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			Introduction

			Not all love stories begin with romantic stares or moonlit moments. Sometimes, they start with a simple “Hi, Sir!”—paired with a forced smile, a sweaty forehead, and a pen that’s desperately out of ink. That’s how the story of Kate and Chris began—between lesson plans, school projects, and a young heart that dreamed big but wasn’t quite ready to fall in love.

			To some, it may seem like your typical student-teacher dynamic—a situation that’s awkward at best and complicated at worst. But for Kate, it wasn’t just admiration or a passing fancy. And for Chris, it wasn’t just a “phase” he could brush off. With every shared laugh, playful tease, and stolen glance, a quiet affection grew—carefully tucked away by timing and circumstance.

			But like any good rom-com with a twist, their story didn’t unfold the way fairy tales do. There were missed chances, mistaken assumptions, and “almost” moments that felt deliberately orchestrated by fate to keep them apart. Sometimes, they crossed paths without seeing each other. Sometimes, they had something to say but nerves got in the way. Until finally, they meet again—unexpectedly—like life had a screenplay of its own.

			This is a story of love that almost was, of confessions nearly made, and a connection that seemed destined to return. A tale of second chances, of “what ifs” and “maybes,” and of a romance that, despite the passing years, still knew the right moment to bloom. Are you ready to fall in love, laugh out loud, and squeal “Aiiieee!” with every page? Come—let’s begin the story of Kate and Chris.

			ABMeneses

		


		
			📚 Episode 1  
First Sight, First Kilig

			6:00 AM. Kate’s already awake. Even though she stayed up late binge-watching the finale of her favorite K-drama (“Why you gotta hurt me, Second Lead?!”), she has no choice but to drag herself out of bed. She’s in Grade 10 now—big girl era activated.

			Standing in front of the mirror, she scrutinizes herself from head to toe. Her newly ironed uniform looks crisp, but there’s one problem: the baby hairs on her forehead refuse to cooperate. 

			“Ugh, why are you so rebellious?” she grumbles, fighting with gel to tame the stubborn strands.

			Suddenly, she laughs at herself. 

			“Fix that, Kate. What if forever walks into your classroom today? JK! But… what if? 👀”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			7:30 AM. As she enters GSIS High School, her stomach churns with nerves and excitement. First day of class, new section, and—according to rumors—a new adviser. “Please be kind. Please don’t be strict. And if possible… please be cute. Lord, I’ll take one out of three!”

			When she steps into Room 10-B, her eyes instantly land on a guy sitting at the back, wearing a hoodie and twirling a pen in his hand. “Wait, who’s that? New student? But… he’s kinda… HOT?!”

			Their eyes meet for a split second. “Ayyieee! 👀” Kate quickly looks away, pretending to search for her seat. But internally, she’s freaking out: “WHO IS HE?! HIS EYES, HIS SMILE, HIS—OKAY, KATE, STOP IT!”

			She sits near the window but can’t resist sneaking another glance. The guy looks effortlessly calm, like he owns the place. “Dude’s got main character energy,” she mutters under her breath.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Hey, Kate,” whispers Bea, her seatmate, “do you know the guy at the back?”

			“Nope. Must be new. But wow, he’s got presence. Like he walked straight out of a drama,” Kate replies, trying to sound casual when she’s anything but.

			“Total K-drama oppa vibes,” Bea giggles. “If he’s our classmate, I’m volunteering to fail Math just so he can tutor me. Joke!”

			They both laugh—until Guidance Counselor Ma’am Reyes walks in.

			“Class, settle down,” Ma’am Reyes announces. “Meet your new adviser this year—Mr. Christopher Villonco.”

			“Wait. WHAT?!”

			The hoodie guy stands up, pulls down his hoodie, and flashes a smile at the class. “No way. HE’S THE TEACHER?!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Hi, everyone. Call me Sir Chris,” he says, with a wink that sends half the class into silent screams. “I’m excited to be your adviser. Let’s be friends, okay?”

			The reaction? Pure chaos. Someone shrieks, “Waaah! Sir is so handsome!”, others elbow each other, and a few (including Kate) freeze in shock.

			“I thought he was a classmate! I thought he was crush material! But… HE’S THE TEACHER?!”

			The butterflies in Kate’s stomach that were throwing a party earlier? Gone. Emergency evacuation. “Nope, nope, nope. This is illegal, Kate.”

			But no matter how much she scolds herself, she can’t stop stealing glances as Sir Chris explains the class rules. 

			“His voice is so smooth… His hands are… OKAY, KATE, STOP.”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Name, favorite subject, and your dream in life,” Sir Chris instructs.

			When it’s Kate’s turn, her knees practically knock together. “Uhm… I’m Kate Reyes. My favorite subject is English. My dream is…” To have a boyfriend as hot as you...uhm, I mean, to be a writer.”

			Sir Chris smiles. “Nice, Kate. You seem creative.”

			“SHEEEESH! HE NOTICED ME! ✨”

			Kate sits down, face burning, and hides behind her notebook.

			“Damn, Kate,” Bea whispers. “You and Sir? There’s tension.”

			“Shut up,” Kate hisses back, but a tiny smile tugs at her lips.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Outside, the breeze is cool. But in Kate’s heart? It’s summer—warm, bright, and full of possibilities.

			“First sight. First kilig. And… first problem.”

			She knows this feeling is complicated. But she also knows she won’t forget today. Because today marks the start of a story—the story of her heart enrolling in “How to Not Fall for Your Teacher 101.”

			Spoiler: She’s gonna fail.

		


		
			📚 Episode 2: 
So He’s the Teacher

			The 10-B classroom was full of noise and laughter, but for Kate, it felt like she was in her own little bubble of thoughts. She was staring straight ahead - not at the whiteboard filled with reminders, not at the colorful posters on the bulletin board - but at Sir Chris Villonco who was carefully and cheerfully checking the attendance.

			“Kate Reyes?” Sir Chris called in a gentle, clear voice.

			“Present, sir,” Kate answered. She felt her throat go dry as she uttered those two simple words. Her voice sounded like she was walking on thorns, and she could feel her heart racing.

			Just this morning, Kate’s world was simple. Her biggest problem was how to tame her stubborn baby hairs. 

			Now? She had a new problem - a 5’11”, tall, sharp-nosed, with-a-dimple-on-the-right-cheek kind of problem.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Bea,” she whispered to her seatmate while Sir Chris continued checking attendance. “What kind of universe is this? First time I’ve felt like this, and it has to be for a teacher?”

			Bea laughed and secretly pinched Kate’s arm. “Looks like you’re getting your own character development arc, girl! Maybe you’re destined for an epic love story.”

			“Character development, my foot!” Kate accidentally slapped her desk. “I went so long without a crush, and now suddenly it’s forbidden love? Padre Florentino would be disappointed!”

			But even as Kate complained, she couldn’t deny the strange giddiness she felt. Especially when Sir Chris approached their row to hand out class schedules.

			“You’re the most energetic section so far,” Sir Chris joked as he gave the paper to Bea. There was a small smile on his lips that seemed to say he was excited for this school year.

			“Thank you, Sir,” Bea answered, elbowing Kate as if saying ‘you’re next!’

			And that’s when Kate’s heart truly fell. When Sir Chris approached and personally handed her the schedule, everything seemed to move in slow motion.

			“Kate, right?” Sir asked with a smile.

			“Y-yes sir,” Kate answered, her voice shaking.

			“Looking forward to reading your works this year. I remember you said you want to be a writer. I’m excited to see how creative you are.”

			BOOM!

			It felt like fireworks exploded in Kate’s chest. She felt her cheeks burn and her heart race.

			“Ah... thank you sir,” she answered softly, trying not to look directly into the teacher’s eyes.

			When Sir left, Kate quickly held her cheeks. 

			“Why do the forbidden ones have to be so handsome?!” she whispered to herself. “Lord, is this a test of faith or are you just messing with me?”

			When Kate got home to their house in San Juan, she still couldn’t calm down. While eating pancit canton at their small dining table, her eyes suddenly landed on the ketchup bottle.

			“Sir Chris is like ketchup...” she murmured. “Sweet but dangerous in excess.”

			“Huh?” asked her brother Karl who just came home from the construction site, sweaty and covered in dirt.

			“Nothing kuya, just a Wattpad quote,” Kate quickly answered.

			But Kate knew - here she was again, overthinking and imagining scenarios she shouldn’t be thinking about. But how could she help it?

			Especially when one day, while she was researching in the library for their creative writing assignment, someone suddenly sat beside her. She didn’t even need to look to know who it was - she could already smell the familiar cologne that had become Sir Chris’s signature scent in her life.

			“Working hard, future writer?” he greeted.

			Oh my gulay. It’s him.

			Kate could swear her heart did a somersault. 

			“Ah—yes... Sir,” she tried to steady her voice while preventing her hands from shaking.

			Sir Chris smiled, the kind of smile that could brighten Kate’s whole world. 

			“Good. Not all students are this dedicated in the library on the second week of school. Keep it up.”

			Kate just nodded, but inside - Aiiieee! He noticed me!

			“By the way,” Sir added as if thinking, “I read your last year’s writing portfolio. It was funny, witty, and surprisingly deep for your age. You’ve got real talent.”

			And that’s when Kate truly melted. 

			“Thank you, Sir...” she answered softly while trying to hide her blushing face behind a book.

			Sir Chris stood up to leave, but before completely walking away, he turned and said one last thing:

			“Kate, just keep writing. Who knows? Maybe one day, I’ll read a story where the teacher is the one falling.”

			OH. MY. GOSH.

			Kate didn’t know whether to be happy or scared. Was that just a joke? Or was there a hidden meaning? One thing was certain for Kate - she was going to start writing a new story.

			And the working title?

			“The Day I Fell for My Teacher (And Maybe He Fell Too).”

		


		
			📚 Episode 3  
The Secret Glances

			Ever since Sir Chris said those words about “the teacher being the one falling,” Kate’s mind had become a constant playlist of love songs. Background music followed her everywhere - the kind that plays in K-dramas during first eye-contact scenes.

			But she knew better. She shouldn’t. He’s a teacher, I’m a student. Against the rules. Against logic. Against... but why is it so hard to stop?

			Now, as Sir Chris taught in front of the classroom, Kate concentrated hard on her notebook. She turned the margins into masterpieces with excessive doodling - hearts, stars, and random shapes having nothing to do with the lesson.

			“Focus, Kate,” she whispered to herself. “Don’t look. Don’t. Don’t. DON’T-”

			Too late. She was already staring.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Kate bit her lip when she caught herself looking at Sir Chris. It wasn’t intentional, but come on - he looked unfairly handsome with his sleeves rolled up while teaching. The veins on his arms? Artworthy. His chalk-holding technique? Perfection. His classroom pacing? Cinematic.

			“Lord,” Kate prayed silently. “Is this a test of character or an audition for my next ‘Guilty Pleasures’ episode?”

			Suddenly she heard, “Okay, let’s have a short quiz.”

			“What?” the class groaned in unison.

			“Surprise quiz,” Sir Chris said with a mischievous smile. “Just to check if you learned anything yesterday.”

			Kate gripped her pen like a lifeline. Not because of the quiz - she was confident about the lessons - but because Sir Chris might notice:

			Her inability to make eye contact

			Her blushing whenever noticed

			Her painfully obvious crush

			* * * * * * * * * *

			As Sir wrote questions on the board, Kate decided - one quick look. Just a glance. To see if...

			SHE GOT CAUGHT.

			Their eyes met - just one second but enough to:

			Freeze Kate’s world

			Set her cheeks on fire

			Crash her brain’s system

			And worst of all - SIR CHRIS SMILED.

			Not just any smile. The slow, genuine, makes-your-knees-weak kind.

			“Ten minutes. Answer honestly,” Sir said.

			During those ten minutes, Kate did everything:

			Focused on her paper (but read questions 3x before understanding)

			Doodled again (accidentally drawing hearts by Sir Chris’s name)

			Prayed (that it wasn’t obvious)

			“Time’s up,” Sir announced.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			As papers were collected, Kate felt Sir moving around the classroom. Every time he neared her desk, her heart did somersaults.

			“Anyone want to share their answers?” Sir asked after checking.

			Bea suddenly raised her hand. “Kate had a beautiful answer for number five!” she said while winking at Kate.

			“Bea!” Kate wanted to melt from embarrassment. “Traitor!”

			Sir smiled. “Let’s hear it then.”

			With trembling hands and a barely audible voice, Kate read:

			“’The strength... of a character... lies not in how loud they speak... but in how deeply they feel... without saying anything.’”

			Dead silence.

			Then - “That’s actually beautiful,” Sir Chris said, looking genuinely impressed. “Very insightful. Thank you, Kate.”

			BOOM!

			Heart detonated.

			She sat quietly but internally screamed: 

			“Bea, when we get home, I’m killing you. Slowly.”

			After class, she rushed out, but someone followed her into the hallway.

			“Kate.”

			She turned - and there it was again, her system crashing.

			Sir Chris held some papers. 

			“Don’t worry,” he said softly. “I just wanted to say... you’ve got a writer’s heart. Keep it up.”

			That smile again. That damned beautiful smile.

			When he left, Kate stood in the hallway thinking:

			“Writer’s heart? But what if what my heart’s writing right now... is a love story about you?”

		


		
			📚 Episode 4  
Group Project, Heart Project

			Another Monday at GSIS High School. While most students in Room 4A looked like zombies dragging themselves to their seats, Kate Reyes was a zombie with extra butterflies in her stomach. Half-asleep, but fully kilig.

			“Good morning, class!” Sir Chris greeted like he had his own spotlight. “We’re doing group work today. Creative writing workshop. Each group will write and perform a short skit based on assigned themes. Consider this practice for your midterms.”

			Group work?! YESSS! Finally, legitimate reason to talk to him at length without seeming like a total stalker.

			“Random groupings,” Sir added while mixing pieces of paper in a small fishbowl. “To keep things fair.”

			Random groupings? NOOO! Kate’s heart sounded alarms.

			“Bea,” she whispered to her bestfriend, “pray we’re in the same group. If not, I’m dying right here in my seat.”

			“Relax,” Bea answered. “And if you end up with Enzo’s group, tell him I have a crush on him. Kidding!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			One by one, students were called to pick their groups. When Kate’s turn came, her hands shook.

			Please Lord, just this once. Give me a chance to...

			She unfolded the paper, and everything froze.

			GROUP 2: Kate, Bea, Enzo... and Sir Chris.

			“Wait, what?” Bea said aloud. “Sir, why is your name here?”

			“Ah,” Sir smiled, “I’ll be joining each group as facilitator. I’ll rotate to help everyone - but looks like I’m starting with your group.”

			Kate’s world stopped. They’d literally be working together in one group. For thirty whole minutes. Oh. My. Gulay.

			“Okay, Group 2, let’s gather here,” Sir directed while arranging chairs. Kate noticed he placed his seat close to hers. 

			“Your theme is... ‘Unspoken Love.’ You have thirty minutes to brainstorm and prepare.”

			“Unspoken Love’?! Seriously, universe? Did you collaborate with Cupid to make this painfully accurate?!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Okay, ideas everyone,” Enzo started. “We could do a love triangle. I’ll be the lead, with Bea and Kate as bestfriends both crushing on me.”

			“Dream on, Enzo,” Bea laughed. “How about forbidden love? Like... student falls for teacher kinda thing?”

			Kate choked on her water. “BE-AH! What the heck!”

			“Just kidding!” Bea grinned. “Unless...?”

			“Unless nothing!” Kate hissed.

			Sir noticed their exchange. 

			“Interesting concepts,” he commented. “Kate, what do you think this character would feel in this situation?”

			Kate gulped. The character? Or me right now? Because Sir, I’m currently feeling ALL the feels!

			“Uhm,” voice shaking, “I think... she’d be torn between confessing and staying silent. Because... sometimes the truth is scarier, right? Like, what if everything changes?”

			Sir nodded thoughtfully. “Profound. So the fear of losing what you have outweighs the hope of gaining something more?”

			Wow, Sir. Such deep analysis, but your question hit straight through my heart.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			As they wrote the script, Kate noticed Sir frequently glancing at her paper.

			“Nice wording here,” Sir praised, pointing at one line. “’His smile was both her sunrise and sunset.’ Has impact.”

			Kate could only nod, cheeks burning. You have impact too, Sir. Like, major impact on my hopeless romantic heart!

			“Okay, time for rehearsals,” Sir announced after twenty minutes. “Who’s doing what?”

			“Kate should narrate,” Bea suggested. “Best voice among us.”

			“Agree,” Enzo seconded. “And so her nervousness isn’t obvious.”

			“What? I’m not nervous!” Kate protested, hands visibly shaking.

			“You got this, bestie,” Bea whispered. “At least you won’t be facing him while emoting.”

			“Exactly,” Kate agreed. “But is my voice trembling? Because this feels like a telenovela - Forbidden Love for Teacher!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			During rehearsal, Kate noticed something peculiar. Even when Sir wasn’t directly looking at her, he seemed hyper-aware of her presence. Every movement, every breath - noticed.

			“Kate,” Sir suddenly said, “good tone there. But try softening the last line, make the longing more subtle.”

			“Subtle longing,” Kate muttered. “Wish I could perform my real feelings right now, huh?”

			“What was that?” Sir asked, moving closer.

			“Ah, nothing! Just said, longing... noted.”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Thirty minutes became an hour. Throughout it, Kate couldn’t believe her happiness. For the first time, she wasn’t just admiring her crush from afar. They were talking. Collaborating. Creating together.

			When the activity ended and groups dispersed, Kate carried with her not just their script, but precious moments:

			When their shoulders almost touched while writing

			Their shared laugh at Enzo’s corny joke

			That half-second eye contact when she said “the heart wants what it wants”

			Walking home, Kate looked up at the sky.

			“Dear universe,” she whispered, “if this is a joke, please don’t stop. Because maybe... this is the start of my favorite story.”

		


		
			📚 Episode 5  
The First Love Letter

			“Dear... uhm... Sir?” Kate gnawed on the end of her pen, her forehead creased in concentration. Hidden in the farthest corner of the campus library, surrounded by crumpled drafts and pen caps, she wrestled with words that refused to cooperate.

			“No, starting with ‘Sir’ is too awkward,” she muttered, crossing out the line with unnecessary force. “Like I’m writing a formal complaint.” 

			She tapped her pen rhythmically against the table. 

			“Dear Chris? No way. Too personal. Too... intimate. Way too obvious.”

			Her frustrated sigh earned her a glare from the librarian three tables away.

			Kate knew this was absurd. These feelings had nowhere to go—they were impractical, reckless, and straight out of a daytime soap opera. Yet no matter how hard she tried to suppress them, they kept resurfacing with stubborn persistence.

			A love letter.

			One she would never, ever send. Cross her heart.

			But even if it was just pretend, even if this was merely an exercise to exorcise him from her thoughts, perhaps putting words to paper would help. Right? Sound logic?!

			Taking a deep breath, she tried again.

			Dear You,

			I don’t know when it started. Maybe on your first day, when you smiled at me like I was the only student in that crowded classroom. Or during our group project, when you leaned in to read my writing and I caught that hint of your cologne—something woodsy with citrus, in case you were wondering. Or maybe it was when you said “the teacher is the one falling” and my heart actually stopped for three full seconds.

			The funny thing is, I know this is forbidden. The teacher-student thing. The attachment. The hope. But why does it feel like the more I try to suppress it, the stronger it grows? Like when you call me “Kate”—not “Ms. Reyes” like other teachers do, but “Kate,” like we’re... I don’t know. Like we’re something more.

			I’m sorry. This isn’t your fault. And I don’t blame myself either. I just needed to put this somewhere before I explode from keeping it all inside. Because every time you—

			“Kate?”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Her entire body jolted as if struck by lightning. That voice—his voice—came from directly behind her.

			“Sir!” She practically launched out of her chair, her notebook slamming shut with dramatic finality. Her heart pounded so violently she was certain everyone could hear it.

			Sir Chris stood there, eyebrows raised in amusement, balancing a stack of books in one arm. “You study here too?”

			“Ah, yes! Sometimes. I mean—often... when I have time,” she stammered, grabbing the nearest book—”Advanced Calculus for Engineers”—and clutching it like a lifeline despite being a literature major.

			He chuckled, the sound warm and rich like hot chocolate on a rainy day. “Your dialogue writing during our last activity was impressive. Deep yet natural. Like real people actually speaking.”

			Wait, did he just—? Was this—? Her brain short-circuited.

			“Uhm... thank you, Sir,” she managed, her voice cracking like a pubescent teenager.

			Sir Chris glanced around the packed library. “Actually, I was checking if there’s space outside. The study area’s full.” His gaze landed on her table. 

			“But here looks quiet. Mind if I join you?”

			Inside Kate’s mind, alarms blared. Sirens wailed. Internal screaming reached operatic levels. WHAT. THE. ACTUAL. HECK.

			“Sure! Of course, Sir!” she squeaked, frantically gathering her scattered papers. 

			“Plenty of space. Very welcome here. VIP welcome. Red carpet treatment—”

			“Relax,” he laughed, setting his materials down across from her. “You’re acting like the teacher here. I’m the one who should be nervous.”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Kate bit her tongue hard enough to taste blood. As Sir Chris settled in and began reviewing student papers on his tablet, she discreetly tried to shield her half-written letter, even dramatically flipping through “Advanced Calculus” while subtly sliding the incriminating paper beneath it.

			But no matter what she did, she remained hyperaware of his presence—the way his pen tapped thoughtfully against his bottom lip, the subtle citrusy scent of his cologne, the slight furrow of his brows when he encountered something interesting in the papers he graded.

			Then, without warning, he looked up. Their eyes met.

			“By the way,” he said casually, “if you want to develop our skit’s style further, LitSoc’s holding a writing contest. You’re talented—it’d be a shame not to try.”

			Kate blinked. “Really, Sir?”

			“Yup.” That smile—the one that crinkled the corners of his eyes just so. “I’ll email you the details. If you’re interested.”

			Her heart performed gymnastics. “Okay. Thank you.”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			As he returned to his work, Kate glanced at her notebook. With careful precision, she folded the unfinished letter three times—once for each unspoken word—and tucked it behind her pencil case, where it joined old test papers, candy wrappers, and dreams too fragile to voice aloud.

			A letter never meant to be read. But if her heart had its way? It had been delivered the moment she first saw him smile.

		


		
			📚 Episode 6  
Kate vs. Crush Squad

			A new phenomenon is spreading through GSIS High School like wildfire - contagious, unstoppable, and incurable. In Room 204, a secret society has formed without official name or membership fees, but with a uniform dress code: kilig faces and coordinated squeals whenever a certain teacher walks by.

			“AYIIEEEE! THERE HE ISSSS!”

			The shriek echoes through the hallway, making Kate drop her pen for the third time this morning. She doesn’t need to look to know - the Crush Squad has assembled again.

			“OMG, Sir smells so good today! Like vanilla with a hint of... responsibility?” gushes Jen while fixing her hair for the fifth time.

			“Girl, that smile he gave in the faculty room? I thought I’d die from kilig!” Marisse adds dramatically fanning herself.

			Kate rolls her eyes so hard she sees her brain. “Guys, you know you can have crushes quietly right? Like, internally? Without the... this?” She gestures to the group crowding the doorway.

			“Oh please, Kate, as if your crush on Sir isn’t obvious,” Trisha says with an exaggerated eye roll.

			“What? No crush here!” Kate’s voice jumps two octaves. “I’m just saying maybe tone it down? Other sections can hear your... enthusiasm.”

			“Oooh, someone’s defensive,” Marisse teases. “Maybe you’ve got something special with Sir you don’t want us stealing?”

			Before Kate can respond, in walks Sir Chris looking unfairly handsome in his gray polo that perfectly hugs his shoulders. The Crush Squad transforms into perfect angels batting eyelashes.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Good morning, class!” Sir Chris greets with that stomach-flipping smile.

			“GOOD MORNING SIRRRR!” the squad choruses.

			Kate mutters, “Good morning,” while suddenly very interested in her notebook.

			The lesson begins but the Crush Squad’s operations are in full swing:

			“Sir, can you check my extra assignment?” Jen waves her paper.

			“Sir, need help carrying your books?” Marisse offers.

			“Sir, your board handwriting is so nice!” Trisha adds.

			Chris handles it all with humor. “Focus on the lesson, girls. And Jen, that assignment isn’t due yet.”

			Kate sinks lower, doodling stick figures throwing paper airplanes at the squad.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			During group work, the attacks intensify:

			“Sir, I don’t get this problem... can you explain again? Slowly?” Marisse asks while twirling her hair.

			“Sir, just wanna say your lesson is so great today!” Jen gushes.

			Kate watches Sir Chris patiently answer each question, unaware (or pretending to be) of their flirting. Her grip on her pen tightens with each “Sirrrr.”

			After class, Bea nudges Kate. “Looks like you’ve got competition.”

			“No competition here,” Kate says too quickly. “They’re just... very expressive admirers.”

			“Admirers? Marisse looked ready to propose to Sir earlier,” Bea laughs.

			Kate spots Sir Chris surrounded by the squad in the hallway, laughing at something he said, one girl touching his arm.

			Totally normal teacher-student interaction. Then why does my heart feel like screaming?

			* * * * * * * * * *

			At the canteen, Marisse appears beside Kate. 

			“So... you like Sir Chris huh?”

			Kate chokes on her rice. 

			“What—no—I—”

			Marisse smirks. 

			“Relax. It’s obvious. Your eyes get heart-shaped pupils around him.”

			“That’s medically impossible,” Kate mutters.

			“Anyway,” Marisse continues, “good luck with the competition. Because us girls aren’t backing down.”

			Kate looks at her now-soggy chicken fillet. 

			“There is no competition. Sir Chris isn’t... some prize to win.”

			Marisse winks. 

			“Keep telling yourself that, Reyes.”

			As she walks away, Kate’s appetite disappears. The nagging thought surfaces: What if this really is a competition she can’t afford to join... but can’t afford to lose?

		


		
			📚 Episode 7  
Confession

			School Fair Week at GSIS High School was like a carnival on steroids. Inflatable slides dominated the football field, food stalls crammed every available space, and game booths echoed with screams. For Kate, it was the literal definition of “sensory overload.”

			“KATE! TAKE OVER THE SPIN-THE-WHEEL! Krissy’s emergency!” Trisha yelled while dragging her toward their section’s booth.

			Kate, still holding half-eaten cheese corn, suddenly found herself holding a wheel that looked like it last saw action in the 90s. “Wait, I’m not—”

			“NO TIME! WE’RE STARTING!” And Trisha was gone.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Kate stood frozen, staring at the makeshift wheel that seemed one spin away from disintegration. It was clearly repurposed from some old “Math Challenge” game—classic Filipino resourcefulness.
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