
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          School Days

        

        
        
          Life Lessons

        

        
        
          Rand Gilbert

        

        
          Published by Rand Gilbert, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SCHOOL DAYS

    

    
      First edition. August 6, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Rand Gilbert.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393053453

    

    
    
      Written by Rand Gilbert.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


School Days

(Life Lessons Series)

by Rand Gilbert

Copyright © 2016 by Rand Gilbert

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in the United States of America

First Printing, 2016



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PROLOGUE
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“Yes,” gasped Cal, as Erika gently sucked on her neck, probing with her tongue, driving the older woman crazy. Lower, Erika quickly worked to unbutton Cal’s jeans, dipping into her wetness. 

Cal got closer to orgasm, pushing urgently against Erika’s fingers. Erika responded in kind, speeding up, whispering into Cal’s ear... “You’re so, so beautiful.” Inches away, Cal was nearly there, when – a knock sounded on the door, followed by the words, “Fifteen minutes!” from the stage manager.

Erika paused, then withdrew, real life bringing both of them back into the moment. Cal groaned in frustration. The eighteen-year-old Erika quickly stepped back, pulling on her costume for the night’s show. 

She finished her make-up in the mirror while Cal, Erika’s drama teacher, in her mid-twenties, adjusted her own clothing, trying to pull herself together – and only half succeeding. Erika glanced back, her eyes roaming along Cal’s now-dressed body. Cal’s breath caught, as she felt Erika’s gaze burn a path along her. 

“We – can’t,” Cal whispered.

“Pretty sure we just did,” Erika retorted, sly.

Cal took another step away from Erika, her body betraying her, nipples hard underneath her shirt. She shoved her hands in her pockets, willing herself not to reach out to the younger woman. 

Erika noticed Cal’s reticence, and crossed the room, kissing Cal, quickly, deeply. “Wait here... we’ll continue our... ‘conversation’... after the show.” Erika left, and Cal let out the breath she didn’t realize she had been holding. She looked around the dressing room, wondering whether or not to stay.

Two hours later, Erika returned to the room, pushing her way past congratulations from friends and family. “I’ll just get changed quickly,” she called to her waiting friend Brandy, before shoving her way into the dressing room and closing the door. 

She flipped on the light again, saying, “I’ve got you all to myself, now,” before turning to find... the room empty. A note on the counter read, simply, “I can’t. I’m sorry.” 

Erika sank into a chair, tears threatening to spill over. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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Three months ago. 

Erika Slate, 18, gray-eyed and lanky, was not looking forward to her final trimester of high school. She was pretty much a straight-A student, but she just couldn’t bring herself to care deeply about coasting through the last three months of school. She’d already been accepted – early admission – to NYU, and she knew she’d be focused on the new city, new studies, and, hopefully, new people, in less than a year’s time.

She packed her backpack and headed out the door, waving goodbye to her mom, Tracy, who was packing her own bag to head out to work. Tracy worked for a local publishing house, and she had inspired Erika’s love of reading. Erika was often so absorbed in her books and schoolwork that she rarely found time for socializing – and, quite honestly, she preferred it that way.

As she clomped onto the school bus, she took the time to make her way to the back, dropping into a seat on her own. She shoved her bag next to her, hoping no one would take the seat – wishing she could just be invisible for a day. The first day of school was always the worst – meeting new people, having to tell teachers something meaningful about yourself. Ugh.

Erika’s best friend Brandy, just 17, with bouncy red curls and a brilliant smile, plopped down next to her, shoving her bag over.

“Why do you always put your bag on my seat?” Brandy asked, popping her gum.

“Because I can’t stand you,” Erika replied, miserable, but teasing.

“Aww. Tough first day back?” Brandy continued.

“Why can’t spring break just go on forever? I finished four books, and I have three more waiting for me at home. Yet, somehow, I have to go back to school where math is inevitably going to be terrible, and I don’t even want to think about who they got to replace Mr. Weiss in Drama.” Erika moped.

Brandy poked her best friend in the ribs. “It’ll be fine. I hear they got some chick from East End to come in for drama. Apparently she’s pretty good.”

Erika grunted. How good could anyone be “pretty good,” following in the footsteps of one of the best teachers she’d ever had? Mr. Weiss had understood her, the way only a great teacher does. He’d let her take time to really pore over each script, analyzing the characters and plot structure, pointing out any minor proofreading errors. He encouraged her love of books. She dreaded what this next teacher might do.
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