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The autumn air carried the scent of old books and chalk dust as John pushed open the heavy oak door of the math department. A decade had passed since he’d last walked these halls, but the place hadn’t changed. The same faded linoleum floors still squeaked under his loafers, the same scuffed wooden desks, the same faint, almost comforting hum of the ancient radiators fighting the October chill. Leaves from the maple trees outside drifted in through the open window at the end of the corridor, swirling across the floor like yellow and crimson confetti.

His breath hitched when he saw her.

Dana stood by the window in her old classroom, the late afternoon sun catching the silver threads in her dark hair like threads of moonlight on velvet. She wore the same tailored blazer she’d had ten years ago, but now it hugged her curves in a way that made his mouth go dry. Her hips had widened, her breasts fuller, yet her posture was still ramrod straight, the same sharp eyes that had once made his knees weak now scanning the empty hall with quiet intensity.

She turned. Their gazes locked.

“Dana,” he said, and his voice cracked like a boy’s.

She smiled, slow and knowing, the same smirk that had undone him in that very room a thousand times. “John. You finally came back to me.” Her voice was smooth as aged whiskey, warmer than he remembered, yet threaded with something new—something almost vulnerable. “I wondered if you’d ever dare walk these halls again after ten years.”

He swallowed hard, his pulse already racing. “You look... the same.”

She laughed, low and throaty, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “Liar.” She sauntered toward him, her heels clicking like gunshots in the quiet corridor. “But I’ll allow it. You’re here now. That’s what matters.”

The door clicked shut behind him, sealing them in the solitude of the building. No students. No colleagues. Just the two of them and the ghost of every fantasy they’d never spoken aloud.

Dana stopped inches away. She didn’t touch him yet. She simply looked at him, letting him feel the weight of the years between them. “Ten years, John. Ten years since you last called me Professor in this very room. Ten years since you fucked your wife and then came home and told me you’d been a good boy for me.”

He groaned softly. “Yes.”

Her smile turned wicked. “Good. Because I sure as hell did. Every single night. I’d lie in our bed and touch myself thinking about you filling this classroom with your seed, thinking about you bending me over this very desk and pounding me until I screamed your name.”

John’s cock thickened instantly, straining against his trousers. “Dana...”

She reached out, her fingers trailing down his chest, stopping just above his belt. “Tell me something. Did you ever masturbate in the shower thinking about me? Did you ever leave the bathroom door cracked open so you could imagine me on my knees under the spray, taking you deep?”

He nodded, voice rough. “Every day for a month after you left.”

She hummed, pleased. “Then come here.”

She took his hand and led him into the old classroom. The room smelled of chalk and dust and something sweeter—her. She pushed the door shut with her hip, locked it, and turned to face him.

“Ten years ago I was still the young, eager professor. Now...” She gestured at her body without shame. “Now I’m fuller. Tighter in the places that matter. You like that, don’t you?”

John’s mouth went dry. “I’ve always liked you.”

She stepped closer, her hands sliding up his chest. “Then show me how much. Take off your shirt.”

He did. The fabric whispered to the floor. Dana’s eyes darkened as she traced the lines of his torso with one finger. “Still so strong. Still so mine.”

She unbuttoned his pants slowly, letting the zipper descend with deliberate slowness. When his cock sprang free, thick and heavy and already leaking at the tip, she licked her lips.

“Fuck, you’re still so thick,” she murmured, the same words she’d said a decade ago.

John groaned, his hands gripping her waist. “You look different, but you feel the same.”

Dana’s smile was pure sin. “And you still taste the same.” She sank to her knees without warning, her hands already working at his belt. The cool classroom air brushed his exposed cock as she freed it completely. She looked up at him, eyes bright with hunger. “I want you to come down my throat again, John. I want to taste every last drop like it’s the only thing I’ve needed in ten years.”

He couldn’t hold back. With a guttural groan he thrust into her mouth. Dana took him deep, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue swirling around the head before she swallowed him to the root. The wet, obscene sound of her mouth working him filled the classroom. Her hands massaged his balls, rolling them gently while her throat fluttered around his cock.

“You remember how I like it,” she purred, pulling off just long enough to speak, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. “Slow. Deep. Like you own me.”

He did. He fucked her mouth with shallow, controlled strokes, watching her eyes water but never looking away. When he was close, he pulled out.

“Not yet,” he rasped. “I want you to come on my dick first.”

Dana whimpered, but nodded. She stood, shucking off her blazer, then her blouse. The lace bra came next; her breasts spilled free, heavier than he remembered, nipples dark and peaked. John cupped them, thumbs circling the sensitive peaks until she moaned.

“God, you’re perfect,” he growled, pinching her nipples.

She arched into his touch, moaning louder. “Harder, baby.”

He bit down gently on one nipple, sucking it into his mouth while his fingers rolled the other. Dana’s hands tangled in his hair. “Yes... just like that.”

He dropped to his knees again, hooking his fingers into her skirt and dragging it down her legs along with her panties. She stepped out of them, completely naked except for her heels. Her pussy was shaved smooth, glistening with arousal, the lips puffy and swollen.

John dove in without hesitation. He licked a slow, broad stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circled the sensitive nub with the flat of his tongue. Dana gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair.

“John—fuck, right there.”

He didn’t tease. He sucked her clit into his mouth, two fingers sliding inside her tight heat. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he curled them, stroking that spot that made her knees buckle.

“Shit—John, I’m gonna—”

He pulled back. “Not yet. I want you to feel every inch when I fuck you.”

Dana’s eyes were glassy with need. “Then fuck me, you bastard. I’ve waited ten years for this.”

He stood, spinning her around and bending her over the nearest desk. The wood was cold against her palms. He kicked off his shoes and pants, then lined up his thick cock and thrust inside in one smooth, relentless stroke.

“Fuuuuck!” Dana cried, her back arching as he filled her completely. He was bigger now, harder, stretching her in ways that still felt perfect.

John groaned, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “So tight... still so fucking tight.”

He pulled back and slammed back in. The desk creaked. Skin slapped skin. He fucked her with deep, punishing strokes, each one hitting that perfect spot inside her. Dana pushed back to meet him, taking every inch, moaning shamelessly.

“Harder, John. Ruin me.”

He growled and obeyed. One hand left her hip to land a sharp slap on her ass. She yelped, but pushed back again. He did it again, harder, watching the pink handprints bloom on her pale skin.

“Like that?” he panted.

“Harder! Fuck me like you mean it!”

The desk started sliding across the floor. John braced his feet and pistoned into her with brutal force. His balls slapped against her clit with every thrust. Dana’s moans turned into broken sobs of pleasure. Her pussy clenched around him like a vice, milking him.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Don’t stop—please, John, don’t stop.”

He reached around, found her swollen clit and rubbed tight circles. “Come for me. Come on my cock, Dana. I need to feel you fall apart.”

She shattered with a scream that echoed off the walls. Her walls spasmed violently, squirting around his cock in hot pulses. John kept fucking her through it, drawing it out until she was shaking and whimpering.

Only then did he let himself go. He buried himself to the hilt and came with a roar, flooding her with thick ropes of cum. Dana moaned through her second orgasm, her body milking every drop.

They stayed like that, his cock still buried deep, her forehead pressed to the desk, both of them panting.

After a long minute, he pulled out slowly. His seed leaked from her swollen pussy, running down her thighs. He pulled her upright and kissed her—deep, slow, reverent. She kissed him back like she was starving.

“You’re still the best fuck I’ve ever had,” she whispered against his lips.

He chuckled, brushing a strand of silver-streaked hair from her face. “And you’re still the only one who ever made me want to stay forever.”

Dana’s eyes softened, the sharp professor giving way to something raw and real. “Stay the weekend. Let me show you how much I’ve missed you.”

John smiled, pulling her close. “I’m not going anywhere, Professor.”

d2d_images/cover.jpg
°THE

ROFESSOR’S
CONFEISSION






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





