Control of the Corridors Chap 20
By Friday the sun was shining again. It shone through the curtains in the flat brightening up my bedroom and gave an extra stiffness to my early morning erection. There were prospects for the day and he knew it, besides it was nearly the weekend again, there were my usual rituals to look forward to and in two more weeks it would be the end of summer term.
Greedily I wondered if Linda would be sliding a note under my door and then on reflection I thought it might be just too much on my plate to be contemplating an evening with her. It was just because she was there and it was sex, and it was because I’d told madam that I had a girlfriend and in my mind I wanted to fulfil that segment of my life just to tell myself that madam was not the only focus at the moment.

I played with him and masturbated for a few moments visualising that the wall would have its little display team today and that inside I’d be touching living flesh through purple school knickers. It wasn’t because it was her that I wanted to do it; it was because of the missed opportunities of my youth and the fact that I could do it now and watch what was happening outside too. I had to keep it from her though; I didn’t want her to know that I too liked looking at little girls in school knickers. No that would remain my secret and besides I had convinced myself that once I had a proper girlfriend then all that would stop.

She was in, I’d passed her door a few times and she had smiled. I think I acknowledged her too but hoped that I had remained aloof enough that she knew that I pulled all the strings. I sat there at mid morning break thinking about how lunchtime might happen. I visualised myself standing behind her again whilst we both watched the display and automatically my hand was inside that zip again and caressing the warmth of soft purple. I had to open the locker and grab a hidden pair to tease him with whilst she sat in her office only yards away.

My fingers teased him, placed him in the gusset and had them run over my glans through the luscious softness of a little cunt patch. For a moment I fantasized that it was her fingers or any female fingers, anyone’s but mine that would tease him and bring on those delicious feelings that in the distance there was an orgasm. But, she wouldn’t would she, how could she, she was a lesbian and had probably never held a cock in her life and neither wanted to. All the same, they weren’t mine taking him on his trip of hope, it had to be somebody else and I wondered if that would ever be.

The end of break came and I had to be out and about. It was all too easy to sit in a stupor of dreaming about what I wanted or indeed what could have been. Luckily her office was empty otherwise I might have been tempted to stop and talk and indeed I wanted to talk, there were things I wanted to know but at the same time I wanted to show that it was her that needed me and not the other way round.

I had jobs to do and I made sure they occupied my mind. Doing them too and doing them well was all part of my persona of professionalism that hid my secret desires. It hid the fact that whilst going about my business I didn’t miss much, I kept an eye out for the flashes of purple wherever they came from, following girls upstairs and getting little glimpse of flashing purple and the same if I was out near the netball courts or the sports field or even just watch a young lady drop her P.E. bag into a locker. It was fantasy and information that I stored and would use later when I was alone and able.

Then that magic hour came. Sneakily I had my sandwiches long before that bell signalled its start. Then there was a wait until they had had theirs, until the shrills and shrieks of excitement resonated in the little sheltered spot of the wall. My door bell went even before they had arrived and then I could hear their passage simultaneously, how did she know the event was taking place?

She burst through the door and I locked it behind her. She was round that corner and placing herself upon that box in a practiced ritual as if it had happened a thousand times before. It was almost as if I wasn’t there, I’d been a ghost or something. No words were exchanged and when I got to her she was already peering between the boxes. I stood behind her, she fidgeted when I touched her hips and then realised to be objectionable was not the answer to her wishes.

On the wall they performed, dresses upside down and giving everything a lesbian and a pervert needed. I heard her sigh and whisper ‘Oh God’ and I knew there would be no protest to my making any move; it was obvious her little journey of excitement had already started. She was so thoughtful, those trousers and that zip, I slipped it downward and heard her gasp with anticipation. In my hand went, deliciously onto the very same purple that I was witnessing outside. There was heat and there was shape, female form, no inanimate flatness and only a promise of what should have been. There were curves and roundness, femininity and warmth and I loved it. Downward, there was no messing, I’d been there before and was going there again. He liked it, stiff in his underpants and raring to go, leaking to and sending shocks of expectation that he was never going to get.

I swooned around to her tummy and the little slut shuffled on the box opening her legs wider. She’d obviously thought about it since she’d been here last and knew now just what side her bread was buttered and who was in control. Her crotch was warm, hot and receptive as my fingers traced her. Up and down the soft and velvety nap of purple gusset they travelled feeling for heat and sensing dampness. Her breathing got heavier as I traced her purple covered cunt. On the wall the more dexterous had balance and could hold themselves upside down for what seemed an age, pubescent shapes were enticingly athletic in their movement that I could almost imagine touching them. Maybe it was because my right hand was feeling the very same.

My eyes and fingers were in a unison of real and imagined pleasure. Elle I thought was almost as underdeveloped as they were outside. She gasped as I probed and gently pushed inward, I felt wetness now, dampening my fingers and knew that it was time to take this just one stage further. I gently ran my little finger along the track of cuffing as I swooned up and down. I tested it, slipping to the edge and hooking gently away only to let it go again. I sensed my companion’s excitement and disappointment as it sprang backward covering her and anticipating when I would do it again. There were changes on the wall, the most beautiful of the pack stepped up to take her mark. She was Miss Perfection to me and I knew that the young lady I was now pressed against thought so too.

‘You like her, don’t you’, I teased.

She didn’t answer but a moan of anticipation gave it all away, it was time to make my move. In unison with Miss Perfection flipping upward to reveal her faultless body I was under and in. There was a slight movement below, a wriggle and then her brain must have decided it knew what was good for her. Her slippery cunt yielded and the little slut opened her legs yet again. She was so fucking wet that it made me shudder with excitement and I pressed my trousered snake against her. Another little squirm, as the indignity hit home that there was a cock there and then she settled into the rhythm of my fingers.

It was kind of difficult down there, that elastic was tensioned and trying to fracture every bone in my hand. I awkwardly slipped along her wet split trying to be as gentle as possible. Linda’s words of being tender and considerate came to mind and I concentrated on making my lesbian friend feel that she wasn’t being violated by the opposite sex. I decide inward was the better option, just to a knuckle of minute movement and no fighting with the cuffed leg.

Elle was panting now as our Miss Perfection went up for the second time. I was breathing heavy too, my cock aching to be part of the action of fingering an extremely excited cunt and watching the beauty of puberty at its very best. She had to lean back on me now, her excitement of vision and touch was I sensed becoming too much. Then that fucking bell went and she was twisting away in another realisation of where she was. My finger and hand exited her clothing like it had been thrown by some electric shock.

She stood by the locked door adjusting herself and trying to gain some composure. She wouldn’t look at me but knew that for her to reach safety without being seen, that I was still needed just for a moment. I turned the lock with my left hand and sort of mocked her by sniffing my sticky little finger. ‘Lovely’ I teased and yes it was. I looked out along the passage way and gave her the all clear and she was gone.

I was locked in again enjoying the finger under my nose. Did they smell different I thought, lesbians, did they taste different slipping it into my mouth. I had him out wanking too finally letting him in on the action and recalling the whole event. He wasn’t going to spunk though, not now, later in the confines of my flat where I could relive the whole thing again.

I was out and passing her door, it was shut but I guessed she was somewhere behind it. Hiding maybe, ashamed or embarrassed by her actions or maybe as I just did, quietly recalling to mind what had happened. I did a tour in the bright sunshine, subtly and occasionally sniffing at my finger where I could. I imagined her back there still sopping and perhaps a little frustrated that she had not had an orgasm. Well don’t blame me Miss Elle, blame that fucking bell there would having nothing in the world I would have liked more than to give your little cunt what it wanted.

What was she doing back there now? Surely she wouldn’t touch herself, finger that tiny cunt. Fuck yes it was tiny wasn’t it, my memory serving me well and hairless too, how did you not think on that at the time you pillock. It all came back to me now, I was so engrossed with Miss Perfection up the wall, her pubescent body so tantalising that I hadn’t realised that the cunt I was fingering was I suspect in a state of nature very similar to our youthful display team. All of a sudden Miss Elle became a whole lot more interesting.

What was she doing back there now, stood behind the door, trousers and knickers around her ankles, gasping to find the orgasm that I hadn’t given her? Maybe she was cleaning herself up, a little hanky dabbing away at the wetness before it permeated her trousers. My mind wandered off to picture the scene was it fact or fiction, and what about those knickers too, would she sit in them and remain damp, surely not, wouldn’t that pungent lesbian cunt give the game away. ‘Fucking hell’, I thought, I wonder if she has a spare pair to change into, just like the older girls did after P.E. I already knew where I would be visiting tonight.
I wandered around and around doing my job, tending the little things that could be prevented or even fixed and noting what need to be dealt with later. I deliberately stayed away for while only coming back just before the afternoon break when I knew she’d be alone, whilst the others kept themselves to themselves and the teachers retreated to the staff room for the welcome tea of coffee.

She was there, door open and miles away doodling on a piece of paper. She shielded it, like some adolescent caught scribbling boy’s names on an exercise book. Instinctively I pulled them away as though I was the master and she was the pupil. She fought it, futile for a second before all was revealed and I read the words ‘nice fingers’. She looked embarrassed and looked in the other direction, not saying a word and almost waiting for me to say something.

‘Me’, I said.

‘Well, I suppose so’, she replied reluctantly.

She sat and I stood in silence for a few seconds. In my pants my cock stirred at the compliments and the very thought and the idea that she found them to be so.

I was dumbstruck too; I could barely whisper a ‘thank you’ before I moved off and into my own domain. I felt strange and weak as I made my own tea. It excited me to have such praise even if it was just a doodle on a piece of paper. I pictured myself fingering her, my hand inside her trousers and feeling over those delicious knickers and then slipping under to find that scrumptious wet little cunt. She was a woman dressed almost as a school girl and it was allowing me to catch up with an under spent youth. I wanted to do it again tomorrow but that was an impossibility, it would be Saturday and she and the rest of the school would not be here.

I sat and thought about it, things had changed, in the space of days she had become less aloof. I felt different about her too; perhaps I had been too harsh and too easy to judge. Perhaps she was just a poor down trodden young woman who’s sexual preferences had cast her aside from all around her. It was obvious she wasn’t going to change, she was a lesbian, it was in her head, girls and their bodies excited her but it didn’t stop me exploiting that.

She liked my fingering, she had said so and I loved fingering. I loved too that she wore those school knickers, almost infantile yes but there was bound to be a reason and that I just had to find out. It suited me too, filling in an empty past, indulging in the fantasies that I had missed out on. She must not know that though, it was my secret, I wasn’t going to attract a label, not like her, besides I was different, I didn’t really need all this and that is what I told myself.
The place was empty they had all gone home and I had locked myself in. It was her office that I went to first; it had been on my mind, had she changed those knickers for something fresh and had she left her soiled ones behind? Damn I hunted high and low and found nothing but that didn’t mean she hadn’t, it was Friday and they may have gone straight home to wash. I’d be checking here again next week, I had to know.

I needed a fun evening, I needed a good wanking session there was much to remember from lunch time. I also needed feeding to and was hungry for food before sexual pleasure. Off to the kitchens to see what the kind dinner lady’s had left me and a quiet meal with plenty of contemplation. There were the Friday rituals too, the walk around to make sure the place was secure and then the all important lost property cupboard followed by the ‘two lockers’ at the library.

Food these days was just an activity of seeking nourishment; it was never hurried but was inter-dispersed with thought and recollection. So much had happened this week, her arrival had signalled a disruption to my activities and that was true but at the same time there was a new direction, something different than stood at the window wanking on my own. Yes, there was a new fulfilment her desires to watch what I watched and mine to ensure that I got something out of it to. There was opportunity, to relive the past and fill in what had been missing in my growing up years. There was petting and fingering in an adolescent fashion that I had deeply regretted not happening and now there was that chance to play catch up.

It wasn’t good for him though, he was left out and neglected, stood erect and being ignored and not much chance of a lesbian taking him to hand. But, he wanted to be in on the action and not left out and I had to find a way to have him satisfied. There were thoughts too of how guarded I must be, not to let her discover that although I stood at the window fumbling with her that all along I had the very same interest as her. Yes I thought I had her in my control but somewhere in the background there was a deep mistrust that she could turn and confront. No I had to continue to let her think I was doing her a huge favour watching at my window and the payback to me was a little fun fingering her cunt.

My thoughts turned to the coming of the end of term too. There was the intervention and gain of the little protest to look forward to but after that there seemed to be a huge void with six weeks of emptiness of the school holidays. She was coming in occasionally but there would be no wall to entertain her and therefore no amusement for me. No pegs, nor lockers or desks containing P.E. Bags either, no lost property or for that matter a jumble sale to focus on. I needed something to fill the void.

Again my thoughts drifted, it was just like the old days when I was a schoolboy, we were all on holiday, there was no uniform to titillate and wonder what might be displayed beneath. You had to hope that being out and about that there were little displays, in the recreation ground and the parks and that girls would still wear their school knickers. I remember there were many disappointments, horrible white things that didn’t quite match the bill and the delight of being there when there was still a flash of navy blue.

Then there was the wander around the shops, past the window displays in department stores and haberdashers of new uniforms and best of all the knickers that went with them. There were the different colours of other schools and the wonderment of who wore them and in what part of town they were located. There was later daring too, teenage opportunities to wander around on your own and into the larger shops that sold them. There were the isles in Woolworths and the Coop where they were stacked ready in all sizes and colours, waiting for new owners with growing nubile bodies.

I had to have that again I thought being out and about teasing myself with the prospects of a new term and the fresh faces that would come with it. There would be new faces on the wall too, new limbs and crotches to ogle at as the whole school moved upward to another year. I couldn’t do it now though, not in my own town, not with my job and that people were already identifying me with it. Then the idea came, I could do it elsewhere, another town, a train ride away to somewhere where I wasn’t the caretaker in an all girl’s school. Yes that would be an outing for tomorrow, a train ride to an exciting day.
I was outside again, quickly slipping through my duties and making sure that everything was secure, gates were locked and the compound especially safe from thieving hands. And then back into the sanctuary of my corridors, my flat and slipping into something that for a moment transformed me into a school girl. Tonight I chose a nice skirt and blouse from my collection and a cardigan to go with it. For some reason and maybe it was my thinking about tomorrow I slipped into a pair of navy knicks to make such a contrast with my uniform.

It was cooler out there tonight; little chills made themselves felt around my knees and up my skirt and contrasted with the warmth of my knicker covered balls. The ritual of a Friday evening kicked in with the lost property. I stood in the doorway of my large cupboard and was disappointed with the meagre offerings. There was just one solitary shoe bag that contained treasure.

She wasn’t on my list and I willing placed her there and ticked the boxes. Then he had his turn nosing his erection inward to find the soft gusset that recorded I had been intimate with them. I sighed as to soft little cunt panel titillated him and I began to recall the events of lunchtime, the memory of her standing on the box whilst we both watched the spectacular display against the wall. My fingers on her knickers, so soft and knowingly purple just like the wall and our little team of acrobats. Under that cuffed elastic and finding tight little cunt and letting a finger slip and slide in her wet excitement.

I had to slow down, the danger signs were there again and especially with a wonderful memory so fresh it would be so easy to chase a quick orgasm. I took them into the boiler room and flopped into the armchair and started again, wanking and reliving again every wonderful moment of my fingering her. I was pleased with myself; I’d conquered a lesbian, well sort of, probably the first male to have shoved his fingers up her wet little lesbian cunt. I told myself she loved it, kidded my male ego that she even preferred it.

I imagined future liaisons, her content with her watching and being petted at the same time. I had visions too of introducing him to the game, maybe having him out and nudging the soft purple nap of her backside, maybe daringly slipping between her bum crack and frotting in school knicker heaven. I had images too of my foreskin rolling upward and downward in the softness before violating her sexuality and throwing spunk all over her cute purple schoolgirl ass.

I had power over her, I had won, she would do as she was told if she was to continue to watch the wall. Maybe she’d toss me off, her hand behind her back, my fingers sorting her cunt and both of us secretly enjoying the wall. I wondered too would I ever fuck her or did I even want to. The words of my mother crossed my mind again and I tried to dismiss it as just one step too far but then again what would it be like to have fucked up the side of a pair of school girl knicks?

I had to stop again, a little dribble had formed in the gusset that I was amusing myself with. I didn’t want the evening to end here, my passion wasted and spent. I rubbed it with spittle, erasing it to dry to nothing as I knew it would and started to think about moving on to other treasure. There were the ‘two lockers’ to check on, what was their scheming progress coming too and just how many would in a week or two be coming my way.

I moved on, back along my corridors and up the stairwell to the Library. I skulked in the corner staring at them as if it was the very first time I had been to this place and yet the contradiction was there that I knew just exactly what was on the other side of those doors. It was again all part of the teasing, a game of making him wait, making me wait and not spoiling the evening prematurely with an early excursion to washing knickers in the sink.

I’d take them all back to the flat tonight, something different, somewhere to relax more comfortably and be intimate with every single one of them. I’d make sure they stayed in their respective piles, just as they had come out of the lockers, they, her the Organiser mustn’t know that there was an infiltrator waiting to grab them at the very last moment and spoil their little plan.

They sat either side of me on the settee, two piles of purple that were just being asked to share their secrets with me. The tell tale intimacies of their abandoned owners, my sniffing nose seeking out their most personal fragrances, if they had left them for me. The patterns of wear that abounded over every surface, the attacks on that armoured double back panel that had suffered so much skidding on the slippery surfaces of school chairs, the baubled crotches molested by chaffing thighs and you never know searching fingers pubescent fumbling. I get to know them all and at the end of it finish with a flourish of semen and satisfaction.    

