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         When I saw him for the first time, my feelings were indifferent. Oh, the new geography teacher. That’s it. What is more, I didn’t care for the subject, so I only did the necessary minimum to get a good grade on my report card. Everything changed when we went on our last class trip before graduation. Our homeroom teacher fell ill, and the geography teacher was supposed to replace him. We were disappointed but had the choice of either replacing our guardian or canceling the trip. We didn’t know the new teacher yet, and we didn’t know what to expect from him. But it was on this trip that he became closer to me than anyone before. I decided to confess my feelings to a boy from another class, but it was a total failure. I was rejected and ridiculed and later harassed by his friends. Only the geography teacher offered me support when he saw what was happening. He found me flooded in tears in the dining hall of the resort where we were staying. He sat down beside me and waited. He did not ask any questions, he did not pressure me, he did not comfort me. He waited. He let me cry and didn’t mock my weakness. I felt safe. I knew he wasn’t judging me. His behavior was better than I expected. After I calmed down and told him everything, listening to me with interest, I felt a lot better. Later we talked for a long time. I was extremely grateful but also impressed by his commitment. To this day, I have never met a teacher so profoundly interested in students’ issues. I felt wrapped up in his care. A vague feeling began to sprout within me. I saw a man in him. He seemed perfect. He was almost becoming an obsession. He also began to pay more attention to me. He talked, joked, teased. I don’t remember when and how, but I started impatiently looking forward to my geography lessons. Suddenly, this subject became my favorite, and I was very committed to learning. I wanted to impress him, make him proud of me. During the lessons, we teased each other – glances full of absurdity, laughter that would amuse anyone.

         I stayed after class a few times, and we talked like good friends. I didn’t realize that I was beginning to develop a crush on him. He became essential to me, the figure of authority I needed. I idealized him and absorbed his interest like a sponge, collecting each droplet of hidden tenderness and closeness. I filled myself with it. I could drown in his eyes. They felt dark as well. He had a keen gaze. It made me feel excited somewhere deep inside. He had a line on his cheek whenever he smiled. He licked his lips, driving me crazy. I dreamed of touching them even for a moment.

         I provoked him, mostly verbally. I was infatuated with him and the reactions he was causing in me. My body reacted to his gaze, which became deep and penetrating over time, to his smile that carried a spark of indecency. I liked using gestures and words that could set him off. I enjoyed teasing him, most of all when no one, absolutely no one, had a clue what was going on. I noticed him giving into this game. He spared no ambiguities, of course, at times when no one saw or heard. He even whispered when it wasn’t necessary. He knew perfectly well that his hot breath on my neck kindled a fire in me. I liked to excite him whenever I had the chance. A flirty look, an accidental touch, discreetly rubbing against him like a kitten wanting to play and be petted. He quickly picked up on my intentions but did not ignore them. On the contrary, he took up the game with undisguised interest, although he never touched me on his own. Or at least not in the way I wanted. There were words, little gestures, surrendering to my actions, but he didn’t take the next step. I dreamed of his touch. I dreamt about how I would become a little girl entirely devoted to an adult man. Condemned to his will. Captive mind and body. Obsession. Beyond redemption. I provoked him, touching myself.
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