Control of the Corridors Chap 8
The next morning I was back in work with and ego as big as a mountain. I strutted around doing the odd job but as it was Saturday nobody was there to bother me. My cock felt like he was king and my head had a confidence that I was sure wasn’t there before. At first I felt drained and knackered but then a renewed energy started to emerge and I began to have urges of exploring the empty school to find treasure.

I slipped into my favourite purple school knicks and watched him spring to attention. He was ready again, ready for some action. Firstly I was into the lost property, finding out what had been collected from the night before. There wasn’t much this morning, just a couple of P.E. bags and it appeared nothing from the changing rooms. Quickly I took them from the cupboard and whisked them off to my little lair for further examination.

Then another urge entered my system sending a rush of apprehension and adrenalin through my veins like a shot, I wondered if Christine had left her P.E kit in her locker. I whizzed along the corridors, stopping only to find her picture on the photographic wall of fame.

I stood staring at her, standing in the second row of her year’s netball team. She was gorgeous, athletic and beauty all rolled into one, some young man was going to have a lucky break going out with her. My hand was in my pocket, touching through my trousers my erection swathed in the very same school knicks that she would have had on under that deliciously hugging netball skirt, time to move on and find out if I was going to be lucky.
Next I was in front of her locker, my eyes piercing the wooden door and wondering what I might find inside. Slowly the catch clicked off of its rollers and I opened the door. My legs went weak, it was here, finally I would get to be intimate and close to her without the constraints of time or being caught. The duffel bag was out and I was quickly releasing its cord. A sigh of relief left my body in a great heave as I peered inside and spied them.
My erection bounced and twitched at his prospects as I made my way back. Any doubt about my ability and urge to be masturbating after an exhausting last evening were now gone, he would in his own time feel the soft nap and enclosure of Christine’s gusset.

I teased myself back in my little hidey hole, first examining the lost property and having a little wank in the purples I found there. I examined them both, sniffed them and wrote down in my little book their owners names, later I would need to know what the fair maiden had looked like.

At times I was almost cuming, holding myself back with squeezes and a few moments of abstinence. Then I would go again, swopping crotches and placing little extracts of my wetness in the soft nap of pussy patch. It never bothered me, my leaking was small and when dried not to be seen, I had to do it, it was my way of christening all the purples I came across.

Then it was her turn, I was ready for them, I’d already told myself that I would spunk in them regardless. I’d instructed myself that I would wash and hang them up to dry and come back in on Sunday morning to put them back on the pretext of checking something.

I had all of her kit out, arranged on the little table in front of me whilst her school knicks lay over my twitching erection. It helped me get a picture of her in my head, the times I had spotted her around the school looking gorgeous and special. The occasions when I was lucky enough to spy her on the netball court and be teased by her flipping but un-revealing games skirt that hid the very purples that now teased me.

I watched as wetness oozed into her cunny patch as I held him right where her sweet pussy had sat. I imagined myself being that eligible boyfriend and perhaps getting to finger her for the very first time, my eager digits slipping inward to find her virgin wetness. The gasps of delight that would spill from her sweet lips as her new experiences excited her body for the very first time.

For a moment too I had a vision of me being her boyfriend and that it was her fingers wrapping her own purple round my cock and tossing me off right where her little cunt had been. My wetness now leaked in buckets, darkening her purple crotch that was only to have one outcome, I didn’t care I had promised myself this for weeks. Deep sighs of satisfaction spilled from my body, today there was no one about that might hear or disturb me. I even called out her name as in my head she flounced around the netball court giving all the knicker reveals that I had never had.

I was holding him back time after time, relaxing and just watching him sitting in her gusset. Then I’d wank him again and feel the soft cotton entrap me and start yet another journey towards orgasm. I’d waited weeks for this moment and I wasn’t going to let it pass with my seed just shooting within a few minutes I wanted it lasting and lasting in my memory too.
Finally I decided to let him go, splash my spunk right where it mattered in her cunt patch, watch it flood and darken the purple just as if I’d had the pleasure of a boyfriend in having my cock in her. I sat there for an age in silent satisfaction, knowing that I was in control and that I’d just had her virgin knickers for the first time and before any other male. I felt powerful and confident as my head raced back to having my first woman last night and here and now, this was my world and my domain.

Later whilst washing them out I felt guilty about having spunked in them. Again I tortured myself with thoughts of her finding out and being suspicious that her knickers had been interfered with. In some respects I wished I hadn’t done it and yet I knew that those urges to have them would never go away. Before I came to this school it wasn’t even part of my life and now it was, I was hooked in this fetish and knew deep within me that I didn’t want to let it go.
They were hung to dry where they would stay until tomorrow and I would just have to come in and put them back. I mooched around for a while catching up with my jobs and generally leaving an air of efficiency around the place that I knew stood me in a good standing with the staff and the school. It hid my little passion too, I believed it covered me for my distractions and that I was safe and well thought of.

Later I stood in front of the wall of photographs with the two P.E. bags that were new to lost property looking for names. I found one almost immediately it seemed I was getting converse with ages and sizes of knickers as to what year the young lady would be in. In the quietness I stood looking at her sweet angelic face as my own was buried deep within the gusset of her knickers. I was close to her, without her even knowing it, sniffing her knickers whilst I studied her and imagined that she may have even been wearing the self same knickers under her pretty little skirt.

Their names went on my secret list too. It was a record that I had visited them, been close to them and touched their sweet and soft school knicks. There was another twist now with the photographs; I began looking amongst the years for the most attractive young ladies. It was a game; I counted them in one picture and got to 5, 6 or 7. I promised myself I’d come and work out their names, write them down and then quietly in my own time hunt down their knickers.

I’d buy some pocket note books on my way home and start to secretly record them and I’d have them with me in my overall pockets when I was alone, as I was now. I hide them too with my secret stash and mark them with little ticks of achievement that I touched them or even masturbated into them as I had done with Christine’s.
I was back the next morning on the pretext that I had thought I had left a window open somewhere. Of course at home they weren’t really interested where I was, I was independent and came and went as I pleased. But, I had to have my excuses lined up in my head, like at school, a reason for being somewhere, like my checklist and the routine maintenance that I had organised.

They were nicely dry and didn’t really smell of being freshly laundered; besides when they were back in Christine’s duffel bag they’d take on the unique smells from her other kit and her gym shoes. It didn’t stop me examining the crotch though, just to make sure they were soft and clean. It didn’t stop me having my cock out again and having one last wank in them, 10 or 15 minutes of pleasure just thinking about the beautifully attractive and athletic girl that owned them.

I stopped at the wall of photographs too and in the silence of the Sunday morning stood playing in their gusset again as I fixated on her picture in the netball team. Here I was again imagining and hoping that my cock was getting the thrills of the very knicks she might have on under that skirt. I had to stop, force myself to move on, otherwise I would be spunking in them again and then I would be in trouble.

They were, along with her duffle bag safely back in her locker, even down to the unique way I had found it squashed in there. I had to get all this right, I was never to be found out; my memory had to be precise about how I found things.

Then as I closed the door temptation kicked in, I’d explore the other lockers too, just for a sneaky ten minutes, nobody at home would miss me, nobody had seen me come into the school and I was all alone on this dark and dingy landing. I began systematically opening doors, row by row of disappointment. The treasure had probably been taken home as it should have been for washing. Then on the bottom row I opened a door where on hinge had come adrift from the frame. The locker was full of rubbish, sweet wrappers and torn bits of school work and there in the dust and fluff sat a pair of purple school knicks.

They were abandoned, the elastic in the waist, given up the ghost in their struggle of stretching and expanding over luscious school girl hips. Up and down they would have travelled, covering, hiding and then uncovering a beautiful and maturing pussy. They were out and hung between my thumb and forefinger like a limp flag hiding its shape and form.

I shook them and watched fluff and pencil shavings fall to the floor. I kicked it all away, scattering it too corners and out of sight. They had no name; just red cotton showing where the sewn in name tag had been torn or extracted. The baggy waist hung limply disguising their sexual appeal and distorting any form of feminine shape. But, they’d fit me, the label said so and with new waist elastic they would encase my balls, hold and tease my prick in their softness. They were mine and something else for my locker.

On the way back to the boiler room with them stuffed into my pocket. I began to wonder why girls abandoned such delights as their underwear. I began to wonder, in how many schools all over the country there were such pockets of hidden treasure. For a moment I dreamed of having them all, great piles of them, in every school colour, the navys, bottle greens, nigger browns, greys, maroons and of course my own shade of purple.

Monday morning was a ritual of routines, Linda still occupied my mind although now I had recovered and my ardour fully intact. I did as she instructed, kept my distance and waited for her to contact me. After Assembly was finished I got a small corner of the hall set up with the lost property items ready for the mid morning break and any claimants to come a wondering. The two P.E. bags were there and I had a little smile to myself that I had infiltrated them and had a play with the knicks inside.

Alas after that break they were gone, back to their rightful owners who were none the wiser that a cock had teased itself in their gussets. Later I guessed they would be wearing them for games and that a little part of me would be still there. As I cleared away again I was aware that the headmistress was about to join me as she pushed her way through the hall doors. Seeing her unnerved me, although I was always vigilant not to show it, why I worried I don’t know, it was always a job she was giving me but all the same her presence always had me on edge.

‘Good morning’ she said smiling.

I was rather taken aback by her happy appearance and wondered what was up.

I replied good morning back and she was as usual immediately into conversation and making her point.

‘I wondered if you would come and see me this afternoon’ she said, ‘just after lunch, I have a proposition for you that I’m hoping you might quite like’. 

We agreed on the time and she was gone. Then I stood there in bewilderment, my mind racing around what the hell she was going to put to me. For a moment it ran a fear through my body, my legs felt weak and I wondered if my world would collapse around me. Supposing my indiscretions and foibles had been found out. I calmed myself down and told myself not to be so silly, why was she smiling for a start and it was a proposition she was to put to me not a confrontation and a word.

I sat in the boiler room with a mug of tea, mulling over in my mind and wracking my brains what the hell it could be. I hadn’t a clue, I really hadn’t but I knew a man who might, the grounds man. He had a reputation for knowing what was going on, kept himself to himself but always kept an ear to the ground. I’d go and see him and see if he had a clue.

Casually I bumped into him just before lunch, tending to one of the flower boarders in the drive. We exchanged pleasantries as we always did but we both kept our distance and wanted to do our jobs without interference.

‘Any gossip’, I asked, realising that perhaps I might be the target of it and even wondered if my contact with Linda had been noticed.

He gave me his wry smile that said he knew it all and indeed it was mostly aimed at letting me think that he knew it all.

‘The swimming pool you mean’, he offered.

‘What swimming pool’, I asked?

‘Ah’, he said, you don’t know, the plans have been passed and the go ahead given’. ‘In the summer break’, he said, ‘works starts, you not seen them about the place measuring up lad’.

‘No I haven’t, where, I asked.

‘It’ll be round next to the changing rooms, have to move the bike sheds and do a lot of digging’, he replied.

‘Nobody tells me’, I bleated.

‘Well happen it ain’t public knowledge yet but I’m sure it will be soon’.

‘Interesting’, I said making my way back and being none the wiser about why the headmistress wanted to see me.
At lunch I couldn’t settle. I had hoped to be sat quietly repairing and replacing the waist elastic on my newly acquired purples from yesterday but I couldn’t concentrate my mind was centred on the appointment I had within the hour. I sat reading the newspaper or trying to and even if there had been activity outside on the wall my head would have been elsewhere.

At 1.30 I was stood at her door. It reminded me of being at school myself, stood waiting for punishment from my headmaster. I knocked and waited and then got the signal to come in.

Inside it was as officious as I expected, she sat clasping her hands but today she was smiling and it was almost as if I had a welcome. She asked me to sit, which was a comfort and a relief, if this was to be a telling off then surely I would have stood.

She began, ‘You may have heard’, she said, ‘we are shortly to have work start on a swimming pool for the school and building work will start in six weeks at the start of the summer break’. ‘There will be a lot of digging and machinery about and we are hoping that, that part of the work will be finished by the start of the September term’. ‘The builders are likely to be here until Christmas, and we are concerned there will be a lot of materials on site that will need to be kept an eye on’. ‘We were wondering, if you would like to take the opportunity to move into the flat above the Needlework room and perhaps be on site on a more permanent basis?

She stopped her talking and looked at me for a response. For a moment I was relieved that I was not in here for something more serious and then I got to thinking I didn’t even know there was a flat above the Needlework room.

I replied, ‘I didn’t know the school had a flat but it sounded like a good idea’. My head was already working out that I would be released from the confines and restrictions of home and have somewhere of my own, a pad to relax in and be able to play my music without groans from my parents.

‘Yes, it’s always been there but old Mr Watson never had a use for it and until recently we have used it as part of the Domestic Science curriculum but I’m afraid it’s difficult to keep up with the technology and new appliances like Vacuum Cleaners and Washing machines’. ‘It is fully kitted out you know almost liveable now’.

She looked at me for a response.
‘It sounds good to me but how much will the rent be’, I enquired.

‘Oh no there’s no rent involved or electricity and indeed there will be a salary increase as well for basically being onsite and guarding our interests’.

‘Well yes it sounds like a good idea to me, I repeated, ‘and I suppose it’s about time I left home and flown the nest’.

‘Well that’s good, why don’t you go and have a look around and see what you think’, she offered. ‘Oh, by the way, there would be some rules, no wild parties or not too many friends around but we can settle that with a written agreement if you accept’. She handed me some keys and I was off to explore.

On the way there my mind began to work overtime, a place of my own, no sneaking off to my bedroom to be on my own and oh my god a chance to be in the school when I wanted. I was stood outside a door that I didn’t really know had existed, it was a door that I thought was the entrance to a small cupboard. We were on the first floor and in this part of the building I hadn’t really noticed that there was another floor above.
I was un-locking the door to my new home with some excitement. On the other side stairs went immediately up to a small landing and another door. Opening it I was in the kitchen and then another door and into what I took was the lounge and dining area. Across the way was a double bedroom with most importantly a double bed in it then from the lounge another door that led open into a small hall which led to the bathroom and then what appeared to be a front door. I opened it and found myself staring down a fire escape that again I never knew existed or hadn’t taken any notice of. 

I doubled back around the flat again this time taking in the detail. The furniture was old an un-fashionable but it was clean and tidy. The bedroom had a wardrobe with hanging space up top and two drawers underneath, they all locked and had keys to them. Immediately I thought what a nice place to start to secure my little collection, out of sight and away from prying eyes. Yes I could have a few mates around and maybe later a girlfriend.

The idea of living here was warming by the minute. It hadn’t all sunk in yet and then there was the realisation that I had access to the school whenever I wanted it and indeed it was expected from now on that I might walk the corridors and inspect the grounds more often than I did now. Gosh the very thought that I could out and about in the quietness of the evenings hunting down P.E. kit and taking it back to my flat had the snake in my trousers aroused again.
Wandering round I was starting to think how comfortable I could be here. A few refinements maybe, some help and hand me downs from my mother maybe and my possessions from home would soon have this place looking like mine. There wasn’t a television but hey how often was I interested on what was on offer, at least I had my record player and could now play that without shouts of ‘turn it down’. Yes I could see this could be a very pleasant little place to live and with everything I needed very close at hand and I wondered if I could move in here by the weekend.

I had skip in my step as I made my way back through the school to the boiler room. I passed the cloakrooms with all the duffel and shoe bags hanging there all tempting me with the prospect of their hidden contents. What fun I could now have whisking some of them back to my flat unseen for an hour or so of wanking pleasure. How easier it would now be to have Christine’s knicks or anybody else’s for that matter, tossing myself off and spunking in them and have them back clean and fresh in the morning before I even opened up the school. My little fetish world had just got so much better.

My mind was turmoil of thought. I’d completely forgotten that the Jumble Sale was this weekend and there was still clothing and bric-a-brack to sort for that. I stood going through the latest donations having some choice pickings for myself and thinking after the weekend I could come in here whenever I wanted and whisk away the treasure for a secret play. It was getting to the stage now where I had enough of a stash that I could fill one of those drawers in that wardrobe.

I met the Headmistress again later in the corridors. She asked me what I thought and I said yes immediately. She even agreed to my idea of moving in at the weekend and suggested that I should bring my mother over sometime to help me assess what else I needed. She even said that if there was anything in the bric-a-brac I needed then to take it as the sooner I was settled then I could begin my role as watchman.
Later after school had finished and I’d locked everybody out of my domain I was up at the flat again. On the way I had been to Christine’s locker and grabbed her P.E. kit again, just because I could now. In the flat I lay with it on the bed exploring her knicks again. She’d had a games lesson earlier and it had wiped away any of the freshness that I had left them with and added the unique fragrances of her toil around the netball court. They lay over my face, the purple shutting out the light whilst I took huge breaths through her sweet gusset.

My cock was out and I softly wanked him upward and downward whilst imaging her, her pretty little cunt had sat here hours before. The bed was comfortable and I even thought of the hours I spend here with knickers to sniff and gussets to toss myself off into. Yes the future was going to be rosy and life was getting better.

That evening after I had told my parents of their good fortune I managed to persuade my mother to come across and help me make a list of my needs. I think she was impressed by the flat and my good fortune. Whilst much of the contents were obviously hand-me-downs and gifted by the teaching staff and friends of the school it was all in good order and made the place comfortable. A lot of the soft furnishings had been the contribution and efforts of the needlework classes and it was clear that it had been made to look like a home.

We went through the contents starting importantly with the kitchen. Mother made a list and made comments that she had a spare this or that and I told her that I could have the pick of the bric-a-brack on the forth coming Jumble sale. Later we rummaged through all of the Jumble contents selecting bits and pieces that would make my new accommodation pleasant and comfortable.

By the next evening my father had helped me move some of my possessions along with mothers donations and with agreement from the headmistress, I arranged to be moving in that Friday evening. Gosh what a hectic week it had been and was about to change my life forever. There was the Jumble sale this weekend too, my weekend was going to be crammed with events.     
