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	Age is a Number.
Inconsequential!
BRIDGITTE LESLEY


	Paige Carter had problems from day one. Her pupils were difficult, headstrong and obstinate. After a week she felt the repercussions. She had taken verbal abuse from many of the parents and it had reached a crescendo.

Blake Rogers went to go and see Miss Carter. Donald, his son, had described her as an ogre. The moment he met her everything changed. She was not what he had expected. He no longer had control of his emotions and erupted. Everything spiralled out of control.

Paige took matters in to her own hands. Leaving the pupils and parents shell shocked and stunned. They knew she meant business.

Blake had fallen head over heels in love. Even the enormous age gap wouldn’t stand in his way. 
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For my readers, I have the coolest job in the world writing for you. Thank you!
 


	For my mom, Thank you for your patience and guidance, your use of the editor’s red pen…


	 




THE LOCATION


	Stellenbosch is a university town in South Africa's Western Cape province. It is surrounded by the vineyards of the Cape Winelands and the mountainous nature reserves of Jonkershoek and Simonsberg. The town's oak-shaded streets are lined with cafes, boutiques and art galleries. Cape Dutch architecture gives a sense of South Africa's Dutch colonial history, as do the Village Museum's period houses and gardens.


	The town is a favoured place in which to live for wine enthusiasts, academic students and farming families alike. Stellenbosch is surrounded by the Cape Winelands mountain range of the Jonkershoek River Valley, making it one of the most scenic and attractive locations in the Cape.
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Chapter 1


	Paige sat at her desk and marked the test papers she had collected. Deep in thought, she suddenly looked up as there was a movement. “And who the hell are you to tell my son that he will fail!” One of the parents strode up to her waving his finger in the air and pointed it in front of her face. She looked up and gasped as he shook his finger in the air. “Who the hell do you think you are? Answer me! How can you tell him he is going to fail!” 


	Paige slowly raised herself from the chair and held her hands on the desk and looked in to his eyes and spoke calmly. “And who are you to wave your finger in front of my face?” 


	“Blake Rogers!” He almost bellowed. 


	“Lovely to meet you. Gosh, I missed you at our parents' meeting. Was it intentional for you to stand me up for our set meeting?” she asked and he stared at her. He was speechless. She didn’t even flinch when he yelled at her. “Normally the parents show up for their time slot.” She smiled as she looked at him. “Blake did you say. Donald’s father?” He didn’t answer but nodded. “When you simmer down maybe we can have that chat.” She looked him in the eye. “Now what were you going to ask Mister Rogers? If you want to know why I said that to Donald maybe it was for a good reason.” 


	“You have no right to say that to Donald. He will not fail! Of that, I can assure you!” 


	“Well. If he would like to pass the year maybe it would be a good idea for him to hand in a test paper. How can I help if he won’t even hand one in!” He stared at her and didn’t know what to say. “All I ask is that Donald does a few remedial tests. I am grading my pupils at the moment. If I see where they are struggling then I can focus on that area. If I don’t have the tests I don’t know how to help them.” 


	“But you said he will fail!”


	Paige looked at him and yelled. “Will you stop yelling at me! Who the hell do you think you are! Get out of my class!”


	Blake stared at her. He towered over her. “You have not heard the end of this. Donald will not fail!” 


	She looked at him and spoke softly. “Get out of my class please.” Blake slowly backtracked. “Get out!” Blake stormed out of the classroom. Paige sat down and trembled. The tears filled her eyes and she pulled a tissue out of her drawer and promptly burst in to tears. There was no reason to cry but she was shaken. He was rather large and she had been petrified. The year had not started well. It was an uphill battle.


	Blake stood outside the classroom and shook with rage. He took a few deep breaths and calmed himself. He hadn’t meant to lose his temper but wanted to go in to the class and rationally speak to the teacher. Blake didn’t mean to yell but the minute he saw her something had triggered and he had snapped. He closed his eyes and shook his head. “God!” He leaned against the wall and took a few deep breaths. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. When he had seen her every thought had gone out of his head. It was the strangest sensation he had experienced in his entire life. A feeling he had never had before.


	Paige picked up her bag and briefcase. She slowly walked towards the door and stopped and wiped her eyes and burst in to tears. She could not take it anymore. Dealing with the most difficult class she had coped. Until now. She blew her nose and put down her briefcase. “Get a hold of yourself. Get a grip.” She picked everything up and walked to the door and out of the classroom and pulled it shut. She looked at her watch. It was already four in the afternoon and she had been in the classroom ever since school began. Paige never left school on time.


	Blake watched as she slowly walked out of the classroom. “Mrs Carter.” 


	She spun around and looked at him. “Oh do me a favour. Fuck off!” He stared at her. “You heard me. Fuck off! You and your precious little Donald. Just fuck off!” She turned and marched to her car and threw her briefcase in to the car. “I don’t need this! I do not need this!” 


	She walked back to the offices and looked for the principal who was long gone. Paige walked back to her car. The tears started again and she stood at her car and the tears poured. Blake watched her as she cried. He stood rooted to the spot and knew he was at fault. She climbed in the van and slowly fastened her seat belt and dried her tears and drove out of the school grounds.


	Blake walked to his van not knowing what to do. Donald had said she was an ogre. He had been so nasty about her. What he hadn’t said was that Paige was the most beautiful woman on earth. With the loveliest eyes. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her gorgeous mouth when she spoke. She had the nicest mouth he had ever seen. And a lovely temperament. Until he had pushed her too far and she had snapped. He sat in the van and shook his head. She had snapped for a good reason. Blake didn’t know what to do. What he had done was unforgivable. He was stuck between Donald his son, and a teacher. A teacher who was a stranger who he had never met before. He made his way home. 


	Blake took his briefcase and walked in to the house. “Donald!” Donald walked to the kitchen. 


	“Dad.” 


	“Sit down Donald.” Donald looked at him. “Sit down son.” Donald sat down and waited. “I met your teacher. Mrs Carter.” Donald looked down at the table. “Why was I not told about the meeting? Where I had to go and meet with your teacher?” Donald shrugged. “Donald, do you realize why you need to do those tests?” Donald looked at him and shook his head. “Donald that is how she analyses your strengths and pinpoints where you are struggling. Grade you. See where and if you need help.” 


	“I don’t need help.” 


	“Get the tests that you were supposed to do.” Donald walked out and brought three sheets. Blake took the tests. “Donald, what is it going to take just to sit and do these tests? Hand them in, in the morning. Please, Donald. It is just you and I. I don’t need uphill with a teacher.” 


	Donald was quiet for a while. “Dad. She didn’t say that I would fail.” 


	Blake groaned and covered his face with his hands. “She didn’t say that to you?” 


	“She said that if we don’t complete the tests she would not be able to help us because she won’t know our weaknesses. And then we could quite possibly fail if we were not up to standard.” 


	Blake groaned as he looked at Donald. “Oh, I messed up big time Donald. I went in there guns blazing. I made that woman cry. I verbally attacked her.” 


	“Oh, Dad.” 


	“I feel awful.” 


	“I am sorry Dad.” 


	“Well, I guess I got what was coming to me. She told me to fuck off, Donald.” 


	“Miss Carter would never.” 


	“Miss?” 


	“Miss.” 


	“Oh, she told me where to get off and the route to take.” 


	“I— Dad I will apologize tomorrow.” 


	“Please. Would you do that?” 


	




Chapter 2


	The following morning Paige walked in to the class and handed out a set of test papers. “This will be the last of the tests. After this, I will be able to establish where we need to focus. As a class, we need to act as a team. If anyone in this class does not enjoy being included as part of a team please take a seat on the opposite side of the room. You might like to head up the class for the year. If I don’t make it to the end of the year, that is.” They looked at her and she smiled as she handed out the last test paper and walked to the front of the class. She opened the drawer and fiddled for her pain tablets. She had an excruciating headache and downed two tablets and drank some water. Paige stood up straight and looked at the class. “I am going to faint.” They watched as she collapsed in a crumpled heap in front of the class. 


	Donald bolted out of his chair and picked her up from the floor. He sat with her in his arms and looked at her and tapped her on the cheek. “Miss Carter. Miss Carter?” 


	Paige was in a daze as she opened her eyes. “Where am I? Where am I?” 


	“You are in the class. You are fine but you fainted.” 


	She slowly stood up with the help of a few of the boys. Paige stood in front of everyone. “Sorry. I apologize. Sorry.” The pupils went back to their seats. 


	It was extremely quiet as the pupils looked at her. Paige dusted herself off and began her lesson. She looked at everyone. “Right. Please. You are all adults. Please can I ask you to do that test? If you have skipped any please do them. Tomorrow I will be collecting the tests. Just hand them in and leave them on my desk. I am going to spend the weekend analysing. And on Monday morning I will have my strategy in place. Can I ask you to do that?” They all nodded. She looked at Donald and smiled. “Sorry Donald. Now you are my nursemaid.” 


	Donald smiled and shook his head. “No problem Ma’am.”


	“Right. This year is your last year of school. Some of you are sixteen, seventeen or maybe even eighteen. Tomorrow we are going to do things differently.” She frowned as she spoke. “I have cleared this with the headmaster.” They looked at her. “Tomorrow you come in something casual. If you are casual in a tux. Come in your tux. If you are casual in shorts. Come like that. Jeans? I don’t mind. But come in something that makes you feel comfortable. Don’t dress up ladies. I want you to choose your most comfortable outfit.” They looked at each other. “If you prefer your uniform come in that. I have declared tomorrow as our casual day. Like I said. Principal Turner has agreed.” The bell rang out and she smiled. “See you tomorrow. Come comfortable. Bring your tests.” She smiled as everyone left.


	Paige picked up her briefcase and walked out with the class. She left the tests on her desk. They would keep for the next day and she could do them over the weekend. She needed a break. Just one night.


	Blake sat in his van waiting for Donald. He watched as Donald walked out and Miss Carter left at the same time. Blake thought it rather strange. He had never seen her leaving at the same time. He smiled as he watched her. She was groomed. Her hair was in a coiffe and she was beautifully made up and wore a navy suit and sheer hose with a pair of stilettoes. She was beautiful. He wondered about her husband. Whoever he was, he was a lucky man. He couldn’t believe that she was a ‘Miss’. Donald had it wrong. A beautiful woman like that had to be married or seriously involved. Married. She had to be married.


	Donald climbed in to the van. “Dad. I didn’t hand in the tests. We have till tomorrow. Any tests that we have skipped we have to hand in tomorrow.” 


	“Mrs Carter is leaving early.” 


	“Something wrong with Miss Carter today. She fainted. Dad, I hope she is not sick or anything.” 


	“She is beautiful Donald.” 


	“Dad. I thought she might be in her late twenties. But I reckon she is much younger. I held her in my arms and Dad I reckon she is very young.” 


	“You held her in your arms?” 


	“She fainted and I quickly sat her up and cradled her in my arms. You know Dad. She was so disorientated. The guys helped her up to stand.” 


	“She fainted?” 


	“She is as light as a feather. She has no wrinkles. None of those marks that older women have. I am sure she is young. Very young.” 


	“Well. You are seniors and she is a qualified teacher.” 


	“She copes well, Dad. Very well.” Blake nodded and watched as she pulled in to the street and followed. He drove behind Paige and slowed down and pulled to the side of the road. “Where are we?” 


	“Just stopping for a second.” Blake watched as she picked up two children. Twins. She helped them in to her four by four. He followed at a distance as she carried on driving and stopped at the primary school. She climbed out and picked up a little boy who came running and laughing. He hugged her and climbed in to the van. Blake watched as she closed the door and walked to her side of the vehicle and clung to the door. She straightened up and climbed in and he slowly followed. Her next stop was to collect two teenagers from a school at the other end of town. 


	“Are we following Miss Carter?” 


	“Two tots. A little boy and now two teenagers.” He kept his distance and watched as she dropped each of them off at their homes. The twins hugged her and she waved. The woman came out and walked over to Paige.


	“Paige. Are you okay?” 


	Paige doubled over and nodded. “I will be.” She straightened up and climbed in the van and waved. “Tell Dennis I say hi!” 


	“Thanks, Paige!” 


	“Paige Carter,” Blake said and smiled. 


	“Lovely lady,” Donald said.


	“Who was supposedly an ogre a day or so ago.” 


	“Sorry about that Dad.” 


	Blake nodded and followed. She stopped in front of a wholesaler. She walked in and came out with arms loaded with black hardcover books. “What is she buying?” 


	“Don’t know.” 


	“Looks like exercise books. Now we know where to buy our books, Donald.” 


	Blake slowly followed her and watched as she drove to an enormous house. She climbed out of the van and leaned over and held her stomach. He watched as she slowly straightened up and a woman came out of the house and walked over to her. “Miss Carter?” She guided her to the house. 


	Blake watched and listened. “Miss?” He looked at Donald. “But I thought she was Mrs. Married. With her own children. Really Miss?” 


	Donald shook his head. “No Sir. We call her Miss Carter.” 


	“Write down this address Donald.” 


	Donald wrote down the address. “Why?” 


	“Don’t know.” 


	“Are we stalking our Miss Carter?” 


	Blake grinned. “This seems so strange. Donald, look at this house. I could never afford anything like that. That woman. Either her mother or her housekeeper. Her mother would call her Paige.” Blake listened. 


	The woman stopped as Paige leaned over and wanted to be sick. “You are doing this again and there honestly is no need. You need to let go.” 


	“I can’t help it, Amelia. I can’t help myself.” 


	The woman looked at Paige. “Get a grip, Miss Carter!” 


	“Tomorrow. Tomorrow Amelia.” 


	“Today!” Paige nodded and they walked in to the house.


	Blake stared at Donald. “Is your teacher sick?” 


	“I don’t know Dad. She said. Well, she made a crazy comment. If she makes it to the end of the year.” Blake looked at Donald. “And then soon after that, she fainted.” 


	Blake drove home. He could not get the gorgeous Miss Paige Carter out of his mind. That she was in such pain worried him. He could see the pain she was in as she doubled over the way she had. Something inside him kept making him think about her. The way she had looked up at him when he had walked in to her classroom. At first, she looked petrified and in shock. The look on her face had shown that she was scared. But two seconds later she had put on a mask to hide her fear.


	




Chapter 3


	Blake stopped at school in the morning and smiled as he looked at Donald. He shook his head. “You sure about this?” Donald nodded and smiled as he climbed out of the van. Normally, he would see Miss Carter’s vehicle pulling up in the teachers parking area as he arrived but her parking bay was vacant. He saw her arrive just before the bell rang. She was later than normal.


	He stared as Paige climbed out of her van. She wore a pair of old torn jeans, well-worn sneakers and a T-shirt. Her hair was tied in a pony on top of her head. She looked like a teenager. In comparison, she looked younger than Donald. Donald smiled as he stood at the door. “Quit ogling. I am watching you.” 


	Blake burst in to laughter. “Donald. Look at her. Don’t look at her. She is gorgeous!” 


	Donald hooted with laughter. “No Dad. That is not Miss Carter.” 


	Blake shook his head. “Have a super day!” 


	Donald waved as he walked to the class. Paige carried her mini CD player and her briefcase. Everyone sat down in the class. They chatted as they sat. They were comfortable in their casual clothes. The bell rang out and they turned and sat and watched the front of the class.


	It was suddenly quiet as they stared at Miss Carter who walked in to the class. Wearing her tatty jeans, sneakers and T-shirt. Her hair in a ponytail and not an ounce of make-up. “Right. The reason I have asked you to wear your casual clothes. You might wonder. Is because I am tired of the staunch crap!” They looked at her in surprise. She walked to the door and made sure it was closed. “What you see, is me. My name is Paige. Paige Carter. I am nineteen years of age.”


	Everyone looked at her with bewilderment. “For the past week, I have been walking around creating havoc with my body. I survive on painkillers. And you want to know why?” They looked at her. “Because I get wrapped up in what I am doing. I am one of those people who worries. The born worrier. When I have a problem I pacify and smooth things over but my body takes its toll. And today I am going to change that. I asked you to do the last of your tests and any that you hadn’t handed in yet. It was your last chance. Are the tests on my desk?” Donald nodded. Paige looked around the class and nodded. 


	“Because from today onwards I am not taking any of your crap. And if you do give me any shit you can fuck off out of my class.” She looked at everyone. “I mean it, ladies and gents. If you want to drag your name through the mud don’t expect to drag mine with yours. Got it?” They all nodded. The class was deathly quiet. Paige walked towards her desk. Walking up and down before she spoke. “I thought I would become a teacher to help people. Help young adults. Like yourselves. Get them to pass the last year. Was that the wrong decision?” She looked at everyone and smiled. 


	Paige sat down and looked at her pupils. “I might have a few complaints on Monday. You know that phrase. Frankly my dear?” She smiled. “Well, I don’t give a damn!” She looked around the class. “Donald. Your dad. How is he?” 


	“Fine thank you, Ma’am.” 


	“Charles. Your mother. Is she well?” 


	Charles smiled and nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.” 


	“Fighting fit I bet. Penelope.” 


	Penelope looked at Paige. “Yes, Ma’am.” 


	“I believe you have a sister in this school.” 


	“Yes, Ma’am.” 


	Paige stood up and paced as she spoke. “Do you know how many times I have been yelled at?” She shook her head and they looked at her. “I have been called a bitch. I have been told that my car will be torched. With me in it and I have been told that I am a witch. I have also been told that I will be fired. Oh, and I have been told that my teaching skills are pathetic.” Paige smiled. “I hate to tell you this. Those were comments made by your parents.” Paige looked at her pupils and nodded. “From now on when you step in to this classroom you will act like an adult. I will treat you with the respect that you give me. If you don’t like something tell me. Be man or woman enough. But don’t run home to mummy and daddy to complain.” 


	“Fair is fair. I don’t run to Principal Turner all the time. I just get sick.” She looked at each child. “I am going to give you five minutes to think about this. Excuse me while I chill.” Paige walked to every window and shut them. She took a pack of papers and handed a sheet to each pupil and walked back to her desk. Paige walked around her desk and put her CD player on her desk. They watched as she put a CD in the player and sat down and a song came on and she played it at full volume and put her feet on the desk and closed her eyes. 


	Donald looked at her and his classmates. He took the sheet of paper in his hands. Donald listened to the music and felt every hair on his arms stand up as the music played. He felt the chills travel through his body. Paige sat and listened and started singing as if she had no care in the world. 
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	Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto
Mata ahoo Hima de 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto Himitsu wo Shiri tai
You're wondering who I am 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
Machine or mannequin 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
With parts made in Japan 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
I am the modern man 


	I've got a secret, 
I've been hiding under my skin 
My heart is human, my blood is boiling 
My brain I.B.M., so if you see me 
Acting strangely, don't be surprised 
I'm just a man who needed someone 
And somewhere to hide 
To keep me alive, just keep me alive 
Somewhere to hide to keep me alive


	I'm not a robot without emotions 
I'm not what you see 
I've come to help you 
With your problems, so we can be free 
I'm not a hero, 
I'm not a savior 
Forget what you know 
I'm just a man whose circumstances 
Went beyond his control 
Beyond my control, we all need control 
I need control, we all need control


	I am the modern man 
(Secret, secret I've got a secret) 
Who hides behind a mask 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
So no one else can see 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
My true identity


	Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo, Domo 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo, Domo 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Domo Arigato, Mr. Roboto 
Thank you very much, Mr. Roboto 
For doing the jobs that nobody wants to 
And thank you very much, Mr. Roboto 
For helping me escape 
Just when I needed to 
Thank you, thank you, thank you 
I want to thank you 
Please, thank you, oh 


	The problem's plain to see 
Too much technology 
Machines to save our lives 
Machines, de-humanize 


	The time has come at last 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
To throw away this mask 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
Now everyone can see 
(Secret, secret, I've got a secret) 
My true identity, 
I'm Kilroy, 
Kilroy, 
Kilroy, 
Kilroy
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	The song came to an end and Paige stood up from her chair and switched off the CD. “Right. That was Styx. And the name of the song is Mr. Roboto. I am not a robot. I have feelings too. Like each of you. Your parents and their parents.” The pupils nodded. “Either we work together or we don’t work at all.” She walked up and down and smiled. “You with me?” They all nodded. 


	“Why are you in jeans today Donald?” 


	He looked at the lyrics printed on the sheet. “To throw away this mask. Now everyone can see. My true identity!” 


	Paige stood in the middle of the floor and gurgled with laughter and nodded. “You catch on quick!” Donald grinned as she laughed. “Miss Jasper. Do you have something to say?” 


	Penelope stood up and started to sing. “Thank you very much, Mister Roboto, for doing the jobs that nobody wants to, and thank you very much, Mister Roboto.” She smiled as they joined in and sang. 


	“The reason I am here is to help you. When I go home I work for you. Get your next lesson prepared. Mark your tests. I am doing this for you. And I want you to be a success. Are you with me?” 


	There was a rip-roaring noise in the class as they answered. “Yes!” 


	Paige laughed and the bell rang and they grinned. “Get out of here you bunch! See you in uniform on Monday. Hand in those tests!”


	Donald smiled as he handed in every single test. The entire class seemed more relaxed. The desk was full of test papers. Paige felt ten times better as the next class arrived. It was business as usual. She stood in her jeans and taught as normal. 
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	Blake waited in the van and looked at Donald. He was smiling and chatting with someone in his class. He smiled to himself. This was a first. Donald climbed in to the van. “Dad. I need a CD. The band is called Styx. The song is called Mister Roboto.” 


	“What on earth do you want that for? I have it stashed at home.” 


	“Serious?” 


	“Sure. But why?” 


	“I need to listen to the lyrics.” 


	“And how was your day?” Blake looked up and he watched as Miss Carter walked to her van with her arms full. She loaded everything. Blake couldn’t take his eyes off of her. She had the most beautiful figure he had ever seen. And she looked stunning in her jeans.


	“Miss Paige Carter is nineteen,” Donald said. Blake turned and stared at him. “And Dad tonight there will be a special meeting for the parents. At seven. We can come but we have to sit outside and wait. The meeting will be for a max of half an hour. But Dad you have to be there.” 


	“Is this a one on one?” 


	“No Sir. This will be a parents meeting. In my class. And you have to wear something casual. You have to wear what makes you feel comfortable. Shorts and a T-shirt. Jeans. Whatever you like. But you have to be you.” 


	“I can do that. Is there a reason for this?” 


	Donald smiled and began laughing. “Dad you have to be there.” 


	“Takeaways. Home. And back to school?” Donald nodded. “Your tests? All handed in?” 


	“All there.” 


	“Good.”


	Donald smiled and looked through the window. “What is this meeting about?” 


	“Phew, Dad. You might come out of there a changed man.” 


	“We will see about that.” 


	




Chapter 4


	They drove home and Donald finished his homework. He stood up and called Blake. “Ready Dad?” 


	“Two minutes!” Donald stood waiting at the front door. Blake smiled. He had never seen Donald so enthusiastic about him attending a meeting at school. This was a first.


	The parents walked in to the classroom and sat waiting. Every single parent was in the classroom. Not a single parent was missing. The husbands and wives looked at each other. There was a sheet of lyrics on their desk or chair. They sat down and waited.
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