11th June 20XX
Raindrops fell heavily against the windowpane, mirroring the gloominess that had settled within me. The upbeat sounds of TikTok, once so comforting, now served as a stark contrast to my shattered emotions. As I lay on my bed, consumed by heartache that I person I knew was gone,
“My chest hurts! My heart is racing! Why did he have to do this to me”
“You naive idiot what did you expect was going to happen”
It was a rainy Sunday evening, and I had been eagerly passing time with mindless TikTok videos when my phone shattered the silence. It was him- him was a lecturer that I cherished our bond. It was not just his intelligence that captivated me; it was the genuine friendship that blossomed between us. He took the time to listen, offering guidance and support that extended beyond the realm of academics.
  I hurriedly picked his call with excitement. 
“Where are you?” He asked 
“I’m in my hostel, packing. I’m going home tomorrow” 
“I’m coming to the front of your hostel to pick you up”
“Oh okay no problem let me dress up” I hung up.
The rain tickled down my skin as I ran inside the car. We exchanged pleasantries and he told me he wanted to pick up something from an office before we go to his office. I waited in the car as I continued to scroll through tiktok because Beyoncé’s tour videos had a chokehold on me. My thoughts were quickly interrupted when he opened the door and adjusted his Jean shorts to enable him to get in, he apologized for leaving me in the car and we went to his office. 
“This is my new office, this is where I stay most of the time” he said as he switched on the lights and Ac. 
The office was arranged in a board room setting. 
As I took my seat at the edge of the table, he plopped down in the chair next to me, rocking back and forth as we talked with all our hearts. It didn't seem strange to me because we did this a lot. It felt like we were on the same wavelength, like we had a deeper connection than just being lecturer and student. His choice to sit next to me, rocking his chair like that, showed that we were comfortable with each other and trusted one another. It was more than just learning stuff in class; it was like having a real friend. We shared laughs, had deep conversations. These talks made me realize that our connection went beyond the classes and brought so much value to my life. I felt lucky to have such an amazing lecturer who not only taught me but also became a true friend. 
“Or so we thought”
“Ahhh Ugochi I have missed you o. You wouldn’t even come and say hello to me throughout the whole semester. Someone will be missing you as if you’re my wife.” His chuckle echoed the room as his words strayed into the realm of perverted humor.
My lips scrunched in a smile which my eyes didn’t quite meet because nothing in the statement sounded the slightest bit of funny to me. I acted like I didn’t hear what he had said and we continued our conversation, the words flowing effortlessly between us, weaving a tapestry of trust and connection. As the minutes turned into moments, an unforeseen shift in his demeanor cast a cloud of unease upon our encounter. A subtle change in his tone and body language hinted at a growing familiarity, a sense of entitlement that began to unsettle me.
He stood up and asked that I join him on my feet embrace him in a hug but against my better judgment, I complied and hugged him.
The air grew heavy as he closed the distance between us, his embrace no longer one of comfort, but an invasion of personal boundaries. I felt his hands encroach upon my body, his touch no longer innocent or platonic. Panic surged within me, a wave of helplessness washing over my trembling form.

With a voice choked by tears, I mustered the courage to implore him to cease his actions. My pleas, tinged with desperation and vulnerability, were carried on fragile whispers that danced upon the precipice of my breaking spirit. Yet, despite the anguish etched upon my face, his hands persisted in their trespass, violating the sanctuary of my being.

In that painful moment, I became a prisoner to his unwelcome advances, trapped in a maze of conflicting emotions—fear, confusion, and a deep, abiding sorrow. Tears, like silent witnesses, streamed down my cheeks, bearing testament to the violation unfolding before me. Each touch, each unwanted caress, etched a mark upon my wounded soul, a scar that would forever bear witness to this grievous transgression.

Tears welled in my eyes, a silent plea for mercy and understanding, as I summoned the strength to beseech him, my voice a fragile vessel for my shattered spirit.
 "Please, stop, I have never done this before " the lie was almost a whisper, 
“It’s not a lie you idiot we didn’t consent to this, we have never DONE THIS BEFORE! We have not my darling… we haven’t…” 
My words swallowed by the weight of his disregard. But still, he persisted and, his touch a ceaseless torment that clawed at the very fabric of my being.
“Don’t worry I would teach you and show you how to do it”
The once-respected figure of authority had become a source of disdain, his words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth.
In that moment, I despised him for his manipulative nature, for using his position to prey upon me.
“Upon us”
 Anger fueled my sadness, intertwining with a sense of helplessness and betrayal. The rain outside mirrored the storm raging within me, a torrent of emotions I struggled to contain.

Thus, in the shadow of my sorrow, my pleas echoed, carrying the weight of a broken spirit and shattered trust. For in that fateful encounter, the boundaries of our connection were irrevocably breached, leaving behind a haunting reminder of the fragility of human interactions and the enduring scars that bear witness to the depths of my pain.
“Our pain”
Which in few days turned to physical scars made imprinted by the bearer of them.
My skin also weeps with me everytime the thought of that day is drowning me, everytime the numbing effect of loud fails to alleviate the overwhelming weight of emotions that consume me. The haze of smoke serves as a feeble shield against the depths of my despair, unable to penetrate the depths of my sorrow.
I keep the cuts to remind myself daily that I am all that I have in the end, never to trust a soul in my life.
“We are all we have, never to trust anyone”
