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About the Author


I sit at my desk, the clock ticking loudly on the wall, marking the slow passage of time. It’s after-school detention, and I’m not the one who’s supposed to be here. Usually, it’s Coach Harris or Ms. Thompson, but today, it’s me. Mr. Collins, the American history teacher. I’ve been asked to fill in because of a last-minute scheduling conflict. I sigh, adjusting my glasses as I glance at the lone student in the room. Jesse. Eighteen years old, a senior, and a thorn in the side of every teacher at this school. I’ve heard the stories—his sharp tongue, his defiance, his knack for pushing boundaries. I’ve seen it firsthand in my own classroom, though I’ve managed to keep him in line better than most. Still, I’m not looking forward to this.

Jesse slouches in his chair, feet propped up on the desk, earbuds in, phone in hand. He’s scrolling through something, probably social media, completely ignoring the rules of detention. I clear my throat, and he glances up, his green eyes meeting mine with a smirk. “What’s up, Mr. Collins? You gonna make me do lines or something?” His voice is laced with sarcasm, and I resist the urge to roll my eyes.

“Jesse, you know the rules. No phones, no earbuds, feet off the desk.” I keep my tone even, professional. I’m not here to engage in a battle of wills, but I’m also not going to let him walk all over me.

He sighs dramatically, pulling out his earbuds and tossing his phone onto the desk. “Fine. But this is bullshit. I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“That’s not what Ms. Carter said,” I reply, referring to his English teacher, who had sent him to detention for talking back during class.

He shrugs, leaning back in his chair. “She’s just mad because I called her out on her grading. She’s biased as hell.”

I decide not to engage in that conversation. It’s not my place, and I’m not here to be his therapist. “Jesse, I’m just here to make sure you serve your detention. Let’s make this hour go by quickly, shall we?”

He smirks again, but he doesn’t argue. The room falls silent, except for the ticking of the clock and the occasional creak of the old building settling. I return to grading papers, trying to ignore the tension in the air. Jesse, however, seems determined to fill the silence.

“So, Mr. Collins, what’s your deal? You’re, like, the only teacher who doesn’t have a life outside of school. No wife, no kids, no nothing. You just... teach.”

I pause, looking up from the paper I’m grading. I’m not used to students prying into my personal life, and I’m not sure how to respond. “I have a life, Jesse. Just because you don’t see it doesn’t mean it’s not there.”

He raises an eyebrow, leaning forward in his chair. “Yeah, but what is it? You ever, like, go out? Have fun? Or do you just sit at home and read history books all night?”

I chuckle despite myself. “I do enjoy reading, but I also have hobbies. I go to the gym, I play the piano, I travel when I can.”

“Piano, huh? That’s... unexpected.” He seems genuinely surprised, and for a moment, the sarcasm fades from his voice. “You ever play anything cool? Like, not just classical stuff?”

I smile faintly. “I’ve been known to play some jazz. Maybe even a little rock, if the mood strikes.”

He grins, and for the first time, I see a glimpse of the person behind the attitude. “No way. You’re full of surprises, Mr. Collins.”

The conversation lapses again, but the atmosphere has shifted. The tension is still there, but it’s different now. There’s a curiosity in the air, a mutual interest that I can’t quite place. I shake off the feeling and return to my grading, but Jesse isn’t done with me yet.

“So, why’d you become a teacher? You could’ve done anything, right? With your brain and all.”

I look up, meeting his gaze. There’s an earnestness in his eyes that catches me off guard. “I became a teacher because I believe in the power of education. I want to make a difference, to inspire students to think critically and question the world around them.”

He nods, as if considering my words. “That’s... actually pretty cool. Most teachers just say it’s a stable job or whatever.”

I smile, feeling a strange sense of connection with this student who, moments ago, seemed like my polar opposite. “It’s more than a job to me, Jesse. It’s a calling.”

The clock ticks on, but the time doesn’t feel as heavy now. We fall into an easy rhythm, talking about history, music, even politics. Jesse is sharp, quicker than most students his age, and I find myself enjoying the challenge of keeping up with him. But beneath the intellectual sparring, there’s an undercurrent of something else—something I can’t quite name.

As the hour draws to a close, Jesse leans back in his chair, a mischievous glint in his eye. “So, Mr. Collins, you ever think about, like, breaking the rules? Doing something you’re not supposed to?”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued despite myself. “I try to follow the rules, Jesse. But I’m not perfect. Everyone has their moments of rebellion.”

He grins, standing up and stretching. “Yeah, well, maybe you should rebel a little more. Life’s too short to always play by the book.”

I stand as well, gathering my things. “Maybe you’re right. But for now, I think it’s time for you to leave. Detention’s over.”

He lingers by the door, his hand on the knob. “Thanks for not making this suck, Mr. Collins. You’re... not what I expected.”

I smile, feeling a warmth spread through me. “Neither are you, Jesse. Neither are you.”

He winks before stepping out into the hallway, leaving me alone in the classroom. I lock the door behind him, my heart pounding in my chest. I’m not sure what just happened, but I know one thing: this detention has changed something between us. And I’m not sure I’m ready to face what comes next.

But as I turn to gather my things, I hear the door handle rattle. I freeze, my breath catching in my throat. The door clicks open, and Jesse steps back inside, his eyes locked on mine. “I forgot something,” he says, his voice low and husky.

“Jesse, what are you—”

He cuts me off, stepping closer, his hand reaching out to grasp my wrist. “I forgot to thank you properly.”

Before I can respond, his lips are on mine, soft and insistent. I’m paralyzed for a moment, my mind racing, but then I surrender, my hands coming up to grip his shoulders. His kiss is hungry, desperate, and I’m lost in the sensation of his mouth against mine.

He pulls back slightly, his breath coming in short gasps. “I’ve wanted to do that all hour,” he murmurs, his eyes dark with desire.

I’m speechless, my heart pounding in my chest. This is wrong—so wrong—but I can’t bring myself to stop it. “Jesse, we can’t—”

“Shh,” he says, pressing a finger to my lips. “Just let me show you.”

He steps closer, his body pressing against mine, and I feel a jolt of desire run through me. His hands move to my jacket, unbuttoning it slowly, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I’m powerless to resist, my hands moving to his waist, pulling him closer.

He breaks the kiss, trailing kisses down my neck, his breath hot against my skin. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear.

I moan softly, my head falling back as his hands move to the waistband of my pants. “Jesse, we shouldn’t—”

“We should,” he insists, his hands deftly unbuttoning my pants. “I want you, Mr. Collins. I’ve wanted you since the first day I saw you.”

His words send a surge of desire through me, and I’m lost. I want him too—more than I’ve ever wanted anything. My hands move to his shirt, pulling it off over his head, revealing his toned chest and arms. He’s beautiful, and I can’t take my eyes off him.

He steps back, kicking off his shoes and shedding his pants, standing before me in nothing but his boxers. His body is perfect, lean and muscular, and I feel a hunger stir within me. I want to touch him, taste him, feel him against me.

I reach out, my hands running over his chest, his abs, his hips. He shivers under my touch, his eyes closing as he leans into me. “Touch me, Mr. Collins,” he whispers, his voice thick with need. “Show me what you’ve been thinking about all this time.”

I don’t need to be told twice. My hands move to his boxers, pulling them down slowly, revealing his hard, throbbing cock. He’s thick and long, and my mouth waters at the sight of him. I drop to my knees, my hands grasping his hips as I lean in, my tongue flicking out to taste him.

He gasps, his hands tangling in my hair as I take him into my mouth. I suck him deep, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock, my hands squeezing his ass. He’s delicious, and I moan around him, the sound vibrating against his skin.

“Fuck, Mr. Collins,” he groans, his hips bucking into my mouth. “You’re amazing.”

I hum in response, my hands moving to his thighs, holding him steady as I bob my head up and down, taking him as deep as I can. He’s close, I can tell, his breath coming in short gasps, his body tense with anticipation.

But I’m not ready for him to finish yet. I pull back, my lips brushing against his sensitive skin as I look up at him. “Not yet,” I murmur, standing up, my hands moving
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