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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.

 


 



Summertime

 In the summer, most of the girls
go back to their home cities or hometowns; some of them fly great
distances to study here at a prestigious private institution, and
they get homesick enough to want to head back (or cocksick, for the
few who had boyfriends back home and weren’t getting enough dick
while they stayed here - I would have been happy to help, but it’s
probably a good thing my status wasn’t that much of an open secret
or I’d really have been found out. I later realised, however, that
pretty much everyone in the student population knew and it only
served to improve my street cred among them, whether they partook
in it or not). Only a small proportion of students didn’t head back
home; they might have had sports trainings on campus during the
summer holidays (and it was really the best time for their
training, from both their perspective and mine), or there wasn’t
anything much to go home to. It could have been that their
hometowns were boring, and staying on campus with a couple of
friends (and very little faculty to regulate them, or join them, in
my case as I would find out) was a more attractive option.

Whatever their
reasons, it was necessary to have a few faculty or administrative
staff to stay on campus, just in case any emergencies broke out,
and to be acting chaperones. The whole idea was honestly not much
of a action plan; it was more of a way for the university to cover
their own ass, so that parents couldn’t lodge a formal complaint
that we weren’t taking steps to look after their girls. The truth
was, there weren’t enough staff to really monitor all their
movements, and if anything really happened, there was still the
skeleton staff like the security, who usually ended up doing all
the major stuff like sudden kitchen fires. Besides, these girls
were legally adults, and they should, and could, take care of
themselves, especially the seniors who had spent more time away
from home. In fact, it was surprisingly the seniors that were
usually the ones taking care of the rest, instead of the usual
hazing that went on in other colleges.

Most of the
faculty stayed because they had no families to return to, others
because they wanted the time to pursue their research, and still
others because it was effectively a paid salary plus room and board
if we did so. I’d done it once before, and I enjoyed the time to
myself, walking around campus in casual wear, and particularly
shifting my work schedule around my leisure schedule instead of the
other way around - exercise, casual or academic reading, and
typically just getting paid to enjoy myself. I thought I’d do it
again - hell, why not?

Boy, did
I not anticipate what would happen this summer - I
definitely
enjoyed myself.


Chapter 1: The Lap
Pool

 One of the things
that I liked about the campus was that aside from the gym, they had
an amazing lap pool. Heated, olympic-sized, indoor, regularly
maintained, and staffed by student lifeguards from a club; it was
the perfect place for training and doing laps. My time as a long
distance swimmer made me appreciate such facilities - the only
problem was that too many girls treated it as a place they could
keep warm while wearing comfortably little (i.e. just their
swimsuits or bikinis) and hang around. As a result, the pool always
got unbelievably crowded after classes, even late into the nights
before closing, and it was an annoyance to me when I finished a lap
and wanted to spin and kick against the wall, only to find that
there were a duo or trio of giggling girls standing there just for
the warmth, and not bothering to keep an eye out for the
swimmers.

There was no
such issue during the holidays when student population was at an
all-time low, however, and the last summer I literally had the pool
all to myself; to the point where the lifeguard didn’t even bother
to watch me anymore since I was clearly in no danger of drowning. I
was expecting a similar scenario this year, but after I changed
into my trunks and opened the door to the heated area from the
changing room, I heard splashes in the water and sighed, realising
that I had company after all.

It wasn’t as
bad as I thought it was though - there was only one other person in
the pool besides the lifeguard, and she was the source of all the
splashing. It appeared that she was taking her training rather
seriously, and I could see that she was pushing herself, making
herself go faster with each stroke and each lap. I smiled with
relief, and waved to the lifeguard; she was seated at her “high
chair” at the far end from the jumping blocks, and I would have
usually gotten a closer look to see who it was, but I didn’t have
much time left till the pool had to close, and I really wanted to
get back to my laps.

I ditched the
towel on one of the nearby chairs, climbed the jumping block, and
dove right in, not thinking about the water temperature. Heated or
cool, the sudden change in temperature is always a physical shock
to the body, and it took a second for me to adjust to it before my
front crawl smoothened itself out. Once it did, however, I was
slicing through the water again - not quite as fast as I used to
be, but the gliding and the pulling was a familiar rhythm. It’s
kind of like riding a bike - once you get the right movement, you
never forget how to swim.

Pretty soon, I
found myself pacing against the other lone swimmer, and being as
playful as I was, started to race her for my own satisfaction. She
must have caught on to what I was doing, and was either playing
with me as well or simply didn’t want to be outdone - she started
pulling her strokes faster and faster, not letting me overtake her
easily, and pretty soon I was panting in my breaths just trying to
keep up. Perhaps it was male ego, perhaps it was a competitive
spirit, but whatever it was, we kept at it till, coincidentally, we
both finished our laps at the same time. Considering I started
after her and was already out of breath, I was rather
impressed.

I hung on to
the bar under the jumping block with one hand and removed my
goggles with the other; she did the same, and revealed a pair of
sky blue eyes, a perfect match for her deep blue training swimsuit.
Her arms were stocky, and her shoulders broad, as one would expect
from a swimmer, and as she raised her hand to grab the bar I noted
that her boobs were well-formed; not too big on her chest, but
clearly bigger than one would expect from a college student. This
was accentuated by the fact that her swimsuit was skin-tight, a
little small around the chest, and raising her arm moved her soft
mound of flesh upward and sideward, pulling out more sideboob than
one would be normally exposed to even in a swimsuit.

She didn’t seem
to notice - she simply smiled at me. “Phoo! I thought I could best
you, but you’re no slouch!” She had a cheery voice, a girly smile -
the kind that you were hear from teenagers who had yet to face the
realities of life.

“Well, I’m glad
to hear that I’m not quite that much past my prime yet!” I offered
in return, keeping up the jovial mood.

“It’s rare
though, that someone can match me in the pool - I’m Sabrina, by the
way.”

“I know who you
are,” I smiled, and introduced myself. She gave an expression of
shock, and then her face reddened with embarrassment.

“Oh…I…I’m sorry
I didn’t know, Professor.” She was clearly flustered at not being
able to recognise me at first glance. “I took your class, but that
was two years back?” She blushed again, this time how of shyness.
“I rather enjoyed it, though.”

I smiled. “It’s
fine - hardly anyone looks the way they do in class when they’re in
the pool. Especially when us faculty are all dressed up in our
stiff attire! I much prefer being in this - don’t you?” I tried to
crack a bit of a failed joke, in an attempt to diffuse the tension
and avoid her being too embarrassed. It seems to work, as Sabrina
started to smile again.

We hung there
for a while, chatting, and switching arms on the bars - it was a
handy stretch anyhow, and I think I needed it far more than her.
What I did notice however, was that her breasts shifted with each
switch in the hanging arm, and slowly inched their way out of the
suit, bit by bit. As a result, over the course of the stretching, I
was getting a very nice view of her ample sideboob, only that it
was viewed from the front. I also noticed that her suit, being a
speed training suit, had no padding underneath, and her nipples
were getting visible under the material. The combination made her
look like one of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit models, and did
wonders for my dick despite being tucked tightly in my swimming
tights. I tried to hide it by shifting discreetly, but I suppose it
was noticeable regardless, because she started to grin at me.

“Am I…having an
effect on you, Professor?” Sabrina asked me, her eyebrows
highlighting the cheekiness of her query. Maybe an earlier version
of myself would deny it and take the fastest escape route, but the
present self recognised that look in her eyes - she was horny, and
she wanted it too.

“A little,
Sabrina - but you understand why, don’t you? You are, after all, an
extremely attractive young lady, and a swimsuit could hardly be
considered ‘dressed’.” I returned her tease in a gamble, and it
paid off in spades.

She hooked one
side
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