Control of the Corridors Chap21
Saturday morning was a day of hope and anticipation. I stood on the station platform waiting for my train like an excited school boy. There was nostalgia here with just a hint of something different and definitely added at the prospect of wandering around shops and ogling at my favourite undergarment. It was something I did from my youth at an age when my sexual awareness was at its peak and girls were just not easily to hand and so the next best thing to do was to get as close to their knickers as possible.

Of course way back then it was all a just a big frustrating tease and sometimes the knickers were just as maddeningly distant as the gorgeous creatures who wore them. But I did it all the same, went out of my way to spy them whenever I could from peeping out of my back bedroom windows at hopeful washing lines, to strolling around the shops at this special time of the year. But today was a special day, an outing to another town, somewhere I wasn’t known and wouldn’t be recognised, somewhere that I could perhaps buy and not be identified.

The train arrived and got on and found myself an empty compartment where I could be deliciously alone with all my thoughts. I had it all organised in my head, it was just like a little hunting trip around the school. I planned to buy a local paper when I got there and try and find a jumble sale or two but before I would seek out their finest department stores and wander in and perhaps daringly purchase. Then I would see if there were prospects to be had in the Oxfam shop before heading off to a nearby Jumble.

I knew I had to be forthright with myself, determined and not to shy away from opportunity, not dithering in a, shall I shan’t I nervousness, that would have me come away with nothing, the rucksack I had with me had to be full by the end of the afternoon. I daydreamed as the countryside whizzed by. I saw counters piled with school colours, arranged in sizes, the smallest at the top and getter forever larger at the bottom. I had to be determined and decisive, finding quickly a size for me, I had to ignore my fears of what the sales assistant thought, be resolute and confident, pay for them and be away.
Excitement grew as the countryside changed and unfamiliar surroundings of buildings and industry started creeping in. We must be getting close now and outside in the corridor people were making their moves to be ready to get off at a moment’s notice. The train slowed and wound its way around sharper corners, its wheels clashed and scrapped over the radiuses. We were over bridges and under bridges now and at one point I’m sure I spied a main shopping street.

And then we were there, doors opened and we all clambered out and that familiar clunk of latches left me standing on a platform trying to remember which way to go. It must have been years since I had been here, a mere boy still relying on my mother and father to guide me along. I followed the crowd and got directions and ambled on until I saw buses and people mainly heading in one direction. Little shops started to appear, boarded up ones too and then the place became alive and I regained a vague recognition of tall buildings and shops. I remembered an imposing Bank and knew that not far was the big department store that the town was so proud of.

Inward I went to find the lift or the stairs and some sign that would tell me what was on each floor. A shudder of excitement rushed my body in an expectation that I was close. It was a feeling I got before entering a classroom or the changing room a feeling that I was near to something I wanted. Up the stairs I went following them round and round as they climbed in a spiral next to the lift. The second floor it had said ‘Children’s Wear and School Wear’ and I began to wonder what I would find. Through the doorway and into the melee of the shop, there were many people about and it seemed to get more crowded as we got nearer to the area of school uniforms. There were mothers with son’s and daughter’s, cajoling and insistent to try things on and get another size.
There were fathers too, just a few and especially when there were two or more children to contend with, older siblings too, helping with buttons and zips as clothing was tried on. A very large open counter held a display of all the accessories and bits that went with it, socks and ties, hair bands, caps and beret’s they were all there in different school colours along with badges for blazers that needed to be sown on.

There seemed to be a hue of navy, brown and bottle green, a dominance that told me these had been the colours that the schools had chosen and the town had adopted. Then I spied them, all sat alongside one another in piles that had been ruffled and disturbed. I had a focus and a secret desire to fill in the gaps in my collection, I knew the colour I wanted and I made my way through and pushed myself in their direction.

There were people either side of me, choosing and comparing, picking up the array that matched the requirements on the school list. I was decisive and in there hooking my fingers through bottle green waistbands with the ease of someone who knew what he was doing and where to look. I chose a size that I knew from experience that would fit me perfectly, fit me in a way that it fitted them, not too big and not too small and just enough growing room to accommodate something that was not normally there!
I had grabbed two pairs, one would look suspicious, some girls wore them all the time and my choice had the compromise of an older girl who perhaps now just wore them for games. I held them up, offered them to a waiting assistant whose eyes scanned eagerly along the throng for a satisfied customer. She took them and my money and was back in a moment with change and a bag without a hint that there was anything out of the ordinary.
I was pleased with myself, satisfied that I had been able to casually walk in here and buy exactly what I wanted without feeling too self conscious with myself. They went into my rucksack, hidden from the prying eyes that may have wondered what a single male was doing in a school uniform department. Then I was out and on to the street again, contented but at the same time fighting a curious regret that I had not bought more and even some different colours. I argued in my head how strange that would have seemed to anyone watching me shop, it was a greediness that I had developed whenever I found school knickers, I just wanted more and more.

I went a wandering along the streets, aimlessly not knowing where I was going, just fixing a gaze for any shop large or small that might have a school uniform display or indeed sell the treasure I desired. There were questions rolling in my head about how the one’s I had bought hadn’t belonged to the fair female sex and that they held no value. No sweet little cunt had graced their gussets and an imagined owner would I told myself, be an impossible vision. But, then I saw myself dressed in them, stood in front of my mirror, parading around trying to mimic being a school girl, I was happy, I’d worked it out.

Then I began to think about my next assignment, I wanted to come away from this town today with a hoard of knickers and uniform. Mostly I wanted what I could wear but in knickers I wanted them all, every sweet little pair that had been owned by the fairer sex. I slipped into a newsagents and bought a copy of the local paper and then found myself a quiet corner in a coffee bar for a cup of tea and a slice of toast.
I began searching the pages of the announcements for advertisements for Jumble sales. There were not many on today and I supposed it might be because the holiday season was nearly upon us but I did find one nearby, just off one of the main streets and in the local church hall, it would be my destination at two o’clock. I sat there again pleased with myself, smug that I had managed to buy myself two pairs of bottle greens that I could comfortably slip into. Urges began to form in my head, to be wearing them daringly beneath my trousers in this strange town. It excited me to think of myself walking around amongst the crowds and secretly feeling so feminine underneath.

I slipped into the toilet and started my hidden transformation. It excited me to find that he was already wet and sticky and anticipating his little adventure. How bold it would be to be at the jumble sale or in and out of the shops and even travelling all the way home dressed in my favourite knickers, off came the sticky labels and I kicked my shoes to one side and stepped into them. Their newness caught my attention, the sharp cuffing of the legs tickled my skin all the way upwards and then the contrast of soft and clinging cotton embraced me, the double back panel hugged my bottom whilst my now proud erection stood forward and bulged at the front. The green was soon staining darker as he tented himself in the restriction.

Outside in the street I felt conscious of my wearing them. I imagined that everyone around me knew exactly what was underneath my trousers. I thought people were looking at me, staring at my bottom and seeing what I saw with Emily and her trousers, the distinct outline and giveaway of school knickers. I walked briskly through the crowds trying to hide myself and get away from standing and being noticed. Fear soon left me as I drifted in and out of people and started to enjoy some of the little tensions that the new elastic was giving as I stepped one way and then another. Gripping and cupping my balls they ran round under my bottom; it was delicious and reminded me of my excursions into the corridors.

Then I spotted the Coop Department Store across the road and was immediately seeking a safe passage across the queuing traffic. I stopped and stared at the window display, uniforms of all sizes and colours, mannequins of girls smiling sweetly as if there were all starting a new school or a new term. Then I found them, displayed at their feet, navy, bottle green and brown sitting like little dark butterflies, spread delicious to show off every detail of their fine and appealing forms. The brown I took a dislike too, although some had crept into my collection. In my town I knew that Brownies wore them and the pairs I had were small and darker. Here they were of a lighter colour and larger and reminded me of the colour of shit. I couldn’t see myself ever wanting those or even imagining them provocatively clinging to my body, I found them quite hideous.

I went inside and found them all again on counters on the first floor. Again the school uniform department was quite busy and I stood there defiant yet knowing beneath my trousers were the very same that I intended to purchase. In here my treasure was arranged on the bottom of a stack of shelving. I had to hover for a moment whilst a mother assisted her daughter with navy blue. It was navy I wanted in here, I was determined again to find two pairs in my size and be off without blinking an eye. But, it wasn’t that easy in here, everything was all self serve and then there was a bit of a queue to the counter to pay.

They had gone, my space to choose was free and I didn’t hesitate on homing in on them. I had a quiet sigh under my breath as my fingers began to fondle the soft cotton, sneakily they delved under a cuffed leg and continued their approval of the gusset as sub consciously I associated it with maturing little cunts. Then I became decisive quickly finding the sizes I wanted and was up and away to the till. Here there were a few in front of me waiting to be served and they seemed to have piles of school wear all in the aim of completing their lists. 

I was fortunate an older assistant directed me to the department next door and I was able to pay for them straight away and leave. Relief and pleasure came over me when I got outside and into the sunshine, another mission accomplished and now I had two new pairs of navy blues to grace my body. I felt smug and elated with my achievements it felt just like hunting for the treasure at school except that today they had cost me money.

 I wandered methodically up and down all the shopping streets I could find. Occasionally I would find an outfitters or drapers that had its own window display of school uniforms with often that desired show and flourish of school knickers in all the school colours. I’d stare in on them for as long as I could without bringing attention to myself, my mind focusing on them adorning only the most adorable bodies and forming their own little ‘up the wall’ display teams. I saw them all demonstrating their dexterity, posturing to show me every little sweet formation of their growing bodies. In my bottle green knickers he was making his presence felt. 

I moved on for fear of being spotted to find another window and ogle again and in a flash recall all the knicker exhibitions of my youth. All those moments where I had watched at a distance but could never touch or just had to stand on the sidelines and watch other’s fumble and educate themselves with the opposite sex. Those times were a regrettable loss that I could never catch up with but maybe now there was just a chance, there was Elle the school knicker wearing lesbian that I had in my clutches.
The Oxfam shop appeared, my heart stepped up a beat in anticipation. This would be just like hunting at school, no sanitised purchase of fresh and new knickers but second hand, worn and would tell a story even if it was one that was imagined in my head. I pushed open the door, the bell noisily announced my arrival and I got a cautionary glance from one of the elderly assistants. There were a few people already poking around for a bargain and I felt more at ease as I started to wander around. I only had one focus as with all my shopping today but in here I couldn’t be so blatant, I had to browse like the other customers as though I hadn’t recognised at all what I intended to buy.

Of course by now I had already studied the layout and knew exactly how everything had been presented. It was almost mimickery of a jumble sale except that the walls and shelves of the shop replaced the tables and the goods were arranged by gender. I stood staring at the bric-a–brac although I wasn’t at all interested in what I was looking at. The same went for the books and my feigned stroll along the gents clothing. And then I arrived at the display of children’s things, toys, puzzles and clothes.

There was no formality in the children’s section, no regard for hanging anything other than piling it all into cardboard boxes. Tatty, dog eared boxes that had seen better days but I liked that, there was no order or direction in my searching I squatted and began to rummage. I turned and churned the stuff over, pulling and tugging at colours that I knew would be school uniform, navy, bottle green and that shitty brown. The soft touch of navy blue teased my fingers as furtively I had found my first pair and furtively fumbled and checked them out. They tumbled through them, examining every inch of their softness and condition and especially the gusset.

I let my imagination take me on a journey of wondering just who had owned them and just how the little nubile and growing body would have looked stretching them and divinely interpreting the female form. I wanted them and was going to have them, my cock told me so as he stirred in the softness of my own school knickers, but how, how could I take these beautiful wanton knicks to the counter on their own. Not here at least where there was no rush and where conversation was part of the ritual of passing the time of day and where nosiness got the better of old ladies.

Then further along I spied it, a shoe bag fashioned out of a piece of old velvet curtain. The distinct bag that needed no description of what I would find inside, I just hoped and prayed it had belonged to the fairer sex. I grabbed it, dragged along to join me at the cardboard box. I had a plan if my hunch was right and all too soon I would be out of here with a smile on my face.

I picked at the cord, the cords that I had become so adept at tackling, undoing and tugging open to reveal the hidden treasure inside. Bottle green again, the gym skirt, its chiselled pleats poking at my fingers and revealing immediately a promising size that would easily grace my body. A white polo shirt and low and behold three delicious pairs of green knickers. The navy blues joined them buried deep underneath the hue of green.
I was up and away and intruding at the counter, waiting impatiently to be served. She gave me a look, a flash of bewilderment but then relented and decided not to converse, she wasn’t bothered just another few shillings for the charity. Outside, I smiled to myself, so easy and maybe I should have searched for more but it was too late now and suspicious, I’m sure to go back in there again.
I settled on a bench in the town centre and watched the world go by.  The sun soaked my skin and made me feel warm and glowing and down there, in my trousers he ached with the anticipation of fun. For now he had to be content with his lot, sat there in the soft comfort of a new pair of school knickers. For a moment I thought about the emptiness of my youth and the frustrations of wandering and looking at this special time of year and the impossibility and lack of confidence that would have had me sat here disappointed. But, today I had accomplished a lot, more than I’d ever dreamed of, to be here and to have seven pairs of delicious treasure in my rucksack and gracing the stirring snake in my knickers.

I looked at my watch and decided to make my way to the jumble sale. I needed to seek it out, get my bearings and maybe ask a few people along the way. There was a new dimension of thought too; just how easy was it to do what I had just done in Oxfam. I imagined the very same as in my own school, the tables of carefully laid out clothing and so purposely arranged by gender. There would be a scramble, tugging fingers just pulling things from between your grasp, perhaps the owners giving you questioning glances about your peculiar presence amongst the throng of mothers and grannies.

It stopped me in my tracks those thoughts, I didn’t want to be challenged or watched or even eyed with suspicion. It wasn’t like the shops, there was plenty for everyone but at a jumble it was a battle to be there and securing everything even if it wasn’t wanted for themselves. I had a change of mind, turned and made my way towards the railway station; today a jumble sale was just one step too far. I contemplated it all the way back, stopping and challenging my decision over and over again. It wasn’t to be, not now and besides I was now looking forward to being safely inside my flat and examining my purchases.
The Station was quite deserted, there was an early afternoon absence of passengers as I presumed most had travelled to either arrive here or departed for other excursions to towns and cities. There was a half an hour wait according to the timetable before I could be making my own way back home. I stood for a moment glancing up and down the empty tracks before deciding it would be better to sit in the sun and catch the breeze than be sheltered and cool under the canopy. I walked toward the bright sunshine and a bench I had in mind for my relaxing wait. Thoughts were already turning to a little fantasy or two and of course the ever presence of the school knickers I was wearing made themselves known again around my hips and thighs.
I sat there; my eyes closed and imagined myself in the ritual of transforming myself into the schoolgirl that I always desired. I saw myself slipping into each pair of school knickers that I had bought, pulling them up my legs and tucking in a rather stiff erection. I saw myself too wandering the corridors dressed I hoped in the bottle green gym kit I’d found in Oxfam. He was stiffening again and I stretched myself in comfort at the luscious thoughts I was having.
Then there was a disturbance, a familiar shriek of female excitement and I opened my eyes to establish where it was coming from. I hadn’t seen it when I had sat down, not fully taken in my surroundings but now I was looking towards a recreation ground and not too distant in front of me the wonderful spectacle of playground apparatus. There were two of them running towards it, excited with the prospect of having all of the equipment to themselves.

I guessed them to be maybe ten, eleven or even nearly twelve, perhaps just about to start their senior school in September. Summer dresses flounced in the breeze, too short to protect modesty and displayed smooth, flawless and lithe limbs. This had prospects, my cock was starting to tell me so, the combination of swings, roundabouts and slides and two excited girls had me energized.

I watched them climb the steps of the slide, hidden from view now but they would emerge at the top to face me. How thoughtful to place it in front of me or was it intentional to give the children a wonderful view of the railway and in bygone times be able to watch the steam trains arrive and depart. One emerged and crouched at the summit, placing herself awkwardly and lacking in confidence until her memory banks recalled assurance. I stared, waiting for that first glimpse, the milliseconds almost seeming like endless minutes as time stood still and eventually she showed me what was underneath. My cock bounced in recognition of bottle green that she was wearing and the fact that he was coveted by it too. Her legs delightfully splayed giving me her full crotch and tummy.
I was captivated and for that short moment I sought every visual cue that that my brain could take and then it was taken from me as she journeyed down the slide. I was torn too, her friend replacing her at the top and me waiting for the bottle green’s to appear again at the bottom. My eyes darted everywhere, trying not to miss either one of the displays that came with their fun and games but it was an impossibility and in the end it was the girl at the top of the slide that won.
She played it like it was slow motion or it seemed that way to me, teasingly hovering or gaining confidence as to just where she should place herself on the shiny steel. Awkward limbs steadied themselves and she proceeded to sit down and show me what she had. It was unexpected and for a moment not at all what I would have chosen, the brown school knickers revealing themselves in such abandon. She fidgeted, her summer dress climbing up around her thighs and for that moment giving me more brown than I would have wished for. There was such contrast between knickers and skin, like coffee and cream and in a second it became appealing like I never thought it would.
She sat there gaining confidence and shuffling in readiness. Her fidgeting giving me a growing fascination with her brown crotch and I was just dying for it to reach the bottom of the slide when it would be just that fraction closer to me. And then she did it and was sat at the bottom relieved and trying to gain her composure whilst her lower limbs straddled the end giving me yet more of a view.

Why I thought to myself, hadn’t I bought brown knickers back there but of course until now I had no association with them, there was no perfect titillation to bring them to my attention. I had a small regret but I did I believe have a small example back in my massing collection and would be able to wank later and recall these wonderful memories.

Miss Bottle Green was at the top of the slide again and my cock had a twitch of empathy as I took in every ripple that crotch made as she prepared for her descent. For a moment I wished that I was hidden and could take him out and take to an inch of cuming just as she arrived at the bottom. But alas I would have to be content with feeding it all to my memory banks and covet the recall in the quietness of my flat.

Round and around they went, up and down enjoying the slide until they decided to try something else. It disappointed me when they moved, I had a sudden panic that they were leaving and then they went to the roundabout. The bottle greens courageously used the bar handles to practice her gymnastic skills and soon the browns followed her. In unison the flipped over them letting those thin summer dresses hang as upside down, they gave me the most wonderful view of brown and green school knickers.

It was a most appealing contrast to see them close together, limbs akimbo, crotches nicely exposed and letting me see the most intimate folds as the material gripped and stretched with them. He was erect now and would have dearly loved his foreskin just pulled up and down. I could feel him leaking his excitedness into the soft new material. For a moment I imagined him to be secreting himself into her knickers, Miss Bottle Green, spilling his sticky goo in her fresh and warm gusset. My nose too wished that it too could be entrenched in the earth coloured brown of her friends cunt patch, breathing deeply the sweet fragrances of growing bodies.

My memory took me back to my much younger days and an incident in the park near my home, an incident of humiliation that must have shaped how I felt now. An older girl had decided to punish my chiding and abuse by pinning me to the floor and sitting over my face whilst a friend looked on. I remembered those navy knickers stifling my breathing to almost suffocation but equally I remember what a wonderful impression that they had made on me. To be sat on and forced to take your breath through the delightful folds of cotton and the permeating heat of a pubescent cunt was a delight and an education. I remember my little cock stirring in my trousers at the sheer pleasure that this retaliation was giving me and regretted the moment she got up and walked off. I remembered too my friend watch me recover and remark that I had a lump in the front of my trousers.

I wished I was young again, perhaps just younger than them. They too would sit on my face and punish me for being a boyish lout and spoiling and interrupting their play. They’d take great pleasure to take it in turns, thinking that they were enforcing humiliation on me when all the time I was lustily enjoying those little cunts smothering me into a quiet satisfaction. I could almost smell their sweet fresh young girl fragrance of clean clothes, fresh air and the gentle hints of femininity.

My gaze wandered to and fro, from brown to bottle green and back again. The brown now had me transfixed, a colour I had ignored and maybe sub-consciously reviled, now seemed to have taken on an appeal that I just couldn’t explain. Maybe it was her, she had an edge of perfection over her friend, her silken skin and the way she filled those knickers with her neat bubble bottom and luscious hips and thighs. Perhaps it was the complete contrast between the brown of her knickers and the navy of her summer dress?

Each display that she gave had me wanting more. My focus homed in on her crotch and even at a distance I could see the cotton perform over the protected fruit that lay beneath. I whispered oh god to myself as my erection pressed himself home in my own school knickers. I wanted her lower torso, not her, just the living flesh below her waist and above her thighs. I wanted to bury my face in it, breath through her knicker clad sex, kiss and manipulate that brown gusset and gorge on the succulence that lay beneath.

They moved to the swings which for a few moments was a huge disappointment. Barely did I get the display of the roundabout and then my train came in. I tried to find them through the carriage windows, panicking along the empty corridor to find an empty compartment and then they were gone. I sighed deeply with disappointment as I found solitude and felt him slip away and leave his stickiness in my new bottle greens. I could wait to be back in my flat and having a wank.             
