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Strewan

With a bottle in hand, I search for an open spot amid the multitude of other adult beverages clustered on the picnic table. Just as I nestle my contribution into a nook, a lithe arm reaches in and plunks a bottle down, right next to mine.

“Mr. Taylor.” The cheerful phys ed teacher assesses my offering for the end-of-the-year faculty party. An early-June breeze blows through the covered veranda behind the clubhouse and stirs the blonde wisps around her pretty face. “Cab sav. Rather sophisticated. I’d expect no less from the English teacher.”

“Your pinot grigio is light and bright.” I almost add “like you” but hold my tongue. 

Kelsey Travers embodies her role as the gym teacher with her lissome figure, always in a tennis dress to show off her long, athletic legs. 

She’d caught my eye when she started teaching at the high school ten years ago, but I never thought anything of it. I made it a rule not to entangle myself with co-workers. No one needs that kind of drama to complicate an already demanding job. Furthermore, she got married. I simply regarded her as a colleague who was easy on the eyes and nothing more. 

However, the latest whispers in the staff room suggest she had recently divorced.

“You shouldn’t have had to bring something,” she playfully chides me. “This is your last work party with us.”

“Yes, it is.” I smile politely and adjust my sweater vest, probably a bit much for late spring.

“Well, happy retirement. Though you seem too young to retire. What’s next for you?”

I’m flattered that she thinks I’m “too young,” though twenty years in public high school education has taken its toll on me. While I’m not quite 50, my temples have grayed and the lines on my face attest to my cumulative experience. “I’ll be an adjunct at Redwood University,” I explain. “It’ll be the perfect balance of teaching and writing.”

“Ah, writing. Every English teacher’s dream.” She pours herself a cup of refreshment and flashes a coquettish grin. “It’s too bad we didn’t work more together. You... have an interesting nature about you. Good luck. Keep in touch.”

Before I can respond, she bounds off to look for some contemporaries to socialize with. Her ponytail swishes with each step. The sight captivates me as it had when I first met her.

After getting a drink for myself, I find myself tethered to the veranda. Other teachers come for refills and offer their congratulations. 

While I’m mired in conversation, I surreptitiously keep an eye on Kelsey, who has unexpectedly mesmerized me. Maybe it’s the afternoon heat. Maybe it’s my long dry spell. Or maybe it’s my lack of fucks to give now that I’m no longer part of the faculty. Whatever it is, her allure is irresistible.  

One step at a time, one chat at a time, I slowly move to the top of a nearby knoll. There I can clearly observe Kelsey in the middle of a group of young male teachers – married and unmarried – laughing, giggling, flirting. The way she’s carrying on, I sense the divorce rumors are true. 

I take another sip. The alcohol unlocks the doors I had shut in my mind – the boundaries that kept inappropriate thoughts at bay... thoughts that would only get me in trouble. 

The low chortles of the buzzed men carry. I know what they’re thinking, because I’m thinking it, too. In my mellow state, I join them in a fantasy. 

I picture her getting reamed by each of them. Bent over a golf cart. Cotton panties stretched between her ankles. Short skirt flipped over her hips. Cock after cock making her squirm and scream.

Everyone assumes I’m so prim and proper, full of flowery thoughts. But really, I’m just as crude as the next guy.

My dick stiffens. I know I should look away, but I can’t help but stare harder.

The afternoon has grown humid. Her skin is shiny. Above her square neckline, the tops of her breasts glow. I can’t believe I’m thinking about her with lustful intentions. But now that I’m retired and she’s likely divorced, my previous inhibitions seem irrelevant.

She motions at the restrooms to excuse herself and scurries to the clubhouse. Without calling attention, I stroll in that direction, too. I pretend to study the course map near the golf carts and act surprised when she later emerges from the building.

“Ms. Travers.”

“Kelsey, please.” Her cheeks are rosy. “That is, if I can call you Strewan.”

“Of course.” I pause and lick my lips. “I know this is out of the blue, but would you like to have dinner with me tomorrow night? If you’re free. And if you’d like that.”

She looks pleasantly surprised. “I would like that.”

“Great. I’ll pick you up at 7:00.”
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Kelsey

The guys are so flirty, they’re making me unbelievably horny. 

I never felt this way with my ex-husband. Now that I’m free, why is sex all I think about? 

Curiosity certainly has the better of me. I wonder what it would be like with some of them. Mr. Linhall, the history teacher, has nice cheekbones. And Mr. Reese, the chemistry teacher? Dat ass don’t quit.

I can only imagine, though. At these faculty parties, the boys’ll talk a good game and then run home to their wives. Of course, Mr. Jobo’s not married. But he still lives with his parents. What’s up with that?

I shouldn’t even be thinking about it. They’re my co-workers. Definitely not a good idea to mix work with pleasure.

Furthermore, I can’t believe I’m this tipsy. Why did I drink so much? Now I need to pee.

I see Mr. Taylor, the English teacher, heading to the facilities, too. It could be my imagination, but I think he’s been watching me. Not that I mind. Perhaps I’m an oddball, but I’ve always thought he was kind of handsome in an unconventional way. Tight, slim body. Sharp features with a messy scruff of brown hair. And those bow ties of his – corny but cute. I  noticed he didn’t wear one to the picnic. I guess he loosens up a bit outside of work.

He seemed nice enough when we talked at the wine table. A retirement gig at a small, private university actually sounds nice. I really do wish I had gotten to know him better. He’s got that foxy intellectual vibe to him. I’ll bet he’s fascinating to talk to.

Ahhh, finally, a toilet. Sometimes, after you’ve been holding it for a long time, having a piss can be orgasmic. Orgasmic. There I go again, thinking about sex. 

When I wipe, I’m incredibly wet. Hunched in the stall, I spread my legs a little wider and press in with my middle finger. There’s no resistance. I’m in up to my knuckle. I hear the squishing noises as I diddle. I’ll bet the guys were all coy because they could smell my hormones. 

Riding the tension, I rock onto my finger. I pull out and rub my clitty. Within seconds, I feel a hitch, then a release. I grab more toilet paper to sop up the mess. Once I pull my panties back up, I flush the toilet and clean up at the sink. 

Even after splashing cool water on my face, I still look flushed. What will the guys think when I return? Does it even matter? 

I walk back out to the courtyard in front of the clubhouse. In my peripheral vision, I see Mr. Taylor studying the map by the golf carts. It’s charming, like it’s something he does all the time.

He brightens when I walk toward him. We greet each other and drop the classroom formalities.

Then, he catches me off guard with a delightful invitation to dinner. I would have never considered going out with him while he was still teaching at the high school, but now that he’s not, why not take a chance? 
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