t been any approaches from Linda for another secret rendezvous; I really wasn’t bothered with another sexual liaison this weekend, there really was too much going on. Besides once in school that Friday I intended to exploit the benefits of living on the premises to the full. That said Friday’s and the weekends were extremely lean on prospects for treasure and indulgence as most of the girls whisked away their P.E. kits for a weekly wash. Still there were the remains of the Jumble Sale to look forward to.
My thoughts were elsewhere for most of the day, I had my jobs to do and also those that cropped up. There was also the Jumble Sale that Saturday afternoon and during the morning I concentrated on my helpful ploy to partially sort it into categories. As usual I had to be careful that I didn’t get too greedy with any underwear that I found and be selective on what for the moment I could ferret away. I was sure if I left the boxes too devoid of treasure that someone helping in the Jumble was sure to recognise there was as absence. On the other hand I was ever hopeful that some would come back to me and then I would whisk it away to become part of my secret stash.

Temptation did get the better of me when I came across a complete P.E. kit for the school. I opened the shoe bag to find a gym skirt, knicks and polo shirt in what was a range of sizes that would fit me. I had never actually dressed up in a uniform before but the prospect that I could look at my image in a mirror excited me especially as tonight I would be doing it in my own flat. I examined it all and knew for definite the sweet purple knicks would easily slip upward and encase my eagerly awaiting erection. The skirt on the other hand looked as though it may be a struggle but I’m sure if I moved the button outward it would fasten nicely around my waist. The polo top would I’m sure have been far too tight by at least 2 inches around the chest but I whizzed it all away for what was to be my first evening on my own.

Everything that Friday seemed to be going right for me, even at lunch there was a calling from outside the boiler room windows. I was quickly into my secret locker and had in my hand a delicious pair of purples that I knew I would now see replicated on the other side of the windows. I stood there, unzipped and caressing the soft nap of a double gusset all over my rising cock. Outside, the gang provided their usual faces, second formers hell bent in showing their gymnastic prowess with a fine display of electrifying handstands. I was mesmerised by their little purple pubis mounds so thoughtfully exposed for my solitary gaze.
Each in turn stepped up to the wall and flipped their legs upward to the brickwork to expose themselves. Dresses and skirts flopped downward, creamy thighs gave way to the delicious forms of perfection in wrinkled purple. My concentration focussed on that wonderfully exciting space between their legs where the ‘Y’ shape of their bodies mixed a palate of purple and skin. I stroked him in the very same cotton that hid their own little cunts as I peered between the carefully arranged boxes on the window ledge.
Today one sat on the grass not 10 feet from me at an angle showing the most delicious view up her summer dress. Sun light flooded under the lighter material of her dress showing an exposed purple crotch, her little mound pouting in an effort to be mature. Clearly I could see the outline of what lay beneath and the wrinkles that her knickers made across it as she flapped her legs. My god I whispered to myself at the good fortune that happened outside my secret lair. My excitement and pre-cum oozing into the soft cotton that was now captivating my foreskin as I wanked him slowly up and down.
I honestly didn’t know where to look, the wall or the little scene to the side. Up the dress won the day, how could it not when it was so close that I could even judge the softness of the knickers that were before me and how often were opportunities like this to come along. For a moment I imagined the sweet smell of femininity that would be in the air and wafting from between her legs. I took in the detail of the ribbing on the cuffing of the leg elastic, the little whiter stitching that seemed to bound knicker to leg elastic and how it framed it in the most glorious way.

I had to hold him back, he wanted a spunking but I had other ideas, I’d savour the moment and fix it in my head and wank all evening on the very memory. Besides it was best to keep my urges and desires in check, there was no point in being spent when I had an evening of exploring to do and treasures to find. I held him off and held him off but was still determined to take in this wonderful little display of unladylike abandonment. Of course I knew, that had the young lady herself realised that she was in mixed company then she would have heeded to the schools teaching on how to behave and not show one’s underclothes.

As usual it was the school bell ringing the end of lunch break that had them all moving. I still stood and watched them all disappear, trying to fix and remember faces as my hand still teased him in the softness of a purple gusset. I needed that memory for later when I would scan the school photographs for them and then work out names. The names would of course go to a list that would challenge me at some time to seek out and have my wicked way with their gym knickers. Oh how I loved the benefits of this job.

Things got better too as later the head cook came to see me and said that I could look in her fridge each evening and she would leave me a meal to reheat or some leftovers for a decent sandwich each day. I was overjoyed at this as it was something less to worry about and secretly gave me more time in the building looking after the schools interests and of course my own. My mother too had insisted that Sunday Lunch would still be there for me and would be most disappointed if I did not turn up, even cooking wasn’t going to interrupt my games.

The afternoon hours went slowly by. I finished off the Jumble sorting but had at a last minute decided that a slinky pair of red knickers I had found would immediately join my growing collection. They were so much a reminder of my evening with Linda that I just had to have them, and toss myself off whilst thinking about our lovemaking.

The last 30 minutes were the longest, school had ended and I was waiting for them all to disappear at their allotted time. I paced up and down, deep in thought of how my unrestricted evening would go. I had a little plan in my head, something that would tease me and take me on a journey that I had never experienced or tried before. I was going to get the best out of being here all the time.

Finally I was turning that key behind the last one out. My sanctuary had suddenly got bigger and after hours was no longer confined to the boiler room, now I really had control of these corridors and passageways and all the little hideaways that contained school knickers.

Firstly I was in my secret locker and moving my stash to my new domain. Of course I was selective; I had to leave a little something in there just to satisfy my needs during school time. I had to have some pleasures, either watching the wall or indulging in a fantasy or two around having knickers of some kind or another.

At the other end I was placing them carefully in my newly acquired drawers in the wardrobe. My head had a notion that school knicks and clothes needed to be separated from other knicks and the odd slip I had collected. My mood and inner desires would decide where and with which I would play. Besides I could lock them both and hide the key and there was still another chest of drawers for my own clothes. I had it all worked out.
I looked around my cosy little flat. It was mine now, it held my possessions and it also held the key to exciting times, of being on the school premises when I wanted and giving me access to the corridors that led to treasure. Lurid thoughts about my first evening here rushed all around my brain creating possibilities of what I might get up to. Underneath my trousers there was a stirring as he too was weighing up the potential of things I could get up to. He leaked in appreciation of his prospects and dampened the purple of the school knicks that for the moment restrained him. 

I was back along the corridors first with food on my mind and the promise of something good had been left for me in the kitchen refrigerator. It was a wonderful gesture of kindness and thought and I got the impression that it was a decision endorsed by the Head too in an appreciation of my willingness to support the school; little did they know of my ulterior motives. 

It struck me too as I ambled along besides the empty cloakroom just how my passage along these corridors remained so concealed from the outside world. Only now with the prospects of being here full time did I appreciate that all the windows along here were of frosted glass and those that were not were high up and just a small window light of reinforced glass. An urge came into head about an adventure I would have latter after my stomach had been satisfied.

Thoughts began to generate as I sat feeding my hunger on cold ham and roast potatoes, pickles and tomato’s just what I could get up to later along the corridors and passage ways that were lit by the late sunshine of a summer evening. The things I could get up to without the concerns of having work to complete, the area’s that I could ponder in that until now were only snatched moments of wonder.

I stood in my bedroom and shuddered in delight, now I had every reason to be here and although the building work and materials were not due for a few weeks I still had a duty of care to patrol and keep things safe, or at least that’s what I told myself. I watched in the wardrobe mirror as the image of me appeared stood semi naked in just my wonderful purple school knickers. He was now erect and oozing his sticky little goo at the very prospects of what I was about to do. I forced on the polo shirt that I had purloined and promised myself that I would look out for a bigger one. The gym skirt came next and that was more forgiving, fitting me nicely apart from the sticky out thing in the front. I swayed backward and forward admiring my imagined femininity and kidding myself that it was the perfection of the female form.

I held him and teased him, caressing the soft cotton of my knicks into my exposed glans. I cupped my balls and thought about the prospects of a delicious wank later, recalling the up the dress events of dinner time. But, he wasn’t going to be having it yet, he had journeys to make and inspections to carry out. I slipped into the knee length socks that were at least two shoe sizes too small. I felt confined but very feminine as the cardigan completed my outfit and I stood again admiring myself.

Apprehension and excitement shook my body as I stood at the bottom of my internal stairs peering through the door. Next door was the Needlework room and the thought of the course of hundreds of school girl feet at some time or other along had trod these passageways had me nervous and yet thrilled at the same time. The trudge would have also come with the delight of knowing that underneath the skirts and summer dresses came the most delightful views and shapes, shapes that were enticing.

I stepped out for the very first time dressed in my school P.E. kit. I knew what I wanted to do and where I wanted to go but the conflict of uncertainty was still with me. Boldness had to grow and it came with urges to hunt down the hidden treasure that I was sure was here in this building somewhere. It was bound to be here, hidden from collective hands of the headmistress who every Friday gathered the left behinds and bundled them into lost property. Of course they were not really lost it was just her asserting her authority, trying to demonstrate that ‘one had to look after one’s things and be responsible young ladies’.

There was for the girls, the sanctuary of their lockers where they had them and I suspect the push and the shove of squeezing a P.E. bag in a desk if that was at all possible. I had to check them or some of them if I had the time. It would be I had formulated in my head, the older girls who would participate in this shoddy practice of leaving stuff behind, those who’s minds were elsewhere for the coming weekend and who wouldn’t be bothered if there gym kit wasn’t fresh for another week.

The needlework room was one such place where lockers were in place because of the need for work tables for sewing. The art room and the science labs were another but the labs were for the moment out of the question, being on the ground floor their windows looked outward to the sports field and however unlikely I didn’t want to be spotted in there dressed as I was.

The room smelt of newness and materials as I opened its door. Of course I had been in here many times before, checking and maintaining and sometimes on the pre-text but this evening was with one purpose. I stood poised staring at the three sets of lockers providing 36 little cupboards in which to store their possessions. Slowly and methodically I opened doors carefully, expecting untidiness to spill contents onto the floor. Most just contained books and pencil cases covered in doodles and boy’s names. I opened and closed so many without luck or even the merest excitement until I reached the second set. Row two and the first on the right I memorized in an instant. You had to know from where it came and to avoid bewilderment put them all back exactly where they came from.

I was pulling on a purple cord on a purple cotton shoe bag with the initials S.T. neatly applied in red embroidery. I was crouching on the floor peering in, my erection straining in the very same garment that I expected to find deep within. I lifted her folded skirt first and then the games blouse and there as hoped, scrunched in a ball were her knicks. My fingers hooked into them, pulling upward and past the obstructions to have them out in the light for inspection.

They hung on my digits swinging as I swirled them around eyeing and inspecting them and in my minds eye imagining the young lady who owned them. This was a third formers form room and she would be 14 by now, old enough to have a developing and desirable body. They wafted past my nose giving hints of adolescent perfumes, talc’s and rose waters splashed liberally to avoid taking them home.

He was in there, I’d extracted him, pulling down the waistband of my own purples to let him skim across her gusset for the very first time. I stood, my gym skirt hoicked upward my school knicks pulled downward and wanked him slowly just where her little cunny would have sat. The lunchtime visions came back immediately, I saw up that dress again, the pouting purple crotch of desire and exquisite detail. I saw hers too, S.T.’s, forming up and filling the voids and folds that my foreskin was so enjoying.

The minutes ticked by with flashes of one remembrance or another or fantasies that had never been. Of being a boyfriend with a girlfriend of their ages, fumbles in the park, exploited moments in the woods or some touchy, touchy in a garden shed where fingers explored over covered and hidden fruits.
It was time to move, it was time to explore and I wanted to exploit my new home as much as was possible. The shoe bag was placed inside the door of my flat and I set out on my daring adventure dressed in the attire that I so adored. The cloakrooms would be an emptiness that would not excite again until Monday but what of the headmistress’s trawl of gathering up the left behind’s. My heart beat faster as I stood outside the storeroom door wondering what surprise would have been left for me this week. It struck me too that I could have my wicked way with them, tossing myself off and spunking them and hang the weekend to dry and still have them back in here for Monday morning.

Once again I sifted through the neglected and forgotten. My erection stood once more in anticipation and almost immediately was satisfied. The tortuous relent of our fastidious leader had ferreted them out from the changing room along with the poor girls games blouse. Their softness had me trembling with excitement as I examined their every intimate detail. Her sweet personal fragrance filled my head with lust and soon the action of getting him out was swift and intruding. He sat in her gusset throbbing and bouncing in the hairy nap of softness precisely where her sweet minge had graced. He loved it whilst my head conjured up the perfection that I hoped that she was. Did I already know of her, was she on my ever growing list to be accomplished and if she wasn’t, she’d be getting a tick now just to record my presence in her desirable crotch.
I held him there and tucked him partially back into the waistband of my own school knicks. He was captured by the elastic and sat in the throbbing comfort of her cunt patch whilst I continued with my search. Another shoe bag and another and then nothing except cardigans and a coat left this week’s trawl a little disappointing. Still not here and now would I open the P.E. bags but back in my flat in comfort and teasing anticipation.
I wandered back along my corridors, the cooling evening picked up drafts that slipped under my gym skirt to send a swirl of sensations around my legs and bottom. My tucked in trophy still throbbed in his capture of purple as he still poked out of my waist band. My skirt at the front ungainly spread exposing the sheathed purple that moved when I moved and  delightfully slowed my progress. I gasped as restricting elastic manipulated him in a subtle but exciting moving masturbation. I had to slow down more for fear of him slipping and moving that would inadvertently release him from the sheer pleasure I was getting.
Then I got to the stairwell that led to the needlework room and ascended the first step. My bodies movements then became so much more exaggerated, my hips rolling from side to side that increased the sensations of my trapped penis. Another step up again and it was almost as if I was being masturbated as the elastic held me and rolled around my shaft at my every move. I gasped at the wonderful feelings I was having at each slow rising step that just wanted him to be held and manipulated.
My legs felt weak as the gripping elastic seemed to have settled around my purple sheathed glans. It took minutes as up I went one step at a time, first a left foot, then a right as I was slowly being masturbated. I reached my flat door panting and feeling for all the moment that I would cum. Carefully I spread the gym skirt to looked at him, pleasurably held and weeping his pre-cum copiously.
I wondered if at all I would make the steeper incline up and into my kitchen. I stood and waited for him to lose a little of his blatant desire to splash spunk everywhere. Then of course as I opened the door I had another P.E. bag to contend with. The three went over my shoulder and again I ascended. At the first step he disappeared, frustratingly slipping under the waist elastic as the extra steepness rolled my hips every deeper. In a way I was glad, whilst it was a delightful tease it nearly finished my evening for orgasming here on the stairs would at least for a while dampen my ardour and I did so what to explore the lost property I had found.

My bed was comfy and was about to be christened with my first game of masturbation. For a moment I lay there feeling the stickiness that had erupted from my journey back. Whist soiling my own I was now about to desecrate the lost property knicks too. There would be more to wash and dry.
Slowly I assembled them around me. They sat in a semi circle as I propped myself up with a pillow at the head board. I stared at them as if they were pupils sat waiting to begin a lesson. I imagined their owners sat before me, legs akimbo and in gay abandon for the unladylike manner in which they sat. It was just like lunchtime again, she who had afforded me so much pleasure, being so close and giving the most wonderful view up her creamy thighs to that inviting, wrinkling purple gusset.

S.T.’s sat in the middle and I knew already what she had to offer. They were tempting, S.T.’s knicks, she was at that desirable age, Christine’s age when the cross between little girl and adult was the most exciting. She would have been neither one nor the other, her hips and thighs in that tantalising in between, a shape and form that I had come to appreciate and enjoy perhaps more than any other, a blossoming flower ready for plucking.

I looked left and then right and then back to the middle and then decided left. I pulled it to me, almost as if I was pulling her to a first embrace with her first boyfriend. I teased him too,  building his anticipation that sometime soon he would be nuzzling into yet another crotch, leaking his sticky goo into another soft cunny patch. I pulled and manipulated the cord between my fingers, opening it and letting out her fragrance of toil and sweat.

I searched, fingers gently recognising a skirt and blouse and even socks but disappointment came, there was no soft and wonderfully desirable purple knicks. Maybe she’d taken them home or in fact had been wearing them. The rules it seemed were left with the girls, wear them all day or change into them for games. It added to the excitement of hunting but as today it could be fraught with disappointment.

So it was to the right I went for satisfaction and again I began to unlock the corded knot on yet another moment of expectation. Inward I delved, feeling the pleated skirt and then under into softness, softness that meant only one thing, the delightful tenderness of school knickers. Then I felt the tickling ribbing of their confining cuffed legs, the little wheal makers that gripped young thighs and left their impressions in red.

I was excited now, a new prospect, another gusset to stimulate and tease me, another name of conquest to add to the list. Slowly they emerged like a flower from a bud, their purple hue inviting and at this moment most beautiful. They hung in my fingers and I twiddled and twisted them so they would hang in full frontal exposure. The crotch, pouted at me, its fluffy down inviting me, the cuffed legs took on a curved but flat facsimile of the owner wearing them.
They danced across my nose, the schoolgirl fix of fragrances filled my head as my nostrils flared across her cunny patch. I sighed deeply knowing in an instance that these would be tonight be deflowered by my dirty deed. I would tease and weep into their inviting gusset before my flooding sperm would soak the delicious spot.

I lay there, S.T’s purple offerings across my face, the light penetrating under the chinks between the bridge of my nose and my cheeks. Her sweetness filled my head with thought and emotion about how she looked and could she be on the desirable list. There was an imaging of her sat across my face satisfyingly smothering me into a delirious and lustful world of domination.
Below, the soft and yielding cunt patch tickled and teased my foreskin with its luscious bristly nap. Slowly my fingers twirled around my glans sending sensations all over my lower abdomen and shooting through my balls. Occasionally I would grasp him gently and take him on a soft and slow wank, up and downward and pressing deeper into her gusset.

I felt slutty too, my legs wide apart with my own purple knicks displaying their open crotch that was encapsulating and warming my balls. I could feel their every holding, around my thighs and cupping my aching balls. The waist elastic pushed downward towards the base of my shaft and when I wanked so slowly it was almost as if it was milking me.

That scene again was into my head, it was fixed like no other, so close I could almost touch her, her lunchtime sprawl so un-ladylike before my very eyes, the little pouting mound of purple that wrinkled and enticed my gaze for what seemed eternity. Her every redeeming feature of beauty and desire, including the little mole that graced her inner thigh like a star shining through a moonlight sky of creaminess, the spectacle of intimacy of those revealing little wheals from the cuffing gripping legs of knicker elastic.

I imagined myself raining a thousand kisses across that adorable little crotch, of feeling its heat and innocence and the purple peachiness of the maturing little cunt that lay beneath. My nose consuming himself in the little furrow of dampness as her body found new beginnings.

Slowly I had been teasing him, upward and downward confined in the soft purple cotton. My sticky foreskin slapping and slurping as the nap closed around him until I could take no more. I wanked and milked him slower and slower letting it gush and consume the virgin gusset until there was nothing left.

There was cleaning up to be done, washing and scrupulously denying any trace of my spilt seed. They’d hang to dry the pair of them’, in the boiler room before returning in the morning to Lost Property. 

