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Most of my colleagues, I quickly learned, hated teaching the first-year lectures, but for me, they were my favorite. They were always in the huge lecture halls carved into the basement of the science building, and each day I was confronted with a towering wall of students in front of me. 

I had only been hired as a biology professor a couple of years back, so I was forced to teach the huge first-year classes anyhow. And what other profs didn't seem to notice was how the freshman girls dressed, how they sat. It was like an hour-long show of creamy thighs in shorts and skirts, occasionally punctuated by a flash of bright panties. There were a couple of times I could have sworn I saw some actual pussy, too, though I admit I might have been imagining it, or maybe dreaming it.

But the fact was, while I was droning on and on about the structures of respiratory systems in various animal and plant kingdoms, I was actually looking around the lecture hall for a glimpse of tight freshman pussy. And with a room with at least a hundred young, slutty, horny coeds, I rarely went away disappointed. It was lucky that I had a full podium-style lectern in front of me, because otherwise the raging hard-on that I sported most days would have been a little too apparent.

This semester had started as appealing as the last. The first few days were crowded with students, but of course a lot of them dropped the course before September was out. And we were blessed with a heat wave this September, which meant short shorts, halter tops, and miniskirts, and a whole big buffet of fresh freshman pussy on display for my wandering eyes.

It was only natural that I would have my favourites in the lecture hall over time, and in the first week I'd established a few. In the earliest class, there was the sullen-looking girl with the big tits that she wrapped in tight t-shirts. Her nipples always stood up at attention, and she leaned back and stared off into space, which meant I could gaze at those pert little rosebuds as much as I wanted.

The other first-year class featured a little gang of girls who whispered to each other and rolled their eyes the whole time. What did I care? I was getting paid to stare up their legs and imagine myself pounding those little shaved quims. They could roll their eyes at me all they wanted.

But over the three days I taught that class during the first week, I got a couple of other favorites. Two tight girls, one blonde and the other a brunette, had started out on the far side of the class, but each day got closer to the middle. By the first day of the second week, they were front and center, just above eye level for me. And they had worn jeans the first day, if I remembered correctly, but now wore sun-dresses or light, flowing skirts that stopped well above their knees.

What was I supposed to do? If they wanted to give me a better look at their goods, I was only too happy to comply. Imagining my hard cock sliding into their dirty little cunts got a bit distracting sometimes, but I was only reading the notes in front of me; I barely had to pay any attention at all.

By the midweek lecture, though, the distraction was getting intense. The numbers in the class had started to dwindle a little, and empty chairs were dotting the room. Somehow the two little sluts were able to get themselves into their seats where no other students sat in front of them, giving me an even better view. And they sat with their feet up on the seat-backs in front of them, giving me an even better view of them.

And what a view it was. I have no idea if either of them had ever worn panties, but if they had, they certainly didn't any more. The hems of their skirts rested well above their knees, and the bright lights of the lecture halls flooded them, shining brightly all the way up their thighs. And if I stood in just the right place, I could see the folds of their pussies deep inside, waiting for me.

I got there early on the Friday of the second week, eager to see what they had to show me. As usual, they were there in what were now their usual seats, straight in front of me. But I was disappointed to see that a couple of guys had gathered around them. The last thing I needed was a couple of guys sitting there, discovering I was spending the lecture staring up the female students' skirts. I busied myself at the front, pretending to be searching for something in my lecture notes, as I strained to hear what they were saying.

"We should go get a coffee after this," one of them told the two girls.

"Or we could just cut and go now," the other one said. "It's just the start of the year. We don't need to go to every lecture."

The two girls didn't answer, and I looked up to see what they were doing. To my shock and horror, they were both staring at me, as though they had been waiting for me to look up.

They both looked away and smiled sweetly up at the two guys. "No thanks," one of them said loudly.

"We like smart guys," the other one added. "Not losers who cut class just so they can get with girls who are so obviously out of their league."

This seemed unfair; the two guys gave me the impression of being exactly the kind of guys who were in the same league as those two girls. They had broad shoulders and tanned skin and everything I didn't have as an undergraduate, or at any other time in my life. That's why I had to spend my time peering up women's skirts; I almost never got to go there in person.

But their replies elated me. They liked smart guys; I was a smart guy. And they were saying it while they knew I was listening. Surely they were trying to tell me something.

I heard the two guys muttering angrily, and saw out of the corner of my eye that they got up and walked away; maybe they were going to sit elsewhere in the lecture hall, or maybe they were leaving. I didn't care. The only thing that mattered to me was what the two girls were doing.

I waited a full five seconds before pretending to find what I was looking for and standing straight up. I straightened my papers, went to the lectern and set them up. Only then did I risk looking up to see what they were doing.

Again, shock and horror - they were looking right at me. They both beamed at me, wide smiles. Was it because they had caught me? I wasn't even looking up their skirts, just glancing around the room.

I felt myself blush, looked down at my watch, thoroughly thrown off. I cleared my throat extensively. "Okay, ladies and gentlemen," I announced, and launched into the day's lecture.

* * *

What a nightmare. I stumbled and stuttered through the lecture from start to finish, mispronouncing words, losing my place, forgetting to refer to my notes. I must have seemed drunk.

And I carefully avoided looking at the two smiling sexpots. I continued to scan the room as I spoke, of course - I had trained myself to teach that way, and by now it was a habit. So I couldn't help incidentally looking at them when I scanned from left to right; they had sat right in my field of vision, after all.

They had gone further than ever this time. Both of them had put a foot on the back of the empty seat in front of them, and hiked their skirts up almost to their waists.

I could see only too well that the brunette had trimmed her muff into a neat little V, but was shaved smooth everywhere else, her pink pussy practically glowing at me from under her skirt. The blonde might have been shaved, might have retained a little trimmed muff as well; her fair hair was much more difficult to judge from my vantage point thirty or forty feet away. Oh, to get up close and see for myself, to taste those horny little pussies for myself...

Somehow I made my way through the material, and stopped with only a minute or two to spare. "Any questions?" I asked, hoping to give myself an excuse to flee the room. First year students never had any questions.

Except, of course, for the two little horny twats whose pussies I'd been eying for the last hour. They glanced at
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