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 Prologue

For obvious reasons, I won't be telling you
my name, or the names of any of the places that I'll be referring
to; but the girls, they wanted their names in, because they wanted
to read their own actions here, and so I've left their names -
though I don't expect anyone will be able to identify who they are
in real life.

I work - teach, actually - in a private
all-girls college, where the young ladies are sent to attend higher
education. It's one of those colleges that are quite far off from
anywhere else, and so we have a boarding school on campus, while
another portion of the student population lives in rental
apartments catered for students; I own an apartment of that kind, a
two-bedroom flat with a kitchen and a toilet, and a rather nice
public garden across the street - I had to invest in that using a
huge chunk of my savings after discovering that the wages of a
faculty doesn't quite pay as well as the rest of the world thought
it would. It turned out to be a rather lucrative investment - the
college is highly esteemed for the caliber of graduates we produce,
not to mention that since most of them are far away from their
homes, they have a considerable amount of time to engage in other
enrichment activities we hold for them. Culinary classes, for
example, and etiquette lessons are particularly popular, as are a
number of sport groups.

I'm not exactly a spectacular example of a
male specimen; I'm a little stocky from my sporting habits, but
I've grown past the age of high metabolism, and my once washboard
abs are now covered. "Stealth abs", I tend to affectionately
address them, shielded from detection by a healthy layer of fats -
not enough to give me a beer belly, but definitely enough to fill
up a shirt, or hide the definition till I flex them. I'm not
particularly tall - in fact, I'm a little on the short side, which
makes some people look down on me, both literally and figuratively.
I certainly can't get by on my looks, but I've been told that I'm
not "hard on the eyes", and considering I'm much older than the
girls at college (but not by much), that comes as a rather large
compliment to award. All that being said, I can hold my weight (and
more) in a fight...or in the sack, as I eventually found out.

You see, that's the thing about staying on
campus in an all-girls college, where the students don't really
have another home to go to after school ends. I tend to see a lot
of young girls who are just out of puberty - mostly well-developed,
a tad looks-conscious and able to preen themselves to
higher-than-average levels of attractiveness, and far away from
their parents. This elaborate combination means two things in
summary; first, they are very horny, and only just discovering
their sexuality, and second, they are feeling adventurous and ready
to try things on their own, seeing as they are far away from any
parental regulation. And while we do have college regulations on
various items (in fact, we have a whole cumbersome handbook which
resembles more an encyclopedia volume than a leaflet), sexual
conduct outside the classroom is not
mentioned.

Most of the faculty here are, for good
reason, female, and the other male faculty tend to be on the older
side - a result of the reputation-pandering mindset of the
governing board. So younger male faculty like me were a rarity, and
it didn't hurt that I wasn't too far off from obtaining my
doctorate degree; I kept my youthfulness by joining as faculty
almost straight off, and I retained my fitness levels. It wasn't
that I didn't graduate well - I did, and in fact, that was one of
the reasons why this college hired me in the first place; they
needed someone fresh, who wasn't too deep into the system over
decades as older professors tend to be, and who could be a bit of a
renegade, so that they could change things for the better.

So while you might have questioned earlier
about why I was choosing to remain in a place that didn't pay quite
as well as the more renowned colleges, or in a more accessible
location, you can see how this could all work out for me (and not
without a tad of luck from the apartment purchase, I might add -
that cost me quite a pretty quid). I was surrounded by young,
nubile girls who were holding in all that pent-up sexual energy and
rebelliousness that they needed to exert as part of experimental
growing-up experiences, and I was a reasonably approachable faculty
with proper credentials, legally hired to teach them on campus and
reside somewhat with them. I didn't have to pay for accommodation
(as it was provided, and rather comfortably, I might add), and I
had the facilities and resources to keep up my own single
lifestyle.

In other words, I had access to a large
number of girls to fuck, and as luck would have it, quite a few of
them were looking at me the same way too. Besides, you would expect
most, if not all of the girls already had their first sexual
experiences of various kinds before they had even stepped into the
school - so I had to be doing something
right. I never did expect this to happen to me - not just because I
thought I wasn't the kind of thing that post-teen girls would go
for, but also because I wasn't quite attracted to the childish,
cutesy kind of girl, something that I had initially expected the
student population to be. But as it turns out, I was wrong on both
accounts - the girls liked me, for whatever reason they had or
perhaps it was just that they were unbearably horny and liked to
fuck, and that they were far from the girly, cutesy kind of girl.
In fact, most of them were the kind that had some control over
their lives, and knew what they wanted; that kind of drive really
turned me on, as well as the fact that I knew I was doing something
taboo - and I highly suspect the latter part turned them on
too.

One thing is for sure - any guy or girl with
an active sex life would realise that most of the stuff that we
watch in porn is dramatised and amplified, and real life simply
isn't that way; you don't have girls with massive boobs pretending
to be teens, or girls who can fuck for hours or enjoy gagging on
cocks (with a few exceptions), or even guys who can cum multiple
times (though I do attempt to rectify that soon enough, as you'll
see). Those aren't what you're going to find in my accounts here;
what you are going to find is a lot of discovery, a lot of
relatively boring but very real and descriptive incidents, and my
own personal thoughts injected in.

That being said, I did experience a lot of kinky stuff, and a lot of sex - which is what I'm sharing with you.

 


 



First Experience: Tiffany

 I didn’t always realise the pleasant situation I was in;
which is not to say that without the sex it would have been
unpleasant - it’s a pretty decent job, and it looks well on the
resumé, and there was financial security in taking this path. But
the real perks came
much later - with Tiffany.

 


 


Tiffany was a
nondescript girl - and let me explain what I mean by that. By no
means was she stupid (you couldn’t be, if you had entered this
college, but then again you could be book smart and life stupid)
nor was she a stunner, but she wasn’t a slouch in either the brains
or the beauty. She was the kind of girl you’d look at her the first
time and let your gaze pass on, but each time she fell into your
line of sight again you’d be able to find something new to
appreciate in her beauty. Sometimes it was the way her baby blue
eyes seemed to go deep, and peer into your soul; other times it was
the way her legs naturally formed the most alluring steps a lady
could take. I’d hand it to her, she wasn’t into any sport
competitively, but she tried a lot of different activities, and
that kept her with a pretty good, all-rounded physique, much like
she had done with her studies. I appreciated a student like that,
and I was mildly impressed by the breadth she had attempted in her
courses, and still did reasonably well - which was why I was a tad
surprised when she paid me a visit one day, asking for some “dire
advice” about her “situation”.

“Come
in,” I offered, looking up slightly from the papers on my small
desk - junior faculty had their own offices for consultation
purposes, but we had a meagre desk, with no backing, and a small
chest of drawers on the side which was moveable. I took to shifting
its location only occasionally at first, but do so a lot more these
days - it offers a great deal of variety.

I sensed no
movement, and so I looked up - and that was the first good look I
had of Tiffany. Prior to that, the only inkling I had of her was
the professional-looking portrait shot all our students had with
the school blazer, and her portfolio, which included testimonials
and referrals; seeing her in person finally allowed me to put a
face (and a body) to the name. She stood a little shorter than her
peers, but she was well toned, and definitely well groomed. That
day, being a school day, and having classes, she was in the
standard girls’ uniform - a white blouse, a tie with slanted
stripes (that I abhorred wearing but had to do so on formal
occasions), and a light grey skirt. My eyes quickly caught on that
she was wearing a bright pink bra with black lace linings - the
bright pink and the contrast sharp enough that the colours were
clearly seen through the white blouse - and I had the strange
feeling that her skirt was hemmed a little shorter than the usual.
Not unusual for the girls to be doing that, despite it being
against school regulations - “No tampering of the official attire”
were the exact words, but no student ever made it that far in the
student handbook, and no faculty really bothered unless it was
obscenely short, so the girls knew where to draw the line. Smart
ones, they were.

Before it was
obvious that I was distracted by her underwear, I looked up at her
face and saw a shy expression - one that I typically got from the
girls, both from being faculty and popular among them, especially
in their talk with each other. More than once I had overheard them
commenting positively on my looks, but it never reached explicit
levels of description, and I found that it kept them quiet and
interested in my classes, so I wasn’t about to lose that edge to my
job. I motioned to her to come in, a second clear indication, and
in the same motion, extended a hand toward an empty seat, welcoming
her to sit down, as I stood up and moved to the front of the table.
Psychologists advocate any personal communication to take place
without an object obstructing the direct line
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