Control of the Corridors Chap 32
That afternoon I was bewildered and sat for an age back stage on the chez lounge just mulling over the events of that day. I considered that she was truly a troubled individual, perhaps tormented by her sexuality and the restrictive and over possessive lifestyle that she must encounter at home. I wondered if I was playing with fire by even having sex with her albeit that it was truly satisfying my lusts for playing with a pretend little school girl. I argued it over and over in my head, wondered if I was doing the right thing, indulging myself and satisfying her curiosity of the opposite sex.

The navy knicks distracted me several times, sniffing them and catching my breath through the heady perfume of her sweet little pubescent body. I relived the scene that morning and all the other encounters that we had participated in. Then my mind played forward and tried to envisage what next Tuesday would bring, would we be doing the same or something similar, I wondered about having her in the changing rooms, another place that the thought turned me on. Would Elle like an encounter in there too, did it have memories perhaps of her first forays with her own sex?
On Friday evening I went to my parent’s house to make arrangements of when I should look in on their house as Saturday they would start their Holiday. I took up my mother’s offer to at least stay over Saturday night just so that nobody would realise the place was empty immediately. In a way I was looking forward to at least a night away it would make a change from mooching around the school and getting myself into self indulgent routines.

That Saturday morning I packed my rucksack ready for my night away. I just had to take Elle’s navy blues and of course a selection of school knickers and some of my frillies, I was determined to have some quiet sessions of masturbation whist I was there and hope that there may be some outside activity with handstands and other displays. Along the way there was lots of holiday activity, with the school closed I’d missed the little exhibitions and flashes of knickers that were so much part of everyday life. I passed the vicarage too and wondered if Elle was inside, roll on Tuesday.

I crept into their house, I didn’t want a welcoming committee from the neighbours, I’d rather they didn’t bother me over the weekend and that I could have a quiet time inside. It had been an age since I’d been living here and remembering the little tricks I had to get up to hide my interest in knickers. One thing though I loved the way my mother liked her curtains almost closed, a regulation six inches down stairs and just two upstairs, it was for me a voyeurs paradise.

I scattered them all over my bed, gosh how many times had I wanked in that pit and had my schoolgirl fantasies. It was a lean, mean and frustrating time too, no prize possessions and treasure to indulge in, just the memories from the streets and watching their school knickers flutter on washing lines from the windows at the back of the house. I remembered the teasing frustration of activity at the front and whilst mum and dad were there not being able to slip into the front bedrooms for a good look. Today I could do as I pleased.

I scanned the front, no activity on the grassy bank opposite, no tree climbing to watch and pray for every little flash and delightful show of gangly creamy legs and exposures of navy. I was back in my room, lying on my bed just teasing him with anything I could pick up, Elle’s knickers, school knickers and silkies if my mind took me that way. It was warm and I needed to open the window and besides I hadn’t checked out the washing lines at the rear.

Stealthily I opened the top opener, trying not to draw attention from anyone out there that someone was home. I peered left and right, a solitary line of washing a good few houses away caught my attention, the navy blue school knickers waving at me in the slight breeze and trying to grab my attention. They were distant and I could see no detail, just what my imagination told me they’d carry. Three lovely pairs and it was my mind’s eye that filled in what I couldn’t see. 

How disappointing I thought stood back in the half light just rolling my foreskin backward and forward then below me and next door I caught movement. What was she doing there; she must be the granddaughter of the old couple who lived there. Yes it was and I remembered her, it had been years since she had last visited, a mere child then but now I could see she was becoming a developing young lady. I put her age at between eleven and twelve, her size and body just showing growing and interest in all the right places.
She sat on the grass with a book, her back to me, her narrow waist and flaring hips shaping themselves nicely in a light summer dress of pink. It was too short for her, last year’s maybe, rucked up and showing the creaminess of her silky thighs but that was all I could see. She sat like it for and age whilst I played rolly with my foreskin and my head just wished she move. I wanted Miss, to know what colour they were, those knickers that you so successfully hid from me. Please I pleaded with myself, please dear god, show them to me and let me have the colour and study them all over your growing little body.
I waited patiently, you had too, she’d move sometime, they always did, a fidget here and there and the grass causing welts of red on her thighs. I’d seen it all before, sometime my beauty you will show for me. I studied her, her blonde locks, her bare arms, her straight back and the shape of the clothing that lay under that thin pink dress. Her outline of the white vest that I guessed was underneath and my guess at the colour of her school knickers underneath.

She’d be wearing school knickers that much I knew; they all did at her age, even in during school holidays. Then she moved, deciding that a sprawl would be more appropriate for a warm summer’s day, down on to her tummy and them my prayers were answered. They were the most common, navy blue and the most welcome sight in the world. Her dress crept but only teasingly and a little hint at that, just a cheek of her rounded bottom.
I rushed down stairs to the dining room and peered stealthily in the shadows of the curtain. The view down here according to my cock was more direct; I was looking up her dress and staring at her crotch. The navy knickers that I’d grabbed off the bed were Elle’s; now I was able to masturbate in like for like, it pleased me immensely. That beautiful crotch, that sweet little gusset so thoughtfully displayed now, pouting, wriggling and giving me ever better views by the second. Her dress had ridden and now I was inspecting a delightful bottom just a contour or two down from Elle’s but it would get there, I knew it would, seldom was Mother Nature such a beast.
We had been there an age, me wanking and holding off, her oblivious, enjoying her book and occasionally fidgeting to arouse my interest. But I was greedy, I prayed for more, ‘show me’ I whispered, ‘please, just a little, open your legs, let the dress ride up and let me devour your bottom’. Ten minutes passed, twenty and then under the hour, I had enough to embed in my memory and then she was called from somewhere inside. Off she rushed leaving me disappointed and frustrated. I went back upstairs and watched again, just hoping she’d be back but alas not. I lay on the bed and wanked and wanked in Elle’s knicks, playing out scenes from next door and my adventures for the week, finally the sperm came and I fell asleep.
Sunday I awoke and waited patiently for movement in the garden next door but there was none. In fact the garden and house felt deserted as there was no noise or movement from next door at all. I concluded that they must have gone out early, perhaps on a day trip, sneaking out the front door early and avoiding waking the neighbours. It was disappointing but that was the nature of my little game, these little scenes of watching could not be organised, they just happened and all you could do was make sure you were in the environment where it may occur.

I went back to my school and flat and played in fantasy land. First off I dressed again in a make believe P.E. kit, this time there were navy knicks under a grey skirt and white games blouse. In fact I spent a long time mixing and matching everything I had that would fit, parading in front of my mirror and finding that all the colours really did lend themselves to a rather appealing display. I masturbated in as many knickers from the schemers pile as possible and poured over the photographs to find them one at a time. I remembered some of them from seeing them around the school and where they were really attractive I had a little secret fantasy that I had taken them to the stage just as I had done Elle.

The flat was becoming a jumble of knickers and uniforms, I indulged in as many as I could, keeping the little collections separate I was now flitting from the lounge to the bedroom and from bed to armchairs and settee. In my head I had to have them all out and displayed, trying where I could to remember how I got them, stolen, a jumble, a charity shop or department store and then played out a little scene of remembrance.

There was my other knicker collection too, small but compact, the silkies and frillies, with it went the odd slip and another dressing up session and fantasies with Linda. I paraded myself around in all of them, masturbating and teasingly enforcing an abstinence for an age that just created pre-cum and soiled knickers. Around and around the flat I went from one set of fantasies to another, school knickers to something more adult and played with them all. Then finally it was Elle’s navy blue’s I turned to and had my wicked way just thinking about what we had been up to.
Afterwards there was the clearing up to do, there were knickers of all descriptions everywhere. The excitement had gone, spent with my orgasm and it always seemed longer tidying up and put it all away, each in their own little bags and cases and hidden away in the backs of wardrobes or under the bed. It was times likes this when I questioned myself and argued that I should be moving on from such trivial pastimes and found myself a proper girlfriend and not shared my affections to a pile of underwear. 
Then there were thoughts that I would be doing it all again tomorrow and that nothing would change. It was all too easy to have a relationship with knickers, a little exciting play in a gusset and I was away in some fantasy and indulging myself without commitment. It was easy to pick them up and put them down but not easy to take them out of my life altogether. They never asked for anything but were always there just when I wanted but was that really what I needed.

It was depressing sitting here and longing for Tuesday again when she’d come tumbling down the drive and I let her in and then we’d play for a few hours, a game sexual cat and mouse until she was suitably liquored up to have a cock inside her. But it was also exciting, living out my fantasies and filling the gaps in an under spent youth. Then if I was honest that’s how it all started, the lack of one led to adoration for the other. It seemed to be a merry-go-round that I couldn’t get off of!
Monday was much the same and waiting for Tuesday I really must do something about it. But not at the moment I told myself, like an addiction I promised I’d give it up after the school holidays, make a fresh start with a new term in September. But what was I giving up, I hadn’t worked it out, was it just her or was it knickers or was it both. I knew it must be her, it wasn’t right and proper for me to be fucking a lesbian and even one that deep down I wasn’t attracted to. But didn’t the two come together, wasn’t one entwined with the other and how could we stop the liaisons at lunchtime when it secretly provided us both with a lifeline.
Tuesday morning came and I had forgotten all that, there was just one motive to be playing out my fantasies around the school with my little adult school girl. I had visions today of being in the changing rooms with her in her P.E kit again and indulging in furtive fumbling and petting, my hand in her knickers and fingers deep in her wet cunt. I’d fuck her again latter, from behind that suited her denials and let me have my wicked way with her knickers, at half mast and my balls dancing on the elastic.

I made my way towards the staff room and my vantage point to watch her arrival. On the way I thought I would be slick today and hang the keys in the lock in the foyer, just so she could be quickly in and immediately under my spell. There was bewilderment when I got there, someone had left a rucksack outside the door and posted a note through the letter box. It was one of her rucksacks, I recognised it but why had she left it there and what was the note all about. I opened it and read it.
‘I’m sorry for all the trouble I caused but I am going away. I’m sorry I have left you all my work to do but I have to have some changes in my life and get far away from here. In the rucksack is a gift for you, I know you will enjoy them but I will have no use for them where I am going. Can you also do me a favour, in my desk is a diary that shouldn’t be found and will be incriminating for us both, can you destroy it. I am sorry, in a way I did enjoy what we did but I think you can guess it wasn’t really me’.

Elle x
I was shocked and trembling, hurt and indignant at the same time. I opened the door and dragged the rucksack inside and straight away had an inclination what it contained. I didn’t go to the staff room but straight to my den in the boiler room and sat in my armchair. Slowly I began to undo the straps and open its flaps. There they were, as I guessed, her school knickers, mostly in the school colours of purple but then a couple of pairs of navy’s as well. Underneath was the P.E kit she’d worn last week and just another piece of paper that said, ‘I do hope you enjoy them’.

I sat for a few moments trying to comprehend what had happened, it seemed surreal to be sat in the emptiness when I was expecting another day of fantasy. Where had she gone I wondered and who had she told? Then I re-read her note again about her wanting to get away and began to speculate where she had gone, it didn’t work, I didn’t know her that well to even guess. One thing for sure was she had left me her work and I did need to retrieve that diary in her desk and do it now.

It was in my grasp and one thing for sure was that it needed to be destroyed there was stuff in there was so incriminating and I didn’t want prying eyes to start piecing stuff together. Besides, I’m sure now the Dragon would be in touch to tell me not to expect her back and to ensure that I could continue with her work before term started. It was walked back to my flat and set fire to in the old grate immediately. Her rucksack was hidden away for the moment until I had decided what to do with it, the contents for sure would stay with me but for the moment they held no interest.

The Dragon didn’t visit that day but sent instead sent her deputy round to basically tell me what I already knew. There was no story of where she went, I had to wait nearly two weeks for that and a visit home where my aunt revealed she had run off with a lady friend somewhere abroad to avoid some sort of arranged marriage that her father had concocted. 
