Control of the Corridors Chap 17
Tuesday she was there again, occupying her little room, the door always open and making her presence felt. I passed it a couple of times and each time the resentment of her being there built up and up. And then I saw her again later in the corridor at the photo wall putting up the latest pictures of sporting successes. She was bent over a pile on the floor, arranging them, stretching up and down, moving them and finally pinning them in place.

I passed her just as she was stretched over them picking one up. Gosh, they were there again, peeking over the top of her trousers, the purple band that gave the game away, she was again wearing school knickers. It intrigued me, excited me, had me wondering all in the second that I saw it. I memorized it, like taking a snap shot and forever ingraining it in my head, the un-tucked blouse, the bare skin, the navy trouser waistband and the uniquely gathered purple that tightened around her waist.

Back in my boiler room I was still thinking about it, the whole enticing scene. Ashamedly, my cock was appreciating the scene too as I recalled every remembered moment, the neat way those trousers sculptured those hips and petitely flared down to her sweet slim bottom. For a moment it could have been anyone of the many fit and growing young lady’s that frequented those rambling corridors but it wasn’t, it was her, the obnoxious vicar’s daughter, the snob, the lesbian and little Miss Elephant calves. 

I shook my head in disbelief, how could I even think of her and get an erection, the two should not even go together. But they were, the girl my mother warned me about, ‘not a young lady to bring home’, what was it all about? I questioned myself deeply, scorned the very thought and then saw the whole desirable picture again, was I mad?

It was those bloody purple school knickers, the ones that I had become obsessed with. It was those small and delightful hips, the delicious pert little bottom, it was a kind of pubescent heaven attached to the body of a young woman, not a school girl! Turmoil abounded, argument and hypocrisy bounced in and out of my head. Why oh Lord couldn’t that piece of anatomy be placed on anyone but her, a bloody snobby lesbian and obnoxious to boot.
Why couldn’t it be Linda who wore them I reasoned? She wouldn’t though would she, they all shed the bindings of school, besides I wasn’t going to ask her to, she’d think of me as being weird! But there it was in plain view and on the second day running, this young woman still wearing the very underwear that all of her old classmates had rid themselves long ago. It puzzled me over and over again, why or who was insisting that she wore them, surely it couldn’t be voluntary?

Later at lunchtime there was the familiar resonance of laughter, giggles and shrieks from outside which indicated that my little acrobatic team had come out to play on their wall. I was there in an instant, my cock in my hand and sheaved in a pair of the very same that were now being displayed against the wall. Quickly I was masturbating to a rhythm, trying as much as possible to gather up enough memories of purple little crotches to fill my head for a later fantasy. There were four of them today, taking in turns to handstand and show me that most intimate of places, so delicately shielded and yet so obviously flouted.

There was a scream and a shout from further out on the field and for a moment I was distracted and looked away to see what had happened. The reason for the scream wasn’t there but somebody else was, it was her Elle the Elephant sat not more than twenty yards away viewing exactly what I was viewing. For a moment I slipped back into the shadows and then realised she couldn’t possibly see me.

I watched her, she was watching them, pretending to be enjoying her lunch and the sunshine, the lesbian who herself wore their same underwear was getting a kick from seeing what I was seeing. For a moment it was beyond my comprehension and then it dawned, how stupid of me, she found this just as exciting as me. Then I began to wonder, for me it was an infill, a minor distraction whilst I waited for a girlfriend to come along and fully satisfy my needs. But for her, our lesbian friend it was all of it, what she really wanted, her own sex, to be with, to love and do all the things that lesbian’s did.

She was engrossed but trying to be subtle, turning her head and pretending that this scene in front of her wasn’t her only focus. But she had the measure of it, had probably witnessed this hundreds of times before when she attended this very school as a pupil. She knew exactly when to look, when there would be action, legs in the air, a dress falling over their chests and when the view of a young and nubile body would be there for all to see. I wondered if they were aware she was there and the intention she had or were they innocent of her needs.

My cock lay limp in my hand, I wasn’t even watching them now, just watching her watching them. Here she was again, a bloody interruption in my life, in two days she had upset my little routines and now she had invaded my interest. She was staring intently now and I knew by the thump on the wall that there was another handstand taking place. Her eyes were glued and yet she knew inside her head that she had to avert her attention otherwise she would be spotted and found out. I could see it was hard for her and somehow knew how she felt as I often had to do the same as I passed by the netball courts.

For a moment she concentrated on a sandwich, flicked crumbs to the floor with an air of innocence that would probably fool those who did not know what she really stood for. But, I did and I could see through her little act and it made me feel that I had some power over her.

She was back staring again as another took to the wall somewhere to the side of me. I wondered too whether she actually knew that to her right and down at ground level I had a better view. Of course she couldn’t possibly know that I had such an interest or that my windows would be so much more discreet than her blatant actions on the bench.

Then her eyes did divert, it was almost as if she had just realised the geography of the place and I saw her scan along my wall and almost count the windows and recognize the significance of where they were. I skipped backward into the shadows although for one minute there was no possibility that she could see me through my conveniently placed boxes. It was just a reaction, a fear and a damned determination that she would never ever know the depth of my interest in the very knicks that she wore and obviously enjoyed seeing on others of her own sex.

I looked back again and she was back watching the flailing limbs and flopping dresses. Her eyes again glued to a spot that I had so much experience of and then behind her I saw a familiar figure, the Dragon was descending upon her. There were words, I could see that they were harsh words, insisting words, gestures that she should move on. Aunty had made her point and our little Elle had to do as she was told, it was clear she had been caught out doing something that Aunty knew all about. The Dragon blew her whistle too, aimed at the girls at the wall, time to move on she insinuated, time to be back in the classrooms. Then the electric bell went and confirmed everything, afternoon lessons would soon begin.

The down trodden lesbian was left to pack away her lunch box away and ashamedly make her own way back to her office. There was a defiance though, one last parting shot to have her own way she started to walk towards my windows, the little bitch was checking them out. I stepped back again and waited. The thuds got louder, she was getting nearer and then from the shadows I glimpsed the clumping elephant go by. What was she up to and why was she checking out my windows?

I avoided her by sneaking past her office with a speedy determination that indicated I was rushing off to do a job. I wandered around the school checking out the progress with the builders, past the netball courts too where I was treated with the odd flash of my favourite purple. My mind was elsewhere though, bloody intrusions of madam again, why did she have to come here to work and what was the thinking behind letting her. Surely it wasn’t right and proper that a lesbian who was still wearing her old school knickers and what looked to me like an attempt at wearing a uniform should be allowed anywhere near an all girls school. So blatant too her activity of lunchtime  and obvious that her aunty the headmistress knew how her mind worked.

Perhaps it was so that her aunty could control her, maybe they thought she would grow out of it if she had to experience the temptations full on every day? I walked back past the scene of the foray too, it gave me a view too of my windows and what she had possibly saw and realised. I spotted too that the very wall on which handstands were displayed was the very wall above that was Miss Elle’s office! Poor girl could hear the activity below but couldn’t see it as she had no windows and she knew all too well from her past that such activity took place there.

In some ways I felt sorry for her, I liked watching the activities so why shouldn’t she. On the other hand there was no way she would ever find out my true interest but all the same I felt an affinity with her because I would be lost if I couldn’t sometimes watch. I wondered too just how the little display affected her, what she got from it and would she be at home later touching herself just thinking about it. Did she have a lesbian lover I thought and was Elle the lovers little school girl? The very thought started my cock on a journey of appreciation.

I was back in my boiler room for afternoon break, a peaceful cup of tea and a five minute relax in my armchair and a wonder what I may find later in the ‘two lockers’. My bloody bell went, a constant ringing, someone was trying to attract my attention in a hurry.

It was her, Elle the Elephant, pushing past me at the door and storming into my domain. It twigged in a moment just what she was about and I just let her rush to the end where my tea, armchair and paper was sat. 

‘What is it you want’, I asked feigning astonishment and following her down.

‘I, I have trouble with that drawer again’, she lied.

Her eyes were everywhere, working out just where everything was positioned, including the windows.

‘Comfortable in here’, she said noticing my mug of tea.

‘I like it’, I said, ‘particularly when you’re not disturbed on your tea break’, I added sarcastically.

She took no notice and wandered round to the other side of the boiler, getting her bearings to where she really wanted to look. I left her to it, knowing exactly why she was in here, picked up my tea and pretended disinterest. I could see she was at the window with the boxes and had worked out that was the one closest to the handstand wall. She was poking around, standing on tip toe trying desperately to look out. It was obvious she just wasn’t tall enough, her short stature just not letting her confirm what she wanted to know. She was pulling at the boxes, trying for a better look.

‘What are you doing’, I asked, ‘you’ll have them on the floor and broken if you are not careful, they contain light bulbs’.

‘I need a bulb’, she lied, ‘need a lamp too, my office is too dark’.

‘Oh really’, I commented knowing full well she needed nothing at all, ‘well you won’t find a lamp there’. ‘If you really need one I’ll get you one later but for the moment I am still on my official tea break so if you don’t mind’.

I politely showed her the door and she went. I knew exactly what she was up to, the madam, she wanted to know exactly what she could see from that window. I was angry again, her coming barging in here thinking she was high and mighty and yet all the time she was just a spoilt little lesbian that couldn’t get her own way. Aunty had moved her on and she was mad about that and yet she thought she could come muscling in here.

I went and got a lamp for her, just to prove a point, an angle poise just like the teachers use on their desks. I’d go and see her, present it to her, make my presence felt in her office like she had done with me. I could be forceful with her, I knew what she was up to and what she really wanted and if I had a chance I would tell her. It was my chance to put her in her place.

My mind schemed away, I had something she wanted, a window with a view. She’d just love to be able to spy on those girls at lunchtime but she couldn’t do it without me. I’d tell her so, make her realise just who pulled the strings. Thoughts too went to how I could make this work for me, thoughts about the school knickers she wore and how the very thought her in them turned me on. Until now my desires towards them was completely inanimate, a piece of material that I only imagined had a cunt in and now there was living flesh on my doorstep that loved to wear them every day.

I didn’t want her, not directly, not a bloody lesbian, not for a girlfriend, but I’d like to touch her in them, feel them over a live sweet wet pussy. I could be cavalier about it, I’d learnt to be that way with Linda, just take what was on offer and run. Besides it was a proper girlfriend I wanted one that ticked all the boxes, wasn’t married or was an obnoxious little twerp.
I thought about the danger of her being in my boiler room too, locked behind a closed door and the consequences of us being caught. But then I started rationalising it in my favour, fixing it so it was right in my head, just to have my wicked way. I wanted that experience badly, to touch and feel flesh from the outside of wonderful school knickers. How else was it going to happen and with her it was possible, a repressed little lesbian that wanted to spy on her own sex. Besides, who would know she was in here, her office and the passageway to the boiler room were off the beaten track, if they came looking for her they wouldn’t assume she was with me and she could safely hide and exit without being seen. Yes it was possible and now I only had to work it up with the right words and show my authority over little madam. 
‘Is this what you need’, I said casually leaning against her doorway waving the lamp at her.
I’d caught her out, it hadn’t really been in her thoughts and in truth it was just something for her to say when I had cornered her about what she wanted at the window. She mumbled,  caught off guard and had actually dismissed in her head that I would do anything about it.

‘Yes I suppose so’, came her lame excuse.

Now was my chance to start to show who was in charge.

‘Well I don’t know if I should let you have one, they are supposed to be for the teachers only’, I said.

‘But I must have it, I need it’, she replied in her snotty little manner.

I pounced. ‘It seems to me there is a lot you’d like to have, if you could get your own way’, I suggested waiting for her reaction.

‘What do you mean’, she replied in her attacking way, ‘you hardly now me’.

‘Oh but I think I do, your reputation comes before you’ and I heard your aunts whistle at lunch and witnessed the break-up of your little game, you think I don’t know what you are and what you are about’, I said with a growing confidence.

She looked at me in silence and her face coloured to a deep crimson.

‘Who told you’, she said hurtfully.

‘Well it’s hardly a secret, common knowledge in fact, everyone knows or if they don’t then your lunchtime activities will sure make them wonder’, I said with confidence.

She had tears in her eyes, I’d obviously upset her but at the same time it was satisfying to be getting the upper hand with this little madam. Besides if I was comforting towards her now she would have won again and I needed her to know that as far as I was concerned she had her place. I handed her the lamp and made off and said I’d be back later to fix it in. I wanted her to dwell on our conversation and perhaps realise by my gesture that I wasn’t about to tell the world what I had seen earlier.

I came back just before the close of school and had a bulb in my hand. 

‘Do you want me to fix this up for you now’, I enquired.
‘Yes please’, she said with a bit more of a civil tongue in her head.

I began to plug it in, hiding the cable where I could and giving it the best position that the length would allow. I inserted the bulb and switched it on.

‘Is that a bulb from the window shelf’, she asked.

I stood for a moment and looked at her face, it was a giveaway and in an instant she knew that I had recognised the significance of what she had said.

‘Ah the window’, I replied, ‘the window that you would so dearly love to have in your office’, I teased.

‘What do you mean’, she protested trying to mock innocence.

‘You know what I mean, let’s be honest you’d like to have a good look through there on a lunchtime, wouldn’t you?

I looked at her face again, it was sheepish but at the same time I could see excitement at the very thought of what such a view had to offer. She didn’t answer for some moments and I hung there purposely, I felt like a teacher waiting for a response from a naughty pupil. And, she was after all a naughty pupil, a naughty girl with a secret that needed to hidden and if she played her cards right I would keep it concealed for her.

She murmured under her breath and I couldn’t catch it.

‘What was that’, I prompted.

She said it again this time only louder, ‘could I’, she asked, hiding her face and looking away.

I stood there in silence for a moment, formulating my answer and keeping her in suspense about whether she had said too much.

‘Possibly, possibly you could and I might let you if you were nice to me’, I said.

‘What does that mean’, she replied.

For a second I hovered and replied ‘wait and see and if you are good you may get what you want’.
Then I was off, leaving her in bewilderment and thought. I was pleased I had the upper hand and I think she knew it. I purposely didn’t go back to the boiler room, I didn’t want her following and pursuing the conversation. I wanted her to dwell on it over night and soon school would be over, I wanted her thinking about what she would gain before I would lead her into what she would forfeit.

I felt smug as I made my way round to the building site to see how they were progressing. The end of school bell went and that delighted me more, she’d be on her way soon, home with her thoughts and the possibility that she might get her wish.

I spoke to the foreman, just about listening to what he had to say, in the background I was picturing her stood at the window, peering out, seeing what I saw and being excited by it and then I saw me stood behind her. 

Then I was back into the building and waiting by the entrance in the ritual of seeing them all out. She had gone, signed out and left, quick tonight for only her second day, maybe she had something to contemplate! I watched them all go, even the P.E. mistress wiggle her sweet bottom down the drive to her car. I’ll get some tea and then I might pay a visit to her changing room tonight.

After doing my washing up I slipped into my own school knickers. Pulling my foreskin back, he was already wet and soaking, it had been such a promising afternoon for him. I was back to that vision of her in the window. She’d need a box to stand on and I had one, she’d need steadying too while she watched the little display of crotches. I’d conveniently stand behind her making sure she wouldn’t topple, perhaps to start with holding her waist as her knees weakened by the view she was getting. I had it all worked out!
I slipped on my tracksuit trousers and was first off to the ‘two lockers’ drop off. There were more, I stood and fingered the soft cotton and tried to imagine the pretty girl who had donated them. Leaning back against the wall I brought each to my face and over my nose. That heady perfume of school girl filled me with desire and him down below pushed himself forward and into my own knicks. I kissed and nibbled at the cuffed legs before finally relenting and letting him have his share.

I wanked furiously for a few moments, feeding him the gusset where her sweet cunt had sat. She wore these too, what was her gusset like and indeed what was it like this evening with her thoughts of standing at my window. Wet and very wet I’ll bet, sopping and probably by now full of her fingers just thinking about it. Or was she now in the arms of her lover and was she giving her a good fingering.

I went through them all, christening them one by one in the acceptance of a cock where there pretty cunts had once sat and soon, in a few weeks they would be with me forever. I counted them and was pleased, their little plan was getting ever the nearer possible, they may yet spell out the word ‘knickers’.

Then as promised I was off and into the changing room. I felt in control this evening, daring even, perhaps it was the confidence I had gained in dealing with ‘her’ this afternoon. Perhaps it was watching Miss P.E. wiggle into the distance and the thought of that wonderful ass. How brave I was unlocking her personal changing room and stepping inside the cramped quarters where she changed and stored her own P.E. kit.

Perhaps it was because I had older women on my mind, her, Linda and now Elle the elephant, that I sought out or P.E. teacher’s gym knickers. There they were, hanging on the peg, the last thing she had taken off before waddling off down the drive. The navy blue curiously prompting me to lean forward and sniff at their crotch, the crotch that had all day been so energetically moving with her body and sweating its sweet womanly perfume. 

It reminded me of going down on Linda’s knicker covered cunt, deeply inhaling the fragrance of a sexually inviting and active woman. I wondered if that lucky husband would be having it tonight. Or maybe it was just going to be me masturbating into that sweet and soft gusset. He loved it in there, whilst my head thought about the maturity that it held and the last time I had fucked Linda.
Then a fear took over me, a fear of where I was and whose knickers I was playing with. This wasn’t an innocent little school girl I was intruding on, this was a teacher, a mature woman who probably knew more about sex than I did and she’d probably know something was not right if she found the slightest stain in her crotch. Besides he had gone placid now just thinking about it, I needed to move on. I locked up her little room and found myself back in the girls changing room.

It was still warm in here, the hot day and the use of the showers made it feel still quite steamy. This one of the areas that the Dragon patrolled on Friday afternoons, teaching those girls a lesson and pilfering their left behind clothes and moving them into lost property with a purpose. There was the odd towel left abandoned on a peg but I had to go to the basket of left behind clothes to seek out what I wanted. Amongst the skirts and the few games blouses I found a single solitarily pair of purples.

He was rising to the occasion again, forgetting teachers navy blues it was another school girl gusset he was interested in. But me first, if it wasn’t me first then half his fantasy would simply not be there, he needed my nose to enhance my imagination, my fingers to establish softness before he could gorge his greedy little foreskin into the little cunt patch. He was out and alive again, bouncing with eagerness as her perfume filled my head.

Then his turn, finding and nudging into the double panel of luxury softness, clinging to it and feeling the sweet sensations that it provided, whilst my head added to it with an imaginary body of perfection. I made for a bench, a bench where ‘they’ all sat, changing, drying and where little bottoms covered in purple had been seated for time and memorial. I lay back and masturbated and thought of them all running around in here, naked, partially clothed and in all shapes and sizes. I would cum in these, that was my promise to myself and they’d be back in her tomorrow fresh and clean and no one any the wiser.
