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I whistle as I stroll up the hall. The bell’s about to ring and I want out of here before the onslaught of high school students fill the hall. I love kids and love coaching, but there are times when I don’t want to fight for my space. They have no respect when the bell rings as they have one thing on their mind, getting to the next class. I’ve tried to talk to the administrators about giving them a full ten minutes to have time to go to their lockers and restroom. As it is, five minutes barely gives some time to dash across campus to their next class before the bell rings. Some of my co-workers aren’t too forgiving to those with smaller bladders, claiming that five minutes is plenty of time to stop by the restrooms.

I duck inside the break room just as the bell blares and kids fill the hall. Rachelle is there talking adamantly on her phone to someone. She has an endearing way she bats her hand through the air as if the person on the other end can see her yacking and demonstrating with her limbs. She glances at me and momentarily gives me a warm smile before returning to her lively conversation.

The coffee pot steams with fresh coffee so I grab a cup and fill it with the black liquid. I like my coffee black and strong. Like I like my alcohol straight up and fresh from the shelf. I don’t need fancy ice cubes or pieces of fruit floating in my beverage. I don’t need it mixed sodas or anything to water it down. Strong and stronger like I like my women. I gaze at Rachelle and believe me, she fits the bill just fine. My mouth waters looking at her petite curvy body. She wears coach’s garb, a pair of athletic shorts, a V-neck athletic top with the school emblem on the left breast, and a pair of athletic shoes with her cute matching no-show socks.

I sit down at the table and drink my coffee quickly. My next class is a PE class and I'll have to go down to the gym for that. Rachelle was on her phone and pulled it from her ear as she rushes by me.

“Kellen,” she says, and she offers me a smile. 

“Rachelle, ” I say as a smile and nod to. She's a sweetheart and doesn't call me by my last name, Peters. The students all call me Coach Peters, but she calls me by my first name which I'm fine with. Most of the other younger teachers also call me by my first name. Only the older ones insist on being called Mr. or Mrs. and their last name. 

“Coach Peters! We want to play dodge ball today,” 7th grade Jimmy says as he runs up to me. The 7th graders were already running around waiting for me to enter the gym. I smile at the small group and nod.

“Dodge ball, Jimmy, fetch three balls from the bin,” I say.

The group of 7th graders yell and clap. Well, at least the boys do, not the girls. I decide to take matters into my own hands instead of allowing the boys to be against the girls and the boys smashing the girls up.

“Line up here, and I'm going to split the teams into two,” I say.

The kids grumble and moan because they like to choose it for themselves, but I know better. I need to make sure the game is fair, so no one gets hurt. “Put on the protective gear I don't want anybody walking away with a bruise where they shouldn't have one,” I say. 

The last class of the day is the basketball team. I coach boys’ basketball while Rachelle coaches the girls’ team. Our school has a top-notch team and a group of kids who work hard to earn top honors in there playing. I found it a great joy to coach these boys to winning victories every year. I've only been teaching for three years and so far, we've taken home the state top position every year.

After school and after the basketball practices, the head of the athletic department has a meeting with Rachelle and me. We're heading out of town for our first game in a few days and the kids need permission slips signed and we need chauffeurs for the bus. Thankfully, the kids’ parents step up and take care of this for us so that Rachelle and I can do what we do best in coach the teams. 

My team swept the win by ten points. Rachelle’s team lost by two. She walks with her head down carrying a bundle of equipment to the bus after a good chewing on the girls. I sidle up to her and smile while I nudge her shoulder with mine. She glances up at me and offers a warm brief smile.

“Hey, you did well. That was a close game. I mean it shows the girls played hard,” I say hoping to ease her chagrin in losing.

“Aw, it’s okay. Tonya was wide open for a shot and didn’t take it. The no screaming rule really puts a damper in sideline coaching. These girls could have pulled it off,” she says.

My brow furrows as I try to recall the play, but I couldn’t as my boys were messing around the locker room for too long and I was busy disciplining the strays. “I must have missed it. These kids, sometimes they’re like deer in headlights,” I say and chuckle.

We part and I watch her board the girls’ bus. Part of me wishes I could get to know Coach Rachelle better away from school. I’m rather shy in real life and if confronted with the possibility of talking about going on a date, I fumble hard with my words. The best I can do is utter a polite, hello, how are you today, and talk shop. But have me talk anything relationship, I freeze.

I make it a point to hang out in the break room as much as possible because I noticed that Rachelle also hangs out there when she’s not in her coaching office or in class. She is on her phone a lot and she’s friendly as hell, except after a hard game with a loss like Friday night.

I march in and grab a cup; the fresh hot coffee smells wonderful. Too much of a good thing probably as I find myself drinking three or more cups a day. I need the spastic energy it gives me to teach my PE classes and coach the high school basketball team. Taking a seat, I smile because she’s heading right to me, ponytail swinging.

“Kellen, I need your opinion,” she says brightly as she takes a seat at my table. 

Everything within me stands on end at her attention. “Okay,” I say. Wise, dude, wise. Like come up with a better answer than that. Anything for you, sweetheart. The words echo in my mind as I clear my throat and with a slight shake of my head, clear out the thoughts.

“How can I convince the girls to show forth a little more effort and not fear the audience? Tonya is an ace at practice. Put her in front of a roaring crowd and she freezes,” Rachelle says.

For a split second, my heart drops. “I suspect she also freezes on tests too. She has performance anxiety it sounds like,” I say.

We only have a scant few minutes; the bell will ring. I summarize as fast as I can any advice I can muster about Tonya. Remind me to thank her someday for giving Rachelle a reason to spend a little extra time with me. 

The bell rings and my first hour is prep. Rachelle walks away and waves bye at me, her ponytail swinging in cadence with her swaying hips. Gah! I wish I had suave words to spill forth and convince the lovely lady to accompany me on a date. Instead, all I can talk is basketball. I don’t even know if she’d be interested in a date with me.

Later in the day I’m cruising up the hall for my next class and Rachelle is ahead of me, bee-bopping her way to her next class, no doubt. I smile and grimace because I want to run ahead and catch up with her. I want to ask her out, but just as I put speed into my step, the damn bell rings and students pour into the hall like water through a holey bucket. I give up because by now she has basketball girls who saw her and are crowding around her.

Why is it I can talk to the boys and motivate them into playing the best game possible, but not to a pretty girl about a date. In college it was easy to say, “Hey, we should hang out sometime.” Normally back then I’d let the beer calm my nerves and score a home run. These days I’ve lost my touch. Adults don’t say, “Hey, we should hang out sometime.” We’re a busy lot, and when we have need for spending time with another it should serve a vital purpose, such as sustenance. 

Frustration wears me thin. Every day I try to think of an excuse to talk to Rachelle on break. Our breaks are so fleeting, we have very little time in the break room. I’ll make a cup of coffee and need to jet to my class or else my students will be without a teacher. The frustration grows as I can never catch her alone enough to ask her out. I wish I had her number and I’d just send her a text. I do have her school email, but it’s on the school server and that’s checked often by the head of computer technology and the administration. I can’t risk that.

I become observant of Rachelle during the day and after school when we don’t have ball practice. She takes advantage of the school’s workout gym after hours. Ah! This presents me with a unique opportunity. I decide to also workout at that time but find it doesn’t happen easily. When I have the chance to do so, she’s off in a meeting or not there or there with others working out. When I’m otherwise occupied, she’s in there. Funny how that works out.

One evening she’s in the gym alone working out on the equipment. I’m set to walk in there and do the same and hopefully get around to asking her out on a real date. I stop and watch her, mesmerized by her focus as she lifts the bar. Her biceps fill out and she blows out a deep breath. A sheen of sweat forms on her face, chest and neck, and arms. The stain of it shows on her tank top, with a line of sweat down the valley on her chest. My cock extends as I stand in the shadows watching her. Oh fuck, this is better than trying to speak when I’m so tongue tied. She’s one hot lady, sexy and curvy. I’m having too much fun watching her. When she’s done, I duck and run so she won’t catch me. How embarrassing that would be. 

I’m such a coward as I do this for several days. I have more enjoyment just watching her workout than I would if I strolled in there and worked out with her. I go home and take with me the images in my head and dream of her. Then I have the bright idea to snap pics of her. I mean it’s all good, I won’t share them on social media or anything. The photos will be my own personal stock. 

At night I lie on my bed and jack off while staring at her images on my computer screen. Yes, I uploaded the photos from my phone because I want to see a larger image of her. Damn, I have some good masturbation time while doing this. My private moments overflow into my dreams where she’s nude and sitting on top of me, her boobs bouncing as she works over me and on me. I wake up with a raging stiffy and my hand rubbing frantically. It’s like I’m going through my second teen years where I’d wake up having wet dreams. 

I must be careful because a few times I was nearly caught snapping photos of her. I’d recover quickly and whistle as I marched to my office, or as I’d march into the boys’ locker room, claiming I was looking for something. No one seemed caught off-guard by my presence down there because it’s where I work too. It’s my domain.

Rachelle doesn’t understand why my face turns beet red now when she talks to me. I’m remembering all the dreams I’ve had and all the times I’ve spent with my hard cock in my hands while gazing at her photo on my large screen PC. It’s
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