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When I was eighteen, I fell in love with my Photography teacher, Mr. Norris. His first name was Chad, which I never called him to his face. He was 30 or so, and handsome as the devil. He was confident, outgoing and charming. He had light blond hair, the way grownups rarely do, and so did his wife and two little children. A boy and a girl. There was such irony in that. They were a perfect storybook-looking family. His wife was anxious and snide, though. He was always polite to her. Friendly. I only saw her and the two kids at school once or twice. Hated her. Loved the kids.
Mr. Norris paid extra special attention to me. I was quiet and shy and he seemed to anticipate my every need. "More photograph paper in the darkroom cabinet, Marina." I would smile shyly and nod, speechless. He was like an angel to me. In my mind.
Once he kissed me right on the cheek. It was after school and almost everyone had gone. I had gotten an A on a project. He kissed me and said, "Congratulations." He smiled and left the room. I walked home in a daze. He made me feel so special. No one else ever did.
From there it progressed to him putting a hand on my back when he spoke to me. If no one else was around, he would stroke my long dark curly hair. He began giving me hugs whenever he thought I looked "sad" and like I needed one. They were the best hugs I had ever had. Not stiff and formal like my parents, but warm and cozy like a wonderful sweater you pulled on in front of a fireplace. Or off.
Once when he pulled away he, I thought accidentally, brushed my breast with his hand. So casually and unprovocatively that I didn't care. He'd put his hands on my waist for a moment, then let me go.
When he asked me to help him with a project after school one day, there was nothing I wanted more. I said okay. He wanted me to develop some film and pictures with him, but as it turned out the film had been exposed. Ruined. Not a coincidence, I realize now.
When he kissed me in the darkroom I was shocked, but I didn't pull away. My heart was pounding so hard I thought I would die. I wanted him to kiss me. Had never hardly dared hope he actually would, but I dreamed about it. He laid me down on the floor. Light coming only from glow in the dark clocks and a negative projection machine.
"Oh, Marina," he whispered as he peeled my jean jacket off of me, then my fuzzy sweater. He sucked my neck and I was in heaven. I felt him reach around and undo my bra, which he pulled off to expose my large breasts. Never seen by anyone but him at that point. "Oh, God..." he groaned as he dove between them with his face. I moaned. He kissed them. He caressed them with his face. He teased my nipples with his teeth, then finally sucked them 'til they were burning hot and hard as rock.
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