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At the Sailing Club

“Come on you, Margaret, we'll be late, if you don't hurry up” shouted Winston, her husband, in the bedroom door, in his best public school boy moan.

“Yes, dear, I'll be along when I'm ready! She answered sarcastically, all bright and bouncy as if to annoy him more.







Margaret, more affectionately known as Maggie, had heard it all before, being married to Winston for the past thirty two years. Winston had turned into the number one moaner, nothing ever pleased him.







He was one of those guys that you would wonder why such a classy woman would marry the likes of him, small, frail, with the opinionated attitude of a spoilt boy.







Now just turned fifty eight, Maggie was still quite a 'looker' and had been even more so in her younger days, standing about 5-5 in her bare feet, shiny dark hair, more a size eleven than a twelve, a good bust and stunning eyes you'd cross an ocean for. And a look that could freeze or burn you on the spot.










So tonight was their night, they would be elected the Commodore and Lady Commodore of the local sailing and cruising club.







A club steeped in history, one of those where everybody eventually get their turn to fill the 'thankless' position. Though it's great for charity work and it would be ideal for Maggie as she is very active in her charity work with the local hospice.







So nearly ready, she stood up and gave herself an admiring look in the mirror, had a twirl to one side then the other, dressed in a knee length skirt, that made her look trim and classy, with a silky white blouse on top.







“You still look good, Maggie May” she whispered to herself in the mirror before she grabbed her bag and raced out to waiting taxi.







The proceedings tonight would be reasonably straight forward, all the members would be there to formally elect them to their position, The New Commodore would make a speech, followed by a buffet meal, and a lot of mingling to network with the members.







Maggie wasn't one for public speaking though on this occasion  she did and announced that this years supported charity would be not only The Royal Hospice, but the Children's Royal Hospice as well







A well received and very much supported choice







“Phew” she said as she left the stage walking through the members, one of whom kindly gave her a fresh glass of white wine.







As usual she was left mingle on her own, abandoned by her 'upper crust' husband, but she did well making small talk with the groups around the room..







“ Oh I see the Commodore has abandoned you already!” came a male voice from behind her.

Turning around, she knew who he was, but didn't know his name.







“Hi Maggie, sorry, I'm Mike, it seems like I've known you for ages, yet all we have ever done is smile as our boats have past” he said offering his hand to shake hers.







“ Yes, of course, you're the guy with that Oyster yacht that sits down near the back, that we have to pass!”,







“You got it. So tell me then how does it feel to be lady commodore?







“ Hardly much different, I'm only in the job an hour and like you said I've been cast adrift”

“Why don't you go and muscle in on him”







“You mean spoil his party and listen to half a dozen grumpy men instead of one”







“No thanks, besides I'm talking to you...oh no, you're not at that grumpy stage as well are you?” she looked into his eyes as she quizzed him.







“Forgive me now in case I speak out of turn, but I'm just grinning to myself, it's funny,  I'm not used to seeing you with your clothes on, normally you're all covered up in your weatherproofs...”

“Oh, stop it you, she replied as she gave him a squeeze on the arm, before getting dragged away to another little group.”

Mike, a typical family man, hard working and wealthy was easily attracted to women.

No one could ever call him a 'lady Killer', in any sense of the word but he would admit that he's easily led and would from time to time be guilty the occasional indiscretion with a like  minded woman.







Mike couldn't help but glance over at Maggie, she caught him once or twice looking her up and down, he just grinned deeper and raised his glass to her.







She wasn't by any means annoyed, more flattered perhaps but as she sensed him watching her she couldn't help but notice herself, holding her head high, bum in and boobs out as they say.







Eventually, after circling around the room smiling and shaking hands she got back to her table, sat down, sipped her wine again. Underneath the glass was a little folded note.







“Dear Maggie, Great to have you as our Lady Commodore, Well done, you looked stunning tonight, great to meet you, and I wish you every success in your new role... oh yes, I must say it, but I positively loved the stockings!! xox  078 6526626769”







Such a look of shock came over her, she didn't know where to look....who on earth had left this?







Almost trying not to look, her eyes scanned the room looking for a clue to see who left the note.







Not an inkling, though she was wildly curious, and how did they know, yes she was wearing stockings, a pretty sheer pair from Pretty Woman. But how did they know, even Winston had no idea







She carefully typed in the mobile number on the note number, she did after all need to find out who sent this, it really had the makings of a prank by someone.

“Who are you??”







Just as she hit the send button she realized that she had just gave who ever it was her mobile number, maybe not a great move.







The room was too noisy and too busy to see  if anyone was reading a message.







She really was curious, intrigued, even more just as her phone beeped again....







“Sorry for the mystery, though I'm chuffed you didn't tell me off for being too forward...xo” came his reply.







“If YOU don't reveal yourself, I will get angry, who are you and how did you know?  She replied







“Dear Maggie, I guessed, nice legs, sexy woman, I felt I should comment, that's all xo” came the text reply







“Are you trying to flirt with me?”







“YES, I certainly hope so, is that bad of me”







“Danny, that's it now stop winding me up!” she replied, sensing that it was one of  Winston's crew mates who was none to play practical jokes.







“No, I'm not Danny, guess again, who's Danny BTW?”







Again she looked around, scanning the room, who on earth was this.
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