

The school year seemed to have gone by at the speed of light.

I’m happy but sad at the same time.

I’m happy that my colleagues are throwing a goodbye party for me but I’m sad that when the next school year begins, I won’t be teaching with them any longer.

It’s not often that a person gets to teach at the high school they once attended but I did.

All I had ever wanted was to leave South Dallas to never return but with teaching jobs at a minimum, it was an offer I couldn’t refuse, especially since it was my only offer.

For the last three years, I did all that I could do to make a difference in the lives of my students.

Knowing how hard I had it growing up I knew that my students were going through the same things.

I tutored for free, I created after school programs, I raised money doing anything that I could such as car washes, bake sales, and thrift sales.

“Here’s to one Ms. Nicole Russo.

It’s rare to find such a dedicated and caring teacher but for the last three years, we’ve had the privilege of having her as a member of our faculty.

Our school and our community are now better than when she arrived, and we hope to continue her efforts.

We are happy that you’re moving on but saddened that you won’t be with us anymore.

On behalf of the faculty, students, and the parent-teacher association please accept this token of gratitude” my friend, and soon to be ex-principal, Malik Taylor states to the packed restaurant as he hands me a large envelope.

I slowly open the large envelope and pull out a plane ticket along with a small folder as I’m unsure as to what I’m looking at.

I gaze at the plane ticket as my heart begins to race.

A round trip ticket from Dallas to Hawaii!

I slowly open the small folder where a paid in full receipt for a studio apartment in Honolulu, Hawaii sits along with a paid in full receipt for a rental car!

“Oh my God…I can’t accept this!” I yell out to the room as the room erupts into cheers and claps.

“Girl, you better accept that!” an all too familiar voice exclaims.

I quickly scan the room and become consumed with pure joy as I notice that my best friend in the world, Tiana Johnson, is in attendance.

“Tee Jay!

Oh my God, what are you doing here!” I cry out as I run toward her.

“I wouldn’t miss this for the world!” she screams out as we embrace.

“When did you get here?” I ask with tears forming in my eyes as she smiles and replies, “Last night.

I wanted to surprise you.”

As Tiana sits next to me as we begin to eat, I wonder what would my life have been like if not for Tiana?

As a Caucasian girl, being born and raised in a predominately African American neighborhood was hard for me.

By the time I started junior high school the name-calling, bullying, and loneliness I had felt had become normal to me.

On the very first day of seventh grade, I was at my assigned locker putting my things away when Tamika Roberson pushed me from my side as I lost my balance and crashed to the floor.

“You think you’re better than me with your blue eyes and long straight hair, don’t you, cracker bitch!’ she screamed at me as a looked up at her and her friends with terror.

“Please, Tamika, just leave me alone” I cried out.

“You going to cry, bitch?!” she lashed out at me.

As I tried to rise to my feet, Tamika pushed my back down as her and her friends started to chant in unison, “Cry bitch, cry” over and again.

“Just leave me alone!” I screamed out as suddenly and as if out of nowhere I watched I hand brush across Tamika’s face followed by a loud sound of a slap.

The chants that had filled the hallway was replaced with silence as I looked at the tall, large girl that now stood between me and Tamika.

“Leave her the fuck alone or I’m going to whoop that ass!” the girl yelled loudly and for all to hear as Tamika looked at the girl with fear in her eyes.

“If I ever see this shit happen again, I’ll spend every day of this year fucking your ass up,” the girl said calmly as Tamika and her friends walked away from us.

The tall large girl extended her hand and helped me to my feet.

As I began to cry, I wrapped my arms around her tightly and said the word, “Thank you” over and again as she unwrapped my arms from around her.

“Does this happen a lot?” she asked me as I nodded my head.

“That’s messed up but don’t worry I have your back,” she said to me with a warm smile.

“Why?” I asked her.

“Why not…we’re all the same aren’t we?” she asked as I looked at her and smiled.

“I’d like to think so” I admitted to her.

“I’m Tiana Johnson but my friends call me Tee Jay,” she said to me.

“I’m Nicole Russo,” I said to her in a low tone of voice.

“What do your friends call you?” she asks as I shrugged my shoulders as I couldn’t bring the words, “I don’t have friends” to my lips.

“Nicky” I lied to her as she smiled and said, “Nice to meet you, Nicky.”

That was the start of our friendship.

We became as close as sisters and the fact that I was white, and she was black didn’t matter to either of us.

That was practically the only thing we didn’t have in common.

We were both homebodies, straight-A students, didn’t have much money or clothes, lived in the same apartment complex and both were being raised by single parents.

Her mom was raising her alone as my dad was raising me alone.

My dad was and still is the superintendent of the apartment complex where I was raised, and her mom was and still is a house cleaner.

Tee Jay and I were inseparable.

College was hard for both of us.

We both had full-ride scholarships, but both worked full time to have money to live on as both our parents were scraping by.

Tee Jay had a serious relationship with a guy named Brian who she had met at her job at the movie theatre she worked at during the latter part of freshman year.

I don’t want to sound conceited or narcissistic in the least but to state, I received a ton of attention from the opposite sex would be an understatement.

I often wished I didn’t look the way that I did as I hated the constant sexual harassment.

My job as a waitress at a theme restaurant that exposed my lady parts and left little to the imagination didn’t help matters.

My shirt was so small and tight that wearing a bra wasn’t possible and my tiny short skirt was so low cut that if I accidentally bent over the wrong way patrons could see my panties.

The tips were great but being gawked at by little boys dining with their fathers, teenagers, guys my age, fathers, and worst of all guys old enough to be my grandfather made me feel dirty and cheap.

I can’t tell you how many times drunk patrons grabbed my ass or touched me inappropriately in other ways.

Tee Jay was the closest person in the world to me and the one person who knew anything and everything about me except for one thing.

No one other than me knew that I was a lesbian.

I’ll spare you the details of how, when, and how old I was when I knew that I was sexually attracted to girls and only girls.

I had never acted on my sexual desires but that had more to do with opportunity than anything else.

I had often seen girls who I was attracted to, but I wasn’t one to flirt or hit on a girl.

I had never had a girl make sexual advances to me, so I continued to go about my life.

Besides, it's not like girls walked around holding signs that stated, “I’m a lesbian and I find you attractive.”

In the summer between my freshman year and sophomore year of college, Tee Jay and I continued to live in our tiny off-campus apartment and worked.

I arrived at the restaurant for the usual staff meeting before we reopened for dinner service when the sexiest girl, I had ever seen introduced herself.

“Good evening, staff.

I’d like to introduce you to our new shift manager, Alexis Daniels.

She’s experienced and joins us from a nameless competitor” my boss and franchise owner, Gilbert said with pride.

I would like to tell you what she said that evening, but I couldn’t tell you.

All I can tell you was that as she spoke, I heard nothing as I became fixated on her lips with warmth engulfing my body.

Alexis was around five feet six inches tall, had long straight black hair and dark black eyes.

Her body was tanned, she had huge tits and a firm looking voluptuous ass.

What I can tell you is that she made me beyond nervous whenever she spoke to me or came close to me.

Alexis had this habit of touching me all the time.

It could be something as simple as moving my hair off my shoulder or touching my hand when she told me to do something.

She also complimented me all the time.

She would tell me how great my hair looked, how the shade of lipstick I was wearing made me look sexy or how she loved what I was wearing before changing into my outfit at the restaurant.

After only a week I found myself and Alexis alone in the restaurant as I helped her close out the books and do some final cleaning up touches around the bar and tables.

A week or so later, we were now spending close to two hours after closing in the restaurant talking and having a couple of “well-earned drinks” behind the bar.

A little over a month after Alexis becoming my shift manager, we were again alone in the restaurant sipping a couple of drinks behind the bar as a tropical storm poured water as outside as if being dropped from the sky in buckets.

We looked at each other as we both grabbed two garbage bags each and ran out the back door in the pouring rain, tossed the garbage bags into the dumpster, and ran back inside the restaurant.

We had only been outside for a little over a minute but were soaked from head to toe.

I remember taking a seat at the bar as Alexis walked behind it and made us a couple of drinks.

She became fixated on my chest and smiled at me as I looked at her awkwardly.

I looked at my chest and realized that my shirt was so wet that it was practically see-through.

I made a nervous laugh as I covered my tits by crossing my arms over them as she looked at me, chuckled, and let out a small laugh.

She placed her hands on my arms and pulled them apart as she looks at me and said, “You don’t have anything I don’t.”

She placed the drink before me as I took a big drink and placed it back onto the bar.

I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her long dripping wet hair and beautiful face as we drank in the restaurant in silence.

I finished my drink and said, “I’m going to change out of these” as I walked from the bar into the small locker room in the restaurant.

I removed sneakers, my shirt, and skirt and grabbed my pants from the locker as I heard the door to the locker room open and close.

I turned my body toward the door and looked at Alexis who was standing a few feet from me as I placed my pants in front of me to cover my bare tits.

She smiled at me and walked to me slowly.

She took hold of my pants and gently pulled on them as I let go and she placed my pants onto a chair.

She smiled as she locked eyes with me and scanned my bare tits down to my feet and back up to my eyes.

I could feel nothing but nervousness as she placed her hands on my hips and moved her mouth to within inches of my lips.

She closed her eyes as I closed mine and felt our lips touch.

When our tongues touched the nervousness that I had felt seemed to disappear as we kissed, and I felt her hands leave my hips and work up my stomach to my tits.

As we continued to kiss as she fondled my tits and nipples as I let out a gasp of pleasure.

Before I could process what was happening, I felt her hand begin to caress my pussy over my panties as we stopped kissing and gazed into each other’s eyes.

Alexis dropped to her knees as she grabbed in the inside of my panties and slowly pulled them down to my ankles and off.

She rose to her feet as we again began to kiss, and she began to rub my pussy.

As she played with my pussy, we stopped kissing as I placed my head on her shoulder as she caressed my pussy and began to rub my clitoris.

She gently kissed my lips as she continued to caress and play with my pussy as she then took my hand and gently sat me on the chair where she had placed my pants.

She sat on her knees and gently spread my legs apart as she kissed my nipples, kissed my stomach, and kissed my pussy.

I felt her tongue lick my pussy as I moaned with pleasure as she buried her tongue inside of me and began to lick my clitoris.

I placed my hand on the top of her soaking wet hair as she continues to orally please me.

I felt her penetrate me with her finger as she began to finger fuck me as she continued to lick and sucked on my clitoris.

I placed my legs on her shoulders as I closed my eyes and enjoyed every second of her every touch.

As the thunder cracked outside, I opened my eyes as the locker room was lit by lightning as I watched her please me.

I had never felt such pleasure in my life.

I had masturbated to orgasm but had never had sex let alone orgasm as I was being pleased.

“I’m going to cum” I cried out as she pleased me more forcefully as she had until I exploded loudly in pleasure.

She removed her finger from inside of me and stopped licking me as she rose to her feet and quickly undressed.

As I gazed at her beautiful nude body all I knew was that I wanted to make her feel as she had just made me feel.

I arose from my seat as we switched positions as she now sat in the chair and I was sitting on my knees as Alexis had been.

I looked at her beautiful shaven pink pussy and went right in.

I remember more than anything how much I enjoyed her taste as my face quickly became drenched in her juices.

Although I had never done this before I knew what she had done to make me feel as good as I did so I did my best to mimic her actions.

As I had done earlier Alexis exploded with pleasure with her pussy in my mouth.

Afterward, we kissed, both dressed and smiled at each other.

“You want a ride home?” she asked me as I smiled and nodded my head.

Alexis drove me home through the pounding storm and kissed me goodnight as I ran from her car and into my apartment.

I know me having lesbian sex with my shift manager in the locker room of a closed restaurant is not a romantic story but it’s my story.

Before that night I had never kissed a girl but the first time I kissed a girl it led to me losing my virginity.

I was beyond sexually attracted to Alexis and my first time with her in the restaurant would be far from the last time.

We continued our sexual after hour sexual trysts for months.

Tee Jay continuously asked me if I had someone special in my life, but I kept denying it.

I knew I was acting different and Tee Jay knew I was acting differently, but I wouldn’t allow myself to tell her due to fear of her reaction.

I was spending a ton of time with Alexis away from the restaurant I knew that I was falling head over heels for her.

I explained to Alexis that we couldn’t be together at my apartment as I didn’t want Tee Jay to know that I was gay.

Alexis explained to me that she still lived at home with her parents and that she wasn’t ready to come out to them so we couldn’t be together at her house.

It was close to Christmas time and I wanted nothing more than to tell Alexis that I was in love with her.

That was until the night she called me and told me she needed to speak with me.

We met in the parking lot of a diner not too far from my apartment.

I walked the few blocks and smiled as I saw her sitting in her car.

I entered the car and went in for a kiss as she quickly turned her head away from me.

“Nicole, we can’t do this anymore,” she said to me with no emotion.

“What? Why?” I asked with horror as she showed me her left hand.

I was beyond stunned to see a huge diamond ring on her finger.

“I’m getting married,” she said to me as she locked eyes with me and then looked away.

“Married?!

How the fuck are you getting married?!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

“I’m sorry,” she said to me.

“Sorry?!

I love you!” I cried out as she closed her eyes tightly and locked eyes with me.

“I didn’t mean for this to happen,” she said to me.

Long story short, Alexis didn’t live at home with her parents, she lived in an apartment with her longtime boyfriend.

To make matters worse he knew about Alexis and I yet proposed anyway.

He had received a promotion at work. and they would be moving to Massachusetts to start their new life together.

I was devasted and heartbroken.

I walked back to my apartment from the parking lot of the diner in tears as I could barely walk straight as I sobbed hysterically.

When I walked into my apartment Tee Jay was on the phone with Brian.

She took one look at me and ender her call.

“Nicky, what’s wrong?” she asked me with concern.

“I love her and she’s getting married!” I cried out not realizing for a second what I had just told her.

She sat me on the couch as I blabbed and told her every detail of my supposed relationship with Alexis.

It wasn’t until I finished getting everything off my chest that I realized I had just confessed to Tee Jay about being gay.

I can’t help but feeling foolish as I think back to that night fearing that my best friend, my sister, would treat me differently or not want to have anything to do with me any longer because of my sexuality.

Alexis was my first and only love although I’ve had a few relationships since her.

From the time I graduated from college until now, I haven’t been serious with anyone. I feel as I’ve given up in finding love.

I don’t know if it’s because I trusted Alexis as much as I did and that she hurt me so badly, but I haven’t been able to fully commit to anyone since.

Tee Jay tells me time and again that I’m too picky and that I don’t give anyone a fair chance, but I don’t agree.

I think that I haven’t found anyone that I’ve liked enough to what to give that person a fair chance.

Tee Jay was with Brian until we graduated.

She left Dallas for a full-ride scholarship to the University of Pennsylvania law school as he moved to Seattle, Washington for a job.

I landed my job at my former high school and although Tee Jay and I speak as much as we possibly can we don’t see each other as much as we both would like.

I can’t believe she’s sitting next to me.

“I missed you so much bitch” I say to her with laughter as she lets out her unique boisterous laugh and replies, “As you should.”

“I don’t think its right for me to accept the gift,” I said to her seeking her advice.

“Fuck that.

If you don’t want to go, I’ll go” she says to me as she takes a bite of her food.

“So, I should go?” I ask her as she rolls her eyes and looks at me.

“You’ve always wanted to go to Hawaii, and you have a fully paid summer there.

You need to go” she says to me with her big and bright smile.

“So, you’re staying in PA?” I ask her with sadness.

“Yeah but not for good.

Maybe one day I’ll come back to Dallas but not anytime soon” she replies.

What a great night!

As Tee Jay and I speak as we have drinks in my tiny apartment, I can’t help but feel excited about Hawaii.

“I land a teaching job I didn’t think I had a shot at and am going to spend an entire summer in Hawaii.

You passed the bar exam and have an amazing future ahead of you.

You and I have come a long way” I say to her with amazement.

“That we have, girl,” she says to me with a huge smile.

“You have anything going on except for a friend with batteries?” she asks me with humor.

“Not even a prospect” I reply as a matter of fact.

“You know you can just get laid,” she says to me with an eye roll.

“Whatever” I reply with a chuckle.

“What about you?” I ask with intrigue.

“Maybe, I don’t know yet…it’s too soon” she admits to me.

“You look great,” I say to her as she laughs and responds, “Do I know it” with a wink.

I pack my bags and call a cab as I head to the airport knowing that I’ll be landing in Hawaii in a little under 8 hours from now.

I’ve always dreamt about going to Hawaii and was never secretive about it.

It warms my heart to know that my students, parents, and faculty thought so much about me that they decided to make my dream a reality by sending me there.

When I come back to Dallas, I’ll start on my new path as a math teacher at the Billings Academy, a private high school at a salary I could have only dreamed about.

Billings Academy is not just any private high school, it is the most prestigious private high school in all of Texas.

You don’t apply to teach at Billings, they recruit you to teach there.

I still can’t believe that they recruited me from all people!

Until then I’m going to immerse myself in everything Hawaii has to offer.

Two connecting flight and a little under 8 hours later I arrive in Honolulu as not only feel exhausted but filthy.

I grab my fully paid for rental car and head over to what will be my home for the next couple of months.

The apartment is small but furnished nicely.

I unpack my things and head over to a grocery store and pick up a few necessities.

The next morning, I book a bunch of touristy things I’d like to do.

Over the next few days, I go on a tour of Pearl Harbor, go snorkeling, go on a hop on hop off tour of the island, and a submarine adventure.

The only drawback of my apartment is that not only is there no washing machine and dryer, but the complex doesn’t have on-site laundry.

To make matter worse I’m almost out of clean clothes.

There’s still a ton of things I’d like to do but with no clean clothes, it’s going to need to wait for now.

I pack my ton of dirty clothes into a laundry bag and drive a few short blocks to the closest laundromat.

I park the car directly out front and drag the bag full of my dirty laundry from the car into the laundromat.

The laundromat looks a bit dated but is spotlessly clean.

The floor consists of a black and white tile pattern with newer looking stainless-steel washing machines but dated looking white dryers.

Dressed in the last remaining bit of my clean clothes consisting of a bikini top and a tight pair of shorts, I drag my heavy laundry bag to the beginning of the first aisle.

I can’t help but smile as I look at an attractive girl wearing an orange tank top, blue jean shorts, and brown flip flops.

She’s holding a pink laundry basket and is wearing a pair of pink headphones.

She has a light complexion to go along with long light blonde hair that rests across her shoulders, light blue eyes, and small yet full lips that are covered in light pink lipstick.

She has the face of an angel of the body of a demon!

“Damn this girl is smoking hot,” I say to myself in my head as the girl makes eye contact with me, smiles, and rises to her feet.

“Aloha and welcome,” she says to me as she removes her headphones, smiles at me, and bites down on the lower right corner of her lip.

“Aloha” I reply as I become fixated on her gorgeous face and assets.

“Self-service or drop off?” she asks as I do my best to arrive at a decision quickly.

“Drop off” I answer with an ear to ear grin.

“I haven’t seen you before.

Are you new to the area?” she asks.

“Vacation” I answer as she nods her head and asks, “Coming back from the beach?”

“No, I just didn’t have anything else to wear” I confess.

“You are on vacation,” she says with a smile as she takes hold of my laundry bag and struggles to place it on a scale.

“It’ll be twenty-two fifty,” she says as I look at her and respond, “That’s fine.”

The girl again bites down on the lower right corner of her lip and looks at me up and down.

She smiles again as she lets out a small laugh and says, “Two hours.”

“Two hours for what?” I ask with confusion as I’m having trouble thinking straight.

“Your laundry to be washed and dried in two hours” she replies.

“Oh, of course,” I say to her with embarrassment.

“There’s a nice little outside bar a few blocks from here,” she says to me as I ask, “Where?”

“Make a left out of the store and walk about a block.

It’ll be on your left-hand side” she replies.

“Sounds nice” I respond.

“Tell the bartender Clara sent you,” she says.

“I will” I reply with warmth engulfing my body.

“Your name and phone number?” she asks.

“Why do you want to know my name and phone number?” I ask her.

“So, I know who to give your laundry to and I also have a way to contact you if you don’t come back to pick up your laundry for some reason” she replies with amusement as I feel dumb.

“Nicole…Nicole Russo” I respond with embarrassment.

“Well Nicole, see you in a couple of hours,” she says with a grin as I nod my head and walk out of the store.

I arrive at the bar and take a seat as a large man looks at me and smiles.

“Clara sent me,” I say to him as he smiles and nods his head.

“What would you like?” he asks.

“Surprise me” I reply as he makes a drink and places it in front of me.

“Enjoy your Mai Tai,” he says as I take a sip and smile at him.

The bartender is friendly, but I don’t like the way he keeps staring at my tits.

“My face is up here,” I say to him with an eye roll as he looks at me and chuckles as he says, “Next one is on me.”

I have more drinks then I know I should have as I pay my tab, leave a tip and begin to walk.

I’m swaying a little bit but do my best to walk straight as I enter the laundromat and can’t help but smile as I again set my eyes upon Clara.

“Are you okay?” she asks with laughter as I nod my head and answer, “He makes strong drinks.”

“That he does,” she says yet again biting down on the lower right corner of her lip.

When she leans forward to take hold of my laundry bag, I become fixated on her tits.

I can’t take my eyes off her chest and hope she doesn’t realize that I’m gawking at her.

Crap! Too Late!

I feel embarrassed as she looks at me and smiles.

She drags my bag of laundry to the side of me and walks back to behind the counter.

I pay the bill, she prints a receipt but when she tears the receipt from the machine and attempts to take hold of it, the receipt falls to the floor, to her side, and a bit behind her.

She bends over and bends her knees to retrieve the receipt as I now found myself become fixated on her voluptuous yet firm ass.

She takes hold of the receipt and places it on the counter.

As she slides the receipt across the countertop, she purposefully leans forward in a way that makes me gawk at her chest yet again as she ten arches her back, runs her fingers through her hair, and again smiles at me.

She lets out an adorable giggle and says, “Thank you so much for your business.

I hope I can be of service again.”

“Thank you so much,” I say to her as I do my best not to blush but feel my cheeks becoming warm.

As we both stare at each other momentarily, an older man walks in with a laundry bag and looks at Clara with lust.

“Clara, baby, when are we going out?” he asks.

“As soon as your cock turns into a vagina and you grow a pair of tits.

Then again, you’d make one hell of an ugly woman” she says with a laugh and a roll of her eyes.

“How would you know if you like cock if you’ve never had one?” he asks.

“How would you know you don’t like to suck cock until you have one in your mouth?” she asks in questions with a grin.

“I just know,” he says to her as she laughs and responds, “So do I.

However, even if I were straight, I’d still be out of your league so sorry”

“She’s into girls!” I scream to myself in silence but with excitement as the man looks at Clara with a deflated look, drops off his laundry, and exits the store.

I don’t know why I just became excited.

It’s not like I would have the guts to ask her out anyway.

“Oh shit, sorry,” she says to me as she grabs a pair of my thong panties and twirls them I around her finger.

“These must have fallen out of your laundry bag,” she says to me as she begins to blush.

I take hold of the panties and place them into my bag.

I take hold of my laundry bag and begin to drag it toward the front door when Clara asks out loud, “Do you have plans tonight?”

I turn my body and face her as I lock onto her face.

“Plans…tonight?” I ask her as I again feel my cheeks become warm.

“Yeah, tonight” she replies as a small grin appears.

“Um…I…uh” I stumble over my words as she leaves the back of the counter and walks to me.

She’s now standing a few inches away from me.

She smiles, runs her fingers through her hair, and smiles at me.

Clara has a great smile.

“I’ve noticed you noticing me,” she says to me with confidence as she looks at me directly in my eyes and runs her eyes from my face to my waist and back up again.

“I’m closing up soon and am going to meet a couple of friends at an amazing bar tonight.

Great drinks and live entertainment.

I think you’d like to meet me there so we can get to know each other better” she says to me with the same confident tone.

“I…uh…don’t know…I’m just here…here on vacation for a little while,” I say to her with nervousness running through my veins.

“I’m not asking you to marry me, Nicole, I’m just asking you out on a date,” she says as she again bites down on the bottom right corner of her lip.

She looks so damn sexy when she does that!

“You know what Nicole, I’m going to make this easy,” she says to me as she walks away from me, goes back behind the counter, grabs a small price of paper, writes something down, and walks back to me holding the paper.

I take hold of the small piece of paper that reads, “Clara” with the name of the bar and her phone number.

“10 PM?” she asks as I smile and reply, “10 PM?”

“Text me when you’re on your way,” she says to me.

“How do you know I’m going to meet you there?” I ask her with my voice quivering.

“Why wouldn’t you?” she says to me with a wink as she turns around.

As she begins to walk, she says out loud, “See you tonight!”

“Clara is sexy as all hell, I’m attracted to her, she’s attracted to me and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t interested but should I meet her tonight?” I ask myself over and again from the laundromat, into my car, on the drive home, and into my apartment.

As the minute's tick by and the hours begin to slowly pass my mind is racing, I ask myself the same questions over and again.

I can’t get her image out of my head!

Maybe it’s me but she looks younger to me.

Not younger as in she’s fifteen years old or anything, but younger.

If I had to guess I would guess that Clara is nineteen at the oldest.

Then again, if I’m going to meet her at a bar, she must be old enough to drink.

Fuck it…I’m going to meet her!

I take a power nap, shower, get dressed, and text her that I’m on my way.

I arrive at the jam-packed, bar, and text her again.

As I stand inside close to the entrance Clara suddenly appears before me.

She looks amazing as I try my best to not picture her nude as she takes hold of my hand and walks me through the packed venue.

She introduces me to a few people as we all sit around a small circular table.

The music is great, and the drinks are flowing as Clara and I do our best to talk over the music as we consume one drink after another.

The live band stops performing a little after 1:30 AM as I look at Clara with disappointment.

“Last call soon?” I ask her as she shakes her head and smiles.

“The last call at this place is 4 AM,” she says with a wink.

“You want to get out of here?” she asks.

“Where to?” I ask her.

“A walk” she replies with a smile.

“Yeah, that would be great” I reply.

As we walk in the hot and clear sky Hawaii night, I can’t help but notice how comfortable I feel with her.

We walk for a couple of minutes in silence and take a seat on a small bench in front of a small public garden.

“So, Nicole, how long are you in Hawaii for?” she asks.

“A little under 10 weeks, for the summer but please call me Nicky,” I say to her with a smile.

“No shit…I’m only here for the summer too,” she says to me.

“You too?

Where is home?” I ask Clara.

“Texas” she quickly answers.

“Me too!

I live in Dallas!” I say to her with excitement.

“I thought I recognized the accent” she laughs out.

“Where is your accent?” I ask her.

“I’ve only lived in Texas for a few years.

Not Dallas though, I live in Houston” she answers.

“Not too far apart,” I say to her as she raises her eyebrow and laughs as she says, “Not too close either.”

As we speak and I look at her I can’t shake the feeling that I have that she seems to be younger.

“Is there something on your mind?” she asks me with concern.

“I don’t want you to take this the wrong way but how old are you?” I ask her.

She lets out a huge laugh and replies, “I’m twenty-two and I’m not taking the question in any way.

I know I look younger than I am, but I don’t think it’s a bad thing.

Maybe when I’m forty I’ll look like I’m thirty-five” she says to me with laughter.

“That’s not a bad thing at all.

I hope that when I’m forty I won’t look older than forty” I say to her with laughter.

We talk for hours and finally decide to call it a night a little after 3:30 AM.

Clara calls a cab, yet I’m surprised when Clara enters the car with me.

A few minutes later we arrive outside of my apartment and I pay the driver as both Clara and I exit the car.

“I had a great time tonight,” she says to me as I smile and say, “I did too.

Thank you for asking me out with you tonight.”

“Thank you for coming out with me,” she says with a serious look on her face.

“Well, goodnight,” I say to her.

As I begin to walk away from her, she takes hold of my hand and looks at me.

“I’m not normally this forward but I want to kiss you goodnight,” she says to me.

“Based on my limited interaction with you I highly doubt that you’re not normally this forward but if you want to kiss me goodnight then kiss me goodnight” I reply as we place our hands onto each other’s hips and move our faces in toward one another.

Her lips feel as soft as pillows and when our tongues touch, I feel electricity radiate through my body.

We stop kissing as she looks at me and smiles as I too look at her and smile.

“Call me,” she says as I look at her and say, “Call me.”

“I made the first move in asking you out.

The ball’s in your court now.

You have my number so use it If you want to see me again” she says as she smiles and slowly walks away from me backward.

“Good night Clara,” I say to her as she says, “Good night, Nicky” as she turns her body and walks away from me.

As I walk toward my apartment and enter inside, I feel like I’m floating on air.

I’ve never been so open, honest, and comfortable with anyone as I had been tonight with Clara.

As I think back on the night, I feel a bit odd.

I spent so much of our time talking about me and allowing her to get to know me that I didn’t learn much about her at all.

As soon as I awake the next day, I grab my cell phone and text Clara, “Save my number.”

I speak with Tee Jay and tell her all Clara and my date with her.

Tee Jay doesn’t say much but I know she’s listening intently.

We end our conversation with Tee Jay telling me, “I’ve never heard you sound so excited about anyone before.

Enjoy your time there and don’t hold back.

Give this one a fair chance.”

I can’t get Clara out of my mind.

I have almost the entire summer to be with Clara and why should I hold back?

Why shouldn’t I give her a fair chance?

For once in my life, I’m not going to think too far ahead!

I’m going to enjoy the moment and let the chips fall where they may.

Why not see where this could go?

Clara and I have made plans to get together at her place tonight and I can barely contain my excitement.

It’s as if time is moving in super slow motion as I can do nothing but time watch.

I’m stunned when I arrive at Clara’s place.

There’s a small BMW convertible parked out front.

I knock on the door and am greeted by Clara as I become stunned as I look around the small yet meticulous house, furnished with expensive furniture, art, and electronics.

“Wow, this place is amazing,” I say with envy.

“Thank you.

It’s the perfect size for me…my home away from home” she says to me.

“Is this your house?” I ask her.

“Mine all mine,” she says with laughter.

“I don’t want to pry…but…but…” I begin to say as she again laughs and says, “Let me guess…how can I afford this place?”

“Um...uh…yeah,” I say in a timid tone of voice.

“The laundromat is owned by my grandparents on my mom’s side.

I’ve spent practically every summer and holiday with my grandparents here in Hawaii.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my parents with all my heart but here in Hawaii, with them, is where I get my family fix.

My parents didn’t want me, as they put it, to impose on my grandparents so they bought me this place.

My pop-pop and grammy live a few houses down so I pop in and out whenever I want.

They’re getting older so I help them out with the laundromat from time to time but not too often” she explains to me.

“Your family fix?” I ask her.

“My dad is a beyond successful real estate developer and businessman and my mom lives the life of a woman married to a successful real estate developer and businessman.

He’s always working, she’s always out and about shopping or with her snobby supposed friends so I’m left to do as I please close to 100% of the time, always have.

My dad has never been one to be tied down, so we move a lot.

That’s why I’ve lived in Houston for only a few years” she says to me.

“How often do you move?” I ask her.

“I was born in New York and have lived in Florida, Tennessee, Georgia, Massachusetts, New Jersey, Illinois, and finally Texas for now” she answers.

“For now?” I ask her.

“Yeah, I still live at home, but I don’t know where the next home is going to be.

My parents are getting divorced.

My dad is heading to Costa Rica for yet another development.

I’m going to live with my mom, and she hasn’t decided on where to move so I don’t know where next home is going to be” she says to me with an upset tone of voice.

“Do you like Houston?” I ask her.

“Yeah, I do.

I’ve made some great friends and it’s probably the place I’ve called home for the longest period of my life, but I don’t know where my mom’s head is,” she says to me.

I smile and say, “You could go out on your own and stay if you want to.”

Clara lets out an uncomfortable laugh and looks at me.

“I’m not settled financially if you catch my drift.

I do make my own money, just not very much of it right now.

It’s taken me a bit longer than I thought it would take me to find my calling” she says with an embarrassed tone in her voice.

“What is your calling?” I ask her.

“Social media influencer,” she says with an odd look on her face.

“Social media influencer?

What exactly is that?” I ask her as I’m unsure what the term means.

“Long story short, I use my looks to get followers and once I have enough followers, I’ll get paid sponsorships and product opportunities,” she says with a pained look on her face.

“Oh, okay,” I say to her with a smile.

Clara lets out a sigh and looks at me as we take a seat on her couch.

“You think I’m a spoiled, silver spoon, Barbie loser, don’t you?” she asks me.

“No, not at all, Clara.

Very few people know what they want to do with their lives, and it takes some people longer than others.

You’re twenty-two, not forty-two.

Besides, money isn’t everything.

If you can earn a living and be happy with what you do that’s more than most people have” I say to her with conviction.

“You have your shit together and I don’t so much.

I just don’t want you to judge me negatively” she admits to me.

“I don’t and I would never,” I say to her.

“Can I see some of what you do?” I ask her.

“You want to?” she replies in question.

“I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t,” I say to her with a smile.

“Follow me,” she says as we exit the living room and enter a tiny room that consists of a little more than a small desk and laptop.

She types away on the keyboard and pulls up her Instagram account.

As she scrolls through her pictures, I can’t help but feel my attraction to her grow.

She looks beautiful in every picture and many of them show off her assets in a revealing but non slutty way.

“Wow, you look amazing in these photos,” I say to her.

“Thanks.

My friend Josh is a talented aspiring professional photographer.

I only have a little over 10,000 followers right now but considering I’ve only been doing this for a few months it’s a great start and I need to start somewhere” she says to me.

“It’s great, really great,” I say to her.

What can I say about Clara?

After two dates, two great dates, and I knew that I wanted to see her as much as I possibly could.

Here I am a little over a week later and I’ve spent every single day and night with Clara since I met her at her grandparent’s laundromat.

I’ve never felt such a strong connection to anyone before and its beyond sexual attraction.

I’ve told her things that even Tee Jay doesn’t know.

I’ve never had anyone completely open to me.

We talk about anything and everything and for as different as we are, we are similar in just as many ways.

The fact that I feel so emotionally connected to her makes me want her that much more.

Tonight, there will be no talking and no holding myself back.

If I have my way, we will do much more than talk, kiss, and grope.

Tonight, if I have my way, I will have her in my bed and spend an entire night sleeping as we hold each other.

When she closes the laundromat, she’s coming over to my place and I can’t wait!

I shower, shave and dress in a skimpy tank top with no bra and a pair of tight shorts.

A little past 9 PM I hear a knock on my door.

I open the door with excitement as I look at Clara.

She’s wearing a tee-shirt and a pair of shorts to go along with the same brown flip flops she wore the first time I saw her.

Her long blond hair is wet and resting across her right shoulder and she’s not wearing makeup except for light pink lipstick.

“Champagne?” I ask her as she smiles at me and bites down on the lower right corner of her lip.

Every time I see her do that it turns me on.

I pour two glasses of champagne and hand her a glass.

We clink glasses and each sip our champagne as we sit next to each other on my couch.

“Thank you for inviting me over.

I’m getting used to seeing you every day” she says to me as I smile.

“Ditto and thank you for coming over” I reply.

“This champagne is fantastic,” she says to me as I smile at her.

“So, what do you want to do tonight?” she asks me.

“You,” I respond with lust in my voice.

“No seriously,” she says to me in laughter.

“Seriously,” I say to her as I kiss her lips.

She swallows so hard I can hear her saliva make its way down her throat.

“Seriously?” she asks as I nod my head and gaze into her eyes with lust and want.

“Clara, when I’m with you I don’t feel like me.

I’m usually shy and unsure of myself but being around you makes me feel like a different person.

All I know right now is that I’ve never wanted anything to happen so bad in my life” I confess to her.

“Are you sure?” she asks with her voice quivering.

I arise from the couch and take hold of her hand as I pull her up to her feet.

I gently kiss her lips and slowly pull her tee-shirt up and over her head.

I kiss her lips as I unhook her bra and gently pull it off her arms.

I gently place my hands on the inside of her shorts and gently pull them down and off.

She now stands before me in nothing other than panties as I too remove them in the same manner.

Clara is stunning!

Her tits are as perfect as I’ve ever seen.

Her nipples are small and pink, and her stomach is flat.

Her pussy is shaved clean and the lips of her pussy are amazing.

I feel as if I’m possessed and want to have my way with her more than I’ve ever wanted to have my way with any girl before.

I quickly undress and we now stand before each other in the nude.

“Are you sure?” she asks me in a low tone of voice as I forcefully push her back first onto the couch and sits on her legs.

I kiss and lick her lips and her neck as I remove myself from her legs and place myself onto my knees onto the floor.

I forcefully spread her legs apart and taste her as she screams out, “Holy shit!”

I bury my face in her pussy as I run my tongue over, across, and inside every square inch of her.

Her pussy tastes amazing and her pussy feels tight on my tongue as I penetrate her with it.

“Oh shit…Nicky!” she cries out as I orally pleasure her.

I eat her pussy with my eyes open as I watch her run her hands across her nipples and tits.

I stop eating her pussy and take hold of her legs.

I swing her legs onto the couch as I place my pussy against hers and begin to grind my wet pussy against hers.

As I grind my pussy against hers, I take hold of her foot and begin to suck on her toes as I watch her eyes roll into the back of her head.

I remove my pussy from hers as I place my pussy over her mouth as I again bury my face into her pussy and lick.

I feel her tongue begin to lick me as I lick her.

We eat each other for a few minutes as Clara stops eating me and begins to breathe heavily.

I can feel her warm breath on my wet pussy as she inhales and exhales until she explodes in an ear-piercing orgasm.

I remove myself from on top of her and smile as she looks at me and then pushes me down back first onto the couch.

She buries her face in my pussy and penetrates me with her tongue as she plays with my clitoris.

I’ve never felt like this before although I’ve had this done to me before.

Is it because of the emotional connection I feel toward her?

I don’t know but I do know is that what I wanted to happen is happening and I couldn’t be happier.

No way…there is no way that this is going to happen so fast.

Oh yeah, it is going to happen this fast!

I stroke her hair as she pleases me as I grab a fistful of her hair and orgasm in her mouth.

We cuddle for a while and stroke each other’s hair until I again take hold of her hand and walk her into my bedroom and onto my bed.

Over and again we make each other cum hard, fast, and loud until both our bodies are drenched in sweat and we can’t do anything more to one another due to exhaustion.

I awake in the morning with the bright Hawaii sun having forced my eyes open.

I look at Clara sleeping next to me and feel pure happiness as I kiss her lips as she slowly opens her eyes.

“What time is it?” she asks as I admit, “I don’t know.”

She frantically gets out of bed and runs into the living room.

She runs back inside the bedroom fully dressed as she kisses me and says, “I’m so fucking late!”

“I’ll see you tonight!” she exclaims as she runs out of my apartment.

Clara and I are inseparable, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

If I’m not spending the night at her house, she’s spending the night at my apartment.

We’ve spent every waking second, minute, hour, and day together for our entire time in Hawaii.

Her grandparents may be the nicest people I’ve ever met, and I know why they mean so much to her.

Sex has been amazing but what’s happening between us is more than sex.

Something normally considered to be trivial such as watching a television show together, sharing a meal, or going for a stroll doesn’t seem to be trivial at all.

I’ve never felt like this in my life and have never felt like this about a person before.

We seem to know everything about each other down to the most minute detail.

I can hear the concern and worry in Tee Jay’s voice when we speak but I know she’s happy for me.

The major concern I have is that I know my happiness will be short-lived as me and Clara’s time will soon come to an end.

As Clara and I spend our last night together I feel a sadness I’ve never experienced before.

Our time together has been as close to perfect as perfect can be.

I wish I didn’t have to leave, and, in the alternative, she could go back home with me.

I know neither is possible.

Clara rolls over and gazes into my eyes.

“I don’t want this to end.

Why does this have to end?” she asks me in an upset tone of voice.

“Just because Hawaii is ending doesn’t mean we have to end.

I know it won’t be easy but if we want things to work between us, we can make it happen” I say to her with seriousness.

“How, baby?” she asks me as I watch tears begin to form in her eyes.

“I’m in Dallas and you’re in Houston.

If we split the travel time between us and meet somewhere in the middle, we’re only a couple of hours away from each other.

If we’re both committed to being with each other, we can see each other every weekend.

We can spend Friday night, all day Saturday and most of Sunday together.

When you have the time to get away you can stay at my place.

During the week we can video chat, text, and talk.

If we want this to work, we can make it work” I say to her meaning every single word that just came from my mouth to her ears.

“I’m all in if you are,” she says to me with tears in her eyes and a smile on her face.

“I’m in!” I say to her as she says the same to me.

“I guess this is it,” she says to me as she can no longer stop herself from crying.

“This is it for now,” I say to her as I too begin to cry and our lips touch for the final time the next morning.

We hold each other’s hands and cry as we gaze into each other’s eyes until it’s time for me to drive to the airport.

I drive to the airport in a fog as I can hardly bear the thought of not seeing Clara every day.

I’m so upset on the flight home that the stewardess keeps bringing me tissues as I can’t stop myself from crying.

With only a few days to prepare for the next chapter in my life, both professionally and personally, I’m scared yet excited at the same time.

Today begins the next chapter of my new life.

Today I will begin my new job and I’m filled with nervousness and excitement as I make the long drive from my home to the school.

The faculty is so nice and friendly I immediately know that I made the right decision to leave my former school and become part of this family.

As I begin my day and teach my first class, I can’t help but notice the difference.

The students here hang on my every word and when I ask a question more hands go up then don’t.

I’m in education heaven!

I used to tutor for free but now I have parents offering me absurd amounts of money to tutor their kids!

There is no shortage of school supplies and the technology left to my disposal seems never-ending!

I earn more than double than I did before, and I couldn’t be happier professionally!

Personally, though, it’s been a challenge.

I miss Clara so much it brings me physical pain.

I know its emotional pain, but the fact that I feel it throughout my body brings the pain to the physical.

The fact that I can’t see her when I want to, speak to her when I want to and share a bed with her when I want to make me feel sad, ill, and desperate all at the same time.

We’ve video chatted every day since leaving Hawaii but seeing the look of pain in her eyes and the smiles she forces herself to make is killing me.

All I know is that this will be the first weekend we’re going to spend together since coming back to Texas.

I find it humorous that the actual midway point between me and Clara is a city named Centerville yet the best place to meet up is in a city is named Midway.

I’m not joking in the least…look it up.

We’ve decided on meeting in Midway at a hotel named “The Woodbine.”

I know I’m driving much faster than I should, but I can’t help it.

The faster I drive, the faster I see Clara the faster the pain goes away.

We both decided to leave as late as possible so neither of us would spend hours stuck in traffic.

I pull into the parking lot a bit passed 11 PM and am beyond exhausted.

However, my exhaustion leaves my body as I spot the perfectly described red Mustang GT convertible with the license plate that reads “Red Hot” and park behind it.

I grab my cell phone and begin to send a text to Clara as I watch the driver's side door swing open and Clara quickly exit.

She looks exhausted but she looks amazing!

I quickly open my door and exit my car as we run to each other and embrace tightly.

“You look so tired!” she says to me as I smile and reply, “You too!”

“When did you get here?” I ask her.

“Twenty minutes or so” she answers.

“Why didn’t you check in?” I ask her.

“I wanted to do it together,” she says to me with a smirk.

We grab our bags, check into the hotel, and both throw ourselves onto the bed.

“I’ve missed you so much!” Clara cries out as I say the same words to her.

“I’m going to fuck the brains out of your head!” I exclaim as I kiss her.

She kisses me back, stops, and then looks at me with sadness.

“You can’t” she confesses.

I feel deflated but do my best to make believe I’m not disappointed.

“I want to, I want to but…” she says to me as I reply, “We don’t choose it, it chooses us.”

“I’m sorry,” she says to me apologetically.

“It’s all good…believe me…It’s all good.

Besides, we don’t need to have sex.

All I need is a nice hot shower and to talk to you as I hold you in my arms,” I say to her.

“Okay,” she says with an ear to ear smile.

I take my nice hot shower and exit the bedroom to find Clara sound asleep with the television on.

I turn off the television, adjust the air conditioning, and get into bed wrapped in a towel.

I kiss Clara’s head, place my head against hers, and place my arm over her as I feel the call of sleep overtake me.

I slowly awaken to the feeling of pure pleasure.

What’s happening?

Oh, God!

“Baby…what are you doing?!” I ask as I slowly open my eyes to find Clara in between my legs as I moan with pleasure.

She doesn’t reply opting to instead do what she’s doing to me even better than before.

I close my eyes and whip my head back into the pillow as I enjoy the feeling of her caressing tongue.

“Mm mm…yes baby…yes” I cry out as Clara pleasures me.

As I open my eyes and look to in between my legs she’s looking up at me with her eyes wide open with her eyes filled with lust.

With Clara not using her hands or fingers I explode in a mind-altering orgasm after she used nothing but her tongue.

“Kiss me” I beg of her as she climbs up my body and kisses me with her face drenched in my juices.

“You didn’t have to do that baby,” I say to her with satisfaction.

“I know but I wanted to,” she says to me with an ear to ear smile.

“Are you hungry?” I ask her.

“Starving!” she exclaims.

We dress to go down to breakfast and take a seat at a small square table.

“Mimosas?” I ask her as she smiles and shrugs her shoulders.

“Yeah…okay” she replies as the server comes to our table.

“Two mimosas please” I order.

“Identification please” the server states as I roll my eyes.

I hand him my driver's license as I look at Clara.

“I don’t feel like drinking but feel free,” she says to me.

“I shall be free,” I say with a smirk.

This was our first weekend of two months’ worth of weekends.

I won’t state that my relationship with Clara has been easy as it’s been the furthest thing from easy.

Our relationship is different from our relationship in Hawaii.

Our time together on a good weekend is a day and a half together and on a bad weekend a day together but any time I get to spend with her is time well spent.

This weekend I’m beyond upset as this is the first weekend, we won’t see each other in person.

Clara was involved in a car accident she’s worse for wear.

She was going out shopping with her mom when some jackass sped through a stop sign and smashed into them.

I know she wants to see me as bad as I want to see her, but we can do with a weekend apart considering the circumstances.

We decided we would have an unusually late video chat using our laptops.

It’s been a hectic week and I’m stressed out beyond belief.

I took a long hot shower, put on a fluffy robe, and grabbed a bottle of wine as I await Clara to call me.

Two hours later and now on my second bottle of wine, I’m beyond pissed off as I pour myself another glass of wine.

It’s now Saturday morning, 12:53 AM to be exact as I finally receive the call.

“Baby…I’m…so…so sorry,” Clara says to me with beyond slurred speech.

She’s fucking wasted!

“I wasn’t sure you were going to call,” I say to her with annoyance.

“Of…of course I..was…gonna…gonna call.

I just…um…um…lost time” she says to me.

Her eyes are glassy and she’s drunk, but I don’t want to be a bitch, so I attempt to contain my fury.

My fury is increasing, and I feel as if I’m a volcano about to erupt as I hear a door open and close, and as she looks to her right side and smiles.

“Are you alone?” I ask with anger and concern as she fully faces me on screen and shakes her head.

“No, Josh is at my house.

Josh, say hello to my baby” she says with a smile.

I know it’s Josh from the pictures Clara has shown me but he looks cuter on screen than he does in his pictures.

“Hi, Josh,” he says in a slurred speech of his own.

He jokingly pushes Clara out of her chair as Clara laughs as she crashes to the floor with a thud.

Josh is now sitting in her seat as he grabs the sides of the laptop screen and smiles at me.

“Holy shit, you’re so fucking hot!” he exclaims as I roll my eyes and shake my head.

“Can I ask you something?” he asks as I again roll my eyes and reply, “Sure Josh.”

He smiles and asks, “Would you be cool with me watching you two?” as he winks, raises and lowers his eyebrows.

“You better not be asking me what I think you’re asking me!” I exclaim as he looks at me oddly and replies, “I am but I’ll I know now you’re not down” he says with disappointment.

“If I had a teacher that looks like you, I would have perfect attendance,” he says to me as I’ve gone from furious to annoyed in a flash.

“I’m done chatting Josh, so put my girlfriend in front of her compute if you’d be so kind,” I say with increasing annoyance.

“Stop hitting on her!” Clara exclaims with laughter as she pushes Josh out of her chair as he had done to her previously.

“I’m sorry but boys will be boys,” she says to me.

“I can’t believe you have sex with her!

No wonder you L…” Josh yells out loud as Clara becomes annoyed, cuts him off before he finishes his sentence, and yells out, “Shut the fuck up, Josh!”

“We should talk tomorrow.

Hang out with your friend” I say to her.

“Are you mad at me?” she asks as I shake my head and flash a quick fake smile.

“Talk to you tomorrow,” I say to her as I end the video session and slam my laptop shut.

I finish my glass of wine and head to bed.

I open my eyes and take hold of my cell phone as I read a text from Clara.

“I’m so sorry about last night. It won’t happen again” the text reads.

I text her back with a reply of, “It’s fine.”

We speak on the phone for a while and I can’t help but feel a bit sad as she’s beyond apologetic for missing our video chat time.

I love my job, but I would be lying if I didn’t say for the first time in my career, I feel overwhelmed.

Tee Jay and Clara have been great with letting me vent my frustrations and worry but the truth is that I feel that traveling every weekend to see Clara has a ton to do with how I’ve been feeling lately.

To make matter worse, things with Clara seem off.

I can’t put my finger on exactly what is off, but I feel it.

This weekend I’ll be seeing Clara for the third time since our little tiff, but I know I’m excited about seeing her.

I arrive at our usual accommodations and enter the room to find Clara watching a reality television show.

She jumps out of bed, quickly makes her way to me, kisses me and hugs me tightly.

“How was the ride?” she asks as I look at her and reply, “Long.”

“Are you tired?” she asks me.

“Yeah but I want to go out.

I love spending time with you here, but I think we’re stuck in a rut.

Let’s go out and get white girl wasted” I say to her with a smile.

“I’m not in the mood to get wasted but if you feel like it, we’ll go out,” she says to me with an odd look on her face.

“I need to say something to you,” I say to Clara.

“Okay…” she replies.

“We’ve been doing the meet in the middle thing for four months now and it’s becoming exhausting.

All we ever do is meet in this hotel, spend a day or a day and a half together having sex or watching television or both.

Our relationship is so different than it was in Hawaii.

When we were in Hawaii we would go out and do things together.

“What are you saying to me?!” she cries out.

“We’re in a rut and I don’t want to be in a rut!” I say with base in my voice.

“Please, no!” she screams out to me which takes me off guard.

“Clara…” I begin to say as she looks at me with panic and says, “Please, don’t!”

“Don’t what?” I ask her with confusion.

“I know you’re stressed out with work and us but just please don’t!” she screams out at the top of her lungs.

“What do you think I’m saying to you?” I ask her with concern.

“Nicky…baby…please!

I don’t want to break up!

Whatever you need me to do I’ll do!

I swear, just please don’t end this!” she screams out and is so full of emotion she’s speaking a mile a minute.

I’m stunned that she’s reacting this way but more than that I’m confused beyond belief.

I gaze into her eyes and can see the fear.

She looks like she’s about to burst into tears any second now.

“Clara, I don’t want to break up,” I say to her with sincerity as I embrace her, and she places her head on my shoulder.

She removes her head from my shoulder and looks at me with tears falling from her eyes.

“Yeah, you do!” she screams out.

“No, I don’t!” I yell at her.

“Yes…you fucking do!” she screams out louder than before.

“Do you want me to end this?!” I scream back at her.

“I want you to do what you want to do!” she yells at me as she begins to frantically pace.

“I just told you I don’t want to break up Clara!

What is happening right now?!” I say loudly and with confusion.

“You don’t want to break up?” she asks me in a low timid voice.

“Damn it, Clara.

No, I don’t want to break up!” I exclaim.

“I’m sorry” she cries out as she takes a seat at the foot of the bed.

“Baby, I promise I don’t want to end things with you,” I say to her as I take a seat next to her on the foot of the bed.

“Why are you acting this way?” I ask her calmly.

“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to overreact” she confesses to me.

“It’s okay but why did you overreact?” I ask her with a smile.

“I know that the distance is putting a strain on us and I feel that you’re not as happy about us as you have been.

I’ve never felt like this about anyone and I’m scared…terrified” she says to me as I watch tears stream down her cheeks.

“What are you so terrified about?” I ask her.

She locks eyes with me and says, “Losing you.

If I lose you, I don’t know what I would do” she says to me through tears.

“Relationships are never perfect baby but it’s important to talk.

The worst thing a person can do in a relationship is not to be open and honest with one another.

That’s all I was trying to do.

When a person feels that he or she say something to their special someone, whatever that something is, it should be said.

No matter what that something is or how a person feels about the reaction” I say to her with a smile and belief in my words.

Clara closes her eyes tightly and opens her eyes.

She inhales deeply and exhales slowly.

She places her hands in front of her and shakes them.

She places her hands on her legs and looks at me as she wipes her tears from her eyes and cheeks.

“Nicky…Nicole…I love you.

I’ve never been in love before, but I know that I love you.

It’s because I love you that I’m terrified of losing you.

I’m sorry for overreacting” she says she again inhales deeply and exhales slowly.

I’ve always wanted to hear the words, “I love you” said to me.

I’ve imagined what it would be like and how I would feel when I knew for sure that a person felt that way about me.

I’ve dreamt and imagined hearing those words said to me more times than I can count.

As I look at Clara, I can’t help but smile and feel myself become consumed with pure happiness.

As I look at her and process her words, I know that I feel about her as she feels about me.

I would never end things with her, she’s my everything!

How could she think that I would?

When I’m not with her I feel lost yet when I’m with her I don’t feel like me.

I feel like a complete me.

I spend every Friday night driving from Dallas to Midway just to spend time with her.

It’s not ideal and it is exhausting but I will continue to do it for as long as I need to.

I take hold of her hand and say the words, “I love you too.”

I’ve said those words before but saying them now, to Clara I know when I said those words before I didn’t mean it.

I thought I was in love with Alexis, I know I’m in love with Clara.

“Baby” she cries out as we kiss, stop kissing and smile at each other.

“So, where do you want to go tonight?” she asks me.

“I’m not in the mood to go out tonight anymore.

Why don’t we just hang out here tonight?” I say to her.

“Really?” she asks as I reply “Really?”

We lay in bed as we kiss and cuddle.

I’ve never felt so happy and at peace in my life.

“I’m so happy, Nicky,” she says to me as I smile at her beautiful face.

“Me too, baby” I reply to her.

“Clara, I don’t want to meet you here next weekend.

I want you to visit me in Dallas, at my place

Our six-month anniversary is coming up and I don’t want to spend it with you here.” I say to her.

“Yeah, okay,” she says to me as she kisses my lips and smiles.

As I drive back to Dallas late Sunday morning, I’m over the moon with happiness.

I can’t stop thinking about the day before with Clara in our room.

We’ve had sex more times than I can county but yesterday was the first time I felt I’ve ever made love to her, to anyone.

It was so different.

I feel it’s not because we told each other we’re in love with one another.

It was because it was so different.

Of course, the act itself was the same but the way we kissed, the way we caressed each other, and the way we gazed into each other’s eyes were so unlike any time before.

We were so caring, so gentle and so locked in emotionally.

It was amazing!

As I drive home, I call Tee Jay.

“Hey girl” she answers my call.

“Have I ever told you I loved you?” I ask her.

“All the time and I’ll have you know I’ve told you the same,” she says with laughter.

“Why are you asking me that first thing in the morning?” she asks me.

“Clara and I said to each other!” I say loudly with happiness.

“Oh my God, girl!” Tee Jay yells out.

“I know!

This so crazy.

I meet her in Hawaii, we both spend close to two hours driving to see each other every single weekend and now this.

I’m so happy I can’t stop smiling” I tell her.

“I’m happy for you,” she says to me with an odd sound in her voice.

“Tee Jay?” I say to her.

“How long can you two keep this up?” she asks me.

“As long as it needs to be kept up.

Besides, she’s driving into Dallas next weekend so spend time at my place” I say to her.

“What about after that?” she asks me with concern.

“I don’t want to rush things but I kind of feel like I should ask her to move in with me,” I say to her.

“Move in?!

No, it’s too soon” she says in response as if reprimanding me.

“Don’t do that.

I hate when you do that” I say to her.

“I know and I don’t give a shit,” she says to me smugly.

“Anyway, before you even think about such a huge step you need to meet her family and vice versa,” she says to me.

“You know I don’t talk to my dad” I snap at her.

“Bitch, I wasn’t talking about your dad!

I was talking about me!” she yells.

“Sorry…I know…I know,” I say to her apologetically.

“Anyway, I have things to attend to.

Drive safe and I love you” Tee Jay says to me.

“I will and I love you too” I respond and end the call.

I feel as if I’m counting down the days until Clara comes to Dallas to visit me.

I feel as if I’m floating on air as I teach my classes and walk around the building.

“You seem so happy,” my coworker and friend Amanda says to me.

“My girlfriend and I are in a really good place.

She’s coming in to see me this weekend” I say to her smiling.

“That’s great.

Oh, I forgot, Mr. Douglaston wants to see you in his office” she says to me.

“Do you know why?” I ask with concern as she shrugs her shoulders and shaker her head.

I leave the lounge and knock on Mr. Douglaston’s door as he says, “Come in.”

“You wanted to see me, sir?” I ask him.

“Please have a seat,” he says to me as I nervously take a seat in a chair across from his desk.

“Miss Russo, I will say that I wasn’t one hundred percent on board with bringing you into the Billings family.

Due to your limited amount of teaching experience and your age I was unsure if you would be an ideal fit.

However, I can admit when I’m wrong, as much as my wife wouldn’t agree.

I, the faculty, and just as important our parents couldn’t be happier.

You’ve done a tremendous job and have exceeded all expectations.

I just wanted to tell you personally that you are very much appreciated, and I look forward to having you here for years to come” he says to me with a smile.

“Thank you so much, Mr. Douglaston. 

You have no idea how much your words mean to me” I reply attempting to hold my emotions in check.

“No, thank you, Miss, Russo,” he says to me.

For as hard as life has been for me it feels like I’ve finally arrived at where I need and should be.

I have the perfect job I’ve found love and I couldn’t be happier.

As I arrive home on Friday afternoon, I put the finishing touches on my apartment as I eagerly await Clara to arrive.

A little past 11 PM I open a bottle of wine and sit in a chair in my living room that faces the front of my apartment.

I watch as Clara’s car comes to a stop behind my car as I leap out of my chair, open my front door, and run outside to greet her.

We embrace and kiss as we smile at each other.

I help her with her bag and walk her into my apartment.

I give her a quick tour and hug her tightly.

“I’m so happy you’re here!

How was the drive?!” I ask her.

“Not as bad as I thought it would be” she admits to me.

“Is it okay if I take a quick shower?

I feel gross” she says to me as I nod my head and smile.

“You want company?” I ask her as she grins at me and bites down on the bottom right corner of her lip.

I love it when she does that!

She nods her head and smiles as she removes her shirt and drops it on the living room floor and begins to walk to the bathroom.

I follow her into the bathroom as we kiss and quickly undress each other.

With warm water crashing over us, we kiss, wash, and feel each other bodies.

“I want you so bad,” I say to her as I turn off the water and take hold of her hand.

Without drying our bodies, I walk her into my bedroom as we begin to kiss and place ourselves onto my bed.

“I missed you so much,” she says to me as she runs her fingers through my soaking wet hair.

“I missed you too,” I say to her as I kiss her soft lips.

I turn her over on her stomach as I site on the small of her back.

I begin to massage her shoulders as I kiss the back of her neck as she giggles.

“That feels nice,” she says to me as I stop massaging her shoulders and begin to gently nibble and suck on her earlobe.

I kiss down the middle of her back and begin to massage her ass as I now sit on top of her legs.

As I massage her ass, I gently spread her cheeks apart and look at her tight pink asshole.

I get off her legs as she slowly spreads her legs apart.

I lean over to my side and begin to lick her pussy as I enjoy her familiar taste.

Clara moans with pleasure as I lick and run my fingers over her pussy.

I sit in between her legs as she gets onto her knees with her forehead buried in the pillow.

As I eat her pussy from behind, I gently penetrate her with my finger as she exhales and moans in delight.

As I move my finger in and out of her I kiss each of her ass cheeks and begin to lick around her tiny asshole.

I’ve wanted to do this to her for a while now but wasn’t sure if she would allow me to or even like it.

I run my tongue from the bottom of her asshole to the top and down again as she inhales deeply through her clenched teeth.

I gently lick around her asshole, stiffen my tongue, and penetrate her ass while I continue to finger fuck her.

I feel her sphincter tighten and release, tighten and release around my tongue as I begin to forcefully tongue fuck her ass as I finger fuck her pussy.

“Oh shit!” she cries out as she pulls away from me, gets off her knees, and lays flat on her back.

She raises her legs into the air as I gently push back on her legs.

Clara’s legs are now next to her head as I look at her and say to myself, “I didn’t know she was this flexible.

I run my tongue across her pussy from bottom to top and back down as I again insert my tongue into her ass.

“That feels so good…don’t stop!” she cries out as I tongue fuck her ass and watch her begin to rub her clit.

She’s rubbing her clit fast and furiously as I continue to penetrate her asshole.

As I suck on her asshole she begins to breathe heavily as she screams out with an ear-piercing orgasm.

“I fucking loved that!” she says to me as she pants as I laugh and place myself next to her in bed.

“May I do it to you?” she asks with lust as I look at her and say, “You don’t have to ask.”

Clara lays me flat on my stomach and goes straight for my asshole.

I feel her lick across, around, and then feel her tongue enter my ass.

“Yes…baby” I cry out as she rims, licks, and penetrates my ass as she begins to rub my pussy.

She penetrates my pussy and begins to finger fuck me as she eats my asshole at the same time.

I find myself grinding my ass into her mouth as she pleases me as I’ve never been pleased before.

I cum hard I lose all strength in my body and feel my asshole expand and contract over her tongue.

Up until this point our sex life has been vanilla for lack of a better term.

We normally play with each other to orgasm or take turns performing oral, or sixty-nine but tonight we took it to a level we’ve never had before.

As I sat on her face as she performed on me, I used my vibrator to make her cum.

We took turns fucking each other’s pussies with my vibrator as we licked each other’s clits and I fucked her hard and fast from behind with a strap on I had purchased long ago but never used.

We made each other orgasm over and again until the sun began to rise and we both fell asleep holding each other with exhaustion and sexual gratification.

On Saturday night as we wait on line to enter one of the best nightclubs in Dallas, I can’t help but notice she seems nervous for some reason.

The bouncer walks backs from the front of the huge line to the back and as he walks from the back to where Clara and I wait he calls us both off the line with a wave of his index finger.

We both get off the line as he looks at both us and says, “ID and then in” as I show him my driver's license and he hands it back to me.

Clara fumbles through her carry on and slowly hands the bouncer her identification.

The bouncer looks at the ID, looks at her, looks at the ID, and then again at her.

He stares at her in silence for a moment and then hands her ID back to her.

We enter the club and the bass of the music is so loud I can feel the bass through my body.

We hold hands as we walk to the dance floor and dance closely with our bodies touching for close to an hour, kissing and groping each other in the process.

“I need a drink,” I say to her as I fan my face with my hand as she replies, “Me too.”

We walk to the bar as I order two drinks and hear a familiar voice.

“Nicky!” I hear Amanda yell out as I turn around and look at Amanda.

“Oh my gosh!

Nicky this is my fiancé, Darren” she says to me as I smile and shake his hand.

“Darren I’ve heard so much about you.

It’s so nice to finally meet you” I say to him over the loud music.

“James, Amanda this is my girlfriend Clara!” I gush as Clara hugs Amanda and shakes James’ hand.

“You’re so pretty!” Amanda yells out to Clara as Clara smile and replies, “Thank you so much!”

A little past 1 AM the music to the club comes to an end as an announcement is made, “45 minutes to last call!”

Clara and I have been talking with James and Amanda for most of the night as I look at her and say, “This round is one you.”

She smiles at me as she again seems to become nervous.

She orders four drinks and is asked for her identification by the bartender.

She quickly flashes her ID to the bartender who leans over the bar, looks at it for a second or two, and asks what she wants to order.

Clara places the order, receives the drinks, hands them out, and takes a huge drink of her glass as she exhales slowly.

“Are you okay?” I ask her with concern as she smiles and nods her head.

We arrive back at my place close to 3 AM both extremely inebriated.

We awake a little before 3 PM on Sunday.

“I feel like death,” Clara says to me as I laugh and look at her.

“Lightweight,” I say to her through laughter.

“I need to get going,” she says to me as I look at her and ask, “Why?”

“You have to work tomorrow,” she says to me as I reply, “Yeah, but you don’t.

Stay with me tonight and head back on Monday or next weekend for all I care.

I don’t want you to leave.”

“I have something to do tomorrow,” she says to me.

“Okay, what?” I ask her.

“Josh wants to do a shoot for Instagram and if I don’t do it tomorrow it’ll have to wait a few days” she attempts to explain to me.

“So, let it wait for a few days,” I say to her becoming upset.

“It’s not fair to Josh,” she says to me.

“Fine!” I snap at her.

“Don’t be mad” she says to me.

“I’m not mad, I’m upset.

All I want is for you to spend one more night with me but that’s too much to ask” I say to her.

“Baby, please,” Clara says as I look at her and roll my eyes.

“It’s our anniversary,” I say to her as she looks at me with a pained look and says, “Okay, I’ll stay if you want me to.”

“I want you to,” I say to her as she smiles and says, “Okay, I’ll call Josh and I’ll stay tonight.”

“I know we said we weren’t exchanging gifts, but I want to give you something,” I say to her as I hand her small jewelry box.

She takes hold of the jewelry box, looks inside, and takes hold of the key I placed inside of it.

“What is this?” she asks me.

“It’s a key to my apartment.

I know this is the first time you’ve come to Dallas to see me, but I need you to know that you can come whenever you want, weekend or no weekend.

You don’t even need to call.

You can surprise me from time to time if you want” I say to her.

Clara places her hand over her mouth, removes it, and then gives me a gentle kiss on my lips.

In the morning I’m awakened from my sleep as Clara’s cell phone rings.

Her cell phone rings a few times, stops, and rings some more.

I shake her away as she rolls over and takes hold of her cell phone.

She looks frightened as she looks at me and says, “I need to make a call!”

“Go ahead,” I say to her with confusion as I get out of bed, enter my bathroom, shower and get ready to leave for work.

I enter my bedroom as I look at a fully dressed Clara.

“I need to go right now,” she says to me.

“Why?

Traffic back to Houston is going to be terrible at this time” I say to her.

“I know but it’s an emergency,” she says to me.

“Is everything all right?” I ask her with concern.

“Yeah, it’s just my mom.

She suffers from anxiety and is having an episode” she explains.

“Okay, drive safely,” I say to her as we kiss each other goodbye.

That night when Clara and I speak she explains that her parent's divorce is becoming finalized and her mom is freaking out over it.

That she needs to play an intermediary role between her mom and dad and because she does, she won’t be able to see me this weekend.

I’m disappointed but understand that she’s doing her best to be a good daughter, so I do my best to hide my disappointment.

Every night this week when Clara and I speak she seems way off.

When I question her about it, she tells me that it’s due to her parents’ divorce being finalized, and even though she knew it was happening she can’t help but feel upset over it.

The first half of the school year is coming to an end and I find myself once again becoming overwhelmed.

I don’t know why I volunteered to not only chaperone the winter dance but to assist with the decorations.

I need to complete report cards which means I need to grade assignments, quizzes, and exams I’ve been putting off.

Clara and I have gone from seeing each other every weekend to every other weekend since she came to visit and it’s bothering me.

She seems distant and different but when I question her, she makes one excuse after another.

She tells me I’m being insecure and unfair especially since I’ve yet to go to her in Houston.

She tells me I’m being unfair and that if she didn’t make the attempts that I wouldn’t.

It’s not that I wouldn’t it’s that I can’t.

I have a career and she doesn’t!

I love her and she loves me, but the distance is causing a major strain on our relationship.

I know what I need to do.

It’s bad enough that we won’t see each other during winter break as she’s going to Costa Rica to spend the holidays with her dad.

We can’t continue to travel down this path!

We’ve gone from every weekend to every other weekend.

What’s next?

Are we heading toward seeing each other once a month?!

Before I leave to see Tee Jay in Pennsylvania I video call Clara.

“Hi baby,” she says to me with a smile.

“Clara, we need to talk,” I say to her.

“About?” she asks me with concern.

“The distance between us is tearing us apart and I love you” I explain to her.

“I love you too Nicky but what are you getting at?” she asks me.

“We can’t continue to do this,” I say to her as she nods her head and looks at me with concern.

“I want you to move in with me,” I say to her.

She looks stunned as she stares at me through her screen.

“Nicky…baby…I love you more than anything, but I can’t,” she says to me.

“Why the fuck not?!” I scream at her.

“It’s too soon and I don’t want to rush things.

Besides, the distance won’t be a problem anymore” she says to me.

“What…why not?” I ask her.

“I’m moving with my mom to Dallas,” she says to me with an odd-looking smile.

“Oh my God…you are?!

That’s great!” I yell out with glee.

“I know, right,” she says to me.

“Why don’t you seem happy?” I ask her.

“I am…I am I’m just surprised is all” she explains.

“Where in Dallas?” I ask.

“Highland Park.

My dad is buying a house for Mom there so I’m going to go with her to be close to you” she says.

“When?!” I ask with tears of happiness streaming from my eyes.

“After your winter break,” she says to me with her voice quivering.

“Shit, I have to go, or I’ll miss my flight,” I say to her as we end the call and I leave for the airport.

It’s great to see Tee Jay.

We talk often but I’ve missed seeing her more than I realized.

Winter break seems to move at the speed of light and before I know it, I’m back in Dallas and ready to get back to work.

Clara has been acting so odd.

During the entire break, our conversations have been short, and she seems to be full of worry and anxiety.

She’s told me that she’s happy about her move to Dallas but a bit heartbroken that she’s leaving Houston.

All I know is that she’s coming over to my place tonight and I can’t wait to see her.

I’m laying on the couch watching television as Clara uses her key to enter my apartment.

As soon as she enters, I get off the couch and run so hard into her we both almost fall.

I kiss her lips so hard she says, “Ouch” and laughs.

“I’m so happy you’re here!” I cry out as she smiles and responds, “Me too.”

She seems off to me.

She seems happy but filled with concern at the same time.

“What’s going on baby?

Why do I feel something is wrong between us?” I ask.

“Do you love me?” she asks.

“With my entire being,” I say to her meaning every word.

“I need to ask you something?” she says to me with tears beginning to form in her eyes.

“What?” I ask her with concern as my heart begins to race.

“What if you found something out about me that you didn’t like?” she asks.

“Such as?” I ask her.

“I don’t know just something that you may not like?” she asks me with her voice quivering.

“Did you cheat on me?!” I scream at her.

“No, Nicky, I would never cheat on you” she cries out.

“If you need to tell me something just tell me, Clara!” I scream at her.

“I don’t know how” she confesses to me.

“You can tell me anything.

I would like to think that you already know that” I say to her with anger.

“I will but not tonight.

Make love to me” she says to me.

“Make love to you?

How am I supposed to make love to you when you need to tell me something that you won’t tell me?” I ask her.

“Please,” she says to me.

“No!” I yell at her.

“I don’t know what in the hell has been wrong with you lately, but I don’t fucking like it.

Tell me what you need to tell me or get the fuck out of my apartment!” I yell at her at the top of my lungs.

She looks at me with tears streaming from her eyes.

“I love you and I’m so sorry!

I didn’t mean for this to happen!” she cries out.

“Clara!

What the fuck is happening right now?!

You’ve been distant, short and now you won’t tell me something you feel I should know yet you’re apologizing to me?!

If you cheated on me just fucking tell me!” I scream out as I foam from my mouth.

“I didn’t cheat on you, but I need you to know that I love you more than anything.

I’m so sorry!” she cries out as she runs out of my apartment as I stand in my living room trying to process what just happened.

I try to call her, but my calls keep going to voicemail and she won’t answer any of my video call requests.

I’m filled with so much anger and confusion I barely sleep and need to muster all my strength just to get out of bed to get ready for work.

I’m exhausted and doing my best to get through the day.

I teach my classes, have lunch in the teacher's lounge, have a couple of free periods, and am sipping a cup of coffee when Mr. Douglaston enters the lounge.

“Miss Russo, I hate to spring this on you, Miss Pearson wasn’t feeling well so I sent her home.

I need you to cover her class please” he says to me.

“Is Amanda okay?” I ask him with concern.

“Upset stomach and vomiting but whatever it is I don’t want her infecting any of our students” he explains to me.

“Sure, Mr. Douglaston,” I say to him as I exit the lounge.

I enter the classroom, introduce myself, and begin to take attendance.

I read one name after the other as I make my way to the last few names.

“Taylor, Harry?” I ask as I hear “Present.”

“Vega, Christine?” I ask as I hear, “Present.”

I get to the last name on the roster as I look at the name.

“What a coincidence,” I say to myself silently as I read the name.

“Vogel, Clara?” I ask as I hear, “Present” in a timid low voice.

The response sounds all too familiar as I scan the room.

“No, no way…it can’t be!” I yell to myself in silence.

“Vogel, Clara?” I ask again as I again hear the all too familiar voice.

“Present” I hear again in the same low timid voice as I turn my head in the direction of the voice and look at her with shock.

“OH MY GOD!” I scream to myself in my head as Clara and I lock eyes.

I feel like I’m going to pass out as I look at Clara sitting in the back of the room in the last row to my right.

I take a deep breath and do my best to get through the class and lesson with my heart pounding in my chest.

Time feels as if it’s moving backward until the bell rings signaling the end of the period.

I take a seat in the chair behind the desk and watch the students exit the classroom.

I feel as if I’m having an out of body experience as Clara walks past me without looking at me and exits the classroom.

“This can’t be happening to me!” I scream to myself in my head as my entire body is consumed with panic.

I frantically gather my belongings, exit the school, and enter my car.

I place my head on the steering wheel as my mind races.

I frantically drive home with my heart beating so hard and fast I feel like it will explode any minute now.  

As I pull my car to a stop, I look at the familiar bright red Mustang convertible with the license plate of “Red Hot.”

I slowly exit my car and head to my front door.

I turn the handle to discover my door is unlocked and Clara is waiting for me inside.

I open and close the door behind me as I look at a hysterically crying Clara sitting on my couch.

“Explain now!” I yell at her.

“I don’t know what you want me to say,” she says to me with her voice shaking through her tears.

“How old are you Clara?!” ask her with fury.

“Eighteen” she replies quickly.

“Eighteen?! Are you sure or are you lying to me?” I ask her.

“I’m eighteen and will be nineteen in before graduation…I swear!” she replies to me.

“How are you already eighteen and already a senior year in high school?” I ask as calmly as I can.

“When I was a kid my parents thought I had a few cognitive issues so they had me repeat kindergarten” she explains to me as she continues to sob.

“You’ve been lying to me this entire time!” I scream out at her as tears fill my eyes.

“I didn’t mean to…I just didn’t know how to tell you!” she yells out.

“When were you going to tell me?!” I scream out in pain.

“I don’t know!

I wanted too I just didn’t know how!” she cries out.

As if reviewing my entire relationship with Clara at supersonic speed in my mind the pieces of my puzzle begin to complete.

When I met her in Hawaii, I thought she looked younger than she told me.

She rarely consumed alcoholic beverages when we met would go out to dinner at the hotel and the look of fear and nervousness when we went out to the nightclub and she was asked for her ID before we went into the club and when she ordered drinks at the bar!

“Why couldn’t we see each other the weekend after you spend that Sunday night with me?!” I ask her filled with fury.


“My mom grounded me” she confesses to me in a low tone of voice. 

I cross my arms and do my best to look at her as I’m blinded by tears.

“Clara…just tell me why” I cry out.

“I didn’t mean for this to happen.

When I laid eyes on you for the first time in Hawaii at my grandparents’ laundromat, I had never been so immediately attracted to anyone.

I just wanted to get to know you.

I knew that you were only there on vacation, but we started spending so much time together.

I fell in love with you before we left Hawaii.

When you told me, you didn’t want what we had to end I was never so happy.

I was afraid that if I told that my true age you would have ended it right there and then.

When I told you that I loved you and you told me that you felt the same it was everything I ever wanted.

I know lying about my age was a terrible thing to do but I was afraid of losing you.

My age is the only thing I ever lied to you about, I swear!” she cries out to me.

“No, you lied about not being able to see me!” I snap at her.

“What was I supposed to tell you?!

That my mom was expecting me home and that I had school the next day?!

That I couldn’t see you because I was grounded?!

I know I should have been honest and am so sorry!

I’m so sorry but I love you!” she tells me.

“Clara, you’re a student at my fucking school!” I scream at her.

“I told my coworker that you were my girlfriend and we hung out together!

Amanda is your fucking teacher!” I scream at her.

“I know…I know” she cries out.

“I could lose everything I’ve worked for!

Did that ever cross your mind, Clara?!” I ask her with heartbreak.

“When I found out I was going to attend your school I know I should have told you, but I didn’t know how to.

I tried to, please believe me but I couldn’t bring myself to” she says to me as she rises from the couch and attempts to place her hand on my arm.

I push her hand away with anger and disdain and proceed to cross my arms again.

“Clara, you and I are over,” I say to her.

“No, Nicky…baby, please!

I love you!

If you love me, you wouldn’t be doing this!” she screams out at me.

“Our entire relationship was built on lies!” I scream at her.

“So, what if I’m eighteen?!

What does my age have to do with how we feel about each other?!

It doesn’t change anything that’s happened between us and it shouldn’t change how you feel about me!” she yells at the top of her lungs and throws herself back down onto the couch.

I can’t deny that I’m in love with her, but I’m so hurt right now I don’t know what to say or do.

“Please…baby…I’ll do anything.

I’ll drop out of school!” she cries out.

“No, Clara!

Please, I need time to process this!

In the meantime, no one and I mean no one is to know anything about us!

If Amanda says a word I’m ruined” I say to Clara full of fear.

“Are we over?” she asks as she rises from the couch.

“Clara, I don’t know.

I don’t know how to feel right now.

I need time” I explain to her.

“Okay…I understand,” she says to me as she sobs and slowly walks out of my apartment.

As soon as she leaves, I call Tee Jay and leave a frantic message on her voicemail.

As I drink one glass of wine after another I pass around my apartment as I wait for Tee Jay to return my call.

I feel a sense of relief as I see her name appear on the screen of my cell phone.

“Hey bitch!” she says to me with confusion as I cry out, “I need your help!”

“What’s wrong Nicky?” she asks me.

“Clara is a student at my school!” I exclaim.

“Wait, what?

Clara as in your girlfriend Clara?” she asks with shock.

As calmly as I can I explain all that happened as Tee Jay listens intently.

“Nicky, you didn’t do anything wrong.

Your sexual relationship with her began Hawaii and although it continued in Texas it was consensual and she wasn’t a student in your school at that time.

She’s eighteen and of legal consensual age.

If, nothing else happens between the two of you should be 100% fine” she explains to me.

“Clara is eighteen and our relationship is consensual.

I know it’s against school policy to be involved with a student but from a legal standpoint I would be okay, wouldn’t I?” I ask her.

“You’re not thinking about continuing a relationship with her, are you?” she asks with shock.

“Tee Jay can you please answer my question” I cry out.

I listen intently as I hear her type away at her keyboard.

“Nicky, you need to end it with her,” she says to me sternly.

“Tell me why Tee Jay,” I say to her.

“Texas state law is very clear on this.

If you continue your relationship with her and it’s found out you could be convicted of a felony in the second degree, face a sentence of between 2 and 10 years and lose your teaching license” she says to me.

“How Tee Jay?

She’s eighteen” I say to her.

“She of consensual age but because she’s a student that so all else gets thrown out the window.

Nothing good can come of this.

At the end of the day, no matter what, a relationship between you and Clara in the eyes of Texas state law is forbidden” she says.

“Forbidden?” I ask her as she repeats the word, “Forbidden!”

“End it with her and never doing anything sexual again with her ever again.

I strongly suggest you tell your school and speak to Amanda about this before she tells anyone at your school” she counsels me.

“I understand,” I say to Tee Jay in a low tone of voice.

“Make sure that you truly do, Nicky,” she says to me as we end our call.

I can’t believe this is happening!

Clara means everything to me.

I’m in love with her!

Up until now, I felt that she was my soulmate and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

I asked her to move in with me for God’s sake!

I know she lied about her age but if I found myself in the same predicament would I have done the same?

I’m angry and hurt that she lied to me but I’m heartbroken at the same time.

As I sip wine and pace around my apartment, I receive a text message from Amanda.

“Thank you so much for covering my class today.

I’m taking a leave of absence but please stay in touch” the text reads as I feel relieved that Amanda doesn’t seem to be an issue right now.

Tee Jay may be right that I should tell the administration about my relationship with Clara but I’m afraid of being let go.

I’m unsure whether to tell administration or not but I know that I need to end it with Clara.

The next morning at school I feel as if a huge weight has been lifted off my shoulders when Mr. Douglaston tells me that he’s hired a substitute teacher to cover Amanda’s class and that Amanda won’t be returning until the following school year.

This is great news!

By the time Amanda gets back, Clara would have already graduated.

All I need to do is end it with Clara and no one will ever know!

To makes matters better I know that Clara is in the building but as I go about my day, I don’t bump into her once.

I haven’t done anything differently today and I haven’t seen her at all.

All I need to do is end it with her.

As I arrive at home my heart sinks as I see, Clara’s car parked in front of my apartment.

I know she’s not inside her car which means that she’s inside of my apartment.

I know what needs to be done.

It’s just a matter of doing it.

I enter my apartment and look at Clara’s pale face as she leans against the wall in my living room.

“Clara, who knows about us?” I ask her as calmly as I can ask.

“Only Josh” she replies as I look at her and she says, “Only Josh, I swear.

I haven’t said anything about us to anyone else.”

“I need my key back,” I say to her as she nods her head, goes into her right front pocket, and hands me the key to my apartment.

“We’re, over aren’t we?” she asks me as I watch tears stream down her cheeks.

“Yeah we’re over,” I say to her.

“When you told me, you loved me you didn’t mean it, did you?” she says with anger and pain in her voice.

“No, I did mean it but regardless of how I feel about you and how you feel about me, we need to end this,” I say to her becoming upset.

“Why…Nicky?

Just tell me why?” she asks me.

“Clara, you’re a student at my school.

I spoke to Tee Jay about us and this needs to end” I attempt to explain to her.

“I told you I’ll drop out of school!” she snaps at me.

“No, Clara,” I say to her.

“You can’t stop me,” she says to me.

“Dropping, out of school doesn’t mean anything.

We’re over whether you drop out or not.

You lied to me and I don’t trust you anymore.

I love you but I don’t trust you” I say to her.

“So, this it?

After all, we’ve done and after all, we’ve gone through to be together, just because I lied about my age our entire relationship means nothing to you?” she replies.

“Trust is everything Clara,” I say to her.

“I’ll tell!” she screams out.

“What did you just say?” I ask her with anger, confusion, and disbelief.

“I’ll tell my parents and tell the school!” she yells.

“I mean so much to you that you’re willing to blackmail me into continuing our relationship?” I ask her with disbelief as I shake my head.

“That isn’t love,” I say to her.

“I didn’t mean that…I’m sorry,” she says to me.

“You sure are!

Get the fuck out now!” I yell at her.

“I love you, Nicole” she cries out as I close my eyes and say, “Leave now!”

I feel as I was living the best dream of my life and now, I’m living through a complete and utter nightmare.

I know Clara lied to me about her age, but I can’t just turn off my feelings as if I’m a robot.

I can’t deny how deeply in love with her I am, but I know that being with her is forbidden.

Knowing that being with her is forbidden doesn’t change the fact that I still want to be with her.

She haunts my every thought.

The only time I don’t think about her is when I’m teaching a class.

When I’m not teaching, she consumes my every thought and dream.

I feel as if I’m just going through the motions of life and feel depressed.

Tee Jay knows what I’m going through and is here for me as she’s always been, but I can’t help feeling as I do.

The last three and a half weeks have been challenging beyond belief and I feel as if I’m in mourning.

Clara reached out to me nonstop for the first week.

She begged and pleaded with me to forgive her via text. 

She left voicemails on my cell phone apologizing and crying hysterically for me to take her back.

Instead of responding to her texts and voicemails, I chose to ignore her.

Hearing the pain in her voice and how upset she was not only broke my heart but made me feel that I’m being heartless and perhaps unreasonable.

Clara must have taken the hint as I haven’t heard from her at all in over two weeks.

I miss her so badly it brings me physical pain.

I need to hear her voice and hold her in my arms.

The thought of never seeing or hearing from Clara ever again makes me not want to live.

I know she lied to me but the only thing she lied to me was about her age.

I don’t know what to do!

I grab my cell phone as I hear a text message notification.

“I miss you so much it hurts!

Please, I need to see you!”  I read the text message from Clara.

I feel a sense of relief that she finally has reached out to me as I was becoming worried.

What can it hurt to reply just this once?

“We can’t” I reply.

“We can if you want to!” she replies.

“I do but I can’t.

Please, this is hard enough!” I write back to her.

“Tell me you don’t love me” she responds.

“I can’t do that” I text in reply.

“Why can’t we still be friends?” she responds.

“It’s complicated” I text back.

“Please just meet me!” she texts back with a crying emoji.

I know nothing good can come from meeting with Clara.

It’s not that I want to see her, I need to see her!

“Tell me where?” I text her back.

“Come to my house.

I’m alone, mom out of town” she replies.

“Okay” I reply knowing that this may be the worst idea of my life as she texts me with her address.

Against my better judgment, I exit my apartment, enter my car, and enter her address into my GPS.

I drive through the night trying to talk myself into turning around and heading back home but I can’t.

I drive passed her home and park my car around the block.

I walk toward her house with every emotion in my body telling me to turn around, but I can’t.

“I’m here” I text her as she replies, “Come through the back.”

I walk down a long driveway of a palatial home with my heart racing hoping that no one has seen me.

I walk past a large in-ground pool and smile as I see Clara through the sliding glass doors.

She slides the door open and steps outside with bare feet, a pair of boxer shorts and a tight white tank top tee shirt.

She hugs me tightly and with her face inches away from mine she says, “Thank you for coming over.”

“I shouldn’t be here” I confess to her as she grins and say’s “I know but thank you.”

“When is your mom coming back?” I ask her with concern.

“Tuesday” she quickly replies.

I’m scared that her neighbor is going to see me for some reason although I know that even if her neighbor did see me it wouldn’t matter.

“Can we go inside?” I ask her as she nods her head, takes hold of my hand, and walks me into the large kitchen.

“I know you’re right about us not being able to be together, but I need closure,” she says to me.

“I know what you mean” I confess to her.

“How have you been?” she asks me.

“Terrible…how about you?” I ask as she responds, “Same as you.”

“Nicky, I need you to know that I never meant for this to happen.

Had I known this was how we would wind up I would have been honest with you from the start.

No, I should have been honest from the start.

Believe me, I know what I did was wrong and I’m sorry…from the bottom of my heart, I’m sorry” she says to me.

She looks amazing and I’ve missed her so much.

“Will you ever be able to forgive me?” she asks as I nod my head and reply, “In time.”

“I’m sorry for saying I would tell.

I would never, ever do anything to hurt you that way.

I know I’ve hurt you enough” she says to me full of emotion.

“I know, Clara,” I say to her with sadness.

“Do you think that when I graduate, we can pick up where we left off?” she asks me.

“Clara, I don’t know” I admit to her.

“We’re not talking about years here.

We’re talking about five months” she says to me with hope.

“I’m still hurt and to be completely honest I’m still angry with you” I confess to her.

“I know you are, and you have every right to be.

I just need to know if there’s a possibility.

I’m so in love with you I don’t’ want to think about never being with you again.

Why can’t we be friends?” she asks me.

“Even if we’re not sexually involved people may think we are and it’s too risky” I explain to her.

“I understand,” she says solemnly.

“I need you to do something for me,” she says with sadness.

“What would that be?” I ask her.

“Kiss me one last time.

Kiss me one last time so I can get the closure I need” she says to me.

“I don’t think so,” I say to her.

“Please, Nicky.

Just one last kiss and we’ll part ways for good.

One last kiss and I won’t reach out to you and I’ll be sure not to come within a foot of you.

I promise no matter how painful it is for me I’ll leave you alone.

One final kiss to officially end it” she says to me.

I know I shouldn’t, but I want to.

One last kiss.

One last time to feel my lips on hers.

One last time for closure…closure for the both of us.

“Okay,” I say to her as she smiles and slowly closes the distance between us.

She places her hands on my hips as I place my hand on her hips.

We slowly move our faces toward one another as I close my eyes and feel my lips touch hers.

We remove our lips from each other’s and gaze into each other’s eyes.

“One last, last kiss,” she says to me as gaze into her eyes.

I close my eyes again as our lips touch once again.

There it is…the feelings that I’ve missed so much.

The feeling of floating on air and the feeling of electricity coursing through my body.

We peck each other’s lips as I open my mouth slightly and feel Clara’s tongue touch mine.

As we French kiss I know that I don’t want this to end.

I know I want more than to just kiss her.

I need to be with her!

“One last time…make love to me,” she says to me as she pecks my lips with hers.

“Where is your room?” I ask her with lust as she smiles and takes hold of my hand.

She walks me through the large kitchen, across the huge living room, and up a large winding staircase.

She walks me into a bedroom and closes the door behind her.

Clara looks at me with lust-filled eyes and removes her tight white tank top tee shirt and slides her boxer shorts to her ankles and off.

She lays herself in the middle of her large bed as I can’t hold myself back.

I place myself on top of her and French kiss her as I run my hands over her nipples, breasts and run my other hand too in between her legs.

As we kiss, I can feel her pussy become wet as I begin to play with her clit as we continue to kiss.

“I’ve missed you so much!” she cries out as we kiss, and she rolls me over so that I’m now on my back.

As we kiss, she slowly and seductively undresses me as our nude bodies press against each other.

I push her off and away from me as I look at her and say, “We shouldn’t.”

“I know,” she says to me as she again places herself on top of me.

I know we shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help myself.

How can this be wrong when this feels so right?!

With her eyes open and gazing into my eyes she kisses down the middle of my stomach and tastes me as I moan with pleasure.

“Yes, baby…yes” I cry out as I sway my hips and pussy into her mouth.

As she eats my pussy, she begins to finger fuck me at the same time as I close my eyes and enjoy the touch that I’ve longed for.

“I‘ve missed you so much!” I cry out as she stops only to smile at me and continues to please me.

“Baby, I’m going to…going to…” I cry out in pure pleasure as I orgasm fast and hard into her mouth.

She kisses up my stomach and lays herself on top of me as I taste myself in her mouth and on her tongue.

Like a rabid animal, I force her onto her back as she giggles and laughs as I quickly place myself in between her legs and begin to enjoy the taste that I’ve missed so much.

“Nicky…” she cries out as I pleasure her.

As I had done earlier, she too orgasms fast and hard into my mouth.

We lay in bed cuddling and kissing as I feel nothing but joy.

I know we shouldn’t have but we did.

There is no erasing what just happened, but I don’t want it to be erased.

“We can make this work,” she says to me with a smile.

“What happened to closure?” I ask her with a smirk.

She intertwines her fingers with mine and kisses me gently.

“Baby, we’ll be careful.

We won’t talk at school and when we meet, we won’t meet anywhere close to the school or where we live” she says to me with hope.

“If this gets out, I can lose everything I’ve work so hard for.

I can go to prison” I say to her.

“It won’t get out,” she says to me.

“I love you, Nicky,” she says to me with a gentle kiss of my lips as I reply, “I love you too” as I close my eyes and give in to the call of sleep.

I know I’m twenty-four and Clara is eighteen and a student at my school but why is it wrong?!

She’s not my student and we don’t see each other throughout the school day.

I give her no preferential treatment and she’s of legal age!

My relationship with her had already been established!

I think we can make this work in secret.

All we need to do is not let anyone found out about us for a few months.

I know it’s risky, but I deserve to be happy, we deserve to be happy.

The wise thing to do is not have sexual relations with her until she graduates.

The wise thing to do is not be with her at all until the school year finishes but I’ve never claimed to be wise.

I’m just a fool, a fool who’s in love!

Besides, we’re only six years apart in age.

If I were thirty and she was twenty-four no one would care if we were in a relationship.

She doesn’t even act as if she’s eighteen.

She’s mature beyond her years and extremely intelligent.

She speaks four damn languages fluently!

We’re in love but I can’t deny that I’m terrified of the possibility of having our relationship exposed.

I’ve never a fan of social media, but I opened a few social media accounts to keep up with what Clara is doing online.

It’s probably one of the worst decisions I’ve made.

Her Instagram photographs are filled with lewd comments from male students at our school and it makes me upset.

Many of the female students leave venomous remarks about her looks and accuse her of being a whore who spreads her legs for any boy that asks which also makes me upset.

She tells me it comes with the territory, but I can’t help but feel anger.

It’s become worse since Clara made the cheerleading squad.

She didn’t want to even try out, but her mom insisted that she do so she did.

Clara and I went from not seeing each other in the hallways of the school to seeing each other all the time.

We don’t speak but simply look at each other in passing.

Perhaps it's my mind playing tricks on me, but I feel as if students see the way we look at each other and know what’s going on with us.

Clara is popular and hated at the same time and it’s driving me insane.

She’s a good person and doesn’t deserve to be treated this way.

People smile in her face but will stab her in the back in a heartbeat.

I’ve never been one to be jealous, but I find myself wanting to claw eyes out.

Especially when Clara told me that Chris Hastings, captain of the football team has been asking her out repeatedly.

She declines his advances but is becoming upset.

Had she been any other student I would speak to Chris about his behavior and demand that it cease.

I’m afraid if I do, he’ll see right through me.

All I want is for this school year to come to an end, but it feels as if it’s dragging.

I told Tee Jay that I ended things with Clara which I did.

I just failed to tell Tee Jay that I went back to her and that we’re together in secret.

I don’t feel I’m being dishonest as she hasn’t asked.

We promised each other that we would be careful, but I know we’re slipping.

We went from meeting hours away to her spending nights at my apartment, even during the school week.

When we’re together it feels right but when I’m at school even though I don’t feel I’m doing anything wrong I know that most won’t agree.

It’s Easter break and Clara and I are going on a date to a carnival in Fort Worth together.

We’ve made it to April and we only need to make it a little longer before we're in the clear.

Once she graduates my personal life truly becomes my personal life.

People may not like that I’m in a relationship with a former student, but she will be a former student.

Besides, she’s going to be nineteen at the end of May which I believe makes things better if we were to somehow get caught.

I of course cannot speak to Tee Jay about it as she would know what I’m up to in seconds of me asking.

It’s been a long time since I’ve been to a carnival and am having a blast as is Clara.

“This was a great idea,” I say to her with a smile as she giggles and nods her head.

As we walk, she feeds me cotton candy as I take hold of her hand.

We stop walking as she wipes cotton candy from the corner of my mouth, and we kiss passionately with our tongues.

We ride the Ferris wheel as we laugh, giggle, and kiss.

What an amazingly good time I think to myself as I drive home with Clara sound asleep in the passenger side of my car.

“Wake up sleepyhead,” I say to her as I park my car behind hers in front of my apartment.

“Staying over?” I ask her as she shakes her head and replies, “I will if you want me to.

“I want you to” I reply with a smile.

We’re both exhausted so we shower and go to sleep.

In the morning, we kiss each other goodbye outside of her car as I then watch her get into her car and drive off toward home.

On Monday morning, I arrive at school a bit later than usual as I overslept by a few minutes.

The students are buzzing, and I don’t like the way I’m being looked at.

What is going on?

Why do I feel everyone is staring at me?

As I walk toward the teacher's lounge, I watch a frantic looking Clara walk toward me as she too is being stared at as I am.

She looks pale, concerned, and flustered as she makes eye contact with me.

She stops directly in front of me as the students begin to clap, hoot, and holler.

“Kiss each other!’ a boy yells out as the hallway erupts into chants of “Kiss” over and again.

Clara quickly hands me her cell phone and runs away from me, down the hallway as I quickly enter the teachers’ lounge.

I place my body against the door to the teacher's lounge as I look at the image on Clara’s phone.

“Hot AF Teacher Miss Russo and Cheerleader Clara Vogel!” the video is entitled with the play symbol present in the middle of the video.

I press the play button as I watch Clara wipe cotton candy from the corner of my mouth and continue to watch as we French kiss and then hold hands as we walk toward the Ferris wheel.

The video cuts to a few seconds worth of footage showing Clara’s car parked in front of my apartment followed by another cut of Clara and I kissing goodbye outside of her car the following morning.

I feel like I want to die as I watch the video come to an end.

“Oh my God!

This cannot be happening!” I scream out loud.

“What exactly is happening Miss Russo?!” I hear Mr. Douglaston ask as he appears before me.

I don’t know what to say as he looks at me with anger and disgust.

“Speechless, are we?

What appears to be happening, Miss Russo is that you’ve acted inappropriately with a student.

I feel I shouldn’t have to say these words, but I will.

Miss Russo, your services at Billings are no longer needed.

In layman’s terms you’re fired, Miss Russo” he says calmly as I close my eyes and open them.

I open the door in the teacher's lounge and run as fast as I can into my car.

I quickly drive home, enter my apartment, and lock the door behind me.

I slide my back down the door as the gravity of the situation hits me.

I think I’m having a panic attack!

I’ve been fired and everyone knows about me and Clara!

What I’m I going to do?!

Think, Nicole, think!

Who recorded us?!

Why were we recorded?!

I quickly realize that I have Clara’s cell phone and have no way of getting in touch with her.

I get onto my laptop and look at my screen in horror as not only is the video posted on YouTube but as I refresh the screen the amount of views grows larger and larger with every click of the mouse.

I quickly leave my apartment, drive to Clair’s house, and am about to place her cell phone into the mailbox when the front door swings open.

“What have you been doing with my daughter?!” her mom exclaims as I hand her the cell phone and quickly run back into my car.

I drive frantically back to my apartment, lock my door, lock my windows, and close my blinds.

I take a long cold shower and wrap myself in a towel as I hear my cell phone ring.

I close my eyes as I answer the call.

“I told you it was forbidden!” Tee Jay screams at me.

“You know?!” I ask with horror.

“Yeah, and most of the country is going to know within a couple of days.

“How bad is it?” I ask with my voice quivering.

“The video has gone viral.

52,252 views and climbing steadily.

I’m confident when I state that I’m sure that you’re going to be talked about on the local news this afternoon” she says to me with anger.

“No…” I cry out as she yells back at me, “Yes!

You made your bed now it’s time to lay in it!”

“Please, Tee Jay I need your help” I cry out.

“Don’t I know it!

Don’t say a fucking word to anyone!

I’m on my way!

I can’t fucking believe you girl!” she says to me as she ends our call.

A little before noon, I turn on my television and tune into the local news channel.

In horror, I watch a short commentary that states, “Dallas private high school teacher and student recorded in compromising positions at noon.

Stay tuned.”

I stand in front of my television as the noon news begins.

“Billings Private High School teacher, Nicole Russo was recorded, making out, with senior female student Clair Vogel at a fair in Ft. Worth late Saturday night.

The video shows a vehicle registered to the student’s father, business magnate James Vogel, parked in front of the teacher’s home and appears to have not moved throughout the night.

The video concludes with the teacher and student kissing goodbye after it appears the student spent the night at the teacher’s home.

The video was uploaded onto YouTube in the early hours of Monday morning and quickly went viral.

As of this segment, the video is well over 65,000 views and counting.

Billings is the premier private high school in the state and sources have stated that the teacher, one Miss Nicole Russo was in her first year at the school and teaches mathematics.

There has been no official statement from the school, but sources say that Russo has been dismissed from her position and local authorities are looking into the video and the relationship between the teacher and student.

Be sure to tune in this evening for more on this disturbing chain of events…”

I’m screwed and my life is over!

All I had to do was stay away from Clair, but I couldn’t.

All I had to do was to be careful when seeing her but of course, I wasn’t!

I knew this could be a possibility but it’s now my reality.

My life as I once knew it is over!

Our relationship was “Forbidden” but I went ahead anyway.

I deserve everything that is coming my way.

I wonder how long my prison sentence will be.

Prison…I can’t go to prison!

I’m too attractive to go to prison and I’ll be taken advantage of sexually by large scary women named Bertha and Kong.

I can’t even fight!

I get dressed and look at the bottles of wine in my small wine rack.

Wine just won’t do as I find a jug of rum in my cupboard and take a drink straight from the bottle.

My landline is ringing off the hook!

I unplug the phone cord from the phone jack as I sit on my couch and begin to rock myself back and forth.

I begin to sob as I take drinks from the bottle in between my sobs.

I pull the blinds covering the windows of my living room back a little as I watch news vans begin to park outside.

I ignore the knocks on my door as I sit in my living room with my heart racing.

I watch the evening news in disbelief as I watch interviews of parents of Billings students spew venom and disgust over my relationship with Clara.

“It appears the YouTube channel was created with the sole intention of exposing the relationship between Miss Russo and student Clara Vogel, daughter of real estate business magnate James Vogel.

Currently, the party who is responsible for recording the video and uploading the video is unknown” the segment ends.

A little past 9 PM I received a text message that reads, “Unlock the door now!” as I slowly unlock the door.

Tee Jay bursts in pulling a small piece of luggage and a plastic bag with a couple of bottles of liquor.

Tee Jay looks at me and shakes her head as she hands me the bag and locks the door behind her.

“Lucky for you one of the best up in coming criminal defense attorneys’ in the state just so happens to be my boyfriend.

His name is Randy Covington and he’ll be here first thing in the morning” she says to me.

“Long-distance?” I ask her as she nods her head and looks at me with anger.

“Texas and Pennsylvania…I would say so Nicole!” she snaps at me.

Oh shit, she called me Nicole.

“I had no idea.

How long, how did you meet?” I ask her.

“We’ve been seeing each other for a little over three months now but you want to talk about my relationship now out of all the times we could have?” she says to me as she rolls her eyes.

“What’s going to happen?” I ask her with fear.

“He’s going to interview you and represent you at arraignment.

Hopefully, he’ll be able to get you.” she says to me.

I begin to sob as I embrace Tee Jay and cry, “Thank you for coming.”

“I’m furious with you but family doesn’t turn their back on family, especially in times of need,” she says to me.

“What were you thinking?!” she asks me with rage.

“I wasn’t thinking” I cry out.

“Congratulations, you’re infamous from here on out.

On the bright side, you are a lesbian so you should have a rather easy time in prison” she says to me.

“Tee Jay, that’s not funny,” I say to her.

“I wasn’t trying to be funny Nicole” she replies to me stone-faced.

“Do you think I’m going to go to prison?” I cry out.

“I’m sorry…I don’t know…I don’t Nicky,” she says to me with concern.

In the morning Randy comes over to my apartment first thing.

Randy is tall, dark, handsome, and articulate.

“Nice choice,” I say to Tee Jay as she smirks at me.

“Randy, what is your normal fee?” I ask him.

“$10,000 for the arraignment and $800 per hour after arraignment” he replies.

“I can’t afford that!” I cry out.

“Tiana has filled me in on your financial situation.

A case like this can make my career.

As such, I’m going to represent you pro bono” he says to me with a warm smile.

“Thank you…” I cry out over and again as I hug him tightly.

“You’re very welcome but we need to talk.

You need to tell me everything and when I state everything, I mean everything.

I need to know how you met, how long this has been going on, and every intricate detail.

You need to be completely honest” he explains to me.

“I understand,” I say to him.

Randy places a small tape recorder on my coffee table and places his laptop onto his lap.

He questions me for hours as I answer each question truthfully.

Both he and Tee Jay hang on every word as I speak.

He presses stop on the tape recorder and closes the lid of his laptop.

“What do you think, honestly?” I ask him.

“Nicole, Texas has some of the toughest improper relationship laws in the entire country,” he says to me.

“Clara is eighteen and we were in a relationship before I knew she was a student at my school” I cry out.

“I know that, but the laws are very clear and include students over the age of eighteen.

Even if she wasn’t a student at your school but rather a student in your school district the laws are the same” he explains to me.

“I’m going to prison, aren’t I?” I ask him filled with emotion.

“Not if I can help it.

When you’re arrested you are not to say a word to the detectives.

You’ll demand your attorney and I’ll do my best to get you out at arraignment, but I can’t make any promises.

Do you understand?” he asks me as I nod my head and state, “I understand.”

“Get dressed in something professional.

Show no skin” he says to me firmly as I get dressed and await the inevitable.

Just before 10 PM, Randy opens my door as two detectives enter my apartment.

One of the detectives, Sampson, orders me to turn around and places my hands behind my back as the other detective, Hodges, tells me that I’m going to the precinct to be questioned.

I’m escorted out of my apartment as reporters scream questions at me as I’m blinded by flashes of light from cameras.

I’m placed into the back of a police vehicle, driven to the precinct and walked into an interview room.

“Miss Russo, you’re facing some serious charges here.

I want to help you, but I can only help you if you’re completely honest with me” Detective Sampson states to me.

“I have nothing to say” I reply.

Detective Hodges slams his hands onto the table and looks at me with his nostrils flaring.

“Listen, lady, you’re looking at 20 years…20 damn years so I suggest you start talking and start talking now!” he yells at me.

“I want my attorney,” I say to him with tears in my eyes.

“Have it your way.

Nicole Russo, you’re under arrest for Improper Relationship Between Teacher and Student…” Detective Hodges says as he reads me my Miranda rights.

I’m fingerprinted, photographed placed into a holding cell alone.

The cell is tiny, dirty, and smells like urine.

I lay on a thin brown bench begin to sob as I place myself into the fetal position.

I’m cold, scared, and can’t believe that this is where I am in my life.

I somehow manage to sleep for a little while and can see sunlight in my cell.

An officer, Tolley, comes to my cell and tells me that I can make a phone call if I like.

My cell doors are opened as I place a call to Tee Jay.

“Hey girl, how are you holding up?” she asks.

“I want to go home,” I say to her.

“You’re going to be arraigned on Monday morning.

Randy will be there waiting for you.

Hopefully, you’ll be home by Monday afternoon.

Stay strong” she says to me as again begin to cry.

“I’ll do my best.

What happens to me if Randy can’t get me out tomorrow?” I ask with fear and tears.

“You’ll be transported to the county jail, Nicky” she explains to me.

“I need to check on…” I begin to say to Tee Jay.

“Nope…don’t…just no!” she snaps at me.

We end the call as I’m again placed into the holding cell.

“Would you like breakfast?” officer Tolley asks me as I shake my head.

All I can do is sit in this cell with my mind racing.

I knew this could be a possibility, but I don’t think I ever truly thought it would become reality.

My mind is consumed with the thoughts of what I could and should have done differently.

I wonder what Clara is dealing with.

I wonder what she’s dealing with while I sit in this cell.

I can do nothing but wonder as I stare at the wall across from my bed.

I don’t know what time it is, and I don’t care as all I can do is wait for the morning to arrive.

In the morning I’m transported from the precinct to the courthouse.

I’m placed into a small interview room and sit in silence as I watch Randy enter.

“You look terrible,” he says to me as I look at him somberly and reply, “I feel terrible as well.”

“Nicole all I can tell you is hope for the best but prepare for the worst” as I nod my head.

“See you inside,” he says to me.

I’m escorted into the courtroom and look around and am stunned by the number of people present.

I see many all too familiar faces but the only one I care about is Tee Jay.

I hear the judge read the charge against me as Randy states, “Mr. Randy Covington for the defense your honor.

My client pleads not guilty.”

“Mrs. Denise Dennison for the prosecution your honor.

There is video evidence that an improper relationship existed between the accused and the student.

The accused used her standing to prey on an innocent student and has betrayed not only the sacred bond between student and teacher but has betrayed the public trust bestowed upon her by the public and the community.

As Miss Russo is no longer gainfully employed and has no family in the community in which she lives, the people strongly feel that Ms. Russo is a flight risk.

As such, the people respectfully request remand or in the alternative bail be set in the amount of $300,000” the prosecutor states.

“Your honor my client has never had so much as a speeding ticket and has no prior criminal record.

Before this allegation, my client, one Miss Nicole Russo, has been an upstanding member of her community and a well-regarded teacher.

She serves no threat to the public and no desire to flee.

She intends to clear her good name that has been desecrated by this accusation.

I respectfully request that my client be released on her own recognizance with an ankle monitor to assure that she will not stray outside of this jurisdiction your honor” Randy states.

The judge looks at me, looks at the prosecutor, and then at Randy.

“Councilor, the charge against your client is rather serious.

I believe you know as well as this court that an ankle monitor may not be used as a condition of release at arraignment.

It is the position of this court, although your client has no prior criminal history that Miss Russo does pose a flight risk.

As such it is the decision of this court that bail is set in the amount of $150,000 bond or $75,000 cash” the judge states.

“Your honor, the defense respectfully requests due to the nature of this case and the nature of the accused offense that my client be placed into protective custody until bond or cash bail may be met” Randy states to the judge.

“The defendant will be taken into custody at this time and placed into protective custody until the condition of bond or cash bail can be made or until her next appearance before this court” the judge orders as I feel as I’m about to faint.

I’m escorted out of the courtroom and into the back of the court where I’m released to the custody of the department of correction and placed into a holding cell.

A few hours later I’m walked to a van and placed inside and driven to county jail.

I arrive at the county jail, am uncuffed, and again placed into a cell by myself as a bunch of women in a cell across from me look at me as if they want to cause me physical harm.

“Russo, Nicole…step out!” a female correction officer commands, hours later.

She’s a large woman with a scowl on her face who makes me nervous and scared at the same time.

I step out of the cell and am escorted into a small room with a table and a small shower.

Another female correction officer is standing behind the table who smiles at me.

She’s short, thin and wears a thick pair of glasses.

“Miss Russo, I’m C.O. Nichols and this is C.O. Johnson.

We need you to remove all your clothing and place each item one at a time on the table in front of you

I will provide you with a receipt of all items we’re taking from you” she says to me.

“Everything?” I ask as C.O. Johnson barks out, “Do as she says!”

I do as instructed and stand in the room naked with my arms covering my breasts.

“In the shower!” C.O. Johnson yells at me as I enter the shower.

“Turn around with your chest facing the wall.

Place your arms up in the air and squat!” she orders me.

I do as she says and I feel humiliated.

Even more so when I’m told to turn around with hands in the air and again squat.

C.O. Nichols hands me a jumpsuit, socks, bra, panties, and a pair of slippers and says, “You may get dressed now.”

As I begin to dress, I’m trying to stop tears from leaving my eyes.

It’s of no use as clench my jaw and teeth and feel my warm tears leave my eyes and stream down my cheeks.

“Bet you weren’t crying when your tongue was in teen Barbie’s mouth and other places,” C.O. Johnson says with laughter and some sort of sick satisfaction.

“Johnson, stop it!” C.O. Nichols yells at her.

“Fuck this rapist!” C.O. Johnson yells at her as she yells back, “Accused Johnson, accused.

“Get the fuck out of my search room!” C.O. Nichols screams out loud.

C.O. Johnson laughs and looks at her.

“Sticking together with your lesbian sister, are you?” she asks with disgust.

“Don’t be mad because I find you repulsive” she replies as C.O. Johnson looks at her with anger and leaves the room.

“I’m sorry about that.

She’s close to retirement and year after year of doing this for a living can make a person jaded” she says to me.

“Thank you,” I say to her with gratitude as she nods her head.

“Will I be safe in here?” I ask her with my voice shaking.

“You’ll be fine in protective custody.

There are only a few people in there” she says to me.

“Why are you being so nice to me?” I ask her.

“I’m being professional, and I know there are always two sides to a story but you’re welcome.

Yet again, I’m placed into a cell and wait for well over two hours until I’m escorted into what will be my home for the foreseeable future.

I’m trembling with fear and exhausted as I carry a thin green mattress, sheets, and a plastic cup into a huge room filled with bunk beds, circular tables, and phones on the wall.

I don’t know how many women are in the room, but I know it’s more than ten.

I feel awkward as they all glare at me.

There is a large desk where a correction officer sits behind a computer.

The correction officer rises from her seat as C.O. Nichols hands her small card.

“Name?” the correction officer asks me as I provide my name.

“Good luck,” Officer Nichols says to me as she exits.

“I’m Officer Gibson…follow me,” she says as I follow her, and she assigns me a bed.

“What time is it?” I asked Officer Gibson.

“A little past 8 PM” she replies and walks away from me as I place the mattress onto the metal-framed bed and sit.

“That’s her I know it is” I hear a woman say from across the room as my heart begins to race and can feel myself begin to sweat.

I watch as three women begin to walk toward me as if in slow motion.

I hear a phone ring and Officer Gibson answer.

“You’re the teacher, aren’t you,” an intense and scaring looking woman with tattoos asks me as I look at her and nod my head.

“I fucking told you” another woman yells out as she claps her hands together as if congratulating herself.

“Russo, you’re out of here!” C.O. Gibson yells out loud.

I get off the bed and quickly walk past the small group of women to the desk where the officer seats.

“I’m sorry, what did you say?” I ask her as she rolls her eyes and says, “You’re out of here…you’ve been bailed out” she answers.

“Is it okay if I stand here for a little while?” I ask as she shrugs her shoulders and looks at me.

I watch the seconds on the large clock on the wall tick away, a buzzing doorbell, and watch as Officer Gibson opens the door to the housing area.

In walks C.O. Nichols who looks at me as I quickly walk to her.

“Back to the intake,” she says to me as she escorts me back to where I had been for hours before.

I get dressed back in my clothes, am placed in another van, and driven to the front of a tall fence.

The doors swing open as I’m let out of the van and walked through a small gate.

I look at the passenger door to a large black Mercedes open as Tee Jay steps out.

I run to her as fast as I can and embrace her as I begin to hysterically cry.

She rubs my back as she hugs me and whispers into my ear, “It’s okay Nicky.”

“Thank you so much for getting me out of there!

It was horrible and I’ve never been so humiliated in my life!

I just want to go home…please take me home!” I whale out loud.

I get into the back seat of the car and look at Randy sitting in the driver seat.

“Tee Jay, how did you get the money to bail me out?” I ask her.

“You know I don’t have that type of money and I don’t have assets to use for collateral,” she says to me.

“Randy?” I ask as he laughs and says, “You’re my girlfriends’ best friend and my client but not me.”

“Who then?” I ask with intrigue.

“Thank your girlfriend” Tee Jay replies to me.

“What…she doesn’t have that type of money!” I exclaim with disbelief as both Tee Jay and Randy begin to laugh hysterically.

“Let’s get you home,” she says to me as Randy drives us to my apartment.

As soon as I get home I race into the bathroom and take an extra-long hot shower to wash the smell and stench of jail off my body.

I get dressed and join Randy and Tee Jay in my living room.

“So, Clara bailed me out?” I ask as Tee Jay smiles and nods her head.

“Have you seen her?” I ask as Tee Jay again nods her head.

She called Randy’s office and left a message.

Randy called her back and we met up with her at a truck stop.

“How is she?” I ask with concern.

“She seems to be okay, I guess.

I don’t know her so it’s hard to say” she attempts to explain to me.

“Tee Jay…I know when you’re being dishonest.

Truthfully, how is she?” I ask.

“You need to worry about you right now, not her” she responds.

“Tee Jay!” I exclaim with frustration.

“I can go for a drink.

Who wants a drink?” Tee Jay asks.

“I’m going to head out so you two can talk.

See you two tomorrow” he says and exits my apartment.

Tee Jay makes a couple of mixed cocktails and hands me one as we sit outside on my sad excuse for a patio.

“Tee Jay, how is she?” I ask.

She takes a deep breath and answers, “Not well, Nicky.

She blames herself for all of this.”

“None of this is her fault, it’s mine.

I knew that this could be a possibility, but I went ahead with her anyway.

This is all on me” I explain to her.

“Nicky, her parents didn’t know she was gay… no one knew she was gay” she says to me.

“I know but…but” I begin to say as the reality of the situation plays out in my head.

Tee Jay wasn’t entirely correct as I know that Josh knew that Clara was gay.

However, I did know that she hadn’t come out to anyone else.

To be truthful the fact that she was outed by the video had never crossed my mind.

I’ve only thought about myself for the last couple of days and now feel selfish.

“When I talk to her I’ll make her understand that none of this is her fault and I’ll help her get through being outed,” I say to Tee Jay with sincerity.

Tee Jays sips her drink and looks at me with concern.

“Nicky, you cannot, and I repeat cannot have any contact with her of any sort until your legal situation plays out.

It’s going to be bad enough when the media founds out that she was the person who bailed you out of jail.

I told you before that a relationship with her was forbidden but it can’t be any more serious about it than I am now.

If you don’t want to go to prison for a very, very long time Clara no longer exists in your life” she says to me.

“Bullshit Tee Jay!

I need to talk to her…I need to see her!” I cry out with frustration.

“How much do you know about Clara?” Tee Jay asks me.

“I know enough to know that I’m in love with her” I answer her.

“That’s not what I mean, girl.

In all the time you’ve spent with her, all the time you’ve been with her, how much do you know about her” she asks me with growing concern.

“I don’t understand what you’re asking me.

Stop being so cryptic and tell me what you think I need to hear” I lash out at Tee Jay.

“Did you know how wealthy she is?” she asks me.

As I look at Tee Jay's concerned face, I can’t help but laugh.

“Clara isn’t wealthy, her parents are,” I say to her with a roll of my eyes.

“Nicky, Clara is worth millions,” she says to me.

I sit in silence for a moment and look at Tee Jay.

“So. what if she is?

I didn’t know and I’m not in a relationship with her because of money.

It has nothing to do with our relationship.

She must have a reason why she didn’t mention it to me” I say to Tee Jay meaning every single word.

Tee Jay again takes in a deep breath and exhales slowly.

“Nicky, I know you live in your little world as I do.

It’s one of the things we have in common as is our dislike of social media.

You have a huge problem” she says to me with tears in her eyes.

“What Tee Jay?” I ask her feeling that whatever she’s about to say to me can’t be good based on the way she looks at her disposition.

“Clara’s family is beyond wealthy, she’s old money from at least five generations down.

Her father, James Vogel, has been on the cover of Forbes close to a dozen times.

Her grandfather on her father’s side left her a substantial trust fund when he passed around the time, she was ten.

On her eighteenth birthday, her trust fund began paying her monthly to the tune of a little over $100,000 per month” she explains to me.

“So, fucking what Tee Jay?!

What does her trust fund have to do with me?!” I yell out.

“They’re going to make an example out of you.

They’re going to paint you as a poor girl turned teacher who used her position of trust to go after an innocent high school student because you knew going in that she was worth millions” she says to me.

“That’s not even close to reality!” I vent.

“I know but it gets worse,” she says to me.

“Worse…how?” I ask.

“How would an unknown girl build such a large social media following in such a short period?” she asks me.

“I don’t know…maybe because she’s ridiculously hot and posts scantly clothed photos of herself on Instagram,” I say to her.

“No, it’s because her father has done his best to keep her out of the public eye.

She wasn’t allowed to be photographed or have social media accounts.

When he felt that people were getting too close to his family, meaning her, he moved them.

He moved them from city to city, state to state every few years or so.

There are thousands upon thousands of people who’ve been dying to know what the daughter of a soon to be billionaire looks like.

When she turned eighteen, her dad couldn’t stop her from doing the things he once did, specifically social media” she explains.

“I’m confused and don’t understand.

What does social media have to do with anything?” I ask as I take a huge drink from my glass.

Tee Jay grabs her phone, goes onto YouTube and presses play on a video from a user account named, “VogelGirlAllGrownUp.”

I watch the video that is nothing more than slides and music playing.

“I’ve been hidden.

I’ve been kept a secret.

No longer…

James Vogel’s daughter is now all grown up and daddy can’t hide me any longer.

You’ve all wished to know who I am,

Wished to know how I look.

Wish no longer!

Follow me on Instagram and get to know me,

Clara Vogel”

The short video ends with Clara’s voice saying her Instagram handle.

“Tee Jay, I don’t understand why this video matters!” I scream at her.

“You told Randy that she showed you her Instagram profile when you first met her,” she says to me.

“Yeah, she did.

I even created an account to keep tabs on what she’s been up to” I say to her.

“If she showed you her account when you first met her the prosecutor is going to use it as a path to attack.

She’ll argue that when Clara showed you her account that you knew full well who she was and what she was worth” she explains to me with tears in her eyes.

“I didn’t though!” I say becoming filled with panic.

“I know it and you know it, but will a jury buy it?” she asks me.

“What exactly are you telling me?” I ask her.

“Nicky…Randy doesn’t think he’ll be able to get you off.

He feels that if he goes to trial, he’ll lose which means that you lose.

He’s going to try to work out a plea deal with the prosecutor once you’re indicted but he knows she’s going to play hardball” she says to me beyond upset.

“How hard?” I ask with fear.

“He didn’t say but I’m sure he’ll talk to you about it tomorrow,” she tells me.

After all, I’ve been through in my life.

After how hard I’ve worked to get where I am.

None of it matters.

I’m going to prison and I don’t know for how long.

I turn on the television and begin to slowly flip through news stations as I begin to watch in horror with Tee Jay.

I’m everywhere!

It seems as if every news story I come across is about me and Clara.

As Tee Jay explained to me how the prosecutor would build her case against me, the news media has already started.

I had only been in custody for a little under three days, but reporters have already picked my entire life apart for the world to see.

Where I was born and how I was raised poor.

How my dad was and still is an alcoholic, drug addict who I don’t keep in touch with.

Where I attended school and college.

Where I worked while in college.

Where I began teaching when I graduated from college.

How I wound up teaching at Billings.

How I set my sights on Clara to live the life of privilege that I always felt I deserved.

How I seduced Clara and used my position as a trusted teacher to prey on her.

All of it is true except for everything to do with Clara.

There’s nothing I can do to change the media narrative.

I’m already being so easily prosecuted in the eyes of the public.

No wonder Randy doesn’t think I can win a trial.

If prosecuting me is so easy for the media how easy will it be for the legal system to do the same?

The next day, the media is in full and present outside of my apartment.

If I try to leave, I’ll be bombarded with questions and followed but I have nowhere to go anyway.

Randy arrives at my apartment a little past noon as I’m consumed with news coverage on television and the internet.

I look at Randy and say, “Tell me what the plan is.”

“Dennison is out of her damn mind and there is no way I’ll let you plead to what’s on the table right now when you’re indicted,” he says.

“What’s the offer be?” I ask him with no emotion.

“She’s talking at minimum a $10,000 fine, your license to teach and ten years,” he says to me.

“Do you think you can get the years down?” I ask.

“In time, maybe.

However, we have a long way to go between now and the grand jury.

It’s a long shot but I’m going to try to get the video suppressed.

I’ll buy you as much time as I possibly can” he says to me with confidence.

“Thank you, Randy,” I say to him.

Tee Jay didn’t want to leave me but had to.

I needed to talk her into going home.

Just because my life is over doesn’t mean her life is over.

I spend the next three days locked in my apartment drinking myself into a stupor watching and reading news coverage.

It’s all the same.

“Poor Teacher Preys on Rich Girl” over and again.

I want nothing more than to know how Clara is doing.

I don’t know how she’s feeling or even where she is.

The fact that Tee Jay told me she wasn’t doing well has me beyond concerned.

There’s no escaping it.

With a huge, high wind rainstorm heading into Dallas, the media scatters.

It’s nice to watch news coverage that doesn’t revolve around me for a change.

Winds of 50+ miles an hour and torrential rainfall that will lead to major flooding.

Part of me wants to lay down outside when the storm starts so I can drown in a puddle.

I don’t know why the thought has entered my mind as I know I don’t have the guts to do it anyway.

I sit outside my tiny yard and sit in a plastic chair as I look up at the ever-darkening sky.

The look of the sky matches my mood…ominous.

I feel a cold raindrop fall from the sky and onto my forehead as the raindrops begin to fall fast and hard.

The cold rain feels good against my warm skin and within seconds I’m drenched.

I don’t if it’s that I don’t want to move or that I can’t move.

As the rain is now falling so hard, I can’t keep my eyes open, I enter back into my apartment and strip of my soaking wet clothes.

I take a quick warm shower, dress, and enter my bedroom.

My room is lit from time to time by lightning as I lay in bed staring at my alarm clock and watch the minutes pass by.

I’ve never felt so alone and such despair in my life.

I have always wanted nothing more than to fall in love.

I’ve fallen in love, but my love is forbidden and a crime.

I never thought that falling in love would ever be the worse possible thing that could ever happen in my life.

What was that?

Must be the wind.

No…that doesn’t sound like the wind.

It sounds like someone is outside.

Who the hell would be outside in this weather?!

Must be a fucking reporter!

I quickly get out of bed and go into my closet.

As I fumble around my closet for a weapon, I smile to myself as I find an old aluminum baseball bat.

I grip the bat tightly and forcefully strike my open hand with the barrel of the bat.

I’m going to take out all my anger and frustration on whoever the fuck is outside!

As I’m about to open my bedroom door I hear the sliding door open and shut.

Someone is in my fucking house!

I swing my bedroom door open and yell out at the top of my lungs, “I’m going to fucking kill you!” as I run into my kitchen.

I hear a scream followed by, “Stop!

It’s me, Nicky!”

“Clara?!” I scream out as I turn on the light in the kitchen.

“Oh, my God…Clara!” I cry out as I drop the bat and run to her.

I wrap my arms around her soaking wet body, kiss her cheek, and hold her tightly.

I let go of her and am suddenly filled with panic.

I lock the sliding door and look at her.

“How did you get here?!

Did anyone follow you?!” I interrogate her.

With her body shivering she looks at me and replies,

“I parked a little over a mile from here and walked the rest of the way.”

I run into my bathroom and grab a towel and run back to Clara in the kitchen as I attempt to dry her off to no avail.

“Get out of those clothes before you become sick,” I say to her as she goes into my bathroom as I go into my bedroom and get her something to wear.

I exit my bedroom and join her in the bathroom.

I hand her the clothes and she puts them on.

She looks at me with a look I’ve never seen from her before.

Her eyes are sad and vacant.

She had dark bags under her eyes and looks thinner than normal.

She locks eyes, wraps her arms around me, places her head on my shoulder, and begins to sob.

I can hear and feel the pain in her body.

“I’m so sorry, baby!

This…this is all…all my fault!” she says through sobs and as if she’s having trouble breathing.

“No, no…Clara…love…this is all on me,” I say to her trying to calm her down.

“I…I should have been honest from the start!

I’ve ruined your life!” she cries out as she lets go of me and turns her body around.

“Clara, I take full responsibility for this,” I say to her.

“Nicky…I should have left you alone when you ended it with me!

I should have listened to you!

I shouldn’t have talked you into being with me!” she screams out with pain.

I place my hands on her shoulders and lean my head over her shoulder at the same time.

I place my mouth to her ear and whisper, “You didn’t talk me into anything.

Being with you is what I wanted and still want.

Whatever is going to happen is going to happen, but it doesn’t change the fact that I love you.

I just wish that loving you wasn’t forbidden in the eyes of the law.”

She quickly turns her body around and is now facing me.

“How can you still love after everything that you’re going through because of me.

You should hate me more than anything or anyone in the world!” she screams out.

“Clara, love, and hate are direct opposites.

I don’t hate you…no part of me hates you.

I love you more than anything or anyone in the world” I say to her as I stroke her face.

She removes my hand from her face, kisses my hand, and places my hand back on her cheek.

“I need you to calm down baby.

Can you do that for me?” I ask her in a sincere voice as she slowly nods her head as I remove my hand.

I wipe her tears from her cheeks with my fingers and smile at her.

“I’ve missed you so much,” I say to her as she looks at me with despair and repeats my words to me.

“You look terrible,” she says after a slight chuckle as I look at her and say, “You’re one to talk” followed by a smile.

“I’m sorry the video outed you,” I say to her as she shakes her head and says, “I’m not.

I lacked the courage to say anything and it was becoming too much to bear.

I feel free now” she says to me with a slight smirk.

Suddenly my kitchen light goes out which makes me realize I’ve lost electricity.

I fumble around and find a large scented candle in a jar that I light with a book of matches that I come across in one of the drawers.

“Are you okay?” I ask her as she looks at me with pained eyes and replies, “Okay?

How can I be okay with all the bullshit that’s being said about you?!

This isn’t fair!” she says to me clenching her jaw.

I take hold of her hand with one hand as I take possession of the candle with my other hand and walk her into my bedroom.

I lock the door behind us and place the candle on my nightstand.

“Sit down baby,” I say to her as she takes a seat with her feet on the floor in the middle of my bed.

I sit on my knees as I rub her legs with my hands back and forth.

“Things aren’t looking too good for me.

I need you to make me a promise” I say to her.

“What?” she asks me with her voice quivering.

“When I plead to however many years I’m going to serve, I need you to promise that you’ll forget about me and move on with your life.

She looks at me and removed my hands from her legs with anger.

“Forget about you?!

Not a chance in hell!

You will not plead to anything!

I’ll get you the best fucking attorney money can buy, and I’ll get you off!” she says with conviction and anger.

“Clara, Randy is a phenomenal attorney.

No matter how we feel about our relationship at the end of the day I broke the law.

There’s no denying that I did.

I have to leave with the consequences of my actions, and I need you to understand that” I say to her calmly.

“We didn’t do anything wrong!” she says with fury.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, baby, I did.

No matter what we think or how we feel, our relationship is forbidden.”

“That’s bullshit!” she screams out as she looks at me and again begins to sob.

“No baby, it’s reality.

I need you to come to terms with reality in the way that I’ve been coming to terms with it” I say to her as she takes hold of my hand.

“Lay down with me…please” she cries out.

I lay in bed as she cuddles her body against mine and nuzzles her head into my neck.

I can feel her warm tears fall from her cheeks onto my neck as she cries and says over and again, “It’s not fair.”

As I watch her sleep, I feel like me for the first time since this all happened.

Our love may be forbidden but it doesn’t change the fact that I love her.

As I watch her sleep, I hope beyond hope than when I do what I must do that she’ll move on with her life and find happiness again.

As I open my eyes, I’m astonished that not only did I sleep but I slept well.

I’ve barely slept since being released but I no longer feel my body consumed with exhaustion.

I can hear the rain against my bedroom window but looking at my alarm clock I know that I now have electricity.

However, I’m confused and concerned that Clara isn’t next to me.

I rush out my bedroom to find Clara laying on my couch texting on a cell phone.

“Clara!

Turn that off now!

They’ll know you’re here with me!” I scream at her.

“I’m not stupid, Nicky!

This isn’t my cell phone!

Josh got it for me under a fake name!

No one besides Josh knows I have it!” she yells back at me.

“Can you trust him?” I ask her as she opens her mouth wide and looks at me.

“I can’t believe you asked me that but yeah, I can trust him.

I trust him with my life” she says to me.

“I’m sorry.

I didn’t mean to yell at you” I say apologetically.

“It’s fine…don’t worry about it” she replies.

“Oh shit!” she cries out as she grabs my remote control, turs on the television, and flips to a news channel.

“Clara Vogel, daughter of business magnate, James Vogel and victim of Nicole Russo has gone missing.

Her mother, Victoria Schmidt-Vogel, claims that her daughter has been missing for over 24 hours and is unable to get in contact with her.

Schmidt-Vogel contacted police who have found her vehicle parked in a residential area with her cell phone inside.

Has she become a victim of foul play?

We will bring you more news as it becomes available” the segment ends.

“Over 24 hours?

Where the hell have you been?” I ask her.

“Around.

Fucking reporters are camped out at my house.

I kind of borrowed my mom’s SUV without her knowledge.

I knew they wouldn’t follow my mom, so I took it” she explains to me.

“I underestimated you,” I say to her with a laugh.

She shakes her head and looks at me with a cheesy grin.

“What?” I ask her.

“I don’t know how I’m going to get out of here.

Reporters have reconvened outside, weather and all” she says to me as I quickly draw my blinds in the living room back slightly and see the familiar mass gathering.

“I hate that shit?” she says to me.

“What shit?

The reporters?” I ask.

“That too but no.

Every time I’m mentioned the media feels it necessary to state that I’m my dad’s daughter.

As if he has anything to do with this,” she vents to me.

I answer my ringing cell phone to hear Randy’s voice.

“Do you have any idea where Clara is?” he asks me.

“You and Tee Jay have made it abundantly clear that I’m not to have any contact with her so why would I know?” I ask him in reply.

“Thank God but I need to apologize.

Part of me thought she may be with you” he admits to me.

“Would that be bad?” I ask him naively.

“It would be fucking insane and make my job next to impossible as if it’s not close to already,” he says to me.

“Good to know but as I said, I have no idea where she is,” I say as I end the call.

“Nicky…I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and I want to talk to you about something,” Clara says to me.

“What is it?” I ask her.

“I have plenty of money.

Randy is so convinced that you’ll not only be indicted but convicted that you’re willing to take a plea and serve time.

“We can just leave,” she says to me.

“Leave, leave where?” I ask her.

“I don’t know…anywhere.

We can leave the country!” she says to me with hope.

“Clara, no.

I need to take responsibility for my actions no matter what the outcome.

I knew you and were forbidden and that this all could happen” I attempt to explain to her.

“Stop saying the fucking word forbidden!” she yells at me which takes me off guard.

“Clara…” I begin to say as she snaps and screams, “Our relationship is only supposedly forbidden because you’re a teacher and I’m a student at the same school.

If my parents hadn’t had me repeat kindergarten when I was a child when we met, I would have already graduated from high school and none of this would be happening!

I’m going to be nineteen next month!”

“I need you to calm down, baby,” I say to her calmly as she goes from breathing deeply to normal.

“Baby, we can’t go anywhere.

The entire country knows who we both are, and I would eventually get caught.

Besides, I can’t live my life as a fugitive.

Neither of us would ever truly be free” I say to her.

“I can’t live without you” she cries out to me.

“You can and you will be able to.

As I told you before, when I start my sentence, whenever that is, I need you to forget about me and move on with your life” I say to her with sincerity.

“I’ll wait for you…I don’t care how long I’ll have to wait but I’ll wait for you,” she says to me through tears.

“What kind of life would that be for you baby?

You have your entire life ahead of you.

I know we love each other but me being in prison knowing that you’re not living your life to the fullest would be another sentence for me and I can’t live like that.

It’s going to be hard being in there and I don’t know what my life is going to be like when I get out” I say to her.

“What do mean?” she says with fear.

“I’m not going to be the same person when I get out of there.

I’ll forever be changed.

I don’t want you to wait and expect that I’ll be the same person you knew when I know I won’t be.

I don’t know how long I’ll be there and I won’t have anything when I get out.

I’ll be starting over as a convicted felon” I say to her.

“I’ll take care of everything.

I’ll pay the rent on this place until you get out or somewhere else.

I’ll put money aside for you so when you get out you won’t have to work.

We can live in my house in Hawaii” she says to me.

“Baby, I could be in prison 10 years…10 years.

In a decade you’ll be twenty-nine years old.

During that time you’ll meet someone else, fall in love, and have started your life.

I appreciate everything you’re willing to do for me but no Clara, no.

I won’t accept any of it.

The only thing I will accept is that you move on” I say to her.

“Nicky!” she screams out.

“Clara, my mind is made up and there is no changing it,” I say to her with seriousness.

She burst into tears as she embraces me, and I embrace her.

I gently kiss her lips and say, “I love you and although I wish things were different, I don’t regret any of it.

Being with you made me happier than I ever thought was possible and because of that, I’m willing to pay for it” I say to her.

“We didn’t do anything wrong,” she says through tears.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, I did.

Neither of us may agree that I did but the law says I did.

There’s no getting around it, I broke the law and I have no defense.

I’ve already been accused, tried, and convicted in the eyes of the public and the same will happen in court.

I’m at peace with it and need you to be as well” I say to her passionately.

“There has to be something that can be done…something!” she screams out in pain.

“If there is Randy will figure it out.

In the meantime, we need to figure out how to get you out of here” I say to her.

“I don’t want to leave,” she says to me.

“I don’t want you to leave either but if anyone finds out you’re here with me nothing good will come out of it.”

“I can sneak out the back after midnight,” she says to me.

Me and Clara spend the afternoon watching the never-ending news coverage of our relationship and theories on where Clara went and where she could be.

It’s now a little after 11 PM as Clara and I lay on my couch with her cuddled in my arms.

“Clara, I just want to make sure we’re on the same page before you make your grand escape,” I say to her.

“I’ll sneak in from time to time and have Josh send you a cell phone like mine so we can speak and text,” she says to me with a smile.

“Baby, we can’t stay in contact,” I say to her as she pulls away from me, stands, crosses her arms in front of her and her facial expression turns angry.

“Yes, we can!” she snaps at me.

I stand in front of her and pull her into me.

I kiss her cheeks and take hold of her hands in mine.

“I have an uphill battle and if anyone and I mean anyone were to find out we’re in contact there will be no plea deal.”

“How long, Nicky?” she says to me as my words have sunk in.

“I don’t know baby.

I wish I did but I don’t know” I say to her.

“When I leave it’s goodbye?” she asks me.

I shake my head and confess, “It’s goodbye for now”

“This is not fair,” she says to me with an upset tone of voice.

“Life isn’t fair baby,” I say to her with a half-smile.

Clara kisses me as I kiss her back.

Her hands are caressing my back and ass as we continue to kiss passionately.

She stops kissing me as she gazes into my eyes.

“Make love to me,” she says to me as she gently kisses my lips.

“I can’t baby.

This is hard enough.

If we make love, I won’t be able to let you go” I confess to her as I fill tears fill my eyes.

“So, don’t let me go,” she says with a smile as she again lightly kisses my lips.

“I love you Nicky…make love to me,” she says with lust and passion.

I want to make love to her so badly, but I can’t!

I pull away from her and shake my head as I look down to the floor.

“Do you want me to beg?” she says to me.

“Clara, please…it’s not going to happen,” I say to her.

“Fine!” she screams at me as she runs into my bedroom and locks the door behind her.

“Clara don’t be like this…please.

I don’t want this to be how we say goodbye” I cry out through the door.

As I plead with her to open the door, I suddenly hear the door unlock.

I slowly turn the door handle to discover the door is indeed unlocked.

I slowly open the door and go inside the bedroom as I Clara comes into sight.

Here she stands in the nude at the foot of my bed.

As I look at her beautiful face, her eyes, and her sculpted body I feel lost.

She slowly closes the distance between us and gazes into my eyes.

As I’m about to speak she places her index finger across my lips and shakes her head.

She kisses me passionately as I feel my knees become weak and electricity engulfs my body.

As she pulls my shorts down and off, I remove my shirt and now stand before her in the nude.

As we again kiss, I know I don’t want to be with her, I need to be with her one last time.

As we kiss, we slowly move toward my bed and gently place ourselves onto it.

As we kiss and run our hands over each other’s bodies and in between our legs I can’t help but feel so emotionally connected to her.

As I taste her, and she tastes me I feel as If I never want this to end.

She orgasms as I follow minutes later with my orgasm.

We kiss and gaze into each other’s eyes as she looks at the time on the clock and then looks at me.

She gets out of bed and dresses in the clothes she had arrived in the day before.

Clara looks at me with sadness as she gets back onto the bed.

We kiss passionately as she says, “I love you” as I say to her, “I love you too.”

I watch her exit my bedroom and hear the sliding door in my kitchen open and close.

I feel my body become consumed with sadness as the reality that I may never see or hear from her again comes over me.

I may never kiss her lips or hold her in my arms again.

I may never gaze into her beautiful eyes or see her smile.

I may never hear her infectious laugh again.

I get out of bed and take a long hot shower.

I lay in bed and stare at the ceiling as I’m suddenly overcome with grief.

I take hold of the pillow that still has Clara’s scent on it I place it against my face.

I cry into the pillow and place myself into the fetal position as I cry myself to sleep.

I awake in the morning, make a pot of coffee, and enter my living room.

I turn on my television and watch a news segment states that Clara is no longer missing, arrived at her home a bit past 5 AM, and is not talking about her whereabouts.

As the days turn to weeks and the weeks into two months, I’ve stopped living in hiding.

It’s horrible to be followed by the media everywhere I go and is upsetting to be yelled at and cursed at by strangers when I do something as simple as going to the supermarket, but this is my reality.

I mailed Clara a birthday card with a bogus return address along with a present.

I hope that she’s received both and knows that it came from me.

Randy’s motion to suppress the video was denied. 

A grand jury date has been set and to make matters worse the prosecutor is no longer interested in offering a plea deal.

She’s confident that I’ll be indicted and convicted at trial.

Tee Jay is doing her best to keep me calm but I can hear the sadness and fear in her voice when we speak on the phone.

My story is now becoming old news and as such the media presence outside of my apartment is dying down.

I walk outside to my mailbox and flip through the various pieces of mail.

I come across a thin envelope with a return address that I don’t recognize.

I enter my apartment, take a seat on my couch, and open the envelope.

I unfold the letter inside and begin to read.

“Baby,

Thank you for the card and the necklace.

I haven’t taken it off since I received it.

I miss you so much it’s causing me physical pain.

I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, and I can’t live like this anymore.

I think of you going to prison and it makes me not want to live.

I know what I need to do, what I’m going to do, and I hope that you’ll forgive me.

I’ve put a lot of thought and strategy into this decision and feel in my heart that it’s the right thing to do as I don’t know what else I can do.

The legal system and most of the public feel that our relationship was forbidden but they’re wrong.

I’m going to show them all how wrong they’ve been.

I miss you, love you, and hope that you are well.

Forever yours,

Clara.”

I read the short letter over and again and become filled with panic.

Is she going to hurt herself?!

I don’t know what to do with myself and begin to frantically pace.

I call Randy’s office to discover that he’s not in, so I leave a message with his secretary to call me as soon as possible.

It’s taking every ounce of strength in my body to not get into my car and drive to her house to check on her.

I open a bottle of wine and begin to drink from the bottle as I feel a sense of relief as Randy’s name and number appear on the screen of my cell phone.

“Randy, please come over.

I received a letter from Clara and I’m freaking the fuck out!” I exclaim into the phone.

“I’m on my way…we need to talk,” he says to me with worry.

Close to an hour later Randy arrives at my apartment dressed in a suit and with his briefcase in hand.

He places the briefcase onto my coffee table, opens it, removes a file folder, and removes a piece of paper.

“I need you to sign this,” he says to me.

“What is it?” I ask with confusion.

“I met with Clara’s father’s attorney this morning at his office.

This is an affidavit attesting that you will not sue Clara” he says to me.

“Sue Clara…why would I sue Clara?” I ask him.

“Clara is going public,” he says to me.

“Public?” I ask with confusion.

“She’s going to hold a brief press conference tomorrow to make an announcement.

The announcement will be that she’s going to sit through a tell-all interview on national broadcast television on the show, “The Investigators with Dan Limon” next week” he says to me.

“Why?” I ask him with concern.

“It’s her position that you’ve already been tried and convicted in the eyes of the public and because of that, you’re going to be indicted and convicted at trial.

She feels that by doing this interview she’ll be able to sway public opinion in your favor hence the public will sway the court system not to proceed with the case” he explains to me.

“Will this help or hurt me?” I ask him with concern.

“Everything that she says during this interview can be held against you at trial.

It may help but can hurt you” he says.

“What do you think?” I ask him.

“It’s risky but at this point, I can’t argue against it.

I will be working with, Clara’s father’s attorney to provide the questions to the producer of the show but there’s no guarantee that Dan Limon won’t go rogue with the questioning” he says to me.

“Have you seen Clara?” I ask him.

“Yeah, she was present with her parents this morning during the meeting,” he says to me.

“How is she?” I ask.

“Driven.

She’s convinced herself that she’ll be able to do what she’s setting out to do and won’t listen to anything negative” he says to me as I smile.

“Why an affidavit stating I won’t sue?” I ask.

“Clara is adamant that you would never, but her parents don’t agree hence the affidavit” he explains as I roll my eyes and sign the affidavit in front of him as he notarizes it in front of me.

The next day Clara’s press conference is being shown on every single public television station as well as most of the cable news channels.

She’s dressed professionally and is wearing a pair of sunglasses as she stands in front of her house with her dad to her left and her mom to her right.

“I like to thank everyone for coming.

Nicole Russo has been tried and convicted by most if not all the public due to the false narrative provided by the media.

Nothing that has been stated about my relationship with Nicole Russo has been truthful and as such I will appear on “The Investigators with Dan Limon” next week to divulge the absolute truth.

I will hold nothing back and the absolute truth about my relationship with Nicole Russo will come to light.

Thank you all for coming” she says as she turns around and walks toward her front door as reports begin to scream questions out loud.

I watch as she enters her home and her father steps forward to say, “There will be no questions today ladies and gentlemen.”

Hearing her voice and seeing her on television brought a smile to my face.

I want nothing more than to see her but no that I may never again.

All I can do is go about things as usual until the interview airs.

Tee Jay flies in from Pennsylvania to Texas a couple of days before the interview and I’m glad that she did.

Having Tee Jay with me takes my mind away from all that’s happening.

It’s almost like we’re back in high school as we talk about everything and anything not having to do with my legal situation or Clara.

Randy comes over to my place on the night of the interview as me, Randy and Tee Jay begin to watch the show.

“Good evening ladies and gentlemen.

Tonight, we will hear from Clara Vogel about her relationship with former teacher Nicole Russo.

As promised, this broadcast is live, will be commercial-free, and is brought to you by Destination Airlines” Dan states into the camera.

The camera pans to Clara as she walks toward Dan.

She looks so much older.

Her long blonde hair is teased out and flowing across and below her shoulders.

She’s wearing a ton of makeup and her mascara is so dark it makes her blue eyes stand out.

She’s wearing dark red lipstick that makes her lips look full.

She’s wearing a tight dark red blouse that presses against her breasts with no bra.

Her tits look like they could pop out of her blouse if she moves her torso the wrong way and her skirt is well above her knees.

She’s wearing large heels that make her look much taller than she is.

I watch as Dan shakes her hand and smiles at her as she takes a seat on her couch and crosses her leg.

Dan takes a seat in a large chair in front of her.

“Good evening Miss Vogel and thank you for allowing myself and America into your home,” he says with a smile.

“Thank you for coming and providing me with the platform to speak to America but please call me Clara,” she says with confidence and a sexy smile as I look at Randy as he looks at me with concern.

“Very well.

Clara how did you and Nicole Russo meet?” he asks.

“I spend my summers at my house in Hawaii to be close to my grandparents.

They live down the street and I was working at their laundromat when I saw her for the first time” she replies.

“What was your first impression of her?” he asks.

I watch a huge smile appear on her face as she replies, “I thought she was the sexist woman I had ever laid eyes on before.”

“Love at first sight?” he asks as she shakes her head and answers, “No, lust at first sight.”

“Was the feeling mutual?” he asks.

“She was checking me out.

I caught her looking at me a few times and I liked it.

I liked it so much that I asked her out that night” she says with a sexy look.

“Did she accept?” he asks.

“Not right away.

I told her where I would be and gave her my name and phone number.

She ultimately accepted and met me at a bar that night” she tells Dan.

“Were you served alcohol at this bar?” he asks as she nods her head and replies, “I was.”

“What was your age at this time?” he asks.

“Eighteen but my identification stated that I was twenty-two.

That’s the same age I told Nicky I was when she asked me” she confesses.

“Did you have sexual relations with her after that date?” he asks as she shakes her head.

“No, we didn’t.

We left the bar way before closing.

We walked and talked for hours and we kissed goodnight” she says to him.

“When did your relationship become sexual?” he inquires.

“A little over a week after that first date.

We spent every minute of every day after that date together.

I never felt so connected to a person before” she says to him filled with emotion.

“Why do you think that is?” he asks Clara.

“With my father doing what he does for a living he moved me and my mom around a lot.

People have many preconceived notions of my father but he’s a great father and there is nothing more important to him than his family.

He was always fearful of something happening to me and or my mom so he would move us from state to state, town to town every few years or so” she states.

“Why do you think he did that?” Dan asks.

“You would need to ask him” she answers.

“What was it like moving so often?” he asks.

“It was difficult.

It was hard to become close to people only to be separated time and again.

I arrived at a certain point where I felt that it served no purpose, so I became a bit introverted” she explains.

“When you were intimate with Miss Russo, who made the first move?” he asks as she again smiles widely.

“She did.

I was beyond nervous at first but then I wasn’t.

It was everything I had imagined it would be and had she not made the first move I know I would have” she says to him.

“At this time, she still believed you to be twenty-two?” he asks.

“My age came into question once and one time only.

She believed me and trusted me” Clara replies as her facial expression changes.

“Why didn’t your relationship cease in Hawaii? he asks.

“Neither of us wanted it to end.

I was living in Houston and she was living where she lives now in Dallas and we mutually agreed to make a long-distance relationship work” she says to him.

“Who suggested the long-distance relationship?” he asks her.

“She did but I couldn’t have been happier that she did,” she says as her facial expression shows her feelings.

“Why were you so happy?” Dan asks her.

“I knew I was in love with her already” he replies.

“What was the long-distance relationship like?” he asks.

“It was more difficult for her than it was for me.

We had been seeing each other for close to six months when she expressed how she felt.

I freaked out and thought that she was going to break up with me.

That night I told her that I loved her, and she told me she loved me” she says with her eyes becoming glassy.

“Did she know your true age at this time?” Dan asks her quickly and forcefully.

“No, she still thought I was twenty-two” she confesses.

“How did she not know of your true age?” she asks in the same manner as before.

“I made sure not to put myself in a position where my true age would be discovered.

I was fearful that my identification wouldn’t pass scrutiny and she would find out that I had been dishonest” she admits.

“Upon your grandfather’s passing, he left you a substantial trust fund.

Did Nicole Russo know your financial situation or the financial situation of your father?” he asks with skepticism.

“No, she had zero knowledge of my wealth or the wealth of my parents,” she says in a defensive tone of voice.

“Are I and the public to believe that your Miss Russo did not know of your father although he’s such a public figure?” he asks.

Oh no…hold it together Clara!

With a look of annoyance, her facial expression changes from annoyance to a smile as she answers, “She had absolutely no idea.

Nicky doesn’t concern herself with such things.

She lives in her bubble and is the most nonmaterialistic person I’ve ever met” she states with conviction.

“How so Clara?” he asks with the same skepticism.

“Her apartment can easily fit in this living room with room to spare.

She drives a ten-year-old vehicle with close to two hundred thousand miles on it.

She paid for every weekend at the hotel we would spend time together in between Houston and Dallas at and never asked me for a single red cent” she answers.

“When did Miss Russo become aware of your true age?” he asks Clara she inhales and exhales slowly.

“It wasn’t until my mom moved us to Dallas” she confesses.

“At any time before moving from Houston to Dallas did you feel Miss Russo was becoming suspicious of your dishonesty? he asks smugly.

“I don’t believe so but if there was a time it was probably when I drove from Houston to Dallas to spend a weekend with her at her apartment.

We went out to a night club in downtown Dallas and I was terrified that when I was asked for my identification before entering the club that my identification would be discovered to be fake.

It wasn’t” she states to Dan.

“How serious was your relationship with her at this point?” he asks.

“It was so serious that she asked me to move in with her” she confesses as his face takes on a look of surprise.

“She asked you to move into her apartment with her?” he asks as she nods her head in agreement.

“Why didn’t you?” he asks.

“For starters, I was still in high school.

Second I already knew that I was moving to Dallas and would be attending the school where she was teaching” she confesses.

“At this point why did you not confess that you were eighteen and would be attending school at her school?” he asks with a tinge of anger in his voice.

“I was afraid that she would break up with me.

When I received my class schedule, I knew that I wouldn’t be in any of her classes” she answers.

“Did it ever cross your mind that you would bump into her during the school day?” he asks.

“Over and again.

I knew I had to tell her, but I didn’t know how to tell her.

I made up my mind that I would do my best to avoid her and tell her that weekend” she responds as I see tears begin to form in her eyes.

“How did she discover you were a student at her school?” he asks.

She inhales deeply and exhales slowly as she does her best to keep her composure.

“She covered a class I didn’t expect her to be at and she found out when she took attendance” she replies.

“How did she react to seeing you there?” he asks her.

“She looked stunned and angry but taught the class” she answers.

“What happened afterward?” he asks with intrigue.

“Nicky had given me a key to her apartment, so I drove straight to her place, let myself in, and waited for her inside” she explains.

“How did she react to the discovery?” he asks.

The camera zooms into Clara’s face as I watch a tear fall from her eye and slowly make its way down her cheek.

“She was hurt and furious with me” she answers.

“Why continue the relationship at this point.

Why didn’t she end the relationship upon discovering that you had lied about your age and was a student at the school” he asks her as if commanding an answer.

She closes her eyes tightly as tears run down her cheeks with trails of mascara appearing on her cheeks.

She opens her eyes and through tears answers, “She did.

She told me we were over.

I begged and pleaded with her not to end things between us and it worked for a little while.

A couple of days later she officially ended our relationship” she says as she again closes her eyes and cries.

Dan hands her tissues as she uses the tissues to wipe her tears away as in the process, she smears her mascara.

“How did this make you feel?” he asks with fake concern.

“It made me not want to live anymore.

I spent a little over a week texting and leaving voicemail after voicemail on her cell phone nightly.

I begged, pleaded, and cried over and again but she wouldn’t return one text or call” she says with her voice quivering as she continues to cry.

“What did you next?” he asks leaning himself closer to her.

“I stopped reaching out to her,” she says to him.

“Why?” he asks quickly and with bass in his voice.

“I knew that she loved me and needed time to process things between us.

I knew that she would worry about me and if I waited long enough to reach out to her she would talk to me” she confesses.

“How long did you wait to reach out to her?” he asks.

Randy and Tee Jay both look at me as I remember back and then both fixate back to the television.

“A couple of weeks later I texted her and asked her to come to my house as my mother was away and I needed closure,” she says.

“I’m so sorry but can I take a short break?” she asks as Dan replies, “Of course.”

Clara gets off the couch as Dan looks into the camera and summarizes the conversation up to that point as Clara walks back into the picture and again takes a seat on the couch.

“Shall we continue?” he asks as she nods her head.

“Did she come over that night?” he asks.

“I wasn’t sure that she would, but she did” she answers.

“What happened that night?” he asks her.

“I seduced her” she confesses.

“How did you seduce her, Clara?” he asks as me, Tee Jay and Randy lean our bodies toward the television.

It as if we’re all being sucked toward the television at the same time.

“I changed into a pair of boxer shorts and a tight white tank top tee shirt and waited for her to arrive.

When she did, I asked that we still be friends, but she wouldn’t agree.

I told her that I needed to be with her one last time and came onto her.

“Did she resist your advances?” he asks.

“At first but I knew if I kept coming onto her, she would give in” she confesses.

“Did she give in?” he asks.

“She did and we had sex that night.

She spent the night with me and in the morning, I convinced her to be with me in secret.

I told her that we could be together and be careful not to be seen together and to not be caught” she says clenching her teeth and jaw after speaking.

“Miss Russo agreed?” he asks.

“Reluctantly she did” Clara confesses.

“Clara at this point you and Miss Russo knew and understood that your relationship was illegal.

That she was indeed engaging in an improper relationship between teacher and student by having a sexual relationship with you” he states as a matter of fact as she nods her head.

“So, you admit that you were a victim?” he asks.

“What?!” she exclaims as I know what’s about to happen as I’ve heard that tone of voice before and know what’s to follow.

“Unless you’re choosing to arrive at a non-logical conclusion based on what I’ve told you up until this point you would know that in no way, shape, or form have I been victimized.

If anyone is a victim in any of this, it’s Nicky!” she yells out with anger.

“Is the bond and relationship between teacher and student not sacred?” he asks.

Clara is now looking at Dan with daggers in her eyes.

“Sure, if I was younger than eighteen and a teacher twice my age entered into a sexual relationship with me than sure anyone could stand with certainty that I was a victim of a predator.

This is not the case!

We had a relationship before I became a student at her school, I was of age to enter in a consensual relationship with her and due to a law, that has nothing to do with our specific relationship she may very well go to prison!

The love of my life and the person I should be spending the rest of my life may go to prison for doing nothing more than loving me!” she seethes in response.

“The love of your life and the person you're meant to spend the rest of your life with” he repeats condescendingly as she Clara opens her mouth wide with shock and anger.

“Am I to believe, is the public to believe that a nineteen-year-old girl and a now twenty-five-year-old woman are meant to be together?” he asks smugly.

Clara looks at him, shakes her head, and then laughs.

“I know in my heart that Nicky and are meant to be together so the answer to your question is yes.

Correct me if I’m wrong but I believe that you’re forty-two and your wife is twenty-three.

Are I and the public to believe that a man and a woman who have an age discrepancy of nineteen years are incapable of loving one another?” she asks in what appears to be a calculated attack.

Randy balls his right hand together into a fist and yells out, “Do it, Clara!”

“My relationship is not in question here Clara,” he says with anger in his voice.

“My relationship with Nicky can be questioned yet your relationship can’t?

Please, Dan, don’t insult my intelligence nor the intelligence of the people watching at home.

Had my parents not held me back in kindergarten, when I met Nicky in Hawaii I wouldn’t have still been in high school.

I could have easily been a college freshman at which point I could have a consensual sexual relationship with a much older professor barring any institutional rules against such behavior.

Right now, I could enter a consensual sexual relationship with a person of any age, and it wouldn’t be illegal yet the woman I love is facing up to twenty years in prison because neither of us could wait few months to continue our relationship.

Perhaps it just me but it makes no sense at all.

At eighteen years of age, I can choose to join the armed forces and die for my country.

I can legally vote in local and national elections but I can’t be with the love of my life do to a law that has nothing to do with my specific circumstance?” she says with a look of defiance on her face.

Dan laughs uncomfortably and replies, “I understand what you’re saying but a very specific law has been broken by Miss Russo,” he says attempting to keep his composure.

“A very specific law has been broken but that law of “Improper Relationship Between Teacher and Student” doesn’t pertain to my relationship with Nicole Russo.

Had our age been three years apart, meaning she was twenty-one and I was eighteen no charges would have been brought against her.

Had we been married before I became a student at that school no charges would have been brought against her yet here we are because she was twenty-four and I was eighteen.

I’m not a victim of Nicky’s but I have been victimized.

I’ve been victimized by the person who recorded me out on a date with my girlfriend and posted a video online.

I’ve been victimized by you and the rest of the media who falsely reported that my girlfriend was with me because of wealth she had no idea existed.

I’ve been victimized by having my sexuality exposed to my friends and family when I wasn’t prepared to have it come to light” she says with passion.

“Clara, we’re getting off track here,” he says to her as she shakes her head and replies, “We’re right on track as far as I’m concerned.”

Clara takes hold of her cell phone and smiles as she sits back deep on the couch and clenches her jaw.

“We can continue this conversation shortly,” she says as I’m stunned to hear a conversation with between me and Nicky.

“Randy, I didn’t know she recorded that conversation!” I exclaim as he smiles and replies, “It’s okay…don’t worry about it.”

I listen intently as our voices leave her cell phone.

“We can just leave,” she said to me.

“Leave, leave where?” I asked her.

“I don’t know…anywhere.

We can leave the country!” she said to me with hope.

“Clara, no.

I need to take responsibility for my actions no matter what the outcome.

I knew you and I was forbidden and that this all could happen” I attempted to explain to her.

“Stop saying the fucking word forbidden!” she yelled at me.

“Clara…” I began to say as she snapped and screamed, “Our relationship is only supposedly forbidden because you’re a teacher and I’m a student at the same school.

If my parents hadn’t had me repeat kindergarten when I was a child when we met, I would have already graduated from high school and none of this would be happening!

I’m going to be nineteen next month!”

“I need you to calm down, baby,” I said to her calmly.

“Baby, we can’t go anywhere.

The entire country knows who we both are, and I would eventually get caught.

Besides, I can’t live my life as a fugitive.

Neither of us would ever truly be free” I say to her.

“I can’t live without you” she cried out to me.

Clara presses stop on her cell phone and looks at Dan.

“I have more but I feel I’ve made my point.

I may have been recording the conversation, but Nicky had no idea that I was.

Unless I’m the best actress in the world any intelligent person would realize that I was being honest during that conversation.

Dan Limon looks stunned as he looks at Nicky.

“Were you serious when you asked her to run away with you?” he asks.

“Serious as a heart attack,” she says with seriousness.

“What do you want to say to people who may not believe that your wealth or the wealth of your family has anything to do with your relationship with Nicole Russo?” he asks Clara.

“Daddy,” she says out loud as her father walks into view of the camera and hands host Dan Limon a piece of paper.

“If it was about money, she would not have signed that,” Clara says with a huge ear to ear smile.

“Ladies and gentleman, in my hands I have a notarized affidavit signed by one Nicole Russo that states she cannot hold Clara Vogel monetarily responsible for the damage their relationship has caused Miss Russo legally or any damage that was done legally or personally to Miss Russo as a result of this interview,” he says with surprise.

“Our time is coming to end Clara.

If there is anything further, you would like to state to the public this is your opportunity to do so” he says.

The camera again pains to a closeup shot of Clara’s face.

“Nicole Russo, the love of my life was never with me because of my wealth or the wealth of her family.

Had I been honest with her from the time we met or anytime before me arriving at her school as a student she would not be in the situation she now finds herself in.

I’m not a victim of Nicole Russo.

Nicole Russo is a victim of my dishonesty, of my actions, and for loving me.

I know there are people out there who take issue with lesbian relationships and have issues with a relationship between a nineteen-year-old and a twenty-five-year-old in general.

To those people, I say, please find it in your hearts to find compassion for two people who are in love and need to be together.

To prosecutor Dennison, I beg you to drop the charges against her.

The law of Improper Relationship Between Teacher and Student is just and fair.

A law written to protect students from being taken advantage of sexually by a person put into a position of public trust.

I was never taken advantage of Nicole Russo, emotionally nor sexually.

We were in an established consensual loving relationship before me becoming a student at Billings.

I know it’s your job to protect the public from criminals but Nicole Russo in not a criminal but rather a victim.

Regardless she has been and is prepared to face the consequences of her supposed actions.

The only thing she did wrong was to follow her heart and continue to love me regardless of my dishonesty.

Should you proceed with this case you’ll do nothing more than to victimize her once again” she says filled with emotion.

As tears stream from her eyes and with her lips and mouth quivering, she looks at the camera and says, “I beg of you, please drop the case.

Please drop the case and allow me to be with the love of my life and soulmate.

Please allow me and Nicky to be free to love one another.”

Both Tee Jay and me, are in tears as we look at each other.

“This is Dan Limon of The Investigator signing off.

Until next time” he says into the camera as the credits roll as Clara’s mom and dad embrace her as the show ends and the nightly news comes on.

Randy turns off the television and smiles at me.

“Now we wait,” he says as I look at him and ask, “Wait for what?”

“We wait to see if public opinion has been swayed but most importantly if Denise Dennison has been” he answers.

As the coverage of my relationship had been covered by the media nonstop so now has Clara’s tell-all interview.

Coverage is all over the internet, on cable news, network news, podcasts and talk radio.

Public opinion seems to have moved in my favor as the days pass, but my concern is not of public opinion it’s of legal opinion.

A week later I arrive at Randy’s office and eagerly await his arrival.

As Randy walks inside his office I can’t tell anything based on his demeanor.

We go into his small conference room and takes seats across from each other.

“Do you want to go to prison?” he asks me as I roll my eyes and look at him

“Good news, you’re not going to prison.

Dennison is dismissing the case” he says to me with a smile.

“Why?” I ask with happiness.

“She has no choice.

Public opinion is on your side and she doesn’t feel the money and time is worth perusing the case” he says to me.

“Thank you so much, Randy!” I exclaim as he looks at me and says, “Thank Clara.”

“About Clara…” I begin to say as she looks at me and says, “You’re both free to do as you want.

A relationship with her is no longer forbidden” as I let out a long exhale and scream out with glee.

“One last thing.

James Vogel has requested to meet with you at his attorney’s office today at noon” he says to me.

“About?” I ask as he looks at me and says, “All he said was that it would be in your best interest to meet with him” as he texts me with an address.

“You need to leave now if you’re going to make it on time,” Randy says to me.

I don’t have the slightest idea as to why James Vogel wants to meet, I think to myself as I drive to the address.

I enter the lobby and ride the elevator to the fifth floor and enter the large waiting room where to my surprised eyes I see Clara.

“Clara!” I scream out as we embrace, and I hold onto her tightly.

“I’m so happy this is all over,” I say to her as she looks at me with seriousness.

“Baby, I have nothing to do with this, but it needs to happen,” she says to me cryptically.

“What needs to happen?” I ask her with concern.

“I’m so sorry,” she says as I look at her with shock.

“What?” I ask her with confusion as a woman enters the lobby through a door and says, “Mr. Vogel will see you now.”

“I love you,” she says to me as I look at her and reply, “I love you too.”

“Call me,” she says as she kisses me and leaves the office.

I follow the woman into the conference room where James and Victoria Vogel sit next to each other.

“Have a seat” James says to me as I take a seat across from them both.

“Why am I here?” I ask as Victoria looks at me with anger.

“My daughter has been through more than any person her age should have to go through,” she says to me.

“I know” I reply.

“She’s a nineteen-year-old girl and you’re a twenty-five-year-old woman but she’s supposedly in love with you,” she says to me with a sneer.

“Supposedly?” I reply.

“Do you love my daughter?” James asks me.

“I was going to go to prison for loving her, so I don’t think I need to say anything more about how I feel about her” I reply with anger and confusion.

“My daughter is not a lesbian,” her mom says to me.

“Mrs. Vogel I can attest to the fact that your daughter is very much a lesbian,” I say to her with disdain.

“You made her this way and she’s just confused” she snaps at me.

I take a deep breath and look at her.

“You object to your daughter’s sexuality and she had no intention of you finding out about her sexuality the way that you did.

However, I did not turn her into a lesbian and I know she’s not confused.

If you don’t believe me, I suggest you find and have a long conversation with Claudia Hennig” I respond.

I watch as Victoria looks at James as James looks at her.

“Told you so,” he says to her as she looks at James with a look of realization.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Nicole.

I must say that I’m rather impressed that you’ve managed to achieve what you have considering your beginnings” he says to me.

“Thank you,” I say to him although I’m rather insulted.

“I know that none of what you’ve gone through was easy and I admire that you took responsibility for your actions.

The same can’t be said about many people today” he says to me as I look at him oddly.

“As my wife not so eloquently stated we have a concern about the age discrepancy,” he says to me.

“Wife?” I ask as he smiles at me and then to Victoria.

“We’ve reconciled,” he says with a smile as I smile back at him.

“I have spent a great deal of money on my daughter’s education and as a result, there is nothing that she can’t do with her life” he states to me.

“I know that you have, and I agree.

I would like nothing more than for her to continue her education” I respond.

He nods his head and looks at me stone-faced.

“Life hasn’t been easy for you, but I would like to make it as easy as possible moving forward.

However, this new life of ease comes with an agreement on your part” he says to me.

“Agreement?” I ask.

I watch as he reaches into the inside of his jacket and places an envelope onto the table.

He slides it across the table and looks at me.

“Open it please,” he says to me.

I open the envelope and removed a check.

The check is written out to me for $3 million!

I stare at the check for a bit and place it down on the table.

“Why are you giving this to me?” I ask him in a low tone of voice.

“I would like to make your life as easy as possible.

That check will make my wish your reality” he says.

“You said that ease of life comes with an agreement.

What do I need to agree to?” I ask him.

“You leave Texas and my daughter in your rearview mirror and begin your new life,” he says to me with a wink.

“You’re trying to pay me off to not be with your daughter?!” I exclaim as I look at them both with disbelief.

They both smile at me as I feel myself become furious but calm myself down.

“This is earned income I would need to pay taxes on and after the fact, it’s about half so I’ll call it $1.5 million.

I’m twenty-five and would hope that I’ll leave a long and happy life, so I’ll say that I drop dead at seventy-five.

I’m not financially savvy when it comes to investing so I would need to put myself on a budget of around $30k per year.

I earn more money teaching” I say to him with a smile.

“Name your price,” he says to me.

I can’t believe this is happening!

I sit in silence for a while looking at them.

“I need to walk away with $10 million after taxes,” I say to them as they look at each other.

“You drive a hard bargain Miss Russo, but I’ll make that happen.

Of course, I’ll need you to sign a few documents” he says to me.

I’m trying to remain calm but can’t any longer.

I stand up and place my hands onto the table.

I smile and then erupt.

“You two make think I’m shit because of how I was raised and what I have but I can assure you of one thing, I love your daughter.

Having stated that fact I don’t give a flying fuck about how much money you have or what you’re willing to pay me to stay away from her as there is no price.

I don’t know what me and Clara’s future holds but I’m going to find out.

As such, I can’t be any clearer when I state that I’m going to be a part of Clara’s life whether either of you approves or not at least for the foreseeable future.

For Clara’s sake, I hope that we can at minimum be amicable toward one another and hope to put this unpleasant situation behind us and move forward.

However, before we do, I need to say something to both of you.

You can both kiss my poor white ass and go fuck yourselves!

Have a great day” I say to them.

James looks at Victoria and laughs as I look at them both with disgust, leave the office, and enter my car.

I text Clara and ask her to meet me at my apartment as I attempt to process what just happened.

I’m so angry that I’m shaking as I look at Clara sitting in her car.

She quickly exits the car and jogs to me as we walk into my apartment.

“What was the offer?” she asks me.

“$10 million after taxes,” I say to her with anger.

“Holy shit!” she exclaims.

“I walked away from $10 million to be with you, so I hope that if there was any doubt in your mind about me being with you for your money that doubt has been erased,” I say to her.

She laughs uncomfortably as she looks at me and says, “They were never going to pay you off.

They both just needed to find out if they could.”

I shake my head and smile with annoyance and a bit of anger.

“Well I told your mom about Claudia, so I guess that makes us even for you not telling me what I was walking into,” I say with satisfaction.

“Fair enough,” she says with a cheesy grin as she kisses me and smiles.

“You weren’t worried at all, were you?” I ask her as she shakes her head and replies, “Not for a second.”

She kisses me and says, “I need to get something from my car.

Why don’t you take a quick shower and meet me in your room?” she says to me.

“What do you want to do?” I ask.

She bites down on the lower right corner of her lips and replies, “You.”

I shave my legs and pussy as I take a quick shower and enter my room wrapped in a towel.

Clara is sitting at the foot of my bed with her leg crossed over the other as she smiles at me.

The shades have been drawn and the only light in the room is coming from a candle in a jar placed on my nightstand.

She gets off the bed, removes my towel, and says, “On the bed, face down.”

I giggle as I place myself in the middle of the bed face down as she wants me.

“Hand behind your back,” she says as I place my hands behind my back and feel the familiar feeling of being handcuffed.

I’m now handcuffed with my hands behind my back and laying flat my stomach as Clara places a blindfold over my eyes.

I don’t know where this is going but I like how it’s beginning!

“Rollover,” she says to me as I do as she wants.

I feel her get onto the bed and take hold of my right foot.

She raises my foot to her mouth as I feel her lips kiss my feet and her tongue lick in between my toes.

I laugh and exclaim, “That tickles” as I feel my toes enter her mouth.

I stop laughing and enjoy the feeling of my toes being sucked on.

She removed my toes from her mouth and does the same with my other foot as I feel myself becoming excited.

I feel her hands separate my legs and feel her fingers begin to explore my pussy as I moan and say, “You’re driving me crazy.”

She laughs and replies, “That’s the plan, baby.”

I feel her tongue on my nipple as her fingers run across my clit slowly.

As I moan her tongue enters my mouth and touches my tongue.

She stops momentarily as I hear her move on the bed.

I now feel her tits press against mine and moan in delight and pleasure as she kisses down my stomach and places my pussy in her mouth.

I wrap my legs around her head and grind myself into her mouth as her tongue explores my wet pussy with my hands handcuffed behind my back.

I’m grinding my pussy into her mouth quickly as she licks and sucks every inch of me as I explode as built-up tension in my body leaves me.

“That was so good” I cry out as she laughs and says, “I’m not even close to being done with you.”

She gently bits my earlobe and whispers into my ear, “Rollover,” as I roll myself over onto my stomach.

Clara massages my shoulders and kisses my back at the same time as I feel the tension in my shoulders begin to evaporate.

I feel amazing with her every touch and don’t want her to stop.

She uncuffs me and says, arms in front of you.

I place my hands in front of me as she again places the handcuffs around my wrists.

She runs her fingers down the middle of my back and begins to massage my ass as I exhale with pleasure.

Clara bites each of my ass cheeks and giggles as I feel her get off the bed.

She places something over both my legs as I feel something tighten.

“Relax, baby,” she says as I hear the familiar sound of a vibrator come to life and am penetrated with it.

“Oh shit!” I cry out as I feel her spread my ass cheeks apart with the vibrator inside of me.

I feel her tongue lick around my asshole and then enter.

As she licks and sucks on my asshole with the vibrator inside of me, I feel like my body is going to explode.

With every moan and groan of pleasure, she eats my ass more forcefully as she also adjusts the intensity of the vibrator.

It’s a feeling I’ve never had before but I know I love it.

With her tongue wiggling deep inside my ass and the vibrator moving inside of my pussy I again explode in orgasm.

She removes her tongue from my asshole and turns off the vibrator.  She removes the straps from my legs and removes the handcuffs.

I slowly remove the blindfold and look at Clara’s beautiful nude body in the candlelight lit room.

She looks so hot I can barely contain myself.

I want to lick and suck every inch of her body and make her feel the same pleasure she provided to me.

She takes hold of a strap on that has a small short dildo on top with a regular size dildo beneath it from a plastic bag and places it onto the bed.

“I want you to use that on me,” she says.

“Does that top part go where I think it goes?” I ask as she smiles and nods her head.

I watch as she places a large amount of lubricant on the top dildo and again places a large amount of her fingers.

She reaches in between her legs and smiles at me.

I affix the strap on to my waist on watch as she climbs onto the bed and places herself on her knees with her arms locked to her sides.

“Fuck me, baby,” she says filled with lust as I slowly insert the dildo into her pussy.

I rub the small top dildo around her asshole and slowly insert it into her ass as she lets out a small grunt.

“Are you sure about this?” I ask her as she replies, “Baby, fuck me.”

With the small dildo in her ass and the regular size dildo in her pussy I slowly begin to fuck her.

She seems to be in a bit of pain, and I’m concerned.

“Does it hurt?” I ask she giggles and replies, “It hurts good.”

“Stop moving!” she yells out as I stop moving.

“Hard!” she cries out as I begin to fuck her hard and fast.

“More…more!” she screams out as I grab hold of her waist and pull her into me.

I’m fucking her as hard and fast as I can as she grunts, moans, and cries out with pleasure and a bit of pain.

She cums hard and loud as she collapses away from me and quickly rolls over.

“Ouch, that fucking hurt my ass” she laughs.

“If it hurt why didn’t you stop me?” I ask.

“I wanted to be punished,” she says to me through laughter.

“Did it feel good at all?” I ask her as she nods her head and asks, “Want to find out?”

“No, not at all” I reply through laughter of my own.

We’re both drenched in sweat as we cuddle in bed and kiss.

She grabs her cell phone and snaps a picture of us in bed with our heads pressed close together.

“Will you still love me when my hair isn’t blonde anymore and my tits are down to my knees,” she asks.

“Yes, and I’ll get there before you will” I reply.

“I know but I like older woman” she laughs out loud.

I lay my head on Clara’s stomach as we lay in my bed in silence until she falls asleep.

I remove my head from her stomach and lay next to her.

As I watch her sleep, I can’t help but think about what we’ve both been through to be together.

We’re now free to love one another and to be open about our relationship.

I know we’re going to have challenges along the way.

In the eyes of the law, our relationship is no longer forbidden although I know we’re going to have to deal with those who don’t approve of us.

I’m twenty-five and she’s nineteen and I’d be lying if I didn’t state that I wasn’t concerned about our age difference.

She doesn’t seem concerned about our age difference now, but will she feel the same in the future?

I don’t know what the future holds for us, but I do know that I love her.

All I truly care about as this moment is that being with Clara is no longer forbidden and that alone is worth everything that I’ve been through.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “Forbidden.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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