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The Professor's Confession

About the Author

Diego was twenty-seven, freshly discharged from the army, and ready for the next chapter of his life. He had a good job in sales, a girlfriend he was going to marry in ten days, and a future that seemed perfectly mapped out.

One afternoon, he found himself near his old high school and decided to stop by to say hello to one of the teachers who had left a lasting impression on him.

Mrs. Lancaster was still there. Seventy years old now, she stood as straight as ever, her silver hair pinned into a tight bun that gave her the look of a schoolmarm from another era. She had taught him when he was seventeen, back when he was restless, distracted, and far more interested in anything other than mathematics. He still remembered how often his attention had wandered in class, how easily his eyes had been drawn to her confident presence.

Back then, she had been around sixty, still carrying herself with the same sharp elegance he remembered—defined cheekbones, deep-set eyes that could silence a room, and a natural authority that made her impossible to ignore. Time had changed her, of course, but not as much as Diego had expected.

And he remembered something else.

The first week back, they sat in the empty classroom after the last student left. Mrs. Lancaster walked over, clipboard in hand, and smiled that same cool smile from 2008.

“Mr. Reyes. Or should I say Diego? You look... grown up.”

He stood up, heart already racing for reasons he couldn’t name. “Mrs. Lancaster. You look exactly the same. Same eyes, same voice. Just older.”

She raised an eyebrow, amused but not surprised. “Flattery will get you an A, young man. Though I think the class would be surprised to see you here at your age. Twenty-seven and still chasing that diploma.”

They talked. About life. About the army. About how she had retired last year but missed the kids every single day. He told her he was getting married in ten days. She told him she had just filed for divorce after forty-five years with her husband. She sounded tired but steady, her voice carrying that same steady cadence he remembered from algebra class. They shook hands. The spark was still there—old memories, old heat, the kind that doesn’t fade just because years have passed.

Three days later the class was empty. Everyone else had already left for the weekend. Diego was finishing a project on the board when Mrs. Lancaster closed the door softly and turned the lock with a soft click.

“Diego,” she said, using his first name for the first time in years, her voice low and teasing, “come here.”

He walked over, cock already twitching in his jeans at the sound of her voice. She was standing beside his old desk, the one he had claimed that year—the desk with the little dent in the top from when he had accidentally slammed his fist on it during a fight with a classmate. She wore a simple black blouse and a knee-length skirt, but when she sat on the edge of the desk and crossed her legs, the skirt rode up just enough to show them.

Her legs.

God, her legs were still perfect, but they told a story now. Long, smooth, pale white skin that looked like it had never seen the sun much, covered in fine, silvery stretch marks that ran like delicate cracks from her thighs all the way up to her hips—stretch marks from years of sitting, standing, living. Thin white lines crisscrossing her thighs, especially around the knees where the skin had pulled tight over the years. She had always worn stockings back then—thick enough to keep her legs smooth but not too tight. Now they were sheer black, with a little lace band at the top, hugging her calves and disappearing under the hem of her skirt. She lifted one foot, showing the heel of the shoe, and then slowly crossed her legs the other way, the stockings whispering against each other.

Diego’s mouth went dry. “You remember,” she said quietly, reading the look on his face like she had read it ten years ago. “You remember how you used to stare at my legs when no one was looking. How you used to go home and touch yourself thinking about me. About these stockings. About the way they felt on my thighs.”

His face burned. “I... yeah. I did. Every time. I’d get so hard I’d have to hide it.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied, her eyes twinkling with that old authority. “Good. I remember too. I liked it. Made me feel powerful. You were eighteen, full of hormones, and you couldn’t hide it. Not from me.” She uncrossed her legs, then crossed them again, the lace tops of the stockings framing her skin like a frame. Her voice dropped lower. “Go ahead. Touch yourself. Right here. Right now. Show me how hard you still get for me.”

Diego’s hands moved before his brain caught up. He pulled his zipper down slowly, took his thick cock out, already rock hard and leaking at the tip, and started stroking slowly, eyes locked on her legs. The room was quiet except for the faint creak of the desk under his weight. He stroked up and down, thumb brushing over the head, spreading the precum. Mrs. Lancaster watched him like she was still the teacher in control, one eyebrow raised.

“Touch them,” she ordered softly. “Touch my stockings. You remember how they felt. Warm. Smooth. The way they rubbed against your cock when you went home.”

He reached out, fingertips brushing the sheer black fabric right over her thigh. Warm. Smooth. The lace band was soft under his thumb. He stroked up her thigh, feeling the seam at the back of her knee, then higher, over the stretch marks that were now so visible—those silvery lines that made her legs look lived-in, real, sexy in a way that made his cock throb even harder. She let out a small breath, legs slightly apart now, skirt bunched up on her thighs.

“You’re getting hard,” she noted, her voice husky. “Still a good boy, I see. Even after all these years.”

They stayed like that for ten minutes—him stroking himself, her legs on display, both of them remembering every time they had done this in secret after class. She never said no. She never once told a student. She just watched and waited, her breathing a little heavier now.

Finally she stood up, walked behind him, and pressed her body against his back. Her hands came around, covering his. “Let me help you,” she whispered in his ear, her voice gravelly with age but still carrying that command. “But only if you want this as much as I do, Diego.”

He turned around. They kissed—slow, tentative at first, then hungry. Ten years of missed time, of almosts and what-ifs. She tasted like the mint tea she always drank, slightly bitter on her tongue. He tasted like the energy drink he had had before class. Her lips were softer now, more wrinkled at the corners, but her tongue was as eager as ever.

She pulled back, eyes dark. “Desk. Now. We’re going to do this properly.”

Diego sat on the edge of the desk. Mrs. Lancaster turned, bent over, and hiked her skirt
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