

I only had two years of teaching experience, and the pay could have been better, but I had a rent-free house off the beach that belonged to my father. My father was born and raised in Sunset Beach and returned after he and my mother divorced to care for my grandparents. My grandmother passed away first, and my grandfather not long after.

My father returned to New York about a year later but kept the house since he still had many friends in the area. He would return every summer to vacation, and I fell in love with the small tourist town while vacationing with him during a summer break when I was in college.

The weather was amazing, and the people were friendly. All I needed to do was walk down the stairs of the deck and then walk about fifty yards to get to the beach. My father was the reason I was hired at Sunset Beach High School. One of his childhood best friends, Scott, was married to the principal.

I had been teaching at a high school on Long Island but was let go before I received tenure. I wanted to avoid having the same thing happen to me at a different school on Long Island and didn't want to teach in New York City.

My older sister, Bethany, was living in Georgia, and the only person I had in New York was my father. My mother had relocated to Massachusetts with my stepfather during my last year of college, and I had no desire to leave New York for Massachusetts. My best friend, Sarah, left New York with her parents for South Carolina a month after we graduated from college.

My parents told me over and over again that college would be different than high school, but I was still the same obese geek that I had been. I was extremely introverted and had low self-esteem because I had been bullied from the moment I entered junior high school and throughout high school.

I had a lot of nicknames, and they all hurt. I was called "Tay-Bore," "Taylor No Swift," and "Tay-Wreck," but the nickname that hurt the most was "Tail-loser." I wore clothes two sizes too big to hide my body and had horrible acne. My life consisted of locking myself in my bedroom to play video games and read romance novels.

I cried myself to sleep almost every night, ate alone every day, and wished I was anyone else, but I wanted to be my sister Beth more than anyone. My sister was slim, beautiful, and popular when I was growing up. Every boy wanted to be with her, and it drove my father insane. It was something my father didn't need to worry about when it came to me.

Even if I wasn't an obese and bullied geek, I had no interest in boys. I knew I was gay from an early age, and it didn't help with my self-esteem issues when I was outed in high school. I had the hots from Britney from the moment I saw her when she arrived during my third year of high school. It was no surprise that she became one of the cool kids from the moment she arrived.

I thought Britney was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen, and I couldn't stop looking at her. She would catch me staring at her all the time but didn't say anything to me. It made me like Britney more than she didn't make fun of me. When she said hello to me, the sound of her voice gave me goosebumps.

We had physical education together, and she knew I was staring at her as she changed lockers away from me. Britney was in her bra and panties when she faced me and smiled as I scanned her body from her feet to her head and down. A few days later, I was eating lunch alone as usual while fixated on Britney. When she smiled at me, I thought my heart would explode.

Britney was smiling at me all the time, and I thought I was going to pass out when she approached me at my locker at the end of the school day. "Taylor. May I ask you something? I nodded and smiled; Britney smiled at me and asked, "Do you like me?"

I nervously shrugged my shoulders as I stared into her beautiful brown eyes.

"It's okay if you do," she said and licked her lips.

I let out a nervous laugh and immediately handed her my cell phone when she asked me for it. Not only did Britney give me her number, but she texted me so that I would have her number and told me to text her that night. My hands shook as I texted her that night. I was filled with joy when she immediately texted me back.

Britney and I began texting on a nightly basis, and it made me feel amazing that she was interested in getting to know me. When I told her that I loved reading romance novels, she asked me to recite some of my favorite lines, and I did. When Britney asked me how much I liked her, I admitted that I had a crush on her from the moment that she arrived. Britney giggled and told me that she liked that I liked her so much.

I don't know what I was thinking. I couldn't verbally express how much I liked Britney, so I decided to write her a letter. I poured my heart and soul into that letter. I wrote," I've been trying to find the perfect words to express how I feel, but nothing seems to capture the depth of my emotions truly.

From the moment I saw you, I felt a connection unlike any other. Your smile, your laughter, and your beauty drew me in. Seeing your smile is the highlight of my day. You make me feel seen and understood in a way no one else ever has. I find myself constantly thinking about you, and when I do, it makes my heart flutter and my pulse race.

I want you to know that my feelings for you are genuine and deep. You've captured my heart, and I hope you feel the same about me – Taylor."

I placed the letter into her locker and couldn't wait for her to read it. I texted her that night to find out, and when Britney texted me back that she loved my letter, I was overjoyed. The next afternoon at lunch was the worst moment of my life.

When I smiled at her, Britney smiled at me. She stood on the cafeteria table and then read my letter out loud. "What an amazing letter, Tay-loser!" Britney shouted with laughter. Then, with her fingers, she formed the letter L and placed it on her forehead.

Everyone pointed and laughed at me, and to make things worse, copies of the letter circulated throughout the school. I couldn't believe Britney was no different from everyone else. Because of the letter, I received a new nickname: "Tay the Gay."

I had yet to see or speak to Sarah before I arrived at my dorm room. The only communication we had was through text messages. Sarah was tall, physically fit, and beautiful. She had long blonde hair and dark blue eyes, and I felt intimidated by Sarah's looks.

When I arrived with my parents, Sarah was inside the dorm room unpacking. She helped me carry my belongings from the car into our dorm room. I said goodbye to my parents and nervously entered my dorm room. I was stunned as I watched Sarah remove her gaming computer from a box.

When I stared at her gaming computer, Sarah told me that she had custom-built the system by herself and told me the specs. "I run the same setup," I responded in a low tone.

"Awesome," she responded.

Sarah spent our first night together telling me all about her friends, family, high school, likes, and dislikes as I sat listening. "You don't talk much, do you?" she asked, shaking my head in response.

"Why do you wear clothes that don't fit you?" Sarah questioned, and I shrugged my shoulders in response.

I truthfully didn't know what to think about Sarah because she was so different from anyone I had ever met. She was a gamer, gorgeous, sweet, and nice to me. Sarah kept trying to get to know me, and I wanted to trust her, but after what Britney did to me, I had major trust issues. I kept my distance from Sarah for over a month, and I only spoke to her when she spoke to me.

I was sitting on my bed and reading a romance novel when Sarah entered our dorm room. "What are you reading?"

"A book."

"No shit, but what's it about?"

"A romance story," I responded.

"I'm starving. Why don't we grab an early dinner?"

"I'm okay."

"Why don't you like me, Taylor?!"

I was surprised and taken aback by her question. I stopped reading and looked at Sarah. She looked upset and stared at me with her arms crossed. "I like you," I replied in a low tone.

"If you liked me, you would talk to me, eat with me, and hang out when I ask. If you liked me, you would want to be my friend."

"I'm sorry, but I don't know what it's like to have a friend," I admitted.

"You don't have friends?" she asked as I shook my head.

"Not one?" she responded as I again shook my head.

"That's horrible," she said with an upset tone and watery eyes as I shrugged my shoulders.

"I would love for us to be friends, but we can't be friends if you don't open up to me."

"I have trust issues. I've been bullied most of my life."

"How bad was it?"

"Extremely bad," I confessed.

I was apprehensive, but I slowly began opening up to Sarah. It took me until after winter break to tell Sarah about what Britney had done to me. I told Sarah by giving her a copy of the letter. After she read the letter, I told Sarah how Britney had outed me, and she cried. She hugged me and told me how angry it made her that I had gone through that. That was the moment that I allowed myself to trust Sarah fully and open myself to her fully.

The school year was almost over, and Sarah wouldn't take no for an answer when she asked me to attend a party with her. She dragged me out of our dorm room and to the party. Sarah was like honey, and the guys were like bees, and standing beside Sarah made me feel like everyone was comparing me to her.

I felt completely out of place and uncomfortable. It was like being in high school all over again when I overheard a guy call me a whale and tell his friend that there was no way he was taking a bullet so his friend could get with Sarah. I left the party in tears without telling Sarah and went back to our dorm, but I did text Sarah to let her know that I had left when I arrived. I was still in tears when Sarah arrived hours later.

"Why did you leave?" she asked as soon as she arrived.

"Nothing will ever change for me, Sarah. I'm a fat fucking whale and gross," I cried.

"No, you're not, and don't talk about yourself that way."

"I know what I am, and I fucking hate myself. I don't want to be like this and feel like this anymore," I sobbed.

"If you want to change, I will help you, Taylor, but I can't do it for you."

"I want to change."

"Okay."

Sarah put together a workout routine and a diet plan for me. I began working out with her but reverted to my usual habits over the summer break. Not only had I not lost weight, but I had also put on more.

Sarah was furious with me when we arrived back at school. "I don't want to hear any more of your shit, Taylor. I told you that I couldn't do it for you, and you obviously don't want to do it for yourself."

The amount of disappointment I felt for having let Sarah down was more than the disappointment I felt in myself. I felt that I needed Sarah to help me because I didn't have the willpower or strength to do it on my own. I promised Sarah that I wanted to change and would do whatever I needed to do to change, but I broke her trust.

I began waking up early and going for long walks. I began watching what I ate and stopped drinking soda and sugar-filled drinks. When Sarah saw how hard I was trying, she began helping me again. I slowly began losing pounds, and Sarah's encouragement and compliments began to positively affect my self-esteem.

It took me over a year to lose the weight that I needed to lose. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I no longer hated myself. People looked at me and treated me differently. I began to embrace the new me and, with Sarah's encouragement, began to dress in clothing that properly fit me.

I was stunned when a guy hit on me as I walked from a class and across campus to my dorm room. It began happening more often. I didn't like the attention and was becoming tired of saying, "I'm flattered, but I'm gay," over and over again.

"I should make a sign that says that I'm a lesbian and walk around with it tied around my neck," I said to Sarah with frustration.

Days later, Sarah gave me a double Venus pin. "This should help," Sarah said to me as she placed the pin onto my shirt, and it did. I was surprised that so many people recognized the lesbian symbol. When guys approached me, all I would do was smile and tap the pin. Some guys took it as a challenge, but those types of guys were few and far between.

I may not have looked like "Tay-bore" anymore, but I still felt like "Tay-loser." It was toward the end of that year of college, and I was at a frat party with Sarah, her boyfriend, Alex, and a few others from my dorm building.

I was having a great time playing beer pong and other drinking games. I was standing in line with Alex when an absurdly hot girl with long red hair, light green eyes, and an amazing body approached me.

She tapped my pin and said, "I love your pin."

"Thank you."

"I'm Emily."

"Taylor," I responded when a ridiculously hot girl with short blonde hair with pink highlights walked to Emily and smiled at me.

"Who's your friend?" she asked.

"Taylor, this is my girlfriend, Brie. Brie, this is Taylor," Emily said.

"Nice pin," Brie said with a wink and a smile.

Alex looked at me with an ear-to-ear smile as he filled my cup and handed it to me. Then, Alex filled two more cups and handed them to Brie and Emily. I had never had a girl look at me sexually, let alone two girls look at me that way. "Do you want to dance?" Brie asked.

"Sure," I responded.

I was dancing with Brie when Emily began dancing behind me. Alex kept filling our cups as the three of us danced together. The more we drank, the more closely we danced. Emily and Brie ran their hands over my body as we continued dancing, and it got to a point where I was sandwiched between Brie and Emily.

The three of us were sweating and panting from having danced for so long. We refilled our cups and went outside to cool off. I learned that Emily and Brie had graduated from college the previous year and were members of the frat that was having the party when they were in college.

I was standing between Brie and Emily when Brie smiled at me. She placed her hand beneath my chin and gently turned my face toward hers. "You have great lips," Brie said, and she kissed me.

"So soft," she said, removing her hand from beneath my chin. Emily giggled and said, "How soft?"

"Extremely soft," Brie responded.

Emily placed her hand beneath my chin, gently turned my head toward her face, and kissed me. "You weren't kidding, baby," Emily said, then removed her hand from beneath my chin.

"Hey, Taylor. Do you want to get out of here?" Brie asked.

"Where would we go?"

"Em and I have an air BNB a few blocks from here, and we have a fully stocked bar," Brie responded as Emily twirled my hair.

"What would you do there?" I questioned.

"We'll hang out while having a few drinks and get to know each other better," Emily said as she moved behind me, placed her hands on my hips, and pressed her body into my back.

Brie pressed her body against mine, and then she kissed Emily over my shoulder. As soon as Brie stopped kissing Emily, she kissed me with her tongue. When Brie stopped kissing me, Emily turned me around and then kissed me with her tongue. I had never been kissed before and was nervous and excited about leaving the party with them because I knew what would happen if I did.

"I'm calling to order an Uber," Brie said as Emily stopped kissing me.

"Are you coming with us?" Emily asked.

"Yeah," I responded as Sarah joined us outside.

"Alex and I are calling it a night."

"Me too."

"Are you walking back with us?" Sarah asked as I quickly shook my head.

Sarah looked at Emily and Brie and took hold of my hand. Sarah dragged me a few feet away from them and asked, "You're leaving with them?"

"Uhuh," I replied.

"Are you sure you want to do that?"

"Positive."

"Have a good time," Sarah responded and let go of my hand.

I sat in the back seat of the car between Emily and Brie and took turns making out with them. We arrived at their place and exited the car. I was so nervous that I was shaking. Emily looked at me and asked, "Is something wrong?"

"I've never," I said with my voice trembling.

"Never?" Brie questioned, and I shook my head.

"We're going to have an amazing night," Emily said.

Brie took hold of my right hand, and Emily took hold of my left hand. They walked me into the large apartment and let go of my hands. "Do you do this often?"

"Not as often as we would like," Emily said with a wink.

Brie laughed and said, "We've only done it once. Would you like a drink?"

"No, I'm good."

"Let's get clean before we get dirty," Emily responded.

I followed Brie and Emily into the bathroom and watched Emily turn on the water in the shower. Brie and Emily began taking turns making out with me as they removed my clothes. Emily opened the shower door, and Brie playfully slapped my ass as I entered the shower. I stood in the shower and watched Brie and Emily kiss while undressing each other.

Brie and Emily had amazing bodies and were both bare below. I stood in the middle of the shower as Emily entered and placed herself behind me. Brie entered the shower and placed herself in front of me. We washed each other's bodies as we alternated between kissing each other.

Brie got onto her knees as Emily placed herself onto her knees behind me. "Oh fuck!" I exclaimed as Brie began eating my pussy as Emily began eating my ass. It was the most intense and pleasurable feeling of my life. It resulted in the fastest orgasm I ever experienced and my first non-self-given orgasm.

After they made me cum, we exited the shower and dried off. We exited the bathroom and entered the bedroom. I loved every second of every minute of the sexual encounter. Emily and Brie went down on me at the same time and made me cum. Brie sat on my face as Emily went down on me, and then they switched places after Brie had an orgasm.  

Brie and Emily's pussies tasted different. Emily's pussy was sweeter and not as tart as Brie's, but I loved eating their pussies and how they tasted. Emily rode my face as Brie went down on me until Emily had an orgasm. It made me feel good that I was able to make them both cum by eating their pussies when I had never eaten pussy before.

Emily fucked me with a strap-on until I had another orgasm, and then Emily fucked Brie with the strap-on until Brie had an orgasm. Brie fucked Emily with a strap-on as Emily ate my pussy. After Emily had an orgasm, I switched places with Emily. I went down on Emily as Brie pounded my pussy. I had four orgasms that night and spent the night sleeping between Emily and Brie.

I woke up in the morning to Emily licking my nipples and Brie eating my pussy. Emily rode my face and had an orgasm with my tongue inside her as Brie made me cum. Emily and I went down in Brie together until she had an orgasm. After I dressed, Emily ordered an Uber for me.

I felt like I was floating on air as I walked across campus to my dorm room. When I closed the door, Sarah woke up, rubbed her eyes, and looked at me. "How did your night go?" she asked with a tired tone.

"It was the most amazing night of my life."

"That good?"

"Five orgasms are good," I said with a huge smile.

"Five?!"

"Four last night and again this morning."

"How do you feel?"

"I feel great!" I shouted with joy.

Having sex with Emily and Brie gave me the most confidence I ever had and did wonders for my self-esteem. I opened an Instagram account for the first time and proudly posted photographs of myself. I wish I could say that I spent the rest of college getting laid, but I can't. Deep down inside, I was still a "Tay-loser" and didn't have it in me to approach girls for fear of being shot down, and no other girls approached me.

I wanted to date after graduating from college, but I didn't have the time. I was working full-time and attending graduate school full-time. When the summer came, I took summer courses so I could earn my master's degree as fast as possible, and after the summer, I went back to my hectic schedule.

After I was terminated from school, my father made a call for me, which resulted in my interview and my hiring at Sunset Beach High School. On the way back to New York, I stopped in South Carolina to spend a week vacationing with Sarah.

It was while vacationing with Sarah that I saw Skyler for the first time. Sarah and I were having cocktails at a beach bar, and Skyler was sitting alone at the far end of the bar while talking to the bartender. She got up from her seat and walked toward the restroom.

As she walked past Sarah and me, she smiled at me with the most amazing smile I'd ever seen. Skyler had long brown hair with blond highlights and light gray eyes. I stared at her ass. She walked into the bathroom as Sarah smirked at me.

"What?"

"Tell me that you didn't notice how she looked at you."

I smiled and giggled and continued enjoying my cocktail and conversation with Sarah when Skyler exited the bathroom. Skyler looked at me with a strong and sexy look that made my body feel warm. We locked eyes as she walked past us and retook her seat at the far end of the bar.

"I'm hitting the road," Sarah said to me.

We stood up, hugged each other goodbye, and Sarah left the bar to head home. I sat back down and finished my drink when the bartender placed another drink in front of me. "Compliments of the young woman at the end of the bar," the bartender told me.

I smiled at Skyler, and she smiled at me. I grabbed my drink, got up from my seat, and sat on the empty stool beside her. "Thank you for the drink. I'm Taylor."

"You're welcome, Taylor. I'm Skyler," she responded.

"It's nice to meet you, Skyler."

"Likewise," she responded as the bartender placed a drink in front of her.

"Are you from here?" she asked.

"No. I was vacationing with my friend and am heading home tomorrow morning. How about you?"

"Vacation as well."

"Where is home?" she asked.

"New York. How about you?"

"Florida," she answered and looked at my double Venus pin.

"What do you do for a living, Taylor?"

"I'm a teacher. How about you?"

"Student," she responded with a sexy smile.

Skyler and I sipped our drinks and stared into each other's eyes when she said, "You have beautiful eyes."

"You do, too."

"I'm going to take a dip to cool off. Care to join me?"

"Sure," I responded. Skyler and I fished our drinks, left the bar, and placed our slippers and shorts on the sand. I licked my lips as I stared at her swaying hips and ass as she walked toward the water. I joined Skyler in the water, and we playfully splashed at one another while laughing. We remained in the water for a while and then sat on the sand beside each other.

Skyler and I talked as the sun set. She was well-spoken, and it was spooky that we had so much in common. Skyler had an older sister, and her parents were divorced, and she, too, lived with her father. Skyler loved romance novels as much. Not only did we have the same favorite author, Nora Roberts, but we also had the same favorite book.

Her voice and laughter were infectious, and I had never been as sexually attracted to anyone as I felt toward Skyler that night. "I'm going to take another dip," she said.

I joined Sklyer, and we stood knee-deep, looking up at the stars and then locked eyes. "It's a beautiful night," I said.

"Not as beautiful as you," Skyler responded.

We slowly moved closer and then kissed. I felt lost for a moment and smiled at her after we kissed. "Where are you staying?" she asked.

"A bungalow not too far from here," I responded.

"I would love to see it."

Skyer kissed me, and after we kissed, we got out of the water. We grabbed our shorts and slippers from the sand and held hands as we walked across the beach and toward where I was staying. We entered the bungalow, and as soon as I closed the door behind me, Skyler pinned me against the door and kissed me passionately.

We continued kissing as I guided her toward the bedroom. We got onto the bed and removed each other's bathing suit tops. I kissed and licked her neck and then moved my lips to her nipples. I licked and kissed her nipples as she laid down, and I placed myself on top of her.

I enjoyed licking the salt water from her body as I kissed down her stomach and moved my body down her body. I removed her bathing suit bottom, kissed and licked the inside of her thighs, and tasted her. Skyer tasted extremely sweet, and my face was quickly drenched in her juices as she crossed her legs on my back and began to away her pussy into my mouth.

Skyler placed her hand on my head and sexually moaned as I continued going down on her. I sucked on her clitoris and penetrated her wet vagina with my middle finger. I slowly finger fucked her as I sucked and nibbled on her clitoris. 

Skyler's body began trembling, and she stopped swaying her pussy into my mouth. "Oh God!" she exclaimed and had an orgasm while I sucked on her clitoris and finger fucked her. I removed my finger from inside her and stopped sucking on her clit.

I kissed up her stomach, placed myself on top of her, and kissed her with my tongue. Skyler rolled me over so that she was on top of me. She kissed me passionately and quickly licked down my stomach. Skyler removed my bikini bottom and placed herself between my legs. She kissed my pussy and then began exploring every inch of me.

Having sex with Sklyer was far different than when I had sex with Emily and Brie. It was slower and more passionate, and I felt different because I felt so connected to her. Skyler didn't use her fingers as she orally pleasured me. She only used her tongue to fuck me and then began using her fingers to rub my clitoris.

I thought I had a fast orgasm when Brie and Emily went down on me at the same time in the shower. The orgasm Skyler gave me was twice as fast. As I had done to Skyler, she kissed up my body and then kissed me with her tongue.

Skyler placed herself beside me, and we stared into each other's eyes while giving each other soft and tender kisses. Skyler and I began making out and touched each other between our legs. Skyler and I made each other cum, kissed and cuddled for a while, and then went into a sixty-nine with her on top of me. We made each other orgasm and afterward cuddled until we fell asleep.

I awoke to the sound of Skyler's cell phone ringing. Skyler got out of bed, sent the call to voicemail, and began dressing. "Last night was amazing. I will never forget it," Skyler said.

Skyler finished getting dressed, kissed me, and ran out the door. I packed my bags, showered, dressed, and began driving from South Carolina to home in New York. I called Sarah during the drive to tell her about my night with Skyler.

I stayed at my father's house for a week before I left for my new home in Sunset Beach, Alabama. It didn't take me long to get settled, considering I didn't need to purchase furniture. All I needed to do was unpack my belongings and go grocery shopping. 

I spent the next two weeks lounging around the house and beach, reading romance novels, and thinking about Sklyer. Spending the night with her had been amazing, but it made me sad that I felt such a strong connection to her but would never see her again. I imagined what it would be like to randomly bump into her and pick up where we had left off, but I was a romantic, and the likelihood that it would happen wasn't likely.

I was extremely nervous the night before my first-day teaching at Sunset Beah High School. I tossed and turned for a while but managed to get a few hours of sleep. I arrived at the school over an hour early and nervously walked the grounds with principal Murphy.

"I didn't hire you because your father is good friends with my husband. I hired you because I believe you're the best person for the position. You're young, and your age will allow you to connect more easily with the students," she said to me.

"Thank you, Principal Murphy," I responded.

I sat outside and watched the students begin to arrive while wondering if my high school experience would have been far different had I not been obese and attended high school at Sunset Beach High School.

I got up from my seat and was about to enter the school when I did a double take. I rubbed my eyes in disbelief as I watched Sklyer get off the school bus and walk toward a group of girls. Skyer was wearing light blue jeans, a backward baseball cap tilted to her right, and sunglasses. The halter top exposed her stomach, and a long-sleeve flannel shirt covered her arms. Skyler's cell phone was tucked into the waistband of her jeans.

I quickly entered the school and went into my classroom. I checked my class attendance sheets and saw the name Skyler Evans. I couldn't believe that Skyler was not only a student at the school but also in my first period of English class.

When Skyler told me that she was a student, I assumed that she meant that she was a college student. She was drinking alcohol at the bar where I saw her, which led me to believe that Skyler was of legal drinking age. Skyler was far from being of legal drinking age. She was either sixteen or seventeen years old at the oldest because she was a junior. I couldn't believe that Skyler told me that she lived in Florida.

I paced in my classroom as students began to arrive. Skyler immediately noticed me when she entered. Her eyes were opened wide as if she were a deer in headlights when she looked away from me and took a seat in the back of the classroom.

I began class by taking attendance, and when I called her name, she didn't look at me. She raised her hand and said, "Present." It wasn't easy for me to concentrate, but I did my best to get through the class. As soon as class ended, Skyler got up from her seat and exited the classroom before I could say a word to her.

As the day continued, I felt less nervous and less anxious. I technically hadn't done anything wrong. The age of consent in South Carolina was sixteen, and sex between Skyler had been consensual. I didn't know she was my student and hadn't met her until that night, but we needed to talk.

The next day, after I took attendance, I told Skyler that I needed to talk to her after class. After class ended, she remained behind until the classroom emptied. "We need to talk, Skyler. Do you know where the paddle boat rental place is on Sunset Beach?"

"Yeah."

"Can you meet me there tonight at eight?"

"Yeah. I'll see you there at eight," Skyler responded.

I waited in my car and watched Skyler walk down the boardwalk. I honked my horn, and she walked to my car. Skyler got into the passenger seat, and I drove us in silence to a secluded spot outside of town.

"How old are you?"

"Seventeen."

"Did you tell anyone about us?"

"My best friend Summer after we had sex, but I didn't tell her that it happened with you."

"I would appreciate you not telling her or anyone else it was me. Why did you tell me that you lived in Florida?"

"I was living in Florida with my father this past summer when we met, and I told you that I was a student."

"You didn't tell me that you were a high school student!"

"Do not yell at me, Taylor."

"Ms. Manning. Do you have any idea how angry I am with you?"

"You told me that you lived in New York."

"I was living in New York before I relocated here to teach."

"You taught me a lot that night. I'm happy that I lost my virginity to you," she smiled.

"That was your first time?"

"It was, and I haven't stopped thinking about it since it happened. We're in a secluded spot at the moment, so how about you give me another lesson?" Skyler said as she looked at me with lust.

"Skyler. First, do not look at me that way. Second, what we did cannot and will not happen again."

"I won't tell anyone."

"Listen to me carefully, Sklyer. It will not and cannot happen again. Your age doesn't change the fact that you're a student at the high school and my student. It's illegal. I could lose my profession and freedom."

"We have a special connection, Taylor. I know you felt it the same as I did."

"Ms. Manning, Sklyer, and that doesn't matter."

Skyler removed her seat belt and said, "Tell me you don't want me right now."

I wanted Skyler there and then, but I wasn't going to do anything with her. It was bad enough that she was in my car. I put her seatbelt on, started my car, and drove us back to the parking lot outside the paddle boat rental place.

"Get home safe, Skyler."

Skyler removed her seatbelt, got out of my car, and angrily slammed the door shut. I felt the connection that Skyler had felt that night, which led to us having sex, but there wasn't anything that I could do about it.

Skyler was everything that I wasn't in high school. She was gorgeous and popular, and it seemed like everyone liked her. The fact that she wasn't stuck up about her looks made her more attractive to me.

I admired Skyler from afar because that was all I could do, but knowing that I couldn't have Sklyer made me want her more. I felt like I was, again, "Tay-loser." It was like I was back in high school, and Skyler was Britney. Skyler continuously caught me looking at her sexually and looked at me in the same manner.

I volunteered to sell concessions during basketball and football because it meant that I would be able to see Skyler in her cheerleading uniform. I didn't need to give Skyler preferential treatment on her assignments because her work was amazing and worthy of the grades I gave her.

I had vivid and reoccurring dreams about Sklyer that felt so real and turned me on so much that I needed to masturbate when I woke up. I created a new Instagram account so I could follow Sklyer and look at her photographs.

Skyler was the first to arrive in my class and sat in the front. I could feel her staring at me as I wrote on the dry-erase board. After each class, Skyler would purposely be the last student to leave. Skyler would look at me sexually and toss her hair as she walked past me to exit the room. The scent of her perfume and hair made me want to grab her and have my way with Sklyer on my desk.

It was a few weeks after winter recess, and I had no idea why Principal Murphy wanted to see me after school in her office. I entered her office and nervously sat beside Skyler's mother. My heart pounded so hard that I thought it would leave my chest as my principal and Skyler's mother stared at me.

"It's so nice to see you again, Ms. Manning," Skyler's mother, Theresa, said as Principal Murphy smiled at me.

"Are you familiar with the Mitchell scholarship?" Principal Murphy asked.

"Of course."

"Skyler Evans will be locked in obtaining it as long as she achieves 1350 on her SAT. She's having difficulty obtaining the score on her practice exams," Principal Murphy explained.

Theresa said, "Sklyer thinks the world of you, and I would love for you to tutor her."

"What is Skyler having difficulty with?" I questioned.

"Writing," she answered.

Skyler didn't have difficulty in my class when it came to writing assignments. I knew that Skyler was using her practice SAT scores to get closer to me. The smart thing to do would have been to decline tutoring Sklyer, but I didn't.

The smartest thing I could have done was to tell Principal Murphy about what happened between Skyler and me before I began teaching, but I hadn't done that either. I didn't have a good excuse not to tutor Sklyer, so I smiled and agreed to tutor Sklyer. Principal Murphy couldn't have been happier, and Theresa couldn't have been happier to pay me for the tutoring sessions.

"I'm happy to tutor Sklyer after school here," I said.

"Skyler spends too much time here as it is. My home is your home, so I insist that you tutor her there," Theresa said.

"Great," I responded.

I didn't have a choice but to allow Theresa to enter Sklyer's cell phone number into my phone and to give her my cell phone number so Sklyer would have it. I wasn't surprised when Skyler texted me that night.

"I'm looking forward to our private tutoring sessions. I'll be able to learn so much from you."

"I'm happy to help," I responded.

"See you tomorrow, Ms. Manning."

When I arrived at Skyler's home for our first tutoring session, I felt okay since Theresa would be home until Thresa walked out the door. Theresa paid me and told me that she was working late. "Go up to Skyler's room. She's in the shower but will be out any minute."

"Will do."

Being alone in Sklyer's room was like being alone in my sister Beth's room and like being in my dorm room back in college. Sklyer's walls were covered in photographs of her with her parents, friends, and Summer. Skyler entered the bedroom with her hair still wet. She was dressed in a white tank top tee-shirt and a pair of tight and high cotton shorts. Her nipples were hard, and she smiled at me as I stared at her tits.

"We should go downstairs," I said as Sklyer shook her head and closed the door behind her.

She leaned against the door and said, "Do you remember having me pinned against the door and kissing me how you did that night?"

"Skyler, what are you doing??

"Reminiscing."

"I know you don't need help with your SAT."

"No shit, Taylor. How else was I supposed to get you alone."

"Ms. Manning."

Skyler laughed and replied, "Will you read something for me?"

"Sure."

Skyler walked from the door to her desk and handed me a handwritten sheet of paper. I read, "On a warm summer night, under the gentle glow of the moon and the stars in the night sky, their simmering connection reached a tender crescendo. As they explored each other's bodies with a blend of passion and reverence, the age gap between them melted away, leaving only the profound intimacy of their shared moment."

"What do you think, Ms. Manning?"

This paragraph is about our night on the beach in South Carolina.

Skyler mischievously smiled at me and said, "You're right, but is it good?"

"You're extremely talented."

"I wrote it backwards. I began with that paragraph and wrote my story around it. I would love for you to read it."

"Send it to me, and I'll read what you wrote."

Skyler sat at her desk, opened her laptop, and asked for my email address. I gave her my email address and watched her send the document to me. That evening, I crossed the first line with Skyler when she asked me about my Instagram account and Sarah.

I immediately opened up to Skyer, and although I knew I shouldn't have, I couldn't prevent myself from doing so. I told Skyler about Sarah and how much she meant to me. I told Skyler about how I was bullied for most of my life and how I still felt that way, although so much time had passed.

I read Sklyer's story that night, and it was amazing. That night, I texted her to tell Skyler how much I enjoyed reading her work. That led to Skyler and me texting every night before going to sleep. When I went to her house for our tutoring sessions, we talked about anything and everything other than the SAT and her possible scholarship.

Skyler and I began exchanging love letters in the form of a novel. Skyler began by emailing me a few pages at a time. I read the pages and responded by writing and sending the pages that I had written. Back and forth, we went while sublimely expressing how we felt about one another through the characters in our collective writing. We had written an entire novel within two months.

I started another novel by writing about how I felt about myself while growing up and being bullied through my character named Hallie. The pages Skyler wrote back felt like she was in my shoes. As I read her pages, I felt like I had written them. Skyler knew how I felt, and it made me feel more connected to her than ever.

Not telling my principal about my sexual relationship with Sklyer had crossed a line. Being hired to tutor Skyer and not tutoring her had crossed a line. Texting nightly and writing romance novels while subliminally expressing our sexual desire crossed lines.

Skyler sending me a nude photograph of her and me keeping it was a line that I should have never crossed. I should have deleted the photograph and told Skyler that it was inappropriate, but I didn't. I masturbated to the photograph of Sklyer's nude body.

Skyler sent me more nude photographs of herself that I masturbated to, and instead of texting on a nightly basis, we began having phone sex on a nightly basis. I took nude photographs of myself and sent them to Skyler.

When I went to her house for our tutoring sessions, we told each other how badly we wanted each other, and it was becoming increasingly difficult not to give in to our sexual urges. Skyler told me that she wouldn't tell anyone but understood that becoming involved with her sexually could ruin my life if anyone were to find out.

Skyler took things to another level when she began sending me videos of her masturbating while saying my name and saying that she was thinking about me. I began sending her videos of me masturbating while saying her name and what I wanted to do to her and have her do to me.

It was my last tutoring session with Sklyer at her home. Theresa was at work, and Skyler and I were alone in her bedroom. I took a seat on her bed, and Skyler locked the door. She looked at me with yearning and said, "I want you so bad I know you want me too," with her chest quickly rising and falling.

"We can't, Skyler."

"One-time baby. No one will find out. I need you."

"I need to leave," I responded.

Skyler walked to me, removed her shirt, and then removed her shorts. Skyler stood before me nude. I looked at her bare tits and pussy with my heart pounding and my pulse racing. Thinking about the months of exchanging nude photographs, sex talk on the phone and in person, and masturbation videos while looking at her nude body was too much for me to take.

I placed my hands on her ass and pulled her toward me. Skyler sat on my legs, and we kissed. Skyler and I kissed passionately, and I lost complete control of myself. I wrapped my arms around her back and began rising as Sklyer wrapped her legs around me.

I picked her up only long enough to place her down on the bed. My body felt electric, and the only thought was how badly I wanted her. I ran my fingers across her nipples as we kissed and then began licking and sucking her nipples. I licked down her stomach and placed myself between her legs. Without hesitation, I buried my tongue inside Skyler's pussy. She placed her hand on my head and swayed her pussy into my mouth as I alternated between kissing, licking, and tongue fucking her. "Oh, baby," she moaned.

I placed my hands beneath her ass, stopped going down on her, and rolled her over. Skyler got onto her knees and hands without me saying a word. She knew what I wanted to do and what she wanted me to do to her. I kissed her ass cheeks, rimmed her asshole, and then began eating her ass.

"Oh fuck, baby! That feels better than I imagined!" she exclaimed.

I rubbed her pussy while rimming, sucking, licking, and tongue fucking her tight asshole. "I'm going to cum. Make me cum, baby," she said while panting.

I began tongue fucking her ass while finger fucking her pussy, and her body began to tremble. "I'm going to cum," she said over and again until she exploded. Her asshole expanded and contracted on my tongue while she orgasmed.

I removed my tongue from inside her ass and my finger from inside her pussy. I got off the bed, removed my shoes, slacks, and panties, and got back onto the bed. I placed myself over Skyler's mouth, and she placed her hands on my ass. Skyler pulled me toward her mouth, and I began riding her face.

"Oh, babe!" I shouted as I aggressively rode Skyler's tongue and face. My body began to tremble, and I had an orgasm with Skyler's mouth over my pussy. I got off her face and the bed. Skyler sat up and wiped my juices from her cheeks with her hands and then smiled at me.

"I'm not finished with you yet," she said and licked her lips.

Skyler and I heard the noise at the same time. It was the sound of the front door opening and closing downstairs. I grabbed Skyler's shorts and shirt and tossed them to her. She got off the bed and quickly dressed as I put on my panties, slacks, and shoes.

Skyer unlocked the door, and I exited her bedroom to find Theresa walking up the stairs. "Hi, Terry," I said.

"Leaving already?"

"Tutoring session completed," I quickly responded as Sklyer exited her bedroom and looked at her mother.

"You're home early, mom."

"I finished what I needed to early, so how about you and I grab an early dinner?"

"Sounds good."

"Taylor, would you like to join us?"

"Thank you, but I have plans for this evening," I responded and then said, "See you at school, Skyler," before walking down the stairs.

I was midway down the stairs when Therese shouted, "Taylor!"

I stopped walking and nervously turned around. "Yes, Terry."

"I need to pay you."

"Right," I responded.

Terry and I went into the living room, and as she went into her purse to get the money to pay me, I couldn't help but wonder what would have happened had Theresa heard me and Sklyer having sex.

I was a teacher, and Skyler was my student. We crossed a line that should have never been crossed, but it happened, and there was nothing that I could do to change that fact. When Skyler called me that night, I told her that having sex again could never happen again.

"One time, right?" she responded.

"Yeah, but we also need to stop everything else, Sklyer."

"Everything?"

"Everything Sklyer."

"Whatever, baby."

I wasn't the least surprised when Sklyer sent me a nude photograph with her legs spread, followed by a video of her masturbating while saying how amazing it felt to have my tongue inside her ass. I masturbated while watching the video and thinking about our encounter. I told Skyler that everything needed to stop, but nothing did.

We continued writing romance stories together, sending nude photographs and videos, and having phone sex at night. It was naïve for Sklyer and me to think that we would be able to have sex one time and not have sex again.

I didn't want to admit it, but I couldn't deny how I felt about Sklyer. I was in love with her, which is why I wasn't angry or upset when Sklyer showed up at my house late at night. I looked around, pulled her inside, and closed the door. "I needed to see you," she said.

Skyler looked so fucking hot I couldn't stand it. "Skyler?"

"Yeah, baby?" she responded, and then I pounced on her.

I took hold of Skyler and kissed her passionately while guiding her to my sofa. I stopped kissing her and pushed her onto the sofa. I removed her shoes and then pulled her shorts and panties down and off. Within seconds I was between her legs with her pussy in my mouth. I ate her pussy until I made her cum.

After making Skyler cum, she got off the sofa. She removed her shirt and bra and walked from my living room and into my bedroom. I went inside my bedroom, undressed, and got into bed with Skyler. It was the best sex Sklyer and I had. We made each other orgasm over and over again for close to two hours.

Sklyer's head rested on my stomach as I ran my fingers through her hair. She removed her head from my stomach and sat on the side of the bed with her back toward me. I sat up, kissed her shoulder, and asked, "Is something wrong?"

"I need to tell you something."

"What is it?"

Skyler turned her body, faced me, and stared into my eyes. She kissed my lips and said, "I love you."

"I love you too," I responded without hesitation or thought.

Skyler and I were in love. We were madly and deeply in love with one another. As the weeks passed, we stopped having phone sex and sending videos and photographs. Skyler and I began meeting secretly as often as we could and began talking about what our future could look like.

During the summer, Sklyer spent a few weeks with her father in Florida and then visited her sister and brother-in-law in South Carolina. I missed her so much that I decided to take a week-long vacation in South Carolina so we could see each other.

It was a glimpse into what a relationship with Sklyer could be like without needing to hide. We held hands as we walked and showed affection toward each other while in public. She spent a few nights with me, and I loved waking up to her beside me in the morning.

There was a six-year age gap between Sklyer and me, but I looked younger than my age, and Sklyer looked older than her age. The only disapproving looks we received while in South Carolina were from those who weren't fond of lesbian relationships. 

Skyler was no longer in my class, and we didn't see much of each other during the school day. We missed seeing each other at school as much as we had and began taking risks that we shouldn't have taken. Skyler began spending the night with me at my house as often as she could, and we began spending time together in public on the weekends out of town.

Skyler had four months until she graduated. It was late on a Saturday night, and Skyler and I had spent the day together at an out-of-town flea market. After we had sex on my living room sofa and cuddled when Sklyer's cell phone rang.

Skyler got off the sofa, smiled, and answered the call. "I'm with Summer, Mom," she said, and I watched her smile disappear.

Skyler looked afraid and nervous as she ended the call. "Fuck!" she said and began dressing quickly.

"What's going on?"

"My mom is here!"

"What?!"

"She's here!"

I dressed as quickly as I could, but it wasn't fast enough. I was pulling my panties up when my door swung open. I was momentarily blinded by a flash of light and then looked at Theresa. "Hi, my baby girl," Terry calmly said.

"Hey, mom," Skyer responded with her voice quivering.

"I need to speak to Taylor alone, sweetie. I'll meet you at home."

I could see the fear and worry in Skyler's eyes as she slowly walked away from me and toward her mother. "Mom?"

"I will see you at home."

Skyler turned around and looked at me with tears in her eyes when Theresa shouted, "Leave now, Skyler!"

Skyler turned around and sprinted out of my house, leaving Theresa and me alone. Theresa closed the door and stared at me with a death stare. "It's not what you think," I said.

She laughed, shook her head, and responded, "You're standing in front of me in your panties and a shirt with no bra, and it's not what I think? Then again, it's not so much what I think as it is what I know."

I grabbed my shorts and put them on as Theresa looked at me and smirked. "I trusted you. I trusted you with my daughter and in my home. I paid you to tutor her, and you've been teaching her a lot of things."

"What do you know?"

Theresa began laughing maniacally, and when she took a step toward me, I took a step backward. She stopped laughing and said, "I'm not going to attack you. I'm going to allow the criminal justice system to take care of your ass. Enjoy what little remaining freedom you have left."

"We're in love, Terry."

"You're a sick fucking cunt, and you're going to go where you need to go. Stay the fuck away from my daughter. If I see you within a hundred yards of her, I'll take care of your ass myself."

Theresa looked at me with disdain and exited my house. She had taken a photograph of me putting my panties on beside Sklyer, but that didn't worry me. What worried me was the tone of Theresa's voice and her telling me that the criminal justice system would take care of me. I was curious to know if she had gone to the police or planned on going to the police.

I didn't sleep that night, and I didn't hear from Skyer on Sunday. I wanted to speak to her, but I knew it wouldn't be a good idea to reach out to her. I stood outside before school began and waited for Sklyer to pull into the parking lot, but she didn't.

I was toward the end of my first-period class when my colleague Maryellen entered my classroom. "I'm taking over your class. Principal Murphy needs to see you in her office."

I exited my classroom, and as soon as I walked into the main office, I realized that my life was over. All eyes were on me. "I'm Detective Ramos. Are you Taylor Manning?"

"Yes, sir."

"Please turn around and place your hands behind your back."

I complied, was handcuffed, and read my Miranda rights. "I understand, sir," I said, and I was escorted from the main office and through the corridor as the first period ended.

It was humiliating to be escorted out of the high school and into the police car while students looked at me in shock. I was taken to the police station, uncuffed, and placed in an interrogation room.

"Ms. Manning. Things will be much easier for you if you're truthful about your relationship with Sklyer Evans."

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"Yeah, you do."

"I have nothing to say other than I would like an attorney."

"Very well," the detective stated and escorted me out of the interrogation room and into a cell.

Calling my father to tell him that I was in trouble and needed an attorney was the most difficult phone call I had ever made. Seeing the sadness and disappointment on my father's face in court was one of the worst experiences of my life. I met my attorney when I was arraigned and pleaded not guilty. My father posted my bail, and I was released.

The media loves a good story and couldn't get enough of the twenty-four-year-old teacher involved in a sexual relationship with an eighteen-year-old female student. It was national news. I couldn't watch television or listen to the radio without hearing my name.

To state that I wasn't a fan of how my story was being told would be an understatement. I was portrayed as a sexual predator who groomed Skyler for my sexual needs. Public opinion was split on my case. They were those who felt that there was nothing wrong with my relationship with Skyer because she was of age, and our relationship was consensual. Others felt that because I had been Skyler's teacher and in a position of authority, it should have never happened.   

Theresa had been suspicious about Skyler and me for much longer than I could have imagined. She had gone to the police months prior to arriving at my home that night. I was facing twenty years in prison and as much as a hundred thousand dollars in restitution.

There was nothing I could say or do to deny my relationship with Skyler. The amount of evidence against me was staggering. The police had photographs, videos, romance novels, and even evidence that I had gone to South Carolina the previous summer and spent time with Sklyer there.

There was no point in going to trial, so I gave my attorney permission to negotiate a plea deal. "I'm sorry, Taylor, but this is the best that I can do. They have a slam dunk case against you," my attorney said.

My negotiated plea deal was for a prison sentence of ten years. I would need to serve five years in prison and then serve the rest of my sentence on probation. I would also be a registered sex offender for the rest of my life and need to pay fifty thousand dollars in restitution.

It was late at night, and I was sitting on the beach, drinking alone and watching the ocean waves. "Taylor!" I heard my name shouted from a distance. I got up and continued to hear my name being shouted and getting closer. It was Skyler.   

She wrapped her arms around me and sobbed as I held her and sobbed along with her. "We didn't do anything wrong, baby. We're going to fight as hard as we can."

"I'm going to plead guilty," I responded.

Skyler pushed me away from her and looked at me with anger. "You didn't do anything wrong! Why would you plead guilty?!"

"In the eyes of the law, our relationship is illegal. We knew this from the start, and if anyone found out about us, this could happen. I don't have a choice other than to plead guilty because I'm guilty, babe."

"How long?"

I explained the plea deal that my attorney negotiated, and Skyler lost her mind. "Five years! That's bullshit! He needs to do better!"

"It's the best he can do."

"If he cannot do better, then you need to go to trial!"

"If I go to trial, I will be found guilty and could be sentenced up to twenty years."

"I need to fight for us!"

"Skyler, babe. You have your entire life ahead of you and have an amazing future because of how talented you are. You will have a wonderful life without me."

"What the fuck are you talking about?! I don't have a life without you! I don't see or want a future without you, and I'm not going anywhere!"

"You're my victim, and you won't be able to visit me, Skyler."

"I'm not your victim! I'm your girlfriend!"

"Not in the eyes of the law."

"Fuck the law and fuck your plea deal! If you love me, you will go to trial!"

"I do love you, babe. I love you enough to let you go. We had our time together, and now that time is over. I'm going to prison, and you need to move on with your life."

"If you're not going to fight for us, then I will!" Skyler shouted and walked away from me.

I had no idea what Skyler was thinking about doing, but I never expected her to do what she did. Within days, Skyler registered a domain name and created a website. She went as far as hosting the website overseas and recorded a video that she uploaded to the website instead of YouTube so that her video couldn't be taken down.

"My name is Skyler Evans. I'm eighteen and a senior at Sunset Beah High School in Alabama. My girlfriend's name is Taylor Manning, and the media and the Alabama criminal justice system are railroading her.

Two summers ago, I was visiting my sister and brother-in-law in South Carolina. They own a great beach bar, which is where I met Taylor for the first time. She was the hottest woman I'd ever seen. I know most people will agree since many media outlets are referring to her as "The Hot Teacher Predator of Sunset Beach."

When her friend left, I bought her a drink, and she joined me to thank me for the drink. At that time, Taylor wasn't my teacher, and I wasn't her student. I was seventeen, and she was twenty-three. All she knew about me was that I was a student, and she assumed that I was a college student since I was throwing back cocktails at the bar.

I knew that's what she was thinking, and I wanted to get laid, so I wasn't going to blow it by being honest. That night, Taylor became the first woman I ever kissed and the woman to who I gave my virginity. It was amazing. It was the most amazing night of my life, and I spent the rest of the summer dreaming about her, but I never expected to see her again. Imagine our surprise when I entered her classroom for first-period English.

Taylor made it clear that what happened between us while in South Carolina would never happen again, but I did. I'm a straight-A student and purposely did poorly on my SAT practice exams so that my mom would hire Taylor to tutor me. I needed to get Taylor alone so I could put my plan of seducing her into motion.

I need to be clear. I wanted more than to have sex with Taylor. I wanted to be with her. I was in love with her before I began purposely doing poorly on my SAT practice exams so that I could talk to my mother about hiring her as my tutor.

I believed that if I was able to seduce Taylor into having sex with me, she could eventually feel about me how I felt about her. I'm not Taylor's victim. If anyone is a victim, it's her. I hope to one day become a published romance novelist, so I shared an erotic short story with her to get her input.

We began texting, and I began emailing Taylor pages of romance stories, purposely making it obvious that Taylor would be able to tell that I was referring to her. She began adding pages to the stories, and my heart leaped with joy that her characters were Taylor expressing her feelings for me.

My plan was working, but I needed to take things to another level, so I sent her a nude photograph of myself. When she didn't say anything about it, I began sending her more nude photographs of myself. Then, I took things further by sending her videos of me masturbating while talking about her.

When Taylor came to my house to tutor me, I purposely talked sexually to her, and I knew that she was getting close to her breaking point. I practically forced myself on her. I stripped nude, threw myself at her, and got what I wanted. We had sex on my bed, and it was as amazing as the first time we had sex. I showed up at her house after that with the intention of having sex with her, and it again happened.

I was scared and nervous to tell Taylor that I was in love with her, but I told her that I was in love with her that night. It was the happiest moment of my life when Taylor told me that she loved me, too. The plan I had to have Taylor fall in love with me worked to perfection, but my relationship with Taylor has always been more about sex. Taylor and I connect in every way possible.

If Taylor weren't my teacher, there would be nothing illegal about our relationship. Yes, she was my English teacher for a school year, but as I stated earlier, I'm a straight-A student and always have been. Taylor never gave me preferential treatment because she didn't need to. The only power she had over me was having my heart and soul.

The age of consent in South Carolina and Alabama is sixteen years of age. I'm sure that as I'm recording this video, some forty-year-old man or older man is plowing a sixteen-year-old teenage girl on her birthday. That's entirely legal in the eyes of the law in Alabama. Yet, my being in a consensual and loving relationship with Taylor is somehow illegal for no other reason than she's a teacher and I'm a student.

I'll be graduating from high school in three months. In a short three months, my relationship with Taylor would be completely legal, but she's facing a possible twenty-year prison sentence when the only thing she's guilty of is loving me.

I hate to say this because it's not who I am, but look at me. I'm a baddie. If I were sixteen and a whore who stripped nude and bent over, it would have been easy to get a group of men to take turns banging me. Again, that would be completely legal. At sixteen, I was old and wise enough to have sex with anyone sixteen and older, but not with Taylor because she's a teacher. I can go on and on about how absurd the law is, but I think I've made my point.

Taylor wasn't always a hot teacher. She was once an obese girl who was tormented and bullied because of it. Taylor is a good person who worked her ass off to become a teacher. It makes me feel like the most terrible person on Earth that she won't ever be able to do what she loves to do again because she's guilty of loving me.

Taylor won't ever be able to teach in any state for the rest of her life. If that's not enough punishment, she'll also be a registered sex offender for the rest of her life, and she doesn't deserve to be looked at the same as a sick and demented pedophile. Taylor doesn't deserve any of this, and the only reason that she is going through this is because of my loving mother.

Had my mother talked to me before going to the police as if I were a sexual abuse victim, the future that Taylor and I had planned would still be in motion and would happen. I would have been able to explain my relationship with Taylor without any of this happening. One of the worst things about this situation is that my parents and family now understand our relationship. My mother regrets having gone to the police before speaking to me, but it's too late.

Taylor has gone through enough in her life to have this happen to her. I don't think I need to say what happens to women who look like her and who are labeled as sex offenders in prison. The thought of Taylor spending one day in prison makes me not want to live. Not being able to see her now makes me not want to live.

Taylor is more than my girlfriend, whom I love. She's my world, and my world doesn't exist without her. A world without her isn't a life worth living for me. If Taylor goes to prison, I won't be able to see her because I'll be labeled as her victim when the truth is that she's my victim.

I created this website and video out of desperation and with the hope that the court of public opinion will have a positive effect on Taylor's case. I'm begging all of you to share this website and video and donate what you can to her defense fund.

For those of you who don't want to donate without getting anything in return, subscribe to my OnlyFans account to see what my lady love wasn't able to resist."

After watching the video, the only thing that I could think about was not wanting Skyler to have an OnlyFans account. I couldn't leave my house without getting surrounded by the news media. If I were able to get past them and into my car, I ran the risk of being spotted and surrounded by people in public. Contacting Taylor wouldn't help my case, and I was so desperate that I called Theresa.

I was not only surprised that she answered her phone but that she wanted to see me in person. I told her to come over when she could, and I knew she had arrived when the news media outside started losing their minds.

They followed Terry up the stairs to my front door. As soon as I opened my door, microphones were shoved into my face. "No comment, and get off my property!" I shouted.

"Taylor. I'm sorry. She will always be my baby girl, and I thought I was protecting her from you. I had no idea that Skyer had it in her to be so manipulative."

"In Skyler's defense, it didn't take much manipulating. You cannot let her go through with an OnlyFans account."

"I tried, but there's no talking to her. She won't listen to anyone, including my ex-husband and her sister. Skyler said that she's eighteen, it's her body, and she needs the money for your defense."

"I told her that I was taking a plea deal."

"I know you did, but I can't reach her. I need you to please talk to her."

Theresa called Skyler on FaceTime, and it felt so good to see her face that I cried. "Hey, babe," I said.

"Did you see the video?"

"Yeah."

"I'm so sorry, baby. Do you still love me?"

"Yes, I still love you, but I don't want you to have an OnlyFans account. The thought of anyone seeing you that way makes me want to tear the hair out of my head."

"It's like anyone is touching me, and I'm averaging thirty new subscribers per hour. I'm earning thirty-nine and change with each subscriber."

"I don't care. Delete the account."

"That's not happening. We need the money for your trial."

"I'm not going to trial, Skyler! Delete the fucking account!"

"I haven't released any content yet, and I've already made over twelve grand. I hired a lawyer to talk to your attorney, and he's willing to go to trial for a flat fee of sixty thousand."

"I need you to understand and come to terms with the fact that I will be going to prison for five years and am not going to trial."

"I need you to understand that if you don't go trial, I will fucking kill myself!"

"Skyler, please don't talk that way."

"It's the truth. If you don't go to trial, I will slit my fucking wrists. I wasn't lying about what I said in my video. A world without you isn't a life worth living for me."

"What happens when I'm found guilty and go to prison."

"I'll cross that bridge when I get there. In the meantime, I need you to call your lawyer. Tell him to negotiate a plea deal that keeps you out of prison, and if he can't, you will tell him that you're going to trial."

"We've been over this already."

"That was then, and this is now Taylor! Do what the fuck I'm saying!" Skyler shrieked and ended the call.

Theresa was in tears as she sat on my sofa. I sat beside her and asked, "Skyler wouldn't, right?"

"Sklyer tried before, and I do no doubt she's serious."

"Skyler tried before?"

"Yes."

I was stunned. I thought I knew everything there was to know about Sklyer, but I didn't know that she had attempted suicide. Theresa explained that when she and Skyler's father told her that they were separating and getting divorced, Skyler fell into a deep depression.

Skyler believed that her parents knew about her sexuality and were divorcing because of her. Skyler took an entire bottle of expired prescription sleeping pills and chased it with nighttime cough medicine. The only reason Sklyer didn't succeed was because the sleeping pills had been expired for so long that the pills were no longer as strong.

The hospital agreed to call the incident an accidental overdose. Theresa and Skyler's father forced her to attend therapy, and it was because of therapy that Skyler came out to them, her sister, and the rest of her family. Theresa gave me a prepaid cell phone and the number of the prepaid cell phone that she had given to Skyler.

I was surprised when my attorney called and told me that what Skyler was doing was helping my situation. "The assistant district attorney on your case called me with a new offer. The new offer is a sentence of five years, two in prison and three years of probation along with twenty-five thousand in restitution."

"What do you think?"

"I think your girlfriend needs to keep doing what she's doing. Her stunt has gone viral, and it's making the district attorney's office nervous. If this keeps going as it is, I may be able to keep you out of prison."

I was terrified about going to prison, but I was more worried about Skyler. She cried during our entire conversation and kept telling me how much she missed me and how badly she needed to see me. "I miss you, babe, but hopefully, things will turn out for the best, and we will see each other sooner rather than later."

"I can't take this, baby. This isn't fair," she sobbed.

"I know, but it's our reality. I need to stay strong for me."

"I love you so much."

"I love you too, babe, but please stay strong for you and me."

A week later, Taylor uploaded a new video to the website, and it broke my heart to see the pain on her face and hear it in her voice.

"Thank you all so much for the donations. For my patiently waiting OnlyFans subscribers, I'm a little under two hundred subscribers short of releasing content. I also want to thank all the YouTube reactors for their support and for helping the cause.

I want to share something I wrote for Taylor. I hope you all like it," she said.

"You're always in my thoughts, and I long for you to know just how profoundly you are cherished. The distance between us is unbearable. Every day that passes, my love for you deepens, and I find myself dreaming of the moments we will share once we're together again. I imagine your laughter, your touch, and the way your eyes light up when you smile.

I feel your presence in everything I do. The way the sun warms my face, the melody of a song that plays on the radio, even in the quiet moments when I'm alone. You are woven into the very fabric of my days. I find myself counting down the days until we can be together again. Still, until that moment comes, I find comfort in knowing that our love is strong enough to withstand time and distance.

So, my love, as we navigate this period of separation, remember that you are always with me in every heartbeat, every breath, and every thought. I hope that soon, we will bridge this gap and create new memories that will outshine the distance and hardship we've endured. Until then, know that my heart belongs to you completely, and I am yours, now and always. With all my love, Skyler."

I cried and kept replaying the video. That began a week where all I did was cry while moping around the house. I had never been so depressed in my life, and I was thankful when my family came to visit when they did.

Having my sister, father, mother, stepfather, aunt, uncles, and cousins in my home was what I needed when I needed it. There were members of my family who wanted nothing to do with me, and it hurt to know that they felt that way about me. I knew what the law was and that I was guilty of breaking the law, but in my heart, I didn't feel that I had done anything wrong.

"Two years prison and ten thousand in restitution. They're playing hardball and told me that if you don't take the offer, they're finished negotiating, Taylor. It's a good deal."

"Do you think if we go to trial, I could receive a better sentence?"

"I wish I could see the future, but I can't. The case is still rock solid, and there's an extremely strong possibility that you can be sentenced to a longer term than the original deal."

"How long do I have to think about it?"

"Three days."

I called Sklyer with the news, but she wouldn't change her stance. "You're not going to prison!"

"It's only two years. My case is high profile, and they'll probably put me into protective custody."

"I cannot go two years without seeing you, baby! I haven't seen you in two months, and I want to put a fucking bullet in my head!

"Two years is a good deal. I could be made an example and get a twenty-year sentence. How am I supposed to get through that, knowing that I'm the reason you're not alive anymore?"

"I'm sorry that I threatened suicide. I don't know what to do. If you decide to accept the deal, I'll wait for you. I will count the days until we can see each other again, and then we can start the future we want."

"I might not be the same person when I get out."

"You're my person, and nothing will change that. I need to go," she said and ended the call as she began crying.

I had a major case of cabin fever. I needed to get out and was relieved when I looked out the window and didn't see a news van. I walked out onto the deck and looked around, and I didn't see anyone. I grabbed my purse, got into my car, and drove around town for a while. I had a craving for an iced coffee and went into the coffee shop that I had always gone to.

I was nervous about the owner, Nadine, wanting me in her store, so I was relieved when she greeted me with a smile. When she walked out from behind the counter and hugged me, I felt like crying.

"It's good to see you. How are you holding up?"

"Not well. I'm going to prison."

"For how long?"

"Two years."

"You shouldn't be going to prison at all. I know the law is cut and dry, but common-sense exceptions should be made on a case-by-case basis."

"You don't think anything wrong?"

"No, I don't, Taylor. It's not like you were extorting the girl so she could get a passing grade or better grades. Skyler is a beautiful young woman, and she seduced you."

My heart sank as I watched a news van stop in front of the shop. "Oh no," I said as Nadine shook her head in disgust.

"No, recording in my establishment, sir," Nadine said when the reporter entered.

"May I speak to you outside?" the reporter asked me.

"You may not," I responded.

"Have it your way, Ms. Manning," he said with a wink and a smile.

Within minutes, other news vans and reporters for the local newspapers began showing up. Nadine angrily walked to the door, locked it, and flipped the sign from open to closed. "I'm sorry about this. I'll leave."

"You'll do no such thing. You'll stay here, and we'll wait them out."

It seemed like a good idea, but almost two hours later, they had yet to leave. "Don't you have a back door I can sneak out of?"

"I do, but how are you going to get to your car?"

"Good point."

I went into Nadine's office with her, and it was somehow news that I was in a coffee shop and wouldn't talk. My life had become a nonstop circus, and I felt bad that Nadine was losing business because of me.

"Oh my God!" I exclaimed as I watched Summer and Skyler on camera and approaching the coffee shop. Skyler placed herself in front of the coffee shop and went on a tirade.

"What do you people want from her?! Hasn't she been through enough?! I know I have, and none of you care about either of us! None of you have any idea how terrible this has been for me or Taylor!"

"Tell us?!" a reporter shouted.

Summer pushed her way through the reporters, stood beside Skyler, and took hold of her hand. "Living through this is the worst thing that has happened to me and Taylor. Show of hands. How many of you are married, in a long-term relationship, or simply in love?

Great, now let me ask you all another question. How would you feel if you weren't able to see or speak to the person you loved? How would you feel if there was some outdated law on the books that made your relationship with that person illegal, even though it has nothing to do with your relationship? That's why I'm dealing with and what she's dealing with people.

She's already lost her career, and soon, she'll lose her freedom because of what I did. Instead of chasing her around and not letting her get a cup of coffee, why don't any of you harass the district attorney's office? Why don't you camp outside the district attorney's house and ask him why he's prosecuting her when Taylor didn't do anything wrong?

Why don't any of you ask him why I can't be with the person I love and who loves me?!"

I couldn't take it. I needed to see Skyler, so I ran out of Nadine's office and into the coffee shop's window as Nadine followed me. I knocked on the glass, and Summer looked at me. She let go of Skyler's hand and said something to her.

Skyler turned around, and we locked eyes. She placed her hands on the glass, and I placed my hands against the glass. Skyler and I looked into each other's eyes and cried while staring at one another through the glass.

"Nadine! Unlock the door!" I shouted.

"That's not a good idea, Taylor. You and Sklyer can't be around one another. You'll get into more trouble than you're already in."

"Nadine, please. I don't care. She needs me."

Nadine unlocked the door, and Skyler immediately entered. We ran to each other while crying, kissed each other, and held each other tightly as the cameras recorded us through the window of the coffee shop.

Skyler and I held each other until the police arrived to arrest me. Skyler had a court-ordered protective order that I violated by coming into contact with her. I kissed her lips, told her that I loved her, turned around, was cuffed, and arrested for the second time in my life.

Skyler walked behind the arresting officer, and he was nice enough to let her kiss me before placing me into the car. "I love you!" Taylor shouted as I smiled at her and drove away.

I was arraigned for the second time in my life, but unlike the previous arraignment, I pleaded guilty to violating the restraining order. My bail was revoked, and I was remanded into custody. I was back in county jail and placed into protective custody.

It was surreal to watch the news and watch myself kissing Sklyer inside the coffee shop on television. I was in county jail for a few days when my attorney came to see me. "We need to stop meeting this way," he joked.

"What's the news, Douglas?"

"A five hundred dollar fine for violating the restraining order. Three years of probation and five thousand dollars in restitution on the original charge. Unfortunately, you will still be a registered sex offender. There's isn't anything I can do about that."

"I'm not going to prison?!"

"As soon as I saw the news footage of what happened at the coffee shop, I knew I could cut a deal."

"Thank you so much!"

"You're welcome, but it wasn't difficult. "

The terms of my probation weren't bad. I needed to report to my probation officer monthly and take a drug test. I was given a curfew of between ten at night and six in the morning and wasn't allowed to leave the state without permission.

Skyler was there to pick me up when I was released, and I watched her graduate high school from Theresa's cell phone. I wanted to be there, but I didn't want to cause a commotion with my presence. It brought a smile to my face as everyone in attendance clapped and cheered when Sklyer was officially presented with the Mitchell scholarship.

Skyler and I felt the media attention would eventually fade away, and although it lessened, it never went away. People cared about our story. They wanted to know if we were still together and how our relationship was going. It was hard to spend time together in public without people asking to take photographs with us. It was also difficult when some people saw us together and said that I should be in prison for what I had done.

"What do you need to see me about Ms. Manning?" Skyler asked as I pushed the assignment across the desk to her.

I grab a red pen and respond, "It's not your best work. I'm giving you a B minus."

"I need an A, Ms. Manning. If I don't get an A, I won't qualify for my scholarship."

I smirked at her and said, "You would need extra credit in order for me to give you an A."

"I'm all for extra credit, and I'll do anything."

"Anything?"

"Yes, Ms. Manning."

I got up from my chair, walked to the door, closed it, and locked it.

"Have you eaten yet?" I asked with a sexy and seductive tone as Skyler looked at me nervously.

"No, I haven't."

I slowly walked from the door to the desk. I removed my panties from beneath my skirt and then removed my skirt. I sat on the desk, spread my legs, and responded, "Enjoy your meal."

Skyler looks at me with nervousness and hesitates until I place my hand behind her head and force her face into my pussy. "You're getting close to a B plus."

I swayed my pussy into Sklyer's mouth and told her to use her finger. Skyler penetrated my pussy with her finger and finger fucked me while eating my pussy. "Make me cum, Sklyer!" I exclaimed.

Skyler made me cum and removed her finger from inside my pussy, and stopped going down on me. I got off the desk as Skyler wiped my juices from her mouth. I removed Sklyer's shoes and said, "Stand up, Skyler."

Skyler nervously got up from the chair. I removed her shirt and bra. I licked and sucked her nipples and then removed her jeans and panties. I bent Sklyer over the desk and then walked around to the other side of the desk. I removed the strap-on from the drawer and put it on. I removed my blouse and bra and placed myself behind Sklyer.

I slowly penetrated her pussy with the strap-on, placed my hands on her shoulders, and began pounding her pussy. "When I hear you cum, you'll have your A!"

As I fucked Skyler, she played with herself and shouted, "I'm so close to getting that A, Ms. Manning!"

I continued pounding Sklyer's pussy as she continued playing with herself until she had an intense and loud orgasm. I removed the strap-on from her pussy, and she turned around. We kissed passionately and stopped kissing. I grabbed the red pen and wrote an A plus on the assignment.

"Great work, Sklyer."

"Thank you, Ms. Manning."

Skyler ran across the room and turned off the camera. "That was so much fun."

"Are you sure about this, babe?"

"Give the people what they want," she responded with laughter.

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure that I love you," she replied with a smile and a kiss on my lips.

I wasn't a fan of Sklyer's OnlyFans account when she had one. She closed the account a few months after I was released after paying my father back for my legal fees and putting some money away for the future.

I had worthless bachelor's and master's degrees because I would never teach again, and the job market for a convicted felon and sex offender didn't give me many career options. I was going broke, and Sklyer suggested we start a new OnlyFans account together.

"People won't always care, and it's insane that our fifteen minutes of fame are being extended. We need to strike while the iron is hot, baby." 

I had deleted my Instagram account and had no social media presence, whereas Sklyer embraced the attention. She had over five hundred thousand followers on Instagram and two hundred thousand followers on TikTok. Skyler was constantly recording and photographing us, no matter what we were doing.

Her social media presence exploded when she released a short video montage on TikTok of our life together. I knew that Skyler made me happy, that I loved her, that I made her happy, and that she loved me, but watching that video montage made me realize how truly happy and in love she was with me.

Sklyer's video montage began with a caption of "Kisses All the Time!" It showed a few clips of me smiling and kissing Sklyer at different times. "Amazing Foot Rubs!" The next clip showed me smiling while rubbing Skyler's feet. The next clip showed me making dinner and then placing a plate of food in front of Skyer with the caption "Delicious Dinners!"

"Quality Time!" the next caption read and showed clips of me holding Sklyer's hand as we walked, cuddling with her on the sofa as we watched television, lying on the beach, and kissing her while in the water.

"Waking Up Next to Her!" the caption read, with clips of me doing what I did every morning when Sklyer stayed with me. I woke up with her cell phone in my face. I'd smile and playfully push it away.

"Being Loved by Her!" was the last clip that was a montage of the video montage.

The TikTok video Skyer made went viral. It was like every YouTube reaction content creator made a video about Sklyer's video. Most of the comments were positive, but there were a lot of hate-filled comments that stated that I had brainwashed Sklyer and that I should have been sent to prison.

Skyler and I continued releasing content on OnlyFans. In contrast, Sklyer continued building her social media presence by posting photographs of us and releasing videos on TikTok. Skyler graduated on time, and Summa cum laude. She moved in with me after graduating from college, and we settled into life at my father's house in Sunset Beach.

Over four years after I faced a possible twenty-year prison sentence, people still hadn't had enough of our story. "Baby, do it."

"I don't want to take part in it."

"Don't you want people to hear your side of the story?"

"People already know my side of the story, and there will always be people who will feel how they feel regardless of what I say."

"You need to do it, baby."

"No, I don't. The documentary is going to be made regardless of whether I take part in it or not. I don't have an issue with you doing it or our friends and families being interviewed, but I don't want to take part in it."

"Please, do it."

"Why does it matter so much to you?"

"People will always have their opinions about you and us, but this is an opportunity for you to get closure. People have never heard from you, and you won't ever have an opportunity like this to express how you feel and share your side of our story."

"Alright. I'll do it."

I decided to take part in the documentary because Sklyer was right. I needed people to hear my side of the story because I needed closure. I wanted to put it all behind me and move on with my life, but I didn't feel that I would be able to unless I took part in the documentary.

I thought it was surreal to watch myself kissing Skyler inside the coffee shop on television years prior, but it was more surreal to watch my life story being told to me through the documentary. I'll admit that the producers did an amazing job, and although I knew what I said during my interviews, I was worried about what they would cut and how I would come across to people.

The four-part documentary was the number one-watched program on Netflix for over three months. I was satisfied with how I came across and thrilled that hardly anything I said was cut from my interviews.

I was sitting outside on the deck as the sun set, drinking a glass of wine and reading a romance novel. Skyler walked to me, kissed my lips, and handed me an envelope. I looked at the name on the return address and couldn't believe my eyes. Skyler went into the house, and I quickly opened the envelope.

"Dear Taylor,

I watched the documentary and would like to thank you for not saying my name when you could have and had every right to. I've been thinking a lot about the past, and it was important to reach out and express something that's been on my mind for quite some time.

Looking back, I realize that my behavior towards you was hurtful and unacceptable. I didn't fully understand the impact of my actions or the pain that I would cause you. was causing. How I treated you was wrong and inexcusable. I want you to know that I deeply regret my behavior and the distress I caused you.

At that time, I was struggling with my insecurities and issues. Instead of dealing with them healthily, I took them out on you. I'm ashamed of how I acted and how I made you feel. I'm truly sorry for the pain I inflicted and for not recognizing sooner how much it affected you.

No one deserves to be treated the way I treated you. You didn't deserve to be bullied or to feel less than you are. I had no right to expose your sexuality. I hope that in the years since the scars of that day have faded.

I don't expect this letter to change the past or undo the hurt I caused, but I do hope it might provide some small measure of closure. You deserve to hear that I am genuinely sorry and that I regret my actions.

Thank you for taking the time to read this. I hope that you can find it in your heart to accept my apology. I understand if you don't. I wish you continued happiness and success in life.

Wishing you all the best,

Britney."

I was reading the letter for a third time when Sklyer joined me outside on the deck. I finished reading the letter and then handed it to Skyler. She read the letter and looked at me. "How do you feel?"

"Great," I admitted.

I felt great because Britney didn't need to write that letter to me. Although I knew how badly what she had done affected me, I didn't truly realize how much it did until I received that letter. The next day, I wrote Britney a heartfelt letter accepting her apology. 

A few weeks later, Sklyer gave me the pages of the novel she had written about our lives and relationships. I read her book in one sitting and had tears in my eyes when I finished. Skyler had offers from publishers, but I talked her into self-publishing.

We printed two thousand copies, and when the boxes arrived, I photographed her holding the book, which she posted to her Instagram account. "Time to start fulfilling orders!" I shouted with glee.

"I need you to read the last page again."

"Why?"

"Please read the last page again," she said and handed me the book.

I turned to the last page and began reading from the top of the page. I didn't read anything different until I arrived at the last paragraph. I slowly lowered the book and looked at Skyler, down on her knee and holding the ring.

"Yes! I will marry you!" I shouted with joy and with tears streaming from my eyes.

"The only question that remains to be answered is whether Taylor will marry me when I ask her. Taylor, will you marry me?" was how Skyler ended the novel. It was the most romantic and heartfelt way for anyone to propose.

Skyler and I married on Sunset Beach, and for the first time in my life, I didn't mind the media coverage. Sarah was my maid of honor, and Summer was Skyler's maid of honor. I legally changed my name to Taylor Manning-Evans.

Skyler's novel sold over six million copies, which set us up for life. We deleted our OnlyFans account and purchased the house off Sunset Beach from my father. We knocked it down and built our forever home on the lot.

"Baby. I'm going to be thirty soon."

"Yeah, in two years."

"Once I turn thirty, it'll be more difficult."

"Babe, we've talked about this, and I thought we were on the same page."

"I know we did, and we were on the same page, but I want a baby," Skyler responded with her chin quivering.

"It wouldn't be right of us to bring a baby into the world with our past. He or she will need to deal with it, and it wouldn't be fair to him or her."

"Our past is our past."

"We live at Sunset Beach. Our child will attend the same high school when the time comes."

"That's a long time from now. By then, we'll be old news and forgotten," Skyler cried.

"Have you truly thought about this?"

"Yes. I've thought about this long and hard, and I need a child. It'll make our family complete."

Skyler looked more beautiful than ever when pregnant. She had a glow about her, and I couldn't keep my hands, fingers, lips, and mouth off her, not that she minded. Skyler was constantly horny when pregnant, and we had the most amazing and mind-altering sex during her pregnancy.

Channing Manning-Evans was over eight pounds when born. Skyler continued writing romance novels but had yet to achieve the success she did with our story, but she was still successful. Skyler didn't write for money. She wrote for the love of writing. Not being able to teach anymore left me feeling incomplete, so I opened an online tutoring business. Like Skyler, I didn't do it for the money. I did it because of my love of teaching.

As a mother, I worried about Channing having the experiences I had when growing up, but he didn't. Channing was tall, handsome, athletic, and extremely popular. He would attend the same university as Skyler but on a football scholarship instead of an academic scholarship.

I was sitting in the living room and watching television when the program I was watching was interrupted by breaking local news as Skyler worked in her office.

"Sunset Beach High School teacher Amanda Jennings has been taken into custody for having a sexual relationship with a student. Ms. Jennings has been employed at Sunset Beach High for two years and where she teaches History…" the news reporter said.

"Babe!" I shouted.

Skyler came running out of her office and joined me in the living room. She sat beside me and watched the news with me. "It's been almost thirty years since another teacher, Ms. Taylor Manning, was taken into custody under similar circumstances…" the reporter said.

"Wow. This is crazy," Sklyer said to me when Channing ran into the house with tears in his eyes.

"Mom. Mother. I need your help," he said with panic.

Skyler and I looked at one another and then at Channing. "Talk to us, honey," Skyler said.

"We were careful! I don't know how anyone found out, but someone did!" he cried as Sklyer jumped off the couch and embraced Channing.

I don't know what the chances were that our son would find himself in the same situation that Skyler had once been in, but that's a different story.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “Beyond the Curriculum.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page. If you enjoyed this story, I would sincerely appreciate a review.
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