Control of the Corridors Chap 19
The next morning she was nowhere to be seen. Every time I passed her office she was conspicuous by her absence, either she was avoiding me or had some important task to do elsewhere.

Lunchtime I settled into my chair, a mug of tea paper and a sandwich. The sun was shining and for a moment I thought there would be no activity outside the window. Then it all started, the chatter and squirms and the thumps against the wall. No sooner than I was out of my chair then my bell went, then again and again. It seemed someone was trying to grab my attention and it didn’t need three guesses as to who!

I unlocked it and she rushed in and down to my chair and round the corner to the window. I was astonished at her speed and determination; it made me smile too, for I knew now she would be playing into my hands. The door was locked and I followed her back down.

She was straining on tip toe, trying to get a view of the little display outside.
‘Well’, I said, ‘what brings you here in such a hurry’.

‘I want to see’, she insisted, ‘right now’.

‘Well, it can be arranged’, I replied, ‘but only if you’re good to me’.

‘What do you mean’, I want to see and see now’.

‘Ok, you can’, I said pushing a wooden box towards her for her to stand on, ‘but if you don’t behave you are out of here’, I said being firm.

She stepped up and I stepped in behind her and held at first her waist. She wriggled like she didn’t want me touching her. And, so I pulled at her as though she was to step down.

‘Look’, I said forcefully, ‘if you want to stay here you’ve got to play a little game and if you don’t then you’ll never stand here again’.

She said nothing but looked straight ahead and out of the window where I could just see a nice flash of purple going up the wall. I grabbed her hips again but after one unwilling twist to free herself she reluctantly let me hold and balance her.

I could feel her school knickers hovering under her blouse but over the waistband of her trousers. He was stiffening at the prospect of something more than I was also witnessing outside. There were two displays going on today and both of us were greeted with legs, purple and the subtlety of the growing female form but, I had to be very careful with her here, she could not know that I had such an interest in what she was seeing.

I could see by her head movements that her eyes were everywhere and that the display was having an effect on her body by the fidgeting she was making in her hips. Now I would start to test the water on how far I could go with her and give her a measure of how nice she had to be to me. I started to massage her hips over her trousers and again I got that wriggle of resistance.

‘No,’ I breathed in her ear, ‘you know you like what you see and it excites you and I’m going to have my way too’.

I let her think about that for a moment and then I made my move again, this time running my fingertips over her trousered bottom. In circles they went, tickling and I’m sure having an effect on our little lesbian friend. The wall outside was giving us both a brilliant stage show as in turn they all came in from the wings to demonstrate their gymnastic skills. For me I was recognising I was getting the best of both worlds both watching and touching.

Her bottom truly was the most wonderful shape as my digits danced over the alluring contours. I was concentrating now in making out the shape of those knickered cuffed legs on her outer thigh, the knobbly seam was so distinctive if you knew what you were touching. He was stiff now, my sight and touch feeding his excitement but I kept him out of the way, standing off from allowing him to nudge into her bottom. No, that would all come later, another day perhaps after she fully realised how lucky she was to be here. Besides it was probably new to her, a male touch and we didn’t want her running off frightened of the prospect of meeting a male erection too.

On her thigh my fingers found that those trousers had a nice side zip. My nail followed its track upward and downward in a sub conscious attempt to have her know and be at ease if I were to pull it downward. She might not like it but it was going to happen anyway and my hand was going to slip inward and onto the delicious softness of purple, besides the little display outside was as ever getting ever more exciting as one girl decided she would attempt an upside down splits.

She did object but only for a short second as I unbalanced her in an attempt for me to demonstrate to her that the show was over and just who was calling the shots. I let out a sigh as my fingers went inward and onto the magical material that I knew so well, except that today they were warm to the touch from flesh that radiated exhilaration. They swooned around not daring to travel too far for fear retaliation but yet at the same time I wanted to add cunningly to the activity that I knew would be going on between her legs.

I dipped down and found that cuffed leg and toyed in the ribbing that travelled like a track in both directions to a warmer climate. I dare not, not today at least but I would tease her and my fingers started twisting in on the elastic that would pull in all directions. It would pull too along the track and if I influenced it in the right direction it would discreetly tug around her hot little mound. Madam’s legs parted letting the material pressure her just where it mattered and at that moment I knew I had won.

The wall was encouraging too, wrinkles of cotton rippled over mounds as legs balanced bodies and let little gussets slip between pubescent folds and so I made my move. There was the mildest of objections now as I slipped between her legs and over her knicks. Her cunt was on fire and no doubt flooded with excitement as the wall gave her everything she needed. Her legs willing opened to let in the first male fingers to ever touch her there. I tracked upwards and downwards so gently that even this lesbian was not going to object. I wanted to bring him in to, to press himself home and into her bottom, trouser to trouser but for now that was just pushing my luck. Thoughts went to hooking that knicker leg to one side and finding her proper but again that was for today just a journey too far.

Then that fucking bell went, the signal to the little gymnastics team that lunch break was over. Madam was off the box too, realising just where she was and just who had been stroking up and down the outside of her knickers. I watched the horror of realisation on her face of just what she had allowed to happen. I let her go, our eyes not even meeting as I unlocked the door and she made a bolt for it. That was dangerous too I should have checked her passage to safety, first.

But I was pleased with myself; I turned the key again and then sniffed my fingers. The distinct whiff of cunt was upon them, a hint but never the less it was cunt. I was back and into the locker quickly and having him wanking deep into a purple gusset. Fuck I had achieved it, my recounting every last detail of my actions with her and what I had managed to take in from the wall. But not now, a spunking would be too easy, save it for tonight where the old head could rewind and rewind to my foreskins content.

I stayed in there for a while, thinking over the events and indeed what my next moves would be. I thought about her too and whether or not she had come to terms with her actions or maybe she was sobbing somewhere in deep regret, the first male that had ever touched her intimately. I left it 20 minutes or so then made my way up past her office. Her door was closed but I could hear the typewriter clanging away inside. Maybe she was mad with herself I had better not approach her just yet. I coughed, just a little sign that I had passed by and moved on and out into my corridors.

Out here I was King and this afternoon I really felt in control and yet in the back of my mind I needed to know just how our Miss Elle had taken things. Outside in the air I rationalised that she wouldn’t complain about anything because she had too much to lose herself. Maybe, that would be it, it had been a bridge to far for her and she would never enter my den again, I certainly hoped not. How would I face her again, it had to be soon, I had to know one way or the other, I’d sort of constructed all this and now would have to put it right.

I decided to go and see how the pool was progress and maybe the foreman would have paperwork that had to go back to her. The hole was almost dug, they were just scrapping out the depths of the deep end and as luck would have it there were records and invoices that need to be channelled back to the County Council. It would be this that gave me the excuse to pop my head around the door and gauge just how she had taken it all.

She was a little subdued when I got there and for a moment I thought I had blown the whole thing but it soon became apparent that she was more concerned with getting caught and being exposed for what she was and that I wouldn’t tell anyone. I assured her that I wouldn’t do that and if I did then it would look bad for both of us. It seemed to please her and for one of the first times I saw her smile.

‘So I can come at any time then’, she asked, and you won’t tell?

‘Well yes’, I responded, quite taken aback that she wasn’t even mentioning my touching her and that she was more interested in what the wall had to offer.

The conversation ended there, we had obviously cleared the air and anything else that had happened just wasn’t in her focus at the moment. I walked away puzzled and glad that I didn’t have a confrontation on my hands, just rather the opposite she expected to come back again. Clearly she wasn’t troubled by my touching her even though it was obvious that she was a lesbian. Maybe, she enjoyed it or saw it as a means to an end to have her little fantasies about the girls, maybe this way she saw she could be discreet and her little secret would not come out.

It puzzled me considerably that afternoon and in some ways I wanted it sorted and out of the way. I needed to know just how far I could take things with her; it was in my little game plan but what was in hers? At least for a while having realised that what happened lunchtime would continue I could concentrate on having a little fantasy of my own just how far I could go with her. My cock stirred in my pants, I saw myself stood behind her, that knicker leg hooked to one side and my fingers enjoying the honey pot of a fantasy schoolgirl.
My head was interrupting itself with a pile of contradictions, urging me again to go back and see her and perhaps find out exactly what her thoughts were. And yet on the other hand I was telling myself to let it go and see how things would develop; besides I didn’t want to be seen as the one who chasing this, it was her interest that was being pursued and I was just selfishly accommodating her needs. To an extent it was a bit like the relationship with Linda, she called the shots and my cock came a running. In the end the final bell went for the afternoon and as usual every one disappeared from my little domain and I was left to my own devices.

I sat back in my flat having tea and certainly felt powerful again. Here I was King of this little castle ruling over my minions or at least their knickers and now I had a wench that would forfeit her body to my wishes. Well at least it felt that way, I wondered again just how far I could go with her and indeed how far she would let me. My mother’s words came ringing back in my ears and I knew that there was no way I was going to get emotionally involved with her but there was a bit of me that wanted her trousers down those delicious purple knicks pulled to one side and my cock fucking up the side of them.
I was ready for some action again, promising my erection an evening of fantasy in the classrooms and corridors, I slipped out of my male clothing and into my P.E. kit. Down the stairs and out of my door there was only one plan at the moment, the ‘two lockers’ to see how the preparation for the end of term protest was progressing. But, I was also in a teasing mood and along the way I stopped for some cloakroom fun randomly targeting the third form hooks for their P.E. kit.

I had two bags down and was sat playing alternatively in two gussets whilst my head imagined what a pretty picture they would be. Daringly I was at it again taking both pairs to the photo wall and trying to find them. Gorgeously he found the softness and clung to them nicely as I scanned row after row of names and then tried to find faces. They were attractive but not overly appealing, not like Christine and her strikingly good looks and athletic body. Thoughts came into my head about wanking in her knickers again but I quickly dismissed it, I didn’t want to be continually washing her underwear for fear of something going wrong.

I found one of them in the third form netball team and now focussed on the larger photograph that gave me a much better picture of her body. Her thighs were a little too chunky for me, there wasn’t the perfection of Christine or indeed the looks but it didn’t matter for the moment, here I was masturbating into her gusset whilst ogling at her body. A notion went through my head too, wouldn’t it be nice to be stood looking at the handstand wall and a little display and at the same time be masturbating in the very same girls knickers. That of course would be almost impossible as very few girls of the handstand age ever had two pairs of knickers in school.

I moved on, marking them in my little book and made my way to the Library Lockers. There were more again and I ritually had them out and counted them. I leant against the wall again and found some more gussets in which to have fun. They would soon be all mine I thought, just this week to get out of the way and another two more before the end of term and perhaps by the last Thursday evening they would all come into my possession. I wondered too should I take any more from here, were they counting them and would they perhaps miss a pair. My interest was now focussed on a rather forlorn and threadbare gusset that could nicely be converted to a delicious fuck tube, if I could I wanted them and it would be something nice to finish off the evening with.

There was only one way to find out and that was to check our little Miss Organisers locker in the Music room, surely she should know. I made my way there skimming along the edges of the corridors again almost as if I expected to fearfully meet someone around every corner. Then my head asked a question, what did Miss Organiser look like and where were her donated knickers? I had to know I was beginning to form an affinity with her now, we had the plan in common and so I felt that I just had to have her gusset too.

I stood at her locker door and stared. I was palming him too, up under my P.E. skirt and caressing my cock and then my balls in expectation. I hoped she had information in there, information on how the plan was going and just when I’d know when to strike and save the school some embarrassment. I pulled it open and found the note re-reading it again just to refresh my memory and to see if she was counting. They had been, but I had counted two more pairs tonight than they knew they had so having the threadbare's would not be a problem.

I found another note too referring to the removal of all their name tags, with clear instructions to either take them home or place them in the locker above the ‘two lockers’. ‘We must be careful’, it said, ‘if your name tags are found about the school then someone might get suspicious as to what we are up to! It answered my question and later I would go back and have a look but first what was Miss Organisers name and a picture for her face. I pulled out one of her exercise books and was rewarded immediately our little schemer was Patricia Sullivan, now I could go and check her out on the photo wall.

I found her almost immediately as I knew her form and just had to scan the name and then the rows. She was a disappointment and not what I would call an attractive girl, in fact ugly and not in any respect appealing physically or to indulge in her knickers. In fact she looked like a dragon and I immediately thought came to mind of the real Dragon, the headmistress. Perhaps that’s what it was all about, maybe their paths had crossed and that’s what this ambitious plan was all about? I left her image behind me and tried for a moment to erase her face from my head and hoped to god I hadn’t inadvertently wanked in her own knickers at sometime and if I had I didn’t want to know.

I was back outside the library again to claim my prize of the thread bare knickers. I wanted them and would create that nice little fuck hole in their gusset and I’d have my wicked way with them. I was nosey too, just how many discarded name tags had been dumped in the locker above, I needed to know. There were a few, perhaps a dozen or so and some with the remnants of the coloured cotton that had attached them the inside waist band of the delicious knickers. I began looking at knickers too, they had in some instances they had cottons dangling, could I work out which belonged to which?

It was something I thought about as I made my way back, could I work out which tags belonged to which knickers and perhaps sometime later sew them back in when they were mine. Having names in knickers meant something to me, helped my imagination focus on a nice wanking fantasy and you never know maybe I could then get a face from the photo wall.
I stood in my lounge, looking down on the knickers I had just prepared for a fuck hole session. Stretched over a cushion they were a crude representation of the beautiful female form but at this moment in time it was all I had. Sometimes I wished that I had had a more fulfilling youth where perhaps I had got closer to the real thing whilst those lovely things around me still wore them. I masturbated in front of them whilst my memory banks filled with all the lost opportunities or could have beens. There were regrets that I hadn’t been so forward like others and stood in the sidelines whilst they had girlfriends and probably had secret petting sessions that I could only dream of.
But maybe what I was about to do was much more fulfilling, maybe many hadn’t got as far as they would have liked or had boasted. There wouldn’t be any refusals here, no clamped legs and only a fumble in a bra to satisfy, no my cock was going to get some titillation that was much better than one off my own wrist. I stood over them, holding the cushion to allow me entry, to slip inside the double gusset that I had opened up and feel it caress my foreskin all the way up. I sighed deeply as my fingers fumbled with the soft cotton of an imaginary opening and pushed him gently inward to a fake little cunt. Cotton consumed him, clinging, controlling and sensating him with my every thrust forward. It was a cunt in my head, or the nearest I could get, a gusset that had served its time protecting the very same.

Inward and outward he climbed, being captured or gliding over soft cotton that rippled and tickled my glans to a most thrilling journey of simulated fucking. My imagination took over, picturing perhaps Christine as being there for those times I never had, or perhaps the girl whose knickers waved at me on Saturday mornings from my seat on the bus as they flapped around the washing line. Even Linda came to mind in impossibility, wearing the very same, as I had them pulled to one side and fucked her sweet little cunt. I could see now that cuffed leg sliding up and down my glistening shaft as I shagged her moist little box.

But they were all improbabilities, figments of a vivid imagination that had been starved and frustrated and had led me to the worship of the nearest I could get, the gussets of schoolgirls knickers. Then she appeared and I don’t know why, Elle the Elephant, the lesbian that still for some reason wore them. Maybe it was because I had touched them, had been between her purple knickered legs and had had the sweet smell of her sex scenting my fingers. Maybe it was because in reality it was a petting moment that I had never had, maybe it was because she was my only possibility of fulfilling a past that otherwise would never be!

My head was everywhere whilst that delicious fuck tube coveted me on my journey. It held and manipulated me so wonderfully that at times I really did believe it was a cunt sent from heaven. Granted that it was dry but I slipped in it all the same or it held me, softly mocked the gripping muscles of the real thing and sent the thrills that would eventually be leading me to a mind bending orgasm. Then it was her again, in the corner of my mind, there in the boiler room bent over my armchair with her trousers down. Her knickers pulled downward over a silken bottom, her legs apart as much as those ankled trousers would allow. My hands holding her hips and guiding her backward on to my eager cock to find her wet little entrance and somewhere that until now had been virgin territory for a cock.

No she couldn’t possibly, let me in there to enjoy the orgasm that was now gushing into the gusset of the purple knicks. She was a lesbian and such a thing I was sure would not be possible, or would it, after all I was very near slipping my fingers into her cunt. It depended too how desperate was she to have her little lunchtime view and in my domain a discreet one at that.
On Thursday morning it rained and rained, that wasn’t a hope in hell that it would clear up by lunchtime and there would be a repeat of yesterday. But, maybe that was a good thing, maybe I shouldn’t be so eager, perhaps little intervals would make her think how much it was a privilege to be there and having that special view from my window. I had to ease her into it as well, touchy, touchy, feely, feely, I thought laughing at my own joke; she had to recognise I was pulling the strings.

I saw her at about eleven and she muttered from her doorway, ‘damn the rain’.

‘What’, I said making out that I hadn’t got the connection.

‘The rain’, she replied, ‘you know’, her eyes diverting towards my boiler room door.

‘Oh I see, you want to come back’, I teased knowing full well I wanted her back and my cock was stirring just by the thought of it.

She sort of changed the subject, turned it round for some focus on me. ‘By the way’, she said, I won’t be your girlfriend, that can’t possibly be’, she added without adding any reason.

‘Well, I wasn’t expecting you would be’, I replied, ‘and neither would I want it, I added, and besides, I have a girlfriend of sorts, which suits me fine’.

‘Then why’, she asked?

‘I’ll tell you next time you’re in’, I said and then walked off.

I was pleased with myself, I’d had the last word and hopefully she could see that I held all the cards! She knew now that she couldn’t come in there without me being agreeable and that I had a girlfriend which she would assume I was already having a relationship with. I was smug, I’d turned it round, her declaring there was no possible way that she’d be my girlfriend and I had fired it back at her. I bet she was wondering now why I was letting her in there at all and yet I knew she would be determined to find out so she’d be back again, when the weather and the little display team permitted.

I had an answer for her too, which was true, I loved fingering and I knew and had been told that I was good at it. That’s all she needed to know, I intended to keep my own interests in school knickers to myself.    

