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“Detention again, eh?” Brett said from his desk at the front of the room.

	“Looks like it,” Kelly slid into one of the empty desks in the classroom.

	Brett couldn’t help but notice the way Kelly’s yoga pants clung so nicely to her thighs and hips.

	And her blouse was undone a couple of buttons too many, exposing some lovely cleavage. 

	He looked back down at the paper he was grading, swallowing heavily. His cock started to length down his thighs, and he was glad that he sat behind such a big desk.

	“You have to learn to stop talking so much in class. And especially not talking back to your teacher,” Brett said, thinking about the sass she’d given him earlier in AP English, “You’re 18 now. You need to start acting like it.”

	God, he didn’t need any reminders that she was entirely legal now. Sometimes he couldn’t help himself in the shower, and he stroked himself to completion thinking about what it would feel like to be buried balls-deep in her tight, young cunt.

	“Maybe I like detention,” Kelly said, taking her phone out and tapping away at the screen. Her plump lips glistened with some sort of gloss as she smiled wickedly at him.

	Brett set his red marking pen down and canted his head at her in a look that he hoped expressed incredulity and disappointment.

	“You know there aren’t any phones allowed in detention.”

	It was strange just to have a student in an AP class get detention in the first place. In fact, there hadn’t been any other students in a month at least. And today Brett knew it would be just the two of them for the next hour or so.

	She ignored him.

	Some of his lust turned to irritation and he stood up quickly, scraping the feet of the chair back along the floor with a high-pitched squeal.

	“You know, if you put that thing down for a while and paid some attention you’d be passing my class easy. Top marks,” he said, “Now, are you going to put that thing away and maybe crack a book open for once?”

	She spared him a glance, “Nope.”

	He rounded the desk and marched over to her. Then he snatched her phone from her hand.

	“Hey…! Oh. My. God,” her face went red and she covered her mouth with her hands.

	“What?” Brett replied, confused as to why she wasn’t more indignant at having her phone taken from her.

	“Mr. Adams, you have a boner!”

	Instant regret pooled in Brett’s stomach and he glanced down at his forgotten bulge. “Shit.”

	“It’s… It’s so big! Does it get bigger?” Kelly said.

	Then, before he could realize what was happening, she grabbed his cock through his slacks. She squeezed. 

	“Kelly!” Brett jumped backwards, his cock even harder than before.

	“Sir, do you really want to know the reason I’m in detention so much? The reason I’m not doing so hot in class?” Kelly said.

	Brett covered his hard-on with his hands. “What?”

	“You. I want you,” she said.

	She stood up and came over to him, putting her hands over his. His cock throbbed, eager to escape.

	“I’ve been so bad,” she said, “And I’m doing so poorly. Isn’t there some sort of… extra credit assignment I could do for you?”

	He could smell her. She wore some delicious, sweet perfume. And her lips glistened so invitingly.

	He swallowed hard again. He glanced at the door into the room, but it was shut. They were alone, and would be for a while.

	“I’ll do anything you want,” she said, blinking up at him, rubbing at his hands, “Anything. Haven’t I been so bad?”

	He realized she was playing a game. He put his hands on his hips, and made the sternest face at her that he could in spite of his raging erection. It was kind of ridiculous, seeing as he’d turned the front of his pants into a tent, and that she was massaging the head of his cock through the fabric. 

	“You have been a very bad student, Kelly. Do you know what that means?”

	She looked so sexy, staring up into his eyes. “No, sir. I’m sorry. What’s the punishment for being bad?” She had a wicked smile on her face, like this was all going the way that she wanted it to. 

	“Stand up,” her ordered. He still couldn’t believe that this was happening. His heart thumped in his chest so loudly that he wondered if Kelly could hear it, too. 

	Standing up, Kelly kept rubbing his hard cock. Grabbing her shoulders, Brett turned her to face the table.

	“The punishment for not doing your work is spanking,” he said. 

	Quickly making sure the door was shut and locked, he moved back over to Kelly. He bent her over the table. Her ass looked so good in those tight pants. His hands trembling, he grabbed the waist of her pants and yanked them down. He had been right; she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy was shaved and, from the angle he looked down from, he could see a bit of wetness in her slit. Her ass jiggled a little as she turned to look at him and giggled.

	“No, teacher! Please don’t spank me!” Then she wiggled her ass at him invitingly. 

	Brett raised one hand and brought it down on one of her cheeks, making a soft clapping noise. He hadn’t hit her very hard at all, but she still squealed. He’d also not taken his hand from her flesh. Her ass was firm. He squeezed it and pinched it. He just wanted to rip his cock out of his slacks and jam it into her wet pussy, but the game was so much fun. 

	“Teacher, I don’t think that’s punishment enough. I need it harder. Don’t worry, no one’s here,” Kelly said.

	That relieved Brett somewhat; he’d been worried that other people might hear the noise and come to see what was going on. He smacked her on the ass much harder next time. She gasped and smiled. Her ass jiggled a bit every time he hit it.

	Laughing, Kelly stood up. She pushed her pants the rest of the way off, then stripped out of her shirt and bra. She stood completely naked in front of him, looking up into his eyes with her big brown ones. She reached over and started playing with his tie with both hands, carefully examining the material. Brett just wanted to grab her up into his arms.

	“Sir, can I see your nice big cock?”

	Brett’s dick jumped a little in his pants, trying to stand up against his slacks. “Young woman, you are going to take my cock out of my pants and suck on it.”

	Smiling, Kelly untied Brett’s tie from around his neck. She put it over her own neck so that each end covered one of her stiff nipples. Pulling his shirt out of his pants, she undid his belt. She undid the button of his slacks, then unzipped the zipper.

	Looking up into his eyes again, she reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. She pulled it out over the waistband of his underwear. Brett was already fully hard. Looking down, he saw how small her fingers looked wrapped around his thick cock. She started stroking him. Going up on her tiptoes, she kissed him for the first time.

	“Ahh!” Brett said. Kelly had his bottom lip between her teeth and was biting down on it. The sudden pain made his whole body stiffen, including his cock. Feeling him get harder in her hand, Kelly stroked him faster

	She released his lip and the pain mostly let up. Going back down on the flats of her feet, she reached back into Brett’s boxers with her other hand and cradled his balls.

	Brett grabbed one of her nipples and tweaked it. “What did I tell you to do?”

	“Suck,” was all she said.

	When she started kneeling, Brett let go of her nipples. The hand she’d been using to stroke him was now covered in precum. She licked it all off slowly, letting him see it on her tongue before she swallowed. This just made more precum trickle out of his cock as he watched. 

	She wrapped all her fingers around his shaft, then. Even grabbing him like that, her hands were so small as to leave almost half of his rod untouched. 

	He watched as she enveloped the head of his cock with her lips. She pulled back and smiled up at him.

	“Your cock is so big. I can hardly fit it in my mouth.”

	Even having only been briefly in that warm space, Brett’s cock felt cold. He just wanted it back inside. He grabbed each end of his tie that she’d draped around her neck. Brett pulled her head forward. She opened her mouth to let him in, and soon he tossed his head back and moaned at the way she pleased him. 

	Looking down, he saw her lips sealed just under the head.

	“Are you ready for more punishment, you naughty schoolgirl?” 

	She gave a little nod.

	Taking up all the slack, Brett pulled her mouth down along his shaft by forcing her head forward with the tie. It’s so damn warm, he thought, how much can she take? He was going to find out. 

	Soon, she had to let go with the hand closest to her mouth. Brett was impressed; the hot Asian chick had so far been able to swallow up just over half his rod.

	Kelly whimpered a little as Brett yanked on the tie, forcing her hot lips farther down his length. When she had to take her other hand off him, he noticed the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. He was holding her in place, and he could feel her start to resist. He stopped and held her where she was. As he watched, a little bit of her spit leaked from the corner of her mouth and ran down his shaft. Smiling, Brett flexed his cock in her mouth.

	“Are you always going to have your homework done from now on?” Brett said in his best teacher voice.

	Again, she gave that little nod. He scrutinized her for a second, pretending to consider her answer carefully. Then he relaxed his hold. Immediately, Kelly pulled back off his cock and took a few deep breaths. His entire length was shiny and dripping with her spit.

	He was caught by surprise while contemplating licking her pussy when she slammed her mouth back down around him. She sucked like a demon, ramming her lips down his shaft and hauling them back. She coupled this with jerking him with both hands at once. He could feel himself getting stiffer and stiffer in her mouth. 

	He looked over her head and down her back at her wonderful ass cheeks. They were both red from the spanking he’d administered earlier. 

	It felt like he was about to come. With a gasp, he stepped back, pulling his cock out of her mouth. He concentrated hard on not coming, though she had opened her mouth and put it near his cock in case he did. 

	When he recovered, he said, “Get up.”

	She stood. Brett snatched the tie from around her neck. He spun her around and told her to put her hands behind her back. Once she had, he tied her wrists tightly together. It was time to feel just how tight her little Asian pussy was around his hard white cock. 

	Brett pulled her backwards against his body, his cock pinned between her back and his stomach. He moved his mouth close to her ear. 

	“What else should I do to punish you?”

	“Fuck me,” Kelly replied.

	Brett snorted, feeling his cock swell at her words. Roughly, he shoved her down so that she was bent over the table just like before. She spread her legs apart for him. One hand holding her bindings, he grabbed his cock with the other. He shoved his shaft into her, slowly at first. She felt so tight around him that he didn’t think he’d be able to push into her any faster than he already was. 

	He stared down at his member as it strained to enter the tight pussy of his student. His heart was still thumping in his chest, and he couldn’t quite shake the feeling that this was all a very nice dream. He grunted as she squeezed him. It feels real enough, he thought. 

	“Do you like big cocks?” Brett said.

	“It’s so good,” Kelly moaned as she stretched out around his girth. Both of her hands were clenched into fists, and all of her skin had flushed.

	He wondered how long her little pussy would be able to take him for. Using his free hand, he spread her ass cheeks apart so that he could have a better view of what was going on, also giving him an eyeful of her asshole. 

	Far enough, he thought. He pulled his cock back a bit, feeling a tingle shoot through him when he saw the glisten of wetness she’d left on his member. 

	“Are you ready to be fucked for your misbehavior, student?” 

	She gave his cock another squeeze, then said, “No, sir. Please don’t fuck me!” She laughed, spreading herself open for him invitingly 

	Letting her ass cheeks go, Brett brought his hand back and slapped her ass again. For a moment, she tightened up so much around him that he didn’t think he’d be able to fuck her even if he wanted to. When she loosened, he gave her a matching slap on the other cheek.

	“Oh, sir, you are so hard and warm in me.”

	Brett gave her the first thrust. It was hard enough to make the table creak. Fucking her, he used the bindings around her wrists as a handhold. He hauled back on it every time he jammed himself into her, forcing the lips of her pussy down around him even faster and making her arch her back up. He got a good rhythm going, filling the small basement room with the sounds of their bare flesh slapping against each other. 

	Brett watched himself slide in and out of her, watched the skin of his cock get pulled forward and then pressed back at her tightness. She seemed so hungry for it. Each moment she seemed to get even wetter and tighter. She’d gotten so wet around his thick rod that her juices ran down his shaft. 

	“Kelly,” Brett said through his gritted teeth, “If you want to avoid detention and make up assignments, you need to do something for your nice teacher.” He clapped a hand onto her hips and gave it a squeeze.

	Whimpering, Kelly looked back at him with her big brown eyes, “Yes, sirr?”

	“You have to come all over your teacher’s fat cock and let him fill you up with his cum.” 

	Brett let his free hand run all over her body, feeling how warm she’d gotten on the outside as well as the inside.

	It was getting harder for him to keep up his pace, not only because she’d gotten much tighter around him, but also because he wanted to come so badly. 

	“Your cock is so hard,” Kelly moaned.

	He couldn’t contain it after that. Yanking harshly against her bound wrists, he pushed his cock balls deep into her straining hole. She cried out as the walls of her pussy closed their grip on his shaft, making sure his cock couldn’t escape while he pumped her full of his hot cum. It came out of him in long spurts, making his whole body clench up every time. 

	“Yes, fill me up!” Kelly said. 

	Brett could feel his toes trying to curl up inside his shoes. His body went all languid. Her pussy was so hot around him. So tight.

	“Fuck,” she said, “You really filled me up. You’re lucky I’m on the pill!”

	He hadn’t even thought about that. Still, it was good that she had.

	Slowly, her tightness pushed his softening cock out of her. He grabbed at the box of Kleenex on the desk and handed her a wad.

	His shaft glistened with their mingled juices, and his balls ached. So did his lower stomach. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d came so hard.

	Then, slowly, it dawned on him. Brett looked at her as he did his slacks back up, “You did all this so that I have to give you a better mark.”

	She winked at him, “Not all of it. I have been wanting to fuck you. And I know you’ve been wanting to fuck me. Win-win?”

	He clapped his hands to his face, “You’re going to pass.”
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