Control of the Corridors Chap 1
People call it luck or fate to land the right job, for me it was a bit of both. I’d left school in 1960 with no qualifications and really had no idea what I wanted to do.

It was the chap across the road that mentioned it to my mother, doe’s your Peter want a job at the hotel. It was a something and nothing job really, bit of everything working for Housekeeping they called it, mending stuff, tap washers and sink plugs, bit of carpentry, fixing legs and that, light bulbs and fuses and anything else that went wrong. They taught me well but the money was bad and when I turned 18 I thought I’d better look for something else.

It took me a while but there it was, one Saturday morning in the local paper ‘Assistant Caretaker, St Mary’s Grammar School for Girls’. I’d sat and read it several times, no qualifications necessary training would be given. Well at the interview they were most pleased with my background, said it would be really useful. They talked about working for old Watson too, the present caretaker and how he would retire within the year. They even suggested that if I was good enough then it might perhaps lead to getting his job, more money still they said, and so that’s how I arrived at St Mary’s.

In the couple of weeks before I started everywhere I went I spotted them, the girls from St Mary’s, their distinct purple blazers and navy skirts. Of course I’d seen them all years ago when I was at school but I couldn’t help but notice them now. I remembered how they were envied around the town; how others thought they were posh.

My thoughts turned back to my own school days and I remembered the St Mary’s girls and the fact that they wore purple school knickers too. I had fond memories of a girl living nearby, who had gone to the school, a proper madam and a few years older than me. I remembered her school knickers too, well an unusual colour like that stuck in your head, especially when most other girls in the town wore navy blue.

It wasn’t even as if I seen them on her, oh no, she was much to prim and proper for that. No it was usually from the top deck of bus on a Saturday morning that I spotted them, going into town for our regular shopping. Of course it was all very secretive of me, I had to be pretty matter of fact about it, corner of the eye stuff or the purposeful turn around as though something else had caught my eye. But they were so obvious, especially when you knew they would be there, on her mother’s washing line like a flags of purple.

There were always five pairs, one for each day of the school week and maybe the odd pair of navy that she still wore at the weekends. It was always a highlight of the journey, them fluttering or hanging limply like the bunting at some village fete. She was good looking too, that’s why each Saturday I had to spy them, mark it in my brain and then spend the rest of the journey having little visions of her wearing them.

There was a department store in town too and every summer holiday when their window display would be adorned with school uniform I would make sure I passed and had a good look. One of the dummies in the window always wore the navy blue knickers and then at its feet would have been grey, bottle green and the glorious purple sat alongside them. Of course it was the colours of the town neatly displayed on the model and below in an order that was most popular.

It was all those memories that came back to me now as I waited to start my new job and wondered if I would ever get close to a pair of those gorgeous purple gym knickers.

That first Monday was a mix of emotions. I had to be there at 8am sharp and report to Mr William Watson the Caretaker and a stalwart of the school’s fine reputation. I was to uphold it he told me, it was a school of high regard that educated only the best young ladies he said. ‘We’ had to do our bit he insisted, keeping the establishment spick and span he said, like an army barracks, clockwork and in order, it was our duty and our part in their fine education.
His speech was applaudable, sent the right messages and I knew after that I would defend it to the upmost. Unfortunately old Bill’s vigour diminished after that, he was clearly not a well man and most certainly the whole reason I was here. He did his best on that first day, showing me around but clearly struggling with his breath to get to the second floor of any part of the building.
He spent the rest of that week slowly walking me round or sat at his desk in the semi basement near the boiler room. You could tell he’d been a military man he explained everything with such a defined logic even moving from one subject to the other. At the end I could quite easily see why this was a full time job and probably with his ill health problems now suited a much younger man.

By the second week I was already carrying out most of the physical duties, putting out the chairs for assembly in the morning and stacking them away after. Much of the work was similar to my hotel work, changing bulbs and fixing things. There was a tiny table at the top of our stairs; there, was a note pad for which we religiously placed a date on the top of the page. Then throughout the day messages would be written to come and do one thing or mend another, when it was urgent there was a buzzer to press that sounded in our below stairs environment. Lastly if we couldn’t be found than the most junior secretary would come looking for us or there would be a relay of messages if you passed a teacher.

The teachers on the whole kept themselves to themselves. It was only the younger ones that appeared with a smile and latter a hello. The games mistress was a real stunner and fresh out of Teacher Training, I soon learnt she was married to the town rugby club hero. I soon started to have thoughts about her, fit and petite and I often imagined her aloft of her hero riding him for all she was worth.

It was the second week too that I started to notice the girls, well at least when I was out and about without old Watson. I began to notice them when lessons changed or skirting the playground areas and the netball courts. Immediately I started to recognise the differences between the years. First off was the subtle way in which the uniform was worn and the little tolerances towards individualism as they reached the upper fifth and sixth. Then there was that uniqueness between the years, the way that hips splayed and breasts formed and the little confusions between class mates as one growing body overtook another.

The Geography teacher was a stunner too, just a little older than our PE mistress, apparently she taught Hockey too as she played for a local team. All these little thoughts would casually enter my head when I had some free thinking time even on one occasion when Watson was showing me one of the many recording ledgers.
It came as quite a shock on the third week to be told that Old Watson wouldn’t be coming back. The Headmistress dragged myself and the groundsman in after the morning assembly and told us the bad news, apparently he had been putting a brave front on it and his doctor had told him he had better pack in immediately. She told us too that we should work together when it was needed. I think she had become a little fearful of the heavier work and wanted to ensure we didn’t have another Watson.

So there I was within a month in charge of my own domain, smug as a bug in a rug in the little office under the stairs. For the first time I sat there and pondered how I would do it all, have my own routines and do my own checks on maintenance as and when I deemed. I decided straight away that I would develop my own little plan for checking the school out, based around the school timetable. For example when classrooms were empty, I’d check them over for problems; have a little list to tick off.

Of course all this would get me out and about, perhaps in many instances I would not be so much at their beck and call, I could make time for myself but still impress them with my efficiency. I’d check on old Watson’s ordering ledger, see what he most used, they would be on my list too. I began to put little markers on the school timetable, when rooms would be empty and when I could get access. Another one was old Watson rarely went into the changing rooms only when he was asked. I decided that they would be on the list for the end of the day when the school had packed up and gone home.

There was something else too that I looked forward to, I’d not got involved before, left it to him but at first break on Monday’s Lost Property was gathered and placed in the hall for those who wished to claim it back. The routine was that if anything was left in cloakrooms, classrooms or changing rooms then the assistant head would gather it on end of school on Friday afternoons. It used to come to a cupboard at the bottom of our stairs and only she and I had a key.

That first morning laying out the contents of Lost Property was a mixed bag of emotions. I shook in trepidation at merely unlocking the cupboard wondering what was on the other side. I slowly opened the door and was immediately hit by the scented waft of used school uniform. It delighted my nose immediately, filling it with the sweat and toil of young and growing bodies. It was unique and sweet and immediately gave me a vision of them all running around exerting themselves.

Before me lay a large cardboard box in which everything was piled. A purple cardigan lay across the top as though it was the last entrant in this game of forgetting and loosing. The cupboard was bigger than I had thought sloping away to another space that opened up under the stairs. There were other boxes too clearly containing clothing and marked up as Jumble Sale.

I looked at my watch, there was no time now, I had to have the newly arrived stuff out on the tables and would have to find time later to explore this cavern of unknowns. I dragged the box forward and then noted old Watson stored his sack trucks here and they would be ideal to heave and hump the load up the stairs and then wheel it to his destination.

When I got there, she was waiting for me the assistant head mistress. It was obviously a ritual for every Monday morning, Watson would bring and collect and she would lay it out, except that this morning I was asked to help. The imposing woman explained how to lay it out, PE bags were to be separate at one end then followed by any bits of gym kit like skirts and games blouses and then the ‘oddments’ she called them referring to socks and the delicious purple knickers and then working the other way the rest of the school uniform followed by last of all coats and shoes. And finally she ordered from now on I’d like you to arrange all this on Mondays and save me a task. I just nodded and did as I was told, clearly she and old Watson never always saw eye to eye.
I had a little disappointment laying it all out, there were no knickers on view or for me to handle. I guess there might have been in some of their gym bags but it was not for me to look inside them, not here and now. In a way the disappointment was a relief, I had never touched school knickers before, I’d always admired them from a far and relished the opportunity to catch a glimpse of them up some skirt. I knew I would react in some way, it would be a first and that was probably best happening on my own. 

At eleven I collected it all back up and saw that although quite a bit had been claimed there was still at least half left. The gym bags had all gone, that was a disappointment but then they had only been accidentally left behind on the previous Friday. Girls were I came to understand always keen to get them back, no gym kit for a PE lesson always meant the punishment of lines.
With the box back in the store cupboard I began to have a nosey around, first off at the surroundings. The small room was reasonable well kitted out with shelves attached to the wall on onside. They were all empty and gathering dust and it gave me an idea. Access to this room was with what it held at the moment limited, apart from this ritual on a Monday I had no need to be in here. But what if I did, what if I made use of the shelves, then I would always have a need and an excuse to be inside. I could explore properly and get to know what was contained in the jumble sale boxes too!

Later that morning I stopped the assistant head in the corridor and asked if I could make use of the shelves, told her it would be a good and safe place to store the light bulbs and florescent tubes, better than in the window sills in the boiler room that was old Watson’s practice. She thought it was an extremely good idea and a lot more organised, praised my common sense and gave me her full support.

I was pleased with myself; I was settling in and was now my own boss. It would be a job for this afternoon, I’d make time, get my chores out of the way this morning and have part of the afternoon re-organising and exploring the contents of this secret little room.

The rest of the morning I started to settle into my own routines, working out logic in my head that I thought was far better than old Watson’s. I smiled to myself, I could have this job licked into shape, make myself look super efficient and also have time for perhaps some little indulgences. That morning too I began to make mental notes in my head, like when to be in the right place at the right time for a little bit of extracurricular activity, where to be when the PE classes started and who was the most attractive girls in the school to spot. Over the weeks I would have it all worked out.

My lunch break was held at the same time the school had theirs, that suited me too. Old Watson had a special place and I decided now it would be mine too. He had an old armchair in the boiler room where it was warm and cosy in the winter months. He used to lock himself in and I guess snooze and recover after a strenuous morning. I had never got in there for my lunch before, I wasn’t encouraged but now it was my domain, I too could lock myself in for an hour and not be disturbed. If they wanted me they could always ring the old buzzer.

I settled in quite cosily that first lunchtime managed to get my feet up grab the paper and a bite to eat. For a few moments after I sat and dozed and could quite see how he managed it, all warm and cosy in here. Then I started to hear the shrills of school girl laughter coming from outside. I followed that noise down the side of the boilers where the dirty and grimy windows and just little opening lights quite high up. The end one was a jar and that seemed to be where the noise was letting itself in. Carefully and stealthfully I made myself towards it and peeped outward whist staying hidden by the wall.
The little shrieks of delight were indeed coming from the other side. Outside there were a number of girls, first or second formers I’d guess. Here was a little sheltered recess in the building and there seemed to be a congregation just milling around at first, then just three remained. I was about to wander back to my comfy chair until one of them said ‘so shall we practice then. Practice what I thought and why there?

The first girl was soon into her handstand followed by another and another. Three upside down little girls were now in the most unladylike position showing off what was under their summer dresses. There was for me an instant flashback as three sets of delightful purple school knickers displayed themselves.

My cock swelled in my overalls as I watched them and a hand just had to adjust him in his Y Fronts. ‘Gosh’, I whispered to myself, it had been some time since I’d viewed a little display like this and so close too. I followed the smoothness of their skin up to the crotches of their knickers. The contrast in colours from the creamy thighs and the purple had me hooked in an instant. Maybe also it was the frustration from all those years ago on the bus always seeing the knickers but never the young lady in them.

I homed in on the little bumps between their legs knowing that at any moment they would all disappear as their energy and balance would overcome them. I marvelled too at how the ribbing to their knicker legs set off such a pretty picture and how their involuntary movements wrinkled and puckered over the little minges that lay beneath.
Then as predicted they disappeared as all three fell into a heap on the floor, giggling and laughing as they tumbled. Their dresses still in a disarray continued in some degree or other to show me what was there with little flashes of purple. The girl nearest me was almost facing the window and I guarded my looking by stepping back into the room. She was pretty and blonde and I imagined her two or three years on tantalising all the males who would pass before her. She played with her shoe, hooking her knee up under chin to re-do the lace in a better knot. The beautiful purple spread before me, tightening across every delicious little bump and fold of the ripening sex that sat below. 
I guessed she was twelve or thirteen, one because she was still playing this game and the other because her chest was only showing moderation in its forming. Her hips were taking on new shapes too, swelling like a ripening bud to attract the busy little bees that would surely one day be attracted to it. Well it attracted me now and the hand in my overalls stroked the ache that I found there. Her still slim and skinny legs enticed me I thought them alluring and couldn’t keep my eyes off them.
Then the school bell went signalling that in five minutes the afternoon lessons would start. It made me jump as by now my hand was inside my pants rubbing the sticky goo all around my glans and in another second or so he would have been out and proper drinking in the luscious picture of her crotch. They all stood and for a moment I thought they would disappear to the disciplined calling but in defiance they did not, all three stepped up to the wall for one last acrobatic display.

Now I had him out and furiously wanked him knowing that what I gawped before me would be gone at any instant. I drank every moment and almost counted every up and down of my wank just wondering again and again when it would all disappear. Greedily I scanned the three memorising each of their fine body’s, a little recall for perhaps later when I’d wank him silly on my remembrance. Yes they went all too soon and I was left there so near the frustrated edge of a nice cum. I stood there for a moment wondered should I go on, take him where he wanted to go, in the end he wilted and died almost telling me to leave it until later.
That afternoon I began my little reorganisation of Old Watson’s empire. The office let me have an exercise book to make a ledger. A pencil ruler and rubber came too, it was just like being back at school and with that came a flood of my own memories. One of my first jobs was sorting out my little spying window although I was itching to organise that cupboard and rummage those boxes.

Old Watson had salvaged a load of wooden locker doors, hinges and handles from the cubed lockers that were outside some of the classrooms. My little spying window was cleaned up, its glass wiped of all the years of grime and the doors placed on the window ledge either side. In the middle I  placed a small cardboard box to take the little collection of bits that I might need for them. The shielding that I arranged gave me about a four inch slot to look out of and I imagined on the other side the glass would look darkened and much reduce the possibility of seeing in. I took a light bulb out further down too, now my perfect little hide was ready to watch the fledglings.
There were one or two notes left on the little pin board for me and I rushed to get them out of the way. It was a disappointment but there were always bonuses too, it got me round the school and engrossed in its routines and rituals and of course what came with that was the opportunity to admire all that crossed my path.

Walking back to my little under stairs haven later, my imagination began to make its own ideas of what I might find. I felt him stir in my overalls and knew that he still lay wet and unsatisfied below.

I had an idea too, one that would allow me free access to explore all the boxes at my complete leisure and not be disturbed in that cupboard. It would make me look professional too, like I cared and had really thought the job through. I would move all the boxes out and place them in my own domain, the boiler room, I’d clean the room up and the empty space would give me space to set out the shelves. Of course that would delay my little snoop and hunt but at least I would be able to look at the contents of them all from the safety of my own domain.

Temptations picked on me as I started to move them out with my pair of trucks. The lost property box went first followed the other boxes and were arranged in a neat line inside my boiler room. In all I counted eight boxes and the thought of rummaging through them had leaking and smearing my Y Fronts.

Patiently I went about my business tidying up the cupboard, cleaning down the shelves and brushing up the floor. For a moment it got a bit dusty in there and I needed to let it settle, besides I’d made a great start and if the assistant head popped along she find that I meant business and assume I’d gone off to do another job.

I closed the boiler room door, quietly and slowly turned the key and waited in the silence. The door had to be locked when we were not around, it stopped them wandering around in areas where they shouldn’t be. I listened to my breath expel its self in expectation and I wandered up to the lost property box. Silly I thought, I knew what was in it and what was not, the gym bags had all been claimed and there were definitely no lovely purples to be had.

The next box along I assumed would be stuff from the jumble sale but how wrong could I be as I un-tucked the flaps of its lid. ‘Gosh’ I breathed as I discovered it was yet another lost property box, on the lid in markers had been added the years 61 and 62. I guessed the stuff in here was much older and had never been claimed and perhaps never would.

He urged me onward, straining in my pants and pushing out my overalls. I had to get him out, what harm would it do, besides who would know and even think that I was inside here. The buttons were released awkwardly as the tented material stretched at the button openings. My fingers fumbled on my pants, moving him to position to extract him through opening. That opening pulled on me too deliciously rolling my foreskin backward to expose a wet and willing dome.

A kind of fear and excitement ran through me both at the same time, my mouth and tongue had run dry and I tried to muster up some saliva. A blazer seemed to cloak the whole contents shielding it from prying eyes. Slowly I pulled it heavily off and dumped it on another box. A thought about keeping it all in the right order was quickly dismissed, who would know how it was after all this time. Purple was in abundance with skirts and cardigans which I instantly tossed to one side in a frenzy to find what I wanted.

That first pair was like a trigger for my memory, I was sat on that bus again, looking down from the top deck and watching them. Except now they were but inches away and not yards beyond my reach. Their delicate softness entranced my fingers and my brain. Never in my life had I felt something so exquisitely desirable, they hung in mid air as I twisted them in every which way to memorise the detail of their form.

The elastic of the waist cupped around my forefinger and teased outward a proud label that declared itself boldly. ‘Montfort’ it said in a script that was most regal, under it demonstrated its size positioning itself in the world to who it would serve,  14’’ it stated with meaning that actually meant nothing to me. I guessed and remembered the little scene from lunchtime, they would fit little miss skinny.

Their surface was like velvet and crushed when I rubbed it. I imagined little miss skinny legs in these leg holes and how that ribbing would hold on to her. The place where little minge sat bulged outward copying skinny legs own knickers. There were two layers here, protecting and guarding from prying lustful eyes. I followed in round and underneath watching the light expose the velvet like surface. At the back it continued upward and far beyond where I imagined it would stop, upward to meet the waist and finally finished tucking over and being caught by the elastic.

Like the arm of some big crane my own arm swung them over the box lid and upward towards my cock. My breath expelled like it was my last as the very first touch of the soft velvet stroked across my exposed glans. The tickling sensation shot down my shaft and bounced around my balls like a pin ball machine. I had to have more, swinging them backward and forward to purposely catch him in the soft nap of the little minge place, the minge place that I now imagined was Miss Skinny’s.

I let out a soft moan of delight and satisfied in an instance the frustrations of many a year of frustration and unfulfilment. Here and now was the means to an end, something tactile and beyond the fantasy imaginings of lying in my bed wanking. This was another dimension, something real and close, my cock was being touched by the intimacy of where a minge had actually sat and it was out of this world.

Out of this world too was my first roll of my foreskin up and down the soft little cushion of fabric. My balls tingled with little shocks and aches that sent wonderful signals of feeling to where the cotton caressed. Greedily, I quickly learned where he needed to be, in the minge place, where a minge had actually sat. My head filled with an intimacy and closeness as he found it on the inside for the very first time. This was good oh so good why hadn’t I discovered this before.
I stood for some moments gracing myself against the soft cotton, whimpering softly at my new found distraction. I punished myself inside my head for not realising this fulfilment before, cursed myself too that I had lost time in my life without its discovery. But I’d found it now and from now on I knew my world would be different there was a succour to this and a very satisfying one at that.

I had to put them down though, I’d never cum in here before and although behind a locked door I feared discovery in some way or other. Perhaps just somebody knowing I was here and then was compromised to come to the door.

There were more in the box, three more pairs, deliciously I hooked them out like captured fish and placed them on the top of another box. They would need careful examination and for the moment no one would miss them from here or indeed ever. I piled all the school uniform quickly back and folded the lid. My captured trophies went into my metal locker and the key was turned on my secret.

The rest of the afternoon I busied myself moving my stock of items where I could onto the storeroom shelves. I managed to find time too to scribe out a ledger in the book of what I was counting onto the shelves. It gave me satisfaction and smugness that I was making a better job of it than old Watson and I knew that in time that would be recognised. 

Later when the final bell of the afternoon had sounded I went about my planned little check. For today I just had a little memo book and noted the obvious faults in every classroom that I visited. Most of the teachers had disappeared scurrying back to the relative comfort of the staff room for a well deserved smoke or a cup of tea or coffee. In a way, this first day of checking was a test, to see what the lay of the land was at this time of the afternoon, who was about and what had been left behind. Fortunately for me to the cleaners did their bit at opening up time at half seven so I wouldn’t be meeting them.
I noted too the classrooms that hadn’t got desks and were served by the wooden lockers either inside or outside the room. These were mainly the practical rooms like Art and the Science Labs and lastly Cookery and Sewing. It was interesting to see that the girls were not provided with locks but why would they be this was a school of good reputation.
Gym bags seemed to be everywhere, it must have been some sort of rule to be prepared and bring them in on Monday’s, and maybe it was part of instilling discipline. It was tempting too on that first afternoon of being my own boss, just to be nosey and take a peek inside but I didn’t, I had to get to know the routine of the school first.

I hadn’t really studied the timetable either, particularly the after school matches or practice that sometimes went on, I needed to know exactly when I could have access to the changing rooms for my own checks. I was still learning and had to get it right, my little interests should have the upmost discretion and I should never ever be caught.

Later back in my locker I examined my little haul of the afternoon. I was pleased with myself , it gave me a satisfaction to know that I had finally been able to get close to the elusive purple school knickers that had fascinated me all those years ago. The largest pair was stuffed into my work bag for a little entertainment at home later. 

