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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.

 


 



Beginning the Trip

 Every summer, the students
would organise a trip to some place for a holiday, and have to
request for a faculty as chaperone. Why they needed one was beyond
me - these were fully legal young adults going on their own planned
trip, and they would have likely gone on one much younger than
that. Thinking about it though, it wasn’t so much the “adult” part
that required the chaperone, but the “fully legal” in all senses;
it allowed them to get into all sorts of new trouble.

I was not
surprised that one year they requested me to be their chaperone; I
expected it actually, given that by this time I reckon word had
gotten out to many of the more promiscuous girls on what I was
willing to get myself into. What I did not expect was the full
proposal and prior approval of the destination, should I agree to
be their chaperone.

They had
planned a trip to Las Vegas.

Now how they
managed to justify it was nothing short of a skilled miracle;
school trips usually had to be educational at some point, or at
least informative. They had somehow managed to twist the historical
and environmental element so strongly that the board seemed to
already approve of their location - the fact that they were all
young nubile girls with a wild streak pent up beyond imagination
notwithstanding, and what more going with a male faculty
member.

It was a recipe
for disaster - or in our case, something closer to sexual
nirvana.

I could hardly
sleep the days leading up to the trip - I wondered who would turn
up for it, how many there were, and who would get into what kind of
shenanigans. The girls were not stupid - evidence of that being
their presence in the school - but neither were they straight-laced
and boring, and I was excited to see what would happen. It was
unlikely that they would get into any kind of trouble that would
land them in hospital, or even in a police station; though it was
rather clear what kind of trouble they were willing to attempt by
now.

It started
earlier than I thought it would.


Chapter 1: Airport With
Tiffany


This trip had a considerably small number of attendees, perhaps
because it was to a relatively pricey location - accommodation and
entertainment on the strip was not known to be cheap, and even if
we ate normally and not at the restaurants, it was still quite a
large budget. We had five students, and because the university (and
I suppose the parents) were not quite comfortable with the only
faculty going as chaperone being myself, a male, the university had
requested for another female faculty to join in.

Which, of
course, was no other than Michelle. Who else would bother stepping
up to go a semi-paid vacation, to a place called Sin City, with me?
And a few other younger ladies, of course, but I was sure that was
not going to deter her for long. Besides, I doubted that the girls
were ignorant of my shenanigans; it was probably the main pulling
factor to head there, seeing as it was rather clear (or at least on
signed documents) that they would not be allowed to gamble or do
drugs. From an administrators’ point of view, I thought that they
could have gotten denial to a great number more things than just
those two, but then again, it would have been hard to enforce or
verify the rest, and failure to do so would just lead to more
anarchy, so the practical stand dictated that this would be
sufficient.

I was there at
the designated gathering point early, having with me one medium,
half-empty suitcase. I travelled light, and I was expecting to hit
the outlet shops for some new clothes and needed the space. I had
just gotten comfortable on one of the seats with a Latte Frappucino
when the first of the travellers strolled up, and notably with a
bag even smaller than mine, perhaps to match her size.

Steph was one
of the cheerleaders on the team, but because she was a little on
the petite side and lacked the muscle strength to do some of the
wilder acrobatics, she was often positioned on the ground for the
routines. That didn’t mean she wasn’t good though - every one on
the team had their role to play, and Steph being on the front row
definitely had the confidence in her abilities and oozing
sexuality. She practically bounced her way up, clad in a summer
dress and flip-flops for comfort on the plane - what she probably
didn’t count on was that the sun was shining brightly behind her as
it set, and through the summer dress I could see the silhouette of
her figure. Just a silhouette, nothing more, but it was enough to
reveal her subtle, gentle curves; the kind that you would find on a
blossoming lady just turning into adulthood, only made clearer by
the sway of her hips as she stepped each happy step.

Ah, to be innocent again, I thought - although part of me was sure she was not as
“innocent” as she looked.

She opened her
mouth to say hi, but was interrupted by a happy squeal calling for
her, just behind her. I grinned; I knew that unmistakable voice -
that was Selena, rather amusingly appropriately named with her
first name, seeing as she was the tennis star of the school. True
to form, she was in her tennis shoes and a sports top, but god
forbid taking a long flight in a tennis skirt - she was in shorts,
never one to be afraid of the cold. I noticed all these when she
attended my classes; her nasal, high-pitched voice always rang
through the lecture hall when she asked a question in class, and I
remembered being rather impressed that she was comfortable in the
winter lectures in just her usual uniform, while all the other
girls were sporting the school sweater (or any sweater of their
liking which was thicker), shivering from the cold. Selena clearly
had some enhanced cold tolerance, and I chalked that up to her
being half Russian, on her mother’s side. She’d clearly inherited
the physical attributes as well - well-formed breasts of a decent
size but still firm, slim waist and hips, a high nose bridge, and
the fabled seductive green eyes that would outshine sunlight
reflected on dewy grass.

Steph squealed
back in joy, happy to see her friend, and for a moment I was
ignored as they hugged each other and literally jumped and bounced
on the spot at their exhilaration. I noted that they held each
other hips a little too readily and comfortably than what I would
have expected - and while I was perfectly fine with chalking that
up to being in a girls school, where physical contact was much less
frowned upon (except in cases of breach of decorum and modesty), it
appeared to be the hint of something more. That made me grin -
already we had Sabrina and Helena, and these two as well? This was
getting better and better.

As if they
could read my thoughts, they both turned to look at me, having
suddenly stopped their squealing, and cooed “Oops, sorry Professor
- well here we are!” Selena drawled her words longer than usual,
still retaining a slight hint of Russian in her consonants, playing
with the hem of her shorts as she spoke, which gave her a shy, coy
look. I nodded my head in their direction in acknowledgement, and
rose to greet them, as well as check on their travel documents. As
I was doing so, a few other familiar ones arrived as well -
Tiffany, Veronica, and Lexi, all of whom clearly had deviant
intentions on the trip.

And of course,
sashaying in much later after I had gone through just about all
their documentation and the administration, in true diva style
(read: almost late for checking in for the flight), with her
wheeled luggage, was Michelle, dressed to the hilt as the
fashionista she was, right down to the sunglasses on her head and
perfectly manicured toes. I could see the glint of envy in the
girls’ eyes, laced with a deep respect and awe of her. I always
wondered how Michelle could get that combination of responses and
still maintain a lack of animosity toward her. As far as outfits
were going, I wasn’t complaining. A tight, white tank top, V-cut
denim shorts, and a cabin bag - she looked every bit the model in
an advertisement for any of the three brands.

“Hello, girls -
are you ready?” The other 5 cheered as if they had just won the
national championships for whatever it was that they represented
the school for. Michelle then looked at me, pulling her sunglasses
off her head and tonguing one of the earpieces, while purring my
name; this elicited “oohs” and “ahhs” from the girls, and I
uncontrollably turned beet red with the attention, before they all
burst out in laughter. “Not often you let them see you off guard,
is it?” Michelle taunted. She was right though; every class, every
lecture, every consultation was overly prepared for every
eventuality, every possibility, so that it would seem seamless and
I would appear impeccably unquestionable.

(If any of you
reading this are students, you now know this is one of the tricks
that your lecturers employ to appear credible - it does not,
however, mean that they only know what they are teaching
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