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My name is Daniel Gilbert, and I’m new to Whale Coast High. Moving from place to place and switching schools is quite tiresome, especially when you have to leave your hot girlfriends behind. And the journey never comes to an end because your parents do money laundering for drug dealers. That’s pretty much an introduction, but my story only began when I met my chemistry teacher Delilah. 

I don’t care how young I am, and by that I mean, I am 18, but I want her. I want her sexy feminine smell to wash over me when I’m lying next to her in bed. But impressing her isn’t easy. And getting her would be like getting all the hot girls in Whale Coast combined. The first time when I saw her, I was late to the class, as always. And that’s a pretty bad first impression. But I made sure to not do that again and always prepared myself beforehand to answer whatever question she would ask in her classes. Though I always raised a hand, she wouldn’t notice me. 

Today, the almighty smiled down at me for the first time in a decade. I was walking down the corridor, and there she was, walking toward me, or towards the washroom, I don’t know. Her emerald eyes seemed to pierce through my soul; she smiled through her full lips. Her straight hair was resting on her shoulder, highlighting her collarbone. She has perfect curves but at the same time a flawless bone structure. The white shirt that she was wearing, was accurately defining her ample boobs, and one could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra underneath. Beneath, she was wearing an extremely black mini-skirt that hugged her ass just right. Thankfully she also wore a sexy black stocking that made her overall outfit a little appropriate. If that stocking wasn’t on her legs, it would be difficult for me to behave myself and not tear her shirt apart.

“Good morning Mr. Gilbert.” She said, jolting me out of the daydream.

“Good morning, Delilah.”

I didn’t mean to say her name but it slipped out. I immediately regretted it when I heard her frowning and she said, “Excuse me?”

“I’m sorry, it’s just...You’re looking really, really beautiful right now. It’s hard not to sing that song ‘Hey There Delilah’.”

“Oh wow, that’s so sweet.”

I didn’t think that she would take it, but yeah, compliments always work.

“You should come to the labs sometimes, I will help you with your homework.” Her eyes shimmered in delight; it was as if I suddenly became her favorite student.

“Why, of course! I would love to come, you always make me.”

“I’m sorry?” There was again a hint of suspicion mixed with nervousness in her eyes, making me retreat.

“I mean, you are the one who makes me love chemistry so much. You always make me come to the classes.”

She laughed a lovely, seductive laugh that made something in my pants very hard. It’s true. When I’m alone, I always masturbate to her hot Instagram photos. She looks best in that yellow bikini she recently posted. In that photo, she appeared to untie her very tiny string that wasn’t even trying to hide the smooth olive skin of her warm thighs and butts. Her top looked like it was barely keeping her breasts covered; they were trying to rip it off her chest and expose themselves in the lively sunshine of Bondi Beach.

“Aren’t you sweet, Daniel? I’ll be waiting for you in the labs today after lunch. If you don’t have a class, you can join me.” She winked and walked off, leaving me wanting her more than I ever dreamed. 

After lunch, I found her in our chemistry lab. She was sitting on a chair, carefully examining some colorful potion that I don’t know of and never cared about. I knocked on the door and she smiled after taking in my presence. 

“Daniel! I was waiting for you for a long time. I was going to close the lab since you were taking too long.”  Her voice was surprisingly dramatic but seductive. I didn’t tell her that I jerked off on the thought of eating her out in the same lab earlier that day in the washroom.

“I was too waiting this moment.” I declared in a dreamy voice.

“The moment?” Her question was of the same tone.

“Yes, the moment to be with you and listen to you talk about chemical reactions. It’s one of my favorite moments.”

Delilah laughed a lovely melodious laugh and asked, “Daniel, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, ever since I came to Whale Coast, I’m single.”

“Well, that’s a shame. Boys like you shouldn’t be alone.”

“Why not?” I challenged.

“Because...it’s good to have someone to appreciate your qualities.”

“And what qualities do you think I have?”

“Your ability to sweet talk and lure girls with your extremely good look. You think I haven’t noticed you checking me out?”

Delilah seems to be in her mid twenty and she has an unmistakable aura of sexiness, but at the same time, she appears to be an innocent and lively 20 years old, a dangerous combination that can entrap you and retain you for the rest of your life.

“I’m sorry ma’am. It’s hard not to notice such a splendid view.”

She laughed again. I wanted her in my lap just then, and I wanted to hug her from behind and feel her body against mine.

“Please sit. I have something to show you.”
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It was a late afternoon. Her lab was quiet and somewhat dark. The only light I could see was the overhead fluorescents and the fading sun outside.

She had her lab coat on, but underneath was that same white, thin silk blouse that clung to her full bosoms like a second layer of skin. I wondered if she was thinking of removing the coat and her top and showing me those delicious full bosoms. I thought about all the things I could say to make her nipples so hard that I could see them through her shirt.

The thought made my jeans really tight. A picture of me motorboating her popped into my mind and refused to let go.

“What do you wanna show me?” I asked, trying to distract myself from the imagery.

She gave me a relaxed and playful laugh, as if she sensed my tension and was trying to ease it out of the air.

“Today’s not about tests. Just observation and reaction.”

I almost gasped at what she said but tried to appear cool by giving her a subtle laugh.

Don’t get me wrong, I was enjoying her flattery, but I never thought she would be this interested in a guy younger than her... and not to mention her student. I thought she was off-limits, but then again, her flirting with me didn’t necessarily mean she’d sleep with me that easily.

Even though that was the point of the whole game, staying there in the lab alone with her and her sexy, seductive body—making every inch of me harder by the second—was a serious test of my patience. And I wasn’t sure if I’d pass.

She turned to the workbench, picking up two beakers filled with weird, swirling liquids. One was violet, the other pale green. I had no idea what they were, but I watched her like she was a witch working with magic. Which she was, by the way—or at least, her body was. A solid work of art.

“This experiment’s simple,” she said, glancing at me over her shoulder. “We’re observing how compounds react to certain environments—like pressure, heat, and proximity.” She turned back toward me. There was a glint of playfulness in her voice. “Kind of like people.”

She placed one beaker in front of me, the other in front of herself.

“Watch closely,” she murmured.

She tilted the green one just a bit and poured its contents slowly into mine. The color turned from violet to a deeper, electric shade. I was about to make a clever comment, but then she leaned in. She was really close to me now, close enough for me to feel the warmth of her body on my skin. Her chest grazed my shoulder, and I swear I felt a trace of her nipple through my shirt. It was hard. Very hard. I wondered if I was the bodily reaction in her, or if it was just her imagination of me.

Either way, it made me even more nervous. Despite the coolness in the room, I began sweating. I started to wish none of us had any clothes on, so I could feel her boobs directly on my skin and not through fabric. And if there was an experiment that involved removing all our clothes, I wanted Delilah to start talking about it now.

“The reaction intensifies when there’s contact,” she whispered, not moving away.
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