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The gym was alive with music, balloons, and the smell of sweat and hairspray. Homecoming always had a strange way of bringing the past back to life at Cream City High School, and tonight was no different.

Ms. Harper had begged Suzi Slay, the youngest teacher on staff, to chaperone. At twenty-three, Suzi was barely older than the seniors she now monitored, her heels clicking softly as she circled the dance floor. She tried to remind herself she was an authority figure, that she was here to keep order — not to relive her own high school years. But as she leaned against the wall, scanning the crowd, her heart caught.

He was here. Suddenly, she was self-conscious. She tugged on her sweatshirt and checked her black leggings to make sure they didn’t have lint. “Why am I doing this?” 

Tyler Briggs — no longer a student, bound by the same lines. He had graduated last spring, gone off to college, and now returned at his younger brother’s invitation. Suzi remembered the way he used to smirk at her in class, the casual comments that skirted the edge of appropriate. Back then, he’d had a girlfriend, and she’d done her best to laugh off his flirting. But now? He stood across the gym, taller, broader, his jaw sharper. College had honed him. And when he noticed her watching, he didn’t hesitate.

He came over.

As he crossed the gym, Tyler’s gaze never left her. There was nothing hesitant about him anymore—no boyish grin, no uncertain shuffle. Just the calm confidence of someone who had grown into himself and knew the effect he had. His eyes traced the lines of Ms. Slay’s figure in that soft school lighting, lingering just long enough to make her pulse stutter. Every step felt deliberate, purposeful, the kind of walk that said he wasn’t just coming over to say hello—he was coming to claim her attention completely. By the time he stopped in front of her, Suzi’s breath was already uneven, her practiced teacher’s poise slipping under the weight of his quiet, dangerous confidence.

“Didn’t think I’d see you here, Miss Slay,” he said, his voice lower than she remembered, carrying the weight of someone older now. The much taller man towered over Ms. Slay, who, in heels, rarely had anyone taller than her. The feeling of being small made her feel comfortable in his presence, unlike she had ever felt in the presence of shorter men. 

Her pulse fluttered. “Chaperone duty. Some of us never get away from this place.”

His grin widened. “Some of us don’t want to.”

It was shameless, the way he looked at her — not like a student anymore, but like a man who knew what he wanted. His eyes stripped her naked and presented her to him. She knew it, and she didn’t mind. That was the problem. And when his hand brushed hers under the excuse of reaching for a drink from the refreshment table, her body betrayed her—heat spread, sharp and dangerous.

For a split second, Suzi froze, her breath caught somewhere between surprise and shame. What was she doing—why was she feeling this way? He was younger, once her student, someone she was supposed to guide, not crave. The logical part of her mind screamed for distance, but the flutter in her chest argued back, whispering that he wasn’t that boy anymore. She hated how easily her body answered his presence, how a single touch could unearth feelings she thought she’d buried with her cap and gown.

Tyler must have noticed the turmoil in her eyes because his grin turned softer, teasing but not cruel. “You always looked so serious behind that desk,” he said, voice low enough that only she could hear. “I used to wonder if you even knew how to smile.” His tone carried no disrespect—just a knowing charm that chipped at her composure. “Guess I was wrong.” The playful edge in his words made her laugh despite herself, and that sound—the one she tried to stifle—only made his eyes gleam brighter.

And that’s when she felt it: the slow collapse of her defenses, the invisible wall she’d built between them thinning with every heartbeat. His confidence wasn’t arrogance—it was gravity, pulling her in. The air between them felt charged, fragile, as though one wrong move could break her completely open. Suzi realized too late that her guard was gone, and through that gap, emotions poured in—warm, reckless, and dangerously alive.

She lasted another five minutes before she had to excuse herself. The music, the lights, the nearness of Tyler — it was too much. She muttered something about not feeling well and went back to her classroom to get medicine, slipping out into the quiet, her heels tapping a hurried rhythm down the corridor.

Suzi slipped into her classroom, the faint echo of music still thumping from the gym down the hall. She didn’t bother turning on the lights, leaving the door cracked just enough to let a thin line of brightness spill across the floor. The air smelled faintly of dry-erase markers and coffee—familiar, grounding. She kicked off her heels, wincing as the cool tile kissed her bare feet, and paced the narrow space between her desk and the whiteboard. The quiet buzz of the fluorescent lights above made her feel exposed, so she perched on the edge of her desk, feet propped against its surface, toes flexing as if searching for balance. For a moment, she just sat there, breathing, trying to untangle the storm in her chest before facing the mirror of her own thoughts.

Her classroom was a sanctuary. She dropped into her chair, pressed her hands against her cheeks, and tried to breathe. Get a grip, Suzi. He’s younger. He’s trouble.

But when the door clicked shut, she looked up — and there he was, leaning against it, as if he had known exactly where she’d go. His figure stood menacing, but not in a bad way. Slay never turned on the lights in her room, and the only light came from the street. Tyler was only half-lit in an eerie, romantic lighting.  

“You left without saying goodbye,” Tyler said, stepping further into the room.

Her breath caught. “You shouldn’t be in here.”

“Neither should you.” His tone was teasing, his confidence magnetic. He crossed the room slowly, every step deliberate, and she couldn’t move. Couldn’t stop watching the way his shirt stretched across his chest, the way his eyes never left hers. These are the situations they don’t prepare you for in college. Experience is the best teacher, but currently, Ms. Slay is fearful she will fail. 

Her mind spun as the thought crept in, uninvited but impossible to ignore. Why had she come here, to this room of all places? Was it really for medicine—or had some reckless, hidden part of her known he would follow? The idea unsettled her, yet the more she tried to deny it, the more it felt true. Maybe she hadn’t planned it consciously, but something in her had wanted this—wanted him. The realization made her chest tighten with guilt and longing all at once, the dangerous mix that left her feeling exposed, as though the walls themselves could see through her excuses.

When he reached her desk, he didn’t sit. Briggs walked behind the desk. Ms. Slay turned in a circle to face him. She wanted to stand, but her legs felt like rubber. She turned her head in shame at her own feelings and what they meant. He leaned down, bracing his hands against the surface, caging her in with his presence. “You used to look at me like that last year,” he said softly. “I thought I imagined it. Guess not.”

Her protest tangled in her throat. The words never made it out, because Tyler tilted her chin up with one finger, his lips hovering just above hers.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

She didn’t.

His touch guided her out of the chair until she was standing before him. Then he leaned down and kissed her — and it was like an explosion of emotions that had been building for over a year. The chair rolled away as he lifted her onto the desk, papers scattering across the floor. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his frame, pulling him close, unwilling to let go.

The kiss deepened, becoming reckless and urgent. Tyler's hand slid to her hip, and she gasped when fabric tore — the sharp sound of her leggings giving way. She should have stopped him then, should have said something, but her body betrayed her. Every nerve sang as the barrier between them frayed, literally and figuratively. She grabbed his shoulders, holding him tighter, her mind clouded with nothing
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