Control of the Corridors Chap 23
It was Monday morning and undoubtedly sunny as I awoke from my slumber. My morning glory of an erection ensured my first waking thoughts were purely sexual. It was her, Elle that had come to the fore and the certain prospect that she would be there in my clutches at lunchtime.

I was grabbing for purple knickers from the disarray of abandons that I had left strewn around my bedroom floor before I had dived into dream land. I had visions of us both watching the wall and again me helping her to retain her balance on the box with a handy hand on her hips to steady her shaking body. She would be far away in her head, perhaps pursuing fantasies of just what she would like to be doing with the most adorable of the little display team. I would be helping her unwittingly by perhaps carrying her forward into never, never land by having my hand in her own school knickers.

She’d struggle for a moment, trying to fight off my heterosexual advances only to realise that delicious fingers were helping her. It was helping me too but that’s something I didn’t want her to know. She was fulfilling my fantasies too, those lost times of my youth where I had wished but had never gotten. She was flesh too, hot and wet, alive and as I began to recognise petite and small just like those that I had missed out on.

I could see myself testing her lunchtime, trying forever to go further, pulling at her school knickers in an attempt to get to her ready, waiting and willing sex. Well it was willing of sorts, it seemed as if she wasn’t facing me but looking away then I could help her along the way, touching and fingering her. Perhaps her head could blot it out and that somewhere behind her the hot flesh that she despised did not exist. But I wanted it in there and was determined that eventually my cock would be sliding in and out of that small and delicate little cunt. It had to be, somehow or other, for the sake of my fantasy, this hot young woman had the missing links of my youth.

I had to stop myself from cumming, time was rolling on, it was Monday morning two weeks before the end of term and there was work to do, I couldn’t be late and not in control today. Everywhere was tidied up, my knickers and uniform neatly placed back in their hiding holes. I preferred it that way, it added to the excitement and when I came back later it would be just like a new game of hunting treasure and chasing fantasies.

I saw Linda too, briefly and from a distance as I opened up the main doors ready for everyone’s arrival. I would have liked to have stopped and spoken but that was never the arrangement. She had instilled a discipline in me to be discreet and that she would make the approach via her notes. It suited me for the moment, there were of course my other challenges, Elle and of course the snatching of the knickers that our little team of demonstrators had planned.

I sat and thought about that some more as morning assembly was conducted in the background. In a way I had to have control of the event, there was a danger that the whole thing could flop on their part and they’d be discovered and the game would be up. I was most fearful of that, the little notes around the school were not the safest communication and being passed around could easily be spotted and intercepted. Then where would all those lovely cherished knickers go, taken away and probably destroyed, that’s something I didn’t want to happen.

I felt her presence too; although she was about I hadn’t seen her, behind the door of her office no doubt. There was a new notice on the main notice board too, one that had me shake with fear. It described how all the desks and lockers should be cleared by the last day and that failure to do so meant that things left behind would be assumed unwanted and would either go into lost property and be destroyed. It explained that this would allow for everyone to have a fresh start with a new desk or locker at the beginning of the September term.

Straight away I knew who would be doing this; it would be our Miss Elle, coming in a few days a week during the summer break to ensure all were emptied. It made me shudder to think of that, for I knew that it was a job that old Watson used to do and it was clearly a task that I wanted too. Now she was going to get to do it, yes possibly not a pleasant task but I had envisaged there would be bonus’s like discarded knickers for one. I couldn’t let that happen, her get to them first, I had to have a plan to get there first.
There was much to do, whilst the curriculum seemed to be running down other events seemed to be taking their place. There was another notice too, this week the school would be hosting the end of term inter school netball championships and therefore there would be a lot of visiting schools. There was a note for me too when I got back just saying the same thing and would I mind making sure that the visitors changing rooms were in order and kept that way throughout the week. Of course I would only be too pleased too, there would be prospects I hoped.
Then I saw her as I was packing away the lost property. She came my way, certainly purposely to see either me or perhaps ogle at the uniform and what it meant to her. It was the clothing she was interested in, I could see it in her face, watching me gather it up and pile it into boxes, her head on some trip of imagination of the young ladies who owned it.

‘It’s a nice day’, she said.

‘Indeed it is’ I responded giving her a knowing wink at what she really meant.

Her face flushed at being caught red handed with her thoughts. She stumbled with words, trying to erase the double meaning, ‘no I meant it is a nice day’.

‘I know what you meant’, I said winking again.

She was beaten and she knew it, it didn’t matter now I knew she’d be there at lunchtime and I’d be in her knickers again. Then she was gone and I smiled to myself, one up for me, little did she know just how much pleasure it all meant to me as well.
Later I checked out the visitors changing room. Events would take place on Tuesday Wednesday and Thursday afternoons. It seemed it was common practice for the teams to arrive already changed and that our facilities would be there if needed afterwards. That to me was a disappointment as I knew that young girls if at all possible would avoid the shower like the plague and so my visions of having access during the games to their treasures was diminishing by the minute. Still all was well with the changing rooms, nothing needed fixing before they arrived but I would be keeping more than an eye on it throughout the week.

In all it seemed I was going to have a busy week there were some prospects for self satisfaction but we would have to see how things worked out. My thoughts whizzed through just exactly what I needed to keep an eye on, those changing rooms were one, and so were the library lockers, I didn’t want things to go horribly wrong there. There was also Miss Elle’s task of having to clear out desks and lockers before the new term started, I knew that was over a week off before she would start but I needed to be in front of her first if there were any knickers left behind!
Then there was the young lady herself, she was occupying a lot of my thoughts at the moment. Especially as my aunt had mentioned that she had no lover in her life at the moment. Was she reliant on the activities of the wall at lunchtimes to get her kicks and was my little intervention all part of it? She clearly now looked forward to it but how far would she let me go in my own passion for pleasure. It did seem like her head could deal with it if she couldn’t see that it was a male that had his hand in her knickers but my cock so dearly wanted to join in.

And what about her wetness too, last week her knickers were by my reckoning soaking after our little lunchtime play. So did she change them and have a spare pair to climb into? I wanted to know and hoped that maybe just one evening she would leave them behind and then I could in my own way enjoy her all over again.
In anticipation I sneaked in my sandwiches long before the midday bell signalled lunch. I sat there slowly munching and contemplating my fortunes. There was plenty of fruit to be harvested before term broke up and enough I reckoned to tide me over before the new term. There was too the irritation of having Miss Elle in over the holidays, carrying out her chores and without the wall she was perhaps somewhat surplus to my requirements. I was sure she wasn’t going to stand on a box and let me finger fuck her with nothing to watch!

Then that magic bell went and she was at my own door. She was early, the little display team were still probably having their own lunch. I let her in and watched her rush around the corner in preparation. She was standing there gazing at the blank wall when I got there, waiting for the little troop of lovelies to arrive. I came up behind her silently and placed my hands gently on her hips. She flinched but didn’t throw me off so I kept them there and began to swirl my fingers teasingly over the rayon of her trousers.
I thought I could smell alcohol too, a faint whiff on her breath and I began to wonder if that’s why she was in here early. She liked it, she must do, but couldn’t bear to admit it, hence I thought the tipple to overcome the fighting lesbian in her, she was here for the ‘nice fingers’ too. It made me smile to myself, I was in control and although the wall was still empty I decided to try my luck.

I followed those sweet and petite lines of her hips and backside. She was indeed tiny and I’m sure every lesbian’s dream, a grown up little girl with a body that had fought puberty and partially lost. She was locked in the third form of development, little tits and a lower torso to die for; some lucky lezzy could have all of her and think she was plucking the fruits of heaven.

I held one hip and swooned everywhere with the other. She let me do it and was expecting it, shuffling around on the box to eagerly open her legs. I was there, still over her trousers and feeling the warmth and growing heat of her crotch. I traced her, between her legs the barely marked cunt lips covered by trouser and sweet double gusset. The wall was still empty when I plucked at that side button and rolled the zip, still there was not an objection in sight.

I eased them down and looked at my first glimpse of the day at the wonderful hue of purple. He strained in my pants and so wanted to nudge himself into the double panel and nestle into her sweet little backside. But that would I’m sure at the moment was a bridge too far; at least here I was with her trousers partially down and not a display in sight. I was in her knickers and swooning over her tummy when the shrieks and yelps came a running round the corner.

They were in a hurry today, excited to show off their prowess and one was immediately coveting the wall just as my finger entered Miss Elle’s little cunt. She breathed so heavenly satisfying that I got a whiff of that alcohol again. ‘Nice fingers’ she breathed as I gently explored her sweet and tight little opening. For a moment I imagined my cock just entering her only to instantly dismiss it as a whimsical fancy.

But I was frustrated and wet, weeping and straining to have him out and defiantly and possessively I was determined I would whether she liked it or not. It coincided with the entry of my second finger he pressed home against the warm and inviting purple and I felt her shudder in shock. I breathed deeply into her neck and buried my fingers deep into her cunt just as more activity displayed on the wall.

I was in three dimensions here, the wonderful exposure of limbs and knickers at the wall, my fingers feeling a wet and wanton sweet little cunt and my cock edging itself into the nap of knickers on a perfect little backside. She tried to hold herself off of my manhood, I could feel he body weight shift forward and steadily gorge herself on my fingers. She was in danger if not being careful to topple off her little box and lose them and of course the wonderful spectacle of the wall. She simply had to give in and let my maleness press home on her, like it or not now my cock came with the other excitement, in fact after a few moments she began to lean back against it, possibly not by choice but the fact that now her rhythm of breathing started to unify with my finger fucking. She was also entranced by the activity on the wall, not just the upside down moments but indeed one girl now stood and seemed to have a constant need to pull the purple crotch away from between her legs.

My cock was by now leaking his own wetness into the back of Elle’s knickers. My fingers fucking her seemed to control me too as he was forever pressing inward at the coveted crease of her bottom, her rocking and leaning towards me was I think having an effect on both of us. It was of course a contradiction on her part, she didn’t really want him there but it was for today part of the deal. I sensed too that she was on a journey and that she might orgasm on me. She was wetter than I had experienced before, her excitement coating practically my hand and soaking into the delicious purple gusset I was fumbling against. Sex filled the air too, lovely fresh nubile cunt fragrance that filled my head with lust as I momentarily caught a spectacular moment on the wall and at the same time appreciated again just how small the cunt was I was fingering. It brought it all together, almost as if the scene outside was part of what was happening inside.

Then they started to disperse, the bell hadn’t gone off but they seemed to have other plans. For a moment I expected a rush and an evacuation here too but someone was very near to cumming and my fingers just kept their steady rhythm of fucking and now teasing her little clit. My cock sort of found its way between her legs, not far enough to be nudging her now orgasming box but never the less one step nearer to that wonderfully small wet little cunt. 

Then came the rush and the realisations. Perhaps too a nanosecond of soberness as the courage of her alcohol dissipated and again she realised where she was and what she’d done. In a flash she was gone and dangerously trying her luck with the passageway that I had not cleared! I let her go but it was something that would need to be sorted, I couldn’t let one of her sudden panics lead us to be found out and indeed jeopardise any future liaisons!

I decided I’d catch up with her later, let her calm down and perhaps once more come to terms with the guilt she obviously felt by betraying her true sexuality. She evidently did get over these frights otherwise I presume she would not come back for more and today even before the little display team had turned up. There was also the question of the alcohol, what was that all about and was it tied in with some sort of Dutch courage.

Then more selfish thoughts kicked in, I wanted those knickers that I had made so wet. I’d hoped that she did change them and that maybe if my intuition was correct she might easily leave them behind. If that happened then I wanted them this evening, they would go some way to pacify the frustrations I was feeling when my cock was largely being ignored. I could relive that little lunchtime scene, masturbate into the very gusset that I had been so helpful in making wet. Of course I couldn’t spunk them and wash them out, she’d find out, wonder why they had suddenly become fresh and clean and then my game would be up!

I went out and did my rounds. I saw the P.E. Mistress too and asked her if there was anything special that was needed for the visitors changing rooms for tomorrow and the rest of the week. She asked if I could ensure that the cleaners gave it the once over in the mornings and perhaps if I could just check that everything had been turned off after each day. I was only too pleased to do that, it gave me the excuse to wander in their again and be ever hopeful that something had been left behind. 

Then when enough time had passed and the mid afternoon break had been and gone I wandered into her office. I had an excuse; I needed to find out which days over the holidays she would be in to carry out the desk and locker tidy up. It was important for me as in between I had freedom and could perhaps go off for the day. There were other issues too, like providing her with rubbish bags or even boxes for items that would become lost property. I also needed to know if she came across any damage or things that needed to be replaced or fixed and of course I suspected it would be down to me to collect what she had gathered.

She seemed calm now. Maybe there was still the faintest of whiffs of alcohol nothing distinctive, maybe it was the ink on her typewriter, something chemical, I didn’t know? And then she said it, said what she had doodled last week!

‘Nice fingers’, she blurted and then went crimson again as she realised how forward she had been.
It was my turn now to not know what to say, perhaps too I was embarrassed. If it had been Linda then there would have been some natural reactions that may have immediately led to a kiss. But not here and of course she was different, it was yet another step away even from the relationship I had with Linda, at least we kissed and added some romantic emotion to our affair. No this was purely a physical arrangement for satisfaction and at the moment really one sided.

I did say something, ‘I love fingering’, I declared.

She smiled in an appreciation but that was all, I could tell that the whole experience for her was against her understanding of her sexuality. There was a silence again, a long pause of awkwardness between us both, someone had to say something and it was me.

‘You mustn’t run away like that’, I said, ‘it could be dangerous for the both us, get us both in serious trouble if we were found to be in there and locked in alone together.’

She nodded in agreement and tersely added, ‘ok I won’t run away anymore’. 
It didn’t really help, the conversation again never really got going and if it had I wanted to bring it round to the alcohol but there was never any possibility that we could discuss that now. Instead I started to talk over when she would be in over the school holidays and around how she was going to manage the tidy up of desks and lockers. I said I’d help her as neither of us were familiar with what would be expected to be kept and what would be thrown out. In a way the discussion was partially contrived, a convenience to get us talking and at least conversing in a difficult situation but we reached an agreement on Tuesdays and Thursdays and started to put together a plan to carry it out. There was more to say but we ended it there and I went off and did other things.

I saw her again at the end of school and this time got a more jovial wave goodbye which was a start. It was still an uncomfortable existence but at least some of her initial attitude had gone and I could see that we were fractionally forming something of an alliance but there was still much that had to be overcome.

Urges began to form again as I patiently hovering around the main doors waiting for them all to sign out. Thoughts again turned to my empty paradise and the routine of fulfilling all those pent up desires of the day. A must of course was to check out Elle’s office and the library lockers but there were other little opportunities that I also wanted to check out too but all of that would be teasingly after my main evening meal. For the moment I locked up and patrolled to ensure that I was alone in my world.

Other thoughts teased me too as sat eating at my kitchen table, ones of just what the situation would be like when Elle was here during the holidays. At times we would be working together, perhaps I would learn more of her intriguing world, just what was fact and fiction behind the mystic that surrounded her. There were other feelings too, one’s that lay between lust and desire and were fighting against each other, I wanted now to fuck her if I was being entirely honest with myself. It was a combination now of need to fulfil some of my latent fantasies to get physically close to a school girl or in this case someone who looked and dressed like a schoolgirl and enjoy this particular young lady’s little cunt.

But there were moments of self doubt, did I really want to be involved with her. My mother’s words haunted me and I saw myself carrying a stigma if anyone found out I had had a relationship with her. They would not see it as I did, they would link us romantically, him that went with a lesbian he must be kind of weird himself. I was torn but at the same time I had this yearning to try and recreate my lost youth.

I didn’t stop me though slipping into today some of my newly acquired navy blue knickers and my track suit bottoms and slinking out along the corridors. I was as usual on a mission, scheming, fantasising and ever hopeful that I would I would find treasure out here. It was her office that I found myself in first, I had my fingers crossed that my hunch would be right and that my little school girl would have a change of purple knicks after our little lunchtime forays.

There was the faintest smell of alcohol as I searched her desk for what I hoped would be there. It was a quarter bottle of whisky that I found first, tucked under a duster she used for her desk. There were a few slugs gone, perhaps her courage to come and see me or maybe it was deeper than that, maybe she was troubled by that dominant father who just wanted to marry her off.
Then I found a brown paper bag with the name of our local department store. At once I knew what it contained as at the weekend I had enjoyed similar purchases. Inside to my delight it contained what I had wished for a pair of purple school knickers. My fingers encouraged them out, feeling the soft nap of newness. They flopped open exposing themselves and exciting me with all the meaning and feeling that went with them. They were new, accompanying them in the bag was a receipt and two snipped off labels that proved it. She had bought them last Saturday in this very town whilst coincidently I was away elsewhere buying mine.

They went to my nose and but I could only find newness. It was disappointing but my intuition was right, she needed to change them after our escapades of the lunch hour. She must have changed them today and gone home in the other new pair whilst those that we had soiled would probably be in her bag for washing. He was hard and leaking his pre-cum into my own new knickers now. The very thought of her making arrangements to enable her to play and us to have pleasure had me have him out and exposed whilst sat at her desk.

That amused me too, my cock erect and out in the open in her office gave me that power over her feelings again. I picked up one of her tissues and dried my wetness before slipping it into my pocket. Then he was throbbing and ready to be introduced, ready to christen for the very first time Madam Elle’s new gusset, the first cock most probably to ever be entertained there. I fed him the soft nap, making sure it was lined up with the cunt patch and wanked him up and down whilst I relived the events of lunchtime.

We would do it all again tomorrow I envisaged and she’d change into these shortly afterwards and be totally unaware that I had satisfied myself in them before she’d even worn them. That gave me satisfaction in more ways than one, a smugness that I was in control and was sat here now masturbating in her very knickers. I saw myself with her, sometime during that holiday period fucking that tight little virgin cunt in these very same knickers. I did want her and was going to have her regardless.

There was a danger that I would soil them, spunk off in the brand new gusset and that couldn’t and must not happen. It couldn’t happen either whether they were soiled or not, she’d find out and my secrets with her would be out in the open, she’d know then just what the connection was and perhaps gain control. I put them back into the bag, folded as I had found them and replaced everything as it should be in her desk.
I was on the move, another conquest and a quandary of what to do. I was stood outside the Library lockers full of expectation. I opened the first and was impressed by the pile I now saw. I counted them and those from the second locker and know realised that the schemers had achieved what they had set out to do. They had more than enough to carry out their dirty deed on the stage curtains. The locker above contained the remnants of the name tags that had been removed, coloured cottons hanging in threads from where they had been unpicked.

In the lockers too I could match coloured threads on the knickers to labels, reds, blues, blacks and whites gave me an educated guess from which labels they had once been attached. I wanted them now. Thoughts whizzed through my head that to leave them here meant that pretty soon the name tags would soon be destroyed and never the two would meet again. But I wanted them and the knickers and wanted if possible to reattach them and give me a name and then possibly a vision of who had owned them. I wanted fantasies with faces from photographs, to be able to sit and masturbate into their knickers and look at them. I was hesitating, I had to act now, to wait any longer would risk losing them. 

They might be found before their demonstration could be carried out, their scheme uncovered and the precious knickers destroyed as an act of vengeance. I couldn’t let that happen. The labels could at any time be thrown and could be soon as they were a risk to identifying the perpetrators. I gathered everything up, stuffing name tags into my pockets and carrying a good pile of purple back to my den. They’d find out tomorrow and be infuriated but what could they do, go and complain? And who’d taken them, not me but someone in authority that had learned of their little plan.
Back in my flat I still had a conflict of conscience, taking them now would cause a huge commotion tomorrow among the schemers and if not all the forth formers. If I had left it till the last day as I had planned then there still would be annoyance but little time left in which to display it. Still I argued with myself, what could they possibly do about it that wouldn’t draw attention to themselves and cause them problems. No they would stay with me now or risk losing them all together. For now I placed them in a small suitcase on their own along with the name tags that I hoped I could reattach. 
Then after I had pondered a bit, she started to come back into my head, our little lunchtime foray’s of one sided gratification, well almost and just how was I going to introduce my cock to her. I did so now want to fuck her, that tiny pubescent cunt that hadn’t matured past being fourteen and her own needs to still think of herself as one of them. He was wanting action again as I visualised that fantasy and so I had him out pulling back my foreskin to reveal his wet state of readiness.

Teasing had to stop, forced abstinence was not needed now I had been out foraging in the corridors and my treasure hunting satisfied. It was a cushion now and a scraggy pair of purples with an opportune hole in the gusset in which to mimic for now Elle’s little cunt.       

