Control of the Corridors Chap 24
It was on my mind on Tuesday morning to take them all back. But in the end I decided to be committed and not give in, after all what would they or could they do about it. They’d probably decide amongst themselves to lie low and hope that the Dragon wasn’t on to them.

I did float past some forth formers milling around their lockers outside the science labs but couldn’t detect any hints of disruption or even upset but then maybe they were aware of my presence and for that matter any other adult. Besides it was all too late now there was no turning back for any of us.
Later and after the mid morning break I had to pass the library lockers. The two locker doors were open and empty showing that the cupboards were bare. It was obviously a defiant message to show that they knew they had been discovered but exactly at the moment who did know apart from the perpetrators and myself? What if the teaching staff didn’t know and indeed wouldn’t know!

I carried on with my work trying not to think too much about how they felt. To me I had rescued something that was being thrown away and discarded and possibly would have eventually been destroyed. How could they do that to something that had so much meaning to me, as far as I was concerned I was their saviour and would cherish them even if they didn’t?
I did pop in to see Elle as I understood she was going to chaperone the netball teams from the arrival at the foyer to the visitors changing rooms. I could see she was excited about it; maybe it was the thought of all those young ladies swooning around in their P.E. kit that had her worked up. Again she commented on how nice a day it was particularly for the netball and asked if I was going to cheer on the school with the rest of them. I said not although there would be nothing more that I would have liked to stand and watch netball skirts fly and reveal lithe limbs and thighs and bottoms in all their perfection.
I asked her if she would report to me any issues with the changing rooms and let me know. Then I immediately thought that perhaps I had given her the excuse to be in there and perhaps to a degree more than she need be. Gleefully she said she would and then made a statement that she would come and see me lunchtime! That somewhat took me back, but it also pleased me we were to an extent making progress.

I thought about those words on the way back to the boiler room and I also thought about the things I wanted to know and could now perhaps introduce into a conversation. Maybe now it wouldn’t just be her standing on the box watching while my hand satisfied her voyeuristic desires, maybe things would move on and there may be some physical interaction from her. Back behind that closed door I had him out for a few moments and had him deeply buried into the purple gusset from my locker whilst I had a fantasy about her actually masturbating me.

It had been a while since delicate female fingers had rolled back my foreskin and manipulated me into a frenzy of near spunking. I missed Linda’s thoughtful hand jobs but then I wondered just how perhaps Elle would cope, presumably being less familiar with the male organ. I had visions of having to show her, introducing a gentleness that hadn’t been influenced by a furtive youth.
Then there was the conversation too, so much to learn from but also it formed a kind of relationship. Not a romantic one, neither of us would want that but at least one where it would seem that it wasn’t all one sided, one where we could ask questions and mutually agree where perhaps the boundaries were.

I could have cum there and then, thinking about moving along, having visions of perhaps me eventually getting my cock into that tight little pubescent pussy. But as usual now wasn’t the time and the place and perhaps within half an hour or so she’d be in here stood on that box again.
It didn’t take long for her to arrive, her promptness now even pre-empting the appearance of those who patronised the wall. I stood behind her almost immediately just holding her hips. She didn’t seem to mind this now although to be more forward than this before the display team arrived would I think would be premature for the moment. There were no squeals of excitement today just the arrival of two solitary and souls that seemed to be it for this lunchtime. Maybe some of the others were involved in the netball this afternoon or maybe today just wasn’t a demand for them.

Elle seemed disappointed and almost willing to step down until one of the two made a feeble attempt to apply herself on the brickwork. It was pathetic and ended up with her crumpled on the floor with her legs in the most unladylike position. Her purple knicks were clearly on view to her unknown audience and Elle seemed encouraged and then excited by what she saw.

The young lady made another attempt much to her friend’s amusement and fortunately both saw the funny side of her incapability. Again we got the most wonderful view of her knickers and I wasted no time on the side zipper of Elle’s trousers. The little sluts legs were willingly adjusting themselves too, readying themselves to make my task all the easier.

Not to be thwarted, our less than dexterous friend was up and at it again this time with the help of her giggling friend. Then a kind of seriousness took over, almost as if concentration was needed by them both, her helping friend to steady her and trust from Miss Clumsy to help her overcome her hopelessness. Elle seemed interested in this, sighing and spreading her legs even more and I for one immediately took advantage by slipping a finger into the cleft of her knickers and gently pressing there.

On the wall after several hopeless attempts the two of them seemed to be working as a team. Miss Able was holding and securing her friend now with what seemed all the professionalism of a trained P.E. Teacher. Hands steadied hips and prevented awkward legs from flailing and falling hopelessly to the ground. Miss Clumsy was now able to perfect her hand stands with some accuracy but still needed her able friend to hold and secure her there.

Elle sighed as she watched and by now I had her trousers over her hips and a hand inside the waistband of her knicks and an all important finger slipping through the tiny folds of her slit. Elle was I think also seeing something that I hadn’t noticed until now, the happening at the wall was in places something more than just an assisted balancing act. Miss Able hands and fingers seemed ambitious in their efforts to help her friend, they seemed to roam and be at times where help and assistance was not needed.

Elle gasped and under her breath whispered ‘oh gosh’, as Miss Able’s fingers swirled around over the purple of her friends tummy. It made Miss Clumsy giggle and fall and sent her legs flying and giving us the most wonderful view again of her crotch. Miss Able was there, quick as a flash helping to get her friend to her feet and back to the wall again. Hands were helping again and I hoped now I was helping with my fingers as they slipped inward in the slimy wetness of my little lesbian. Slowly and surely I began my little fucking motions of masturbation that extracted gasps from the box.

At the wall those hands were now perhaps surplus to requirements, Miss Clumsy’s confidence was gaining by the minute but they still remained. Miss Clumsy’s knicks seemed just a tad too big for her raunching and rucking themselves all over her tummy as she tried to keep herself steady. Fingers seemed to be smoothing over them in an unnecessary manor that Elle seemed to be enjoying. Miss Able appeared to be trying to straighten them out, pulling on fabric here and there, and at one stage hooking her fingers under the leg elastics to ease them.
‘Gosh this is good’, Elle breathed as she watched and I tried to imitate the touching that was happening outside.
Miss Able was looking all about her, making sure they weren’t being watched. Clearly now she wasn’t needed, her friend’s confidence strengthened enough for her to continue and learn as she went. But she was insisting to be there, holding and what now seemed to be intimate touching as I saw her had just hold Miss Clumsy’s thigh very near to her crotch.

‘Oh my God’ Elle sighed witnessing what I saw. There was now that faint whiff of alcohol permeating the air above the sweet fragrance of excited cunt. She still needed it to stand here and fight the norms of her sexuality just so that she could enjoy perhaps the reminiscence of her own youth.
I could feel my finger being sucked and squelched now; even her tiny cunt muscles were gripping now as the scene on the wall got ever more daring. For a moment I imagined this tiny cunt holding and controlling my cock as it was buried deep inside her. Was it just an imagination, would my little lesbian even know what to do with something that was more animate than a finger?

I wanted him in there now, surely objection would be minimal when she was getting so much pleasure from the wall and my masturbating finger. I imagined him just there, ready to slip between those tiny folds of cock virgin flesh. I had him out and nudging her backside again, pushing his own pre-cum into the folds of her half down knickers. At least for a moment he felt the excited heat of her flesh and told my brain that he was so, so close to being where he wanted to be. But, it would I’m sure, be just a bridge too far at the moment and perhaps a lot more of that whisky needed to pass her lips.

Outside the daring was stepping up a pace. Time was in fact fast eroding the lunch hour and I got that impression that Miss Able felt that too. She seemed to be ever more risky now her fingers brushing the little mound of her giggling friend as she helped her gain yet another handstand. It seemed that she had a purpose now, something to achieve before that bell went.

I think Elle sensed it too. I heard her whisper ‘yes’ at the achievement almost as if it had been her goal too. I wondered if she had been there in her younger days, grappling with her urges and trying to test and see if others had them too. I wondered too if Miss Clumsy was having feelings or was it just the joy of having a friend that was lending a helping hand.
She fell again, this time naturally from the need to be on safe and level ground. Her able friend was there again assisting with fingers and hands everywhere. A hand slipped between her thighs deliberately to brush fingers against shaky legs and a wobbling crotch. Then Miss Clumsy got it, realised there was more to this friendly help than she’d first realised. Her face grasped the situation almost immediately and I suspect that between her legs there was now an understanding and physical feeling of what was happening.
Then that bloody bell went again and put paid to the events outside the window and in the little den. At least Elle was a little more relaxed and not hell bent on deserting me today, although she had other duties to perform with her chaperoning visitors. At least she stood there and calmly rearranged her clothing as I did before I let her out and into the emptiness of our little sub stairs corridor. Sniffing my fingers I watched those slim petite hips and delightful bottom disappear and thought one day soon I will have that sweet little cunt.

I never saw her to speak to again that afternoon. In the distance yes, as she stood on the sidelines watching the netball matches and me being a rather cautious voyeur to the proceedings. Well I had to pass by; I had to know what was potentially on offer from perhaps absent minded visitors that just may leave me a treasure or two in the changing rooms for later. In the end it was for the first day of the matches a disappointment not to be left a little something. Even Elle had changed her school knicks again taken them home for washing.

Later I sat in my flat with the suitcase of knickers that I had taken from our little protest group trying to match name tags with knickers. Some were simple, a long surname, the right coloured traces of cotton and an outline of where it had come from had me for the moment finding and putting together at least six pairs. There were others too that I would need to think about and was sure that examining both with detail would give me the answer.

There were thoughts too running through my head whilst I played with my little challenge, how had our little protesters taken their discovery, I needed to know. As usual I was out in my corridors in my track suit bottoms and today to add insult to injury I was wearing purple from one of the protesters. It gave me immense feelings of power, that I owned these corridors, well especially after school hours.

I stood outside the Library lockers. Both doors where they had been stored were now wide open and a note was pinned to the inside of one, in large letters it read ‘who cares’. They had discovered and this was their meagre attempt at protest. Well I cared girls, cared enough about your knickers to save them from the Dragon, although I sincerely hoped that you thought she was the perpetrator. I cared enough to save them from certain destruction, saved them for prosperity and at least in my head a unique record of your youth. I stood and rubbed myself nicely in the softness of purple.

What else had been said I asked myself? What had been the reaction of Miss Organiser, I needed to go to her locker and find out. Precious little, the notes that had been circulated had gone her locker now devoid of anything that would incriminate her. But in a way I had to make them think that they may have been read. I had a notion that I should now go and salvage the hidden purples that still partially protruded in the old netballs in the changing rooms. I had now to have them all, to make them think that the notes had at least been read before the interceptions had taken place.
They were still there, possibly forgotten or opportunity had not presented itself to the perpetrators. I was pleased, although I had already raided them of the valuable contents and left behind the tatty remnants and indeed some the less desirables from my own gatherings. None the less they were school knickers and I had to have them almost regardless. Possibly they would make ideal candidates for a pillow fuck in their slidey soft double gussets. Besides they had to think that their whole scheme had been infiltrated and that authority knew of their plans.

 The next morning I was about early. I had opened the school up and sat enjoying a mug of tea in the solitude of my boiler room. The sun had risen nicely and again there were prospects for a fulfilling lunch time with Elle stood on her box around the corner. My cock also began to think of those possibilities and just how far we would go today and what tantalising revealing moments would come about on the wall.

There was a shuffle outside my door and then a piece of paper slid underneath. Excitement quivered through my body as I stood to retrieve it. It could only be from one person, it was our arrangement, our means of contact, an audience with Linda. I smiled at the neat and tidy request, ‘the pleasure of your company at the usual time and place’, followed by a little picture of a heart. I was excited, for a moment the exploits with Elle peeled into insignificance, Linda was real participation, flesh and blood that interacted and mutually gave as well as taking.

For a few moments our previous rendezvous came strikingly back and prompted an immediate erection. Those wonderful little sessions where in fact I had learnt so much in the space of time and thought within a second she had made a man of me. She had educated me and yet at the same time had I felt that I had related to her as a lover. She had taught me too, how to please her, where and how to bring her to a delirious orgasm and that made me feel that I had caught up with the lack of opportunity of my youth.

It would be good to be with her again and little fantasies already had started to form in my head with the expectations of Friday. I had to let her know too, it was almost as if I had to be sure that she knew I would be there, prompt and eager to please. There was too, the distant notion that it would all end sometime, when her husband came back from sea and they would put all their plans into operation. But for now she was my lifeline, the nearest I would get to having a girlfriend to myself. It had helped with her too, Elle the lesbian who had never had a male touch her, to have someone who knew what a female required, lesbian or not.
I made sure I was hanging around the foyer when Linda departed. I said good morning to her and goodbye and slipped in that all knowing wink that said I would faithfully be there on Friday night. It was ironic too that she passed Elle in the drive. I had a little smile to myself that the two should cross paths without even knowing that I was in a way seeing to both their needs. For a strange moment too there was an inner thought that had me questioning my preference between the two. I shuddered at that, dismissive that Elle was of course no contest but then the thought of that pubescent little body with the cock virgin cunt just waiting to be had in her lovely desirable purple school knickers.

I waited for her to appear, I had to acknowledge her too, not that it to me showed any loyalty but rather the opposite, that I was here and had control. We commented on the weather and how it looked like rain, which of course would interrupt any lunch time play in the boiler room. But was it me who had only realised that or was she perhaps thinking about herself watching the netball in the afternoon.

It did rain later that morning, not for long but enough to put paid to any lunchtime activities at the wall. I was disappointed, girls wouldn’t entertain handstands on wet grass and that would mean Elle wouldn’t arrive and there would be no fingering session. That meant too that she would not have to change into a fresh pair of knickers and there being a possibility that she’d leave them behind later. Damn the weather, just when things were progressing. Still there might be the prospect of treasure hunting later in the visitors changing room.

As usual I went about my business and tried to show an air of efficiency, attending to ever need and ensuring that even if things weren’t outwardly noticed that everything went smoothly. I wondered too as I wandered about just how I would cope with Miss Elle during the school holidays. There was less than a week to go and I was puzzled just how our intriguing relationship would continue in an empty school. I had to have a plan and I was hoping it could be construed around her need for a tipple of alcohol.

There was too her task of ensuring that all desks and lockers were cleared and I felt I needed to engineer a plan for that too. I needed to be out there before her and have searched everywhere for abandoned knickers and get to them before she did. I wondered too if she might have desires on them and remembered her visiting me whilst I dealt with a Monday mornings lost property. Did we by chance have desires for the same thing? If we did I wasn’t going to let her know my inner most secrets, I still had control around here.

Later I popped by her office and broached the subject of which days she would working and did she have a plan. She hadn’t any idea how she was going to tackle it and proposed classroom by classroom. I suggested maybe year by year and form by form might ease her into the task and help her make decisions better. I said I thought that the 1st years would be less messy and might ease her into it gradually and help her make decisions that would help her decide what had simply been forgotten or abandoned. I was pleased she agreed. 

There was an emptiness during the lunch hour. I had eaten my sandwiches early just on the off chance a knock would come on the door. It was silly of me to think that it would when at the moment Miss Elle’s obvious concentration was being able to watch what went on up the wall. Her focus was solely designed around her tendencies albeit behind her there were male fingers inside her knickers.

Thoughts of Friday evening began to occupy my head whilst I relaxed for a change in the old armchair, thoughts of the previous encounters with Linda in her flat. It wasn’t long before I was up and into the little hidden stash in the locker. A little pair of silky nylon knicks joined me in my relaxed slumber and soon my foreskin was skidding through their lovely double silky gusset. It was that scene on the stair that had me nearly spunking into them several times; the petting and the mere fact that pleasure at the bottom of those stairs were reciprocal. It would be good to be pursuing pleasure together again where sex was enjoyed in mutual gratification.

