Control of the Corridors Chap 2
A Monday evening at home was pretty boring, the television was the usual rubbish and it wasn’t worth calling on mates on a Monday. I sat there for as long as I could listening to mum and dad prattle on about this that and the other, what was happening up the street and their own gossip from work. They asked me how it was going and gave them the news about old Watson. They were pleased, mother said head caretaker in a couple of weeks was pretty fine going.

By 9.30 I’d had enough, made my excuses about a book which was true and toddled off to my room. Of course I had no interest in the book, my mind was totally focussed on the contents of my work bag and the indulgence I could have with an acquired pair of purple school knickers.

I closed my bedroom door and drew the curtains, settled on the bed with the book on the bedside cabinet just in case. Bloody bed, I always cursed it, the springs made such a bloody noise if you moved suddenly or with some force. It had spoilt many a wank just when I had the fervour to build into a big spunk. I had to be quiet, move gently and tease him into his cum which was bloody frustrating at times, especially when I had a nice fantasy lined up.

I unbuckled the webbing and opened the canvas flap. Peering inside was now such a contrast, the stiff workman like bag now had a softer tone lying in the bottom, purple and vibrant, soft and alluring. My fingers treated themselves to the delicate and so feminine fabric. Well they seemed that way to me, although I heard the girls at my own school complain about them, how horrible they were and that they would be glad to be rid of them.

In a way I was glad that they wanted rid of them, that’s probably how these had got into lost property and stayed there. They were mine now, along with the others in my locker, never to return to their owners, their purposeful loss was my gain. 

As before I studied them, letting them hang in my fingers, holding them in both hands, viewing the front and then the back, it was detail I sought, detail that I’d never get from the top of a bus. She came to mind, her five or so pairs flapping around in the wind, so distant for so long and yet here and now they were hers, hers in my head. I imagined her wearing them, obscure views of her standing over me and me looking up her school skirt. I watched them move as she moved, the little front seam that I saw before me now protecting her virtue, covering a maturing minge, a minge that had never been fingered.

My cock was out now in my hand whilst the knickers hung in desire in the other. They swooped towards my face with intention to discover. The soft nap of the crotch brushed my nose and gave me a new sensation. The sweet fragrance of gym kit filled my head with a perfume that had my cock throbbing with lust. I wanted her now, that skirt with an upward view, to be closer, near my face and teasing me with her own unique perfume. I tossed myself off with an enthusiasm that I had never known before. My fantasy seemed to come alive, there seemed to be a purpose like never before that meant something, almost like reading a book and the plot suddenly becomes visible.

What would they feel like down there I asked myself? That softness on my cock, the little crushed cotton tickling me and her crotch sat right where my masturbating cock was. They were there in the instant the thought came into my head, teasing me and delivering me into a new found ecstasy. It was as though I was fucking them; my foreskin rode up and down in the soft cushion of where her minge had sat. Gosh I breathed, knowing that in today my life had changed forever, why had I never dreamed of doing this before.
My thoughts ran wild as I wanked deeply into the gusset. A multitude of visions came into my head, the little scene at lunchtime and a myriad of remembrances from my own growing up. They came flooding back from I don’t know where but they were real, captured moments that I never knew my brain had kept. From my school days and in the park, every little moment when the flash of navy or grey had triggered a receptor, they came tumbling back.

I had to hold him off many times; I did so want to deliciously spunk in their softness. With every hold came another reflection, some swings or a slide where the object of my desire showed themselves to me, skirts upside down, dresses tucked in knickers, they were all there, the memories so vivid.

I dare not I thought to myself, spunk in these, how would I get them clean, dry them. What if I got found out, I’d die and shrivel and my words would just fall into a garble of rubbish. The hanky on my bedside cabinet was the only solution, a poor substitute for where I wanted to cum, but not for now, I had to work that one out.
Sneakily the next morning they went back into my work bag and then back to school. My chores and the jobs demanding my attention were over by the mid morning break. I spend a while moving more items into the cupboard and let the school settle into its regime where there was less likelihood that I would be disturbed. My mind drifted from one thought to another as I went about my business. Lots of pricks of conscious stirred within me questioning my new found journey into these desires. I argued with myself, reprimanding my actions as being fraught with deception and danger and then the urge kicked in to go and explore some more of the boxes.
Lust and desire had overcome me and I found myself on the locked side of the boiler room. Apprehension and torment pulled at my mind and body, telling me no and then telling me yes. What harm could it do, just a look, besides the boxes needed tidying, wasn’t I being helpful and so I stood at the first box.

Just lifting the lid had him stirring in my Y Fronts, peering in had him half erect in expectation, I was hooked.

I began an element of frantic searching which bore nothing except frustration. In the end I told myself it would be more useful to empty them all and repack them, perhaps I would save on boxes. That first box yielded nothing, nothing of interest to me, men’s clothes that perhaps had seen better days. The second box was getting warmer; the ladies skirts on the top gave me promise and a renewed excitement. Then there was a bra and a slip and the all elusive first garment of ladies underwear. They were big and old and filled me with a revulsion making me pick them up between a finger and thumb.

The next box teased me again and when I found them it filled me with a smug satisfaction. They were nylon and fashionable, frilly and colourful; their dusky pink was nicely framed by a saucy black and lacy frill that went all the way round the leg bands. Their fullness gave me visions of a Saturday night dance, swishing skirts and petticoats daring everyone to look at them. The black frill ran across the tummy panel too in line that followed the sculpture of the leg openings. 
My cock was by now tenting in my overalls, he wanted action but at this moment I wasn’t prepared to share it with him. Besides it was too dangerous, there could be a knock at the door at any moment. I decided I must be ruthless, be prepared to make him wait and if I was disturbed then all I was doing was sorting the boxes. 

There were a few more of all shapes and sizes, some interested but some were a complete turn off. In the forth box was the start of the children’s clothing and right at the bottom I struck gold. Navy Blue and Grey shouted out at me from the depths I hooked them out individually and spent just a moment admiring my finds before dropping them into the pile that had become my favoured. I counted three navy and one grey, it pleased me immensely.
Then the buzzer went off at the top of my stairs. It was a calling, someone wanted my services and I quickly had to hide them away. The buzzer was one of the Lab Assistants from the Science Block, could I come and replace a bulb in their store cupboard as they could not see onto the shelves. I quickly grabbed a couple of bulbs from my newly kitted out store and followed them back.

It was easily sorted and I was on my way back. As I walked the corridors I felt smug in my achievements, I’d mastered this job in a short while and I could sense that others had realised this. I passed the Cloaks area and noted all the gym bags hung up either in view or giving the tell tale sign of them being under a coat. I was beginning to recognise names too, neatly embroidered into the cotton declaring exactly who the owner was. The name J. Howson caught my eye, a forth former and a star player in netball for the school; I wondered what Julia had in that bag? Maybe, and if was still there tonight when I locked up I would take a sneaky look.

Outside it had begun to rain; I heard the screams of that period’s netball team as they hurried to take shelter. Bugger I thought that will put the mockers on any lunchtime viewings today. Wet whether as I was finding out was not good all round, it meant that at lunch, classrooms would filled with noisy girls, it meant more supervision for the teachers and sometimes meant more things to fix in the afternoon.

Still I settled into the armchair that lunchtime and found time to examine my little hoard. I was pleased with myself as I examined every minute detail. Temptation was there too, he wanted to be part of the action but I dare not, I could get called away at any moment, today I had to be content with capturing every little detail.
The school knickers fascinated me, of course I’d recognised my interest long ago but every pair told a different story. The navy and greys did the same, a name tag, a size and their condition told me a lot. It gave me pictures in my head, visions of sweet and pretty girls that I convinced myself had worn them. All my memories of captured moments combined to form a fictional being that was perfect in every way. I saw them as if they were real, captured in my imagination in every little provocative pose I had ever witnessed.
That afternoon was busy again; one of the windows in the needlework room wasn’t able to close properly and was letting in the rain. When I got there I found the hinge had seized up and was distorting the metal frame. Backwards and forwards was that little game looking for a can of 3 in 1 oil to lubricate it? Old Watson hadn’t any in the end I begged some from the grounds men and made a note to add it to a list of requirements.
It wasn’t nice being out in that weather, the rain hadn’t eased at all and I found the grounds man huddled around a two bar fire in a quiet corner of his workshop. We had a few minutes chat, sort of getting to know each other but it seemed that we both wanted to keep our distance just like the generations that divided us.

I scurried back to my own little den and on the way the journey took me past the gymnasium. Being wet, that afternoon’s lesson was diverted to gymnastics which I had never witnessed before. Of course I couldn’t dawdle but I did notice with some interest that for gym the girls were not allowed a gym skirt and were all bouncing and tumbling around in their purple school knickers. A throb came in my pants again; although I couldn’t stand and study them I got a sufficient look to picture the scene in my head.

Back and locked away in my own little hide I couldn’t resist opening up the locker and extracting a lovely pair of purples. I slumped into the armchair and undid the fly to my overall extracting my now throbbing member. Quickly he was shrouded in the soft gusset of the unknown knickers and wanked with a frenzy as I recalled the picture I had just seen. I teased him relentlessly, holding him off from his desire to spunk off into the little patch that had once held a delicious minge.
I mustn’t get carried away I told myself, I hadn’t been here long I didn’t yet know the lay of the land and could at any moment get a buzzer for assistance. I put him away along with the desirable knicks; there would be plenty of other times. And what good fortune that was too, as no sooner as I’d stopped then that pesky buzzer went off in a demand for attention.

This time it was a broken chair, with no spares in the classroom for them all to be seated. Still it got me out and about just as break time was upon us and another opportunity to silently witness all the thrills that an all girl’s school had to offer. The furniture store was located along side the stage; it was where props and costumes were kept too, another quiet little corner of my new world to be explored later.

After the break I managed to get back to the boiler room again, first off with moving more bits and pieces to the shelves and then finally moving two of the jumble boxes I’d gone through back in. Then towards the end of the afternoon it was back to the unopened boxes as they just demanded my eager attention.

Apprehension and excitement ran through my veins as I un-flapped another box. I was slower this time going through the items, almost as if I was teasing myself. It was a game, peeling back the contents and lifting them out. There was more school uniform too, donated this time, not lost but probably out grown. A school skirt stopped me in my tracks as my brain ticked over with a thought that it might fit me. I surreptitiously held it to my waist to see if it would. I posed with it although there was no mirror for admiration but it was possible, it may fit.

For a moment I wondered where that had come from, that desire to try on a school skirt, where on earth had that notion been pulled from and what was my imagination doing to me. For a moment I dwelt on that desire, why had it suddenly entered my head and why did I want to dress up as a girl?

Thoughts about my sexuality and my sexual activity rushed questionably around my brain. Was there something queer about me, something deep and unattended, that I had not recognised. I began to question my meagre attempt at past relationships, the failures and the minor successes. There was no female in my life at the moment but that was not for the want of trying. It was just the same with some of my mates, they just weren’t there or we weren’t attracting the right ones.

So what was all this? Had I suddenly started fancying little girls? The idea appalled me besides if I couldn’t attract a sensible 16 year old at my age then I certainly didn’t want a giggly schoolgirl. So what was the pull? I could only think it was filling in the gaps, catching up with an unfulfilled youth, all those years of spying school knickers and never experiencing them close at hand and now I had that opportunity.

I had to admit to myself it was all kind of exciting when I had nothing else. It was better than my wanking fantasies, at least the little soft cotton crotches gave me a thrill that I had never experienced before. Maybe too it was a physical fix and there was now the excitement of seeking them out to watch them or find them and experience the thrill and sensation of their touch.

The items still came out of the box whilst all this thought whizzed around in my head. Next came a white tennis dress and underneath the undergarment to go with it. Gosh I’d seen these on the telly, titillating flashes as female players darted from one part of the court to another. What a mass of frills they were so tantalisingly feminine and pretty, the luscious white scallops emphasizing every beautiful curve that they would contour around. They were a reasonable size too, adult fitting to be precise as was the dress that I now looked down on.

Here I was again with that argument running around inside my head. What was I all about? Desires kicked in, I had to own them and all this was becoming compulsive. It was like a hunger suddenly all these cravings were feeding a frenzy to indulge. Immediately that ownership had me filching them away and hiding them in the locker.

Once that was done, I wanted to punish myself for my urges and how they were now taking over my life. It wasn’t like this at the hotel, there were human distractions colleagues that you could mix with, have a laugh with and a whole social scene that kept my mind occupied. But here, most of the time I had my own company, perhaps that’s what I was feeling, the isolation, equally there was a feeling of excitement and destiny.

I checked the notepad at the top of the stairs, a toilet roll holder off the cubicle wall in the junior girl’s toilets and a dripping shower head in the changing rooms. That meant I would be working some overtime tonight for the ruling that old Watson had laid down was that such areas should be dealt with after the girls had gone home. Still I sought out the bits to fix both and relished the thought of being in the changing room on my own.

I carried on with my stock moving to the cupboard and managed to get some of the jumble boxes I had rummaged through back into the under stairs bit of the cupboard. I needed it to be tidy in here, it gave the air of efficiency and that’s what I wanted to be acknowledged for. There was I’m sure also another jumble sale planned for later in the term and I was sure they would be adding to their donations at some point. That interested me too; it would all surely come in here, what opportunities that would throw up for a rummage before anyone knew of the contents.

I busied myself with the ledger too and the check sheets that I was formulating  each classroom and area, mustn’t forget places like changing rooms on there either, I didn’t just want the ability to put things right, I wanted to foresee things before they went wrong, besides that gave me access when I wanted. There was a plus side to this job after all; I may not have the companionship of work mates around me but I could indulge myself in little fantasies.

That bell for the end of school rang. It stirred my emotions again, especially tonight when again I thought of my trip to the changing room. I’d give everyone 15 minutes and do the toilet roll holder first. I’d block off the entrance too so that there would be no compromises with any late stragglers. I had it all planned and started to move some of my tools down there. Old Watson had managed to impress upon the head that a Black and Decker drill would be very useful and make repairing jobs much quicker and I was looking forward to using it for the first time.

I watched the school gradually empty. I even saw Julia Howson toddle off into the distance and leave her beautiful gym bag hanging from its peg. It was so close to me and my little job; just a couple of isles down from the entrance to the toilets and now the adjoining corridors were becoming quiet.

Fear over took me as I unhitched it and swiftly whisked it into the toilets. For a few moments I placed it on the floor next to the hand basins as though by accident it had been left there. The fixing of the toilet roll holder was a simple task of drilling two new holes and trying to make it so as the old ones were covered by the holder. When the screws were in and partially home then it was time to make my move.
I listened carefully for any signs of movement beyond, no footfalls or the clump of heels on the floors of the corridor. I knelt over it, its pale blue corded material guarding the secrets within. The white draw cord was troublesome; it’s fraying making the all important opening difficult. I cursed under my breath as it prolonged my entrance and risked getting me caught. 

Mastering it had already given me an erection and expectation; the opening then gave me delight. There on the top almost as if they were the last to put on or the first to take off were the neatly folded gym knickers of the desirable Julia Howson. My practice of extracting them was as ever like hooking them from the surface of some pond, my finger and thumb slipping under and gripping the soft material that held the waist elastic. Slowly they were hoisted releasing a sweet fragrance of new washing with the faint hints of girlie talcum powder.

They dangled provocatively making my aching prick strain in my pants and overalls. It was dangerous here and I rushed back with them to the relative safety of the cubicle. The door was partially closed on me and fly buttons were hastily undone. My cock was out in a flash and diving into the waistband to greedily find her gusset. I wanked in it furiously sending a thousand hastened sensations through my balls. Within around thirty seconds I was holding him off blasting into her purple heaven. I stopped and visualised her, forth form Julia with the perfect body that even my mates would lust after.

I was caressing him now into the softness that her minge had graced many a time. I thought deep and hard too about what I would like to do to her if only she was a little bit older and in the rules of lads of 18 could go out with girls of 15 or so. God if she was nearly there, then so were the rest of her year and the fifth and sixth formers above her. I hadn’t looked at that way before, maybe it was the uniform or maybe it was the ribbing I’d get from mates. 

I caressed myself into her gusset several more times promising that the next little tease would be the last, then I would get out of here and put everything back where I had found it. But it was becoming all too addictive, the little strokes from that soft material where her cunt had actually sat, kept furthering the fantasies I was having about the delectable Julia. How I stopped I don’t know, perhaps it was the promise to myself that I could come back here again and whenever I wanted, perhaps also it was the lure of the changing room and what that had to offer. 
Of course the changing room was my next job and one that was important to finish tonight. It was a place I’d never been too. Old Watson had pointed out where they were but didn’t care to take me around as it was as far as he was concerned always off limits. Well it was for me too, at least during the school time hours but after that it was a place I intended to check regularly! 
When I got there with by bag of tools and bits I discovered there were two! I would have been confused except I met the young and delightful PE teacher on her way home. She sense my confusion explaining that the other marked door was actually the visitors changing room and was smaller and usually only used on the rare occasions when other schools were played or the teachers had a friendly against the girls.

She dashed away excusing herself that she was already late and I was bound to see immediately where the problem was. It was my job to lock up too on such occasions and I very neatly turned the key as I got inside. I stood for a moment taking in the sweet fragrance and dampness of a place where heavenly bodies were undressed and dressed. There was still a warmth about the place as well, the heat from the showers and perhaps 30 plus girls.

Temptations kicked in, to explore first or complete the job. I decided on the job, it was better to get it done and hopefully swiftly and then pretend that it had taken longer with a little look around the place. It was easy to find as our PE teacher had said. The constant drizzle gave it away and I was soon on to it. I found the stop cock at the end of the long run of cubicles and turned it off. Only minutes were needed to rectify the problem with a new washer and soon everything was back in order.

I stood and took in the scene that lay before me. Benches and pegs were arranged in about three rows and were used on both sides. I suppose around 30 plus girls would fit in here, maybe more at a push. All those heavenly bodies striving to un-dress or dress at the same time, the scrabbling for showers and the coyness of most about revealing their bodies. No full frontal nudity here but little games with clothing and towels trying to be as modest as possible. I’d still like to be a fly on the wall though and my cock told me so as he imagines the little snippets of flesh that still would be seen despite all their little rituals.
I surveyed the emptiness and was bewildered that the dis-guards of clothing were not to be found. Surely this was one of the hunting grounds of the head mistress and the source of her lost property collection? And then I noticed that on the far wall lay a series of constructed wooden boxes that looked as if they held sports equipment. I wandered through the regimented benches to explore. 

There were netballs in one, the bibs in another that declared the various positions of the game. Further along a pile of hockey sticks that had seen better days and another with tennis rackets in various states of disrepair. Then, at the end the premonition of what I had hoped for appeared and gave me a smile of satisfaction and lifted my cock with the prospects, the abandoned clothes box.

I hovered over it peering in whilst adjusting my overalls as my tenting stiffy gained some excitement. In anticipation I had him out finding he was still smarting and oozing his stickiness from the excursion into Julia’s soft gusset. Would he see some action here, I hoped so!

I pulled at the unexciting, moving it out of the way like I was searching for buried treasure. And then it sparkled, gave me its knowing shape and colour that I had so recently come to recognise, the soft velvet textures of purple gym knickers. A sigh of expectation expelled itself from my body as I rolled back my foreskin in a readiness to accept another crotch of delight.

He wormed his way inwards past the waistband that held the label that declared they belonged to a Sandra B. He dived inward with me watching him, tickling and exciting himself on the tunnel of soft nap until he hit the panel that hid her minge. My fingers joined him, testing softness and aligning him to exactly where Sandra’s cunt would have sat. It was damp with a freshness of morning dew on a neat lawn. They had been worn and not long ago, maybe but a short hour ago and the last games lesson of the day. Clearly they had been dropped in here by the ever tidy Gym Mistress.
Another sigh let itself loose from my lungs as I realised the significance of my find, the damp knickers of a hot a sweaty schoolgirl who had not long removed and then abandoned them. I stopped my excursion to find pleasure for him down below and decided that I must sniff them before my own little smudge of excitedness left its hidden trail. 
That intake of breath was an elixir that filled my head with an imagining of their owner. The fragrance that I found was her toil and sweat, the sweetness too from her moist little cunt. It danced around my nose, as I held the purples to my head and chased the lustful perfume of her body. My nose too entered the cavern of a leg hole, past the cuffing that tickled my senses to almost sneezing to find my nostrils sat directly where her minge had been probably not more than an hour ago. I got my life from that gusset whilst wanking furiously below. And then when I could sniff and find her no more I slid them downward to meet and satisfy him.

Again I stood there wanking; my cock sensating where her sex had been whilst my head filled with a fantasy what she may look like. I’d find out, who had been to games last thing, then I’d check the register for a form and full name, eventually I would have a face to the little minge I’d been so close to.

Time was rolling on, I couldn’t be here too long, my games had to have the secrecy and discretion of a spy. For a few moments I toiled with the idea of taking them home but would she come looking for them first thing in the morning and how could I get in here and past the cleaners? No leave them I told myself, better safe than sorry and live to play another day, besides from now on I would watch these places, the stuff that was really abandoned would come to me in the end, patience!
Back in my own lair I readied myself for home. Temptation got the better of me too with two sessions of unfinished satisfaction behind me I was in the spare locker and setting myself up for an evening’s play. What drove to my decisions I will never know but even after my two encounters I now selected one of the pairs navy blue’s and then grey to be secreted in my work bag and eventually into my bedroom.      

