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Whatever
happened to my teacher? Lesson I



She must have been at least forty.

The chaotic cocktail of constantly flashing lights
and overactive smoke machine meant I didn't get a good look at her
face, but I collected enough snapshots to be pretty sure. Bleached
blonde hair fell onto her tanned shoulders and back, where it swept
across a patina of dark freckles. Her long slender neck also showed
the familiar sun-damaged signs, though her petite body, clad in a
short, black, silky dress, was toned and attractive, and the way
she threw herself about told me she was fit enough.

Till her appearance, the evening had been an
uninspiring affair and I'd considered sneaking off for an early
night. Three or four of the other blokes from our party had also
been attracted by her antics and were now - along with a constant
trickle of newcomers - fooling around with her on the dance floor.
They were of varying ages, shapes and sizes, though were all
dressed in shirts and ties similar to mine. And, again like me,
they all sported a noticeable bulge in the front of their trousers.
The wanton woman wiggled her arse into a fat bloke's thrusting
crotch while wrapping an athletically lithe leg around a bald guy's
writhing waist. With fingers locked behind his shining head, she
pulled his ecstatic bearded face into her plunging cleavage.
Accompanied by the throbbing beat of a disco diva's signature
track, the three made an unlikely though impressively imaginative
sexual sandwich, improvising a diabolic ballet that held a
quickly-gathering company on point.

The music changed, adopted a Latino lilt, and she
sought and speedily found suitable partners. Performing a very
passionate limbo, she sank back onto the flashing
multicoloured-glass squares that made up the dance floor, threw
back her head and edged rhythmically forwards, passing through a
tall thin guy's spread legs while dragging her tongue across the
tight material of his trousered balls. The black dress had ridden
up around her waist and only a slender black thong hid the
sweet-but-sweaty prize between her taut bronzed thighs. She had a
crowd now and was loving it; groups of women were nudging and
laughing, pointing and shouting; blokes were leering and hurling
encouraging obscenities between swigs of lager.

Elbowing a couple of people out of the way, I
wriggled forwards, till I was one with the dense perimeter that now
hemmed the dancers in. The configuration of bodies somehow brought
to mind a living cell. We, in the circling crowd, were the cell
wall; the dancers, the smoke, and the flashing lights of the dance
floor were the pulsating protoplasm within; she was undoubtedly the
nucleus - whirling and gyrating, feeding off everything around her.
Momentarily, this woman was our purpose, our focus, the reason for
our existence. It felt good to surrender thus, to be merely a small
part of someone else's more vital reality and to know, at that
moment, that was all I was. Spellbound, I stood smiling and
staring, more than happy to play my part in the unfolding
drama.

As I caught her face in profile, I suddenly
understood where the analogy of the cell had come from and shook my
head in wonder at the power of the human brain to make lateral
connections. The frolicking woman was Mrs. Cheetham, a biology
teacher from my old school. Her hair was brown back then and her
clothes and behaviour had been rather more conservative, but there
was no doubt it was her. She seemed smaller than I remembered, but
I'd obviously grown in the ten or so years since I'd last seen her.
When she did a rather impressive walkover right in front of me, I
was reminded that she also taught gym. Rather shockingly, she eased
into a headstand and parted her legs, so her body formed a letter
Y. Responding to gravity, her flimsy dress fell away, outrageously
exposing her crotch, belly, and bra-less tits then cascaded over
her face till its hem swept the floor. As her legs widened, the
aforementioned black thong disappeared into her crack and displayed
her shorn privates for all the club to see. A swaying bloke leaned
forwards and shakily poured a short over her crotch; the golden
liquid dribbled down her torso, drizzled over her tits and dripped
from her nipples. It looked like she was pissing herself. In a
frenzy of expectancy and in time to the pulsing beat, the crowd
clapped and chanted as one, certain they were about to witness
something extraordinary.

After elegantly regaining her feet, she shook out
her hair, smoothed down her dress, and gestured to a mesmerised yob
to join her. Flinging her arms around his neck, she kissed him
passionately then forced his face between her tits. She tugged her
dress aside and his eager mouth surrounded an intimate mound of
flesh. More downwards pressure and he knelt before her, the
glistening tit now wantonly exposed for all to see. The drunk's
head and hands quickly vanished beneath her dress; her wide eyes
rolled while red lips mouthed obscenities. She pinched the flared
hem and, with the crowd's frenzied encouragement, inched it
upwards, till the source of her rapture was revealed: with fingers
deeply embedded between her thighs, the lad sucked whisky, sweat
and cunt juice from the flimsy black triangle that covered her
pubis.

Stepping backwards, she freed herself and beckoned
to a second to join her, the first collapsing to the floor beneath
a deluge of spontaneous applause. As her next accomplice stumbled
forwards, she fell to her knees, clutched his buttocks and
simulated oral, her suckling face a study in euphoria. Guys whooped
and cheered; girls screamed with laughter. I realised I was burning
red with embarrassment for her, which was a miracle in itself as
most of my blood seemed to be pumping elsewhere.

It wasn't the first time she'd made me hard.

‘The male's erect penis enters the female's vagina
and deposits the sperm.'

Her husky tones - she always sounded like she was
either about to cum or lose her voice - turned me on anyway, but I
was bursting out of my school uniform on hearing her rasp that
text-book explanation of the sex act. Later, quietly, as the class
worked, she put a hand on my shoulder and congratulated me for
achieving the highest mark in the latest biology test. Speaking
would have betrayed my arousal, so I merely nodded my head. Her
perfume lingered after she stepped away and, with eyes closed, I
breathed in deeply while vividly imagining depositing my own sperm
inside her.

She left the school soon afterwards in sudden,
mysterious circumstances. Rumours abounded about her affair with an
ex-pupil. Her husband - Billy Cheetham, a PE teacher at the same
school - had apparently found out, beat the lad up then forced Miss
to quit her job. Though it was never confirmed, it was great, juicy
gossip and had me wanking in bed night after night, imagining I was
the ex-pupil, conjuring up similar scenarios in which she was
always the sexy star. I had such a crush on her that for a while I
couldn't consider the ‘silly little girls' that were my
contemporaries, preferring instead to surround myself with
fantasies of my very attractive and intelligent teacher. What she
saw in that sadistic gorilla of a husband, I could never
imagine.

Now, here she was, the sweet yet sultry object of my
teenage desire, reduced to a laughing stock. From highly respected
teacher to pathetic drunken whore; a sad middle-aged woman making a
fool of herself in front of a baying rabble. I stared incredulously
as she unfastened the guy’s trousers and slid down the zip. The
crowd were stamping, clapping and chanting.

'Suck it! Suck it!'

Her fingers delved into his bulging pants. She
paused and gazed around, her pointed tongue running across her
smiling lips.

I couldn't stand it anymore. Stepped into the
seething fluid. Grabbed the nucleus by the wrist. Hauled it to its
feet and tore it from its cell, quickly transplanting it amongst
the mass of anonymous bodies that filled a darker section of the
club. Spurred on by her display, a taller, bustier and much younger
woman stepped into the flashing void and began cavorting just as
wildly. I knew Mrs. Cheetham would be quickly forgotten and prayed
the guy who was about to get his cock publicly sucked would forget
me too.

‘Get off my fucking arm. Who the fuck do you think
you are?' I could hear her, but couldn't look into her face, simply
dragged her into a secluded corner. ‘Fucking let go of me!'

‘My mum!' I explained to a couple of
concerned-looking bouncers who laughed while almost shaking their
polished heads off their bull necks.

‘Get off!' she screamed and finally tore her arm
from my grasp. She took back her hand to slap me, but her wild
hateful eyes filled with sudden shock, and the spread palm swung
slowly inwards to cover her mouth. ‘Lewis? Is it? Oh, my God.' Her
voice barely cut through the banging music, but I could read her
beautiful lips. Then both her hands clamped to her face and she
slumped onto the leather couch behind her. I sat beside her and
yelled into her ear.

‘Yeah, it's me. How are you, Miss?'

After what I had just witnessed, my question
bordered on rhetorical. She peeped at me through opening fingers
and a forced smile began to twist her face.

‘Christ, what must you think of me? I...'

A tap on my shoulder revealed a plump, plain,
dark-haired woman who motioned with her heavily made-up eyes for me
to go away. Mrs. Cheetham cocked her head and raised her eyebrows.
The two women exchanged almost identical knowing smiles. The plump
plain one gave the slim pretty one a wink then handed her a small
black handbag and a tall glass of clear liquid embellished with a
slice of lemon and a tiny umbrella. When I glanced over my shoulder
again, the newcomer had vanished. Miss dispensed with the
embellishments, quaffed half her drink then placed the glass on a
low glass-topped table. I yelled again.

‘Friend of yours?'

Mrs. Cheetham nodded as she quickly checked through
the bag's contents then looked at me intently, touched my goatee
and ruffled my hair.

‘Yeah. Alicia. Sister-in-law. Billy's sister,' as
though me and Billy Cheetham had been old school chums, 'She's
always looking out for me.' She pointed to a guffawing gaggle of
women who'd all seen better days. ‘It's her fiftieth birthday
today,' then quickly added, 'She's much older than me!'

'Obviously!'

My earnest nod said it went without saying, though I
noticed her face was finely lined and the backs of both her hands
were mapped by a couple of thick blue veins. The glass kissed her
lips again and she swallowed then winced at the taste. Another
mouthful went the same way. This fast infusion of alcohol was
dilating her pupils; her thoughts and speech were now just a little
out of sync. Despite this, she took another large swig. ‘You look
very well, Lewis. All grown up! What are you up to? What brings you
here?'

I told her about my job in the lab, how her
influence had pushed me towards both exam success and my choice of
degree. My tutor had insisted I specialise in English - my parents
wanted that too - but I had my own ideas. Of course, I embellished
my history a little. I didn't, for example, tell her how
mind-numbingly repetitive lab work can be. And I omitted to mention
Gemma, my long-term partner. All I could think of was the woman in
the headstand, her naked, finely-balanced and athletic body on full
display. I wanted to impress her, wanted - as in my teenage dreams
- my cock rammed deep inside her squelching vagina.

There was lots of truth in what I'd said about her
influence on me at school, but I would have said anything to
ingratiate myself with her in my current sexually aroused state.
More than anything, I wanted to be alone with her. And more than
anything else, I wanted to fuck her. I wasn't unhappy with my lot
at home and hadn't gone out that night looking to get laid, but she
was a very potent combination of the familiar old and the exotic
new, and she was obviously - incredibly - enthralled by me too. If
her dance-floor exploits were any reflection of her mind-set, then
I felt certain that sex would quickly become an inevitability. I
was right.

We snuggled close, kissed and touched teasingly
while struggling through a few more sentences, but the noise was
too much to fight against. She finished her drink with several
improbably large gulps, banged the glass on the table then stood,
pulled me up with her and dragged me to the door. As our bodies had
pressed together, my erection had grown awkwardly and was trapped
in an uncomfortably unnatural position; using her as a shield, I
shuffled painfully behind her.

The comparative coolness and quiet of the square was
a blessed relief. The taxi rank was a couple of hundred yards away
and we walked arm in arm, ears still ringing in the neon-smudged
darkness. She was leading, knew where we were going and I was
certain I would soon be hearing her dulcet hoarseness in my ear as
I roughly rode her naked body to orgasm. The thought made me dizzy
with excitement.

A bustling, raucous gang spilt from the club exit
behind us and shouted up the road in our direction. I realised it
was the stag party I'd been out with.

‘Oi, look! It's her! Dancing Queen!' and they
drunkenly sang the Abba classic. Another one crudely called
out.

‘Hey, it's Lewis! Lewis has pulled! Fucking hell,
Lewis, give the old bitch one for me!'

‘Show us yer cunt again, sweetheart.'

‘Come on, baby, dump him! We could show you a real
good time!' which was followed by much jeering and hilarity. I
tried to hurry on, but she stopped and slurred.

‘Friends of yours?'

‘I came with ‘em, but they're not really friends.
Just people from work. It's Dave's Stag do. He gets married on
Saturday. Come on, Miss... Mrs. Cheetham... let's get out of
here.'

‘It's Anna, not fucking Miss. The fresh air and the
short walk had conspired to flood her bloodstream with the alcohol
she'd so quickly ingested. Her light mood turned quickly dark and
she suddenly seemed to lose control. ‘Fucking wait here!'

She stuffed her handbag into my hand and strode
unsteadily back towards the club. The gang stopped jeering and
started murmuring uneasily between themselves. Her heel clicks
echoed on the tall buildings of the square as she sashayed
provocatively towards them.

‘You wanted to see my cunt? Here...' and she lifted
her dress. I was behind her, but I could tell what she was doing.
She pulled aside the front of her thong and parted her lips for
them. It was reflected in their faces, sharply focussed, as plain
as in a mirror. ‘Now, who wants to taste it?' The guys were frozen
for a spell, but they soon pushed Dave, the reason for tonight's
celebration, out of the crowd towards her.

‘Go on, Dave. Give her a good seeing to...'

‘Yeah, get some practice in for Saturday!'

‘Come here, boy.' She spat the noun contemptuously
into the gutter. ‘What are you waiting for?' Her teacherly tone
humiliated him and simultaneously challenged him. Though he
staggered drunkenly towards her, she never flinched, merely
beckoned him forwards with a curling finger. At the last moment he
fell to his knees and buried his face into her crotch. Miss
Cheetham held his tie like a leash and placed a sharp-heeled
stiletto on his broad back to open herself up for his eager but
clumsy tongue.

Dave's friends were momentarily stunned then they
slapped backs and high-fived while whooping and hollering into the
warm night air. Dave was lost in her bald pussy, lapping like a dog
on a lead in the middle of the street. Miss threw back her head and
laughed, looked over her shoulder at me and winked then drew breath
through pursed lips, shuddering and moaning deeply as she exhaled.
Drunk or not, it seemed Dave's tongue was definitely doing the
business.

After a few moments, Miss tugged his head away and
set off purposefully towards the other end of the square, pulling
Dave behind her, still on his hands and knees. The noisy gang
followed and, at a distance, so did I. She stopped by the fountain
amid the neat formal gardens that still adorn that part of the city
centre and turned to face the mindless mob. The lights weren't so
bright here and leafy shrubs offered a degree of cover.

‘Silence!' Her slurred voice rang above the tinkling
waters and the boys obeyed her command. ‘Right. Line up!
Alphabetical order! And be quick about it! I want your cum. In my
mouth, in my hair, on my tits, belly... and up my cunt. Who's
first? Dave? Come on, then. Spunk on me - or in me - your fucking
choice. Help him, boys. He seems a little confused.'

She pulled her dress over her head, theatrically
cast it away and stood before them in just the thong and high,
black, strappy shoes. Her tits were pert, like two perfect peaches
and were tanned the same shade as the rest of her. Her arse was
rounded and firm and was made to look bigger by her tiny waist. She
obviously looked after herself because her body was quite stunning
and
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