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I couldn't help but swipe my hair back and nervously check my reflection in the window as I passed. With a frown, I pulled at my short, navy-blue skirt, trying in vain to cover my knees. At least the tights hid the freckles I hated. After adjusting my shirt, I looked up and straightened the silver cross dangling from my neck.

I had already taken my last final, but something drew me back to this classroom.

My heart palpitated as I glanced around, half expecting Mrs. Leanne Miller, my favorite teacher, to be judging me for my chronic tardiness.

Those big, green eyes would pierce through me like she knew my every secret. The longer I found myself picturing that look, the more I realized that I had been silently wrestling with my feelings towards her since sophomore year. My cheeks warmed at the thought of it.

I was captain of the debate team, salutatorian, and class president; I'd been friendly with teacher's my entire scholastic career. But I'd never felt this way about a teacher. Mrs. Miller captivated me. It was as if she stepped out of a seductively intriguing lesbian chick lit novel, and we'd been stealing glances at each other for years. Every time her laughter echoed through the room, I felt this achingly intense yearning within me, an ever-growing itch I could never scratch.
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