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CHAPTER ONE


Joselyn Foche lay on her back on the rumpled double bed, the afternoon sun streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows, baking the soft, round rings of her nipples into hard pink stubs, scorching her bare crotch. She opened her legs wider, letting the sunlight bathe her fat pubic mound, the sparse tendrils of her blonde pubic hair, the plump cheeks of her shapely buttocks.
She was a second year graduate student in Chemistry, but the only Chemistry on her mind at the moment was her own. She felt sensuous, like a cat, and there was a lustful craving between her legs, a yearning deep in her belly. She stretched out, placing her arms up over her head, spread eagling herself, making her firm, pear-shaped breasts lift tantalizingly, parting her thighs so far that it felt almost as if her pelvis would crack from the strain.
Like a human sacrifice she thought, closing her eyes, basking in the heat, letting her imagination run wild. An Aztec victim about to be put to the stone dagger. Her long blonde hair cascaded over the edge of the stone altar, her wrists and ankles manacled to its four corners, the altar, itself, atop a steep sided pyramid. She imagined she was a high-born virgin whose spilled blood would appease the hunger of the Sun God and insure the coming of the maize. In her mind, she saw the high priest approach, his face masked by hammered gold, rimmed by exotic feathers, his coppery chest greased, gleaming in the sun. What he held in his hand, however, was not the jagged sliver of obsidian, the sacrificial knife, but the huge, up curving length of his throbbing penis, a ruddy scimitar of meat crowned by a massive purple bulb.
She bit her lower lip to keep from screaming as he groped her ripe breasts with his hard, calloused fingers, as he climbed up on the altar, wedging his knees against the insides of her thighs. She watched spellbound as he bent his monstrous erection down between her legs, pushing the broad, smooth head up against her tight-lipped slit. The great rubbery knob nuzzled into her most secret place and, to her horror and shame, her vagina just fell apart under the insistent prodding, the thin pink labia coming away from each other, pushing open. And they were all sticky wet. Her own body had betrayed her.
Behind the golden mask, the high priest made a coughing sound that could've been a stifled laugh, then pulled back a bit, preparing to drive his powerful penis into her cunt. In that awful instant, she knew that he knew she wanted it, all of it, every gruesome, pussy-rending inch of his mammoth cock crammed up inside her. She lay there trembling, her chest heaving, her cheeks burning with the fever, awaiting his animal lunge.
The sound of the apartment's toilet flushing shattered her fantasy, brought her back to the present, to Southern California, to the campus of Mira Pavo College, to the rumpled bed.
"Want to use the bathroom, princess?" Paul said, sticking his head around the edge of the bathroom door. His dark brown eyes dropped from her face to her lewdly proffered fork and stayed there, riveted to the pink target under the downy fuzz.
Joselyn made a face at him and closed her thighs. The act was not prompted by any excess of modesty on her part. It was simply a show of her power over him. The resulting change in his expression was dramatic, going from delight to misery in an instant, but it did not please her. Her power over him was almost a tangible thing, an invisible leash she could feel in her hand, a leash connected to a choke collar about his thick, muscular neck. If Paul was an animal, he was a meek one. He was too easily controlled, too ready to jump through the hoop; he was a disappointment to her. Still, he was good-looking, tall and lean with a deep, deep suntan. The hair on his head was thick and black and curly, but there was no hair at all on his chest. His bare pectorals, like his other muscles, were hard and well-defined. He looked like he'd be a basket-ball player, but he wasn't. Paul was a Chemistry graduate student, too, and preferred to play his erotic games in bed.
He stepped out from behind the bathroom door and stood there for a moment as if unsure what her frown meant. Joselyn gazed at his naked loins, at the pale area left by the swim suit. Next to it, the crisp, shiny black hair of his pubis and the maroon colored flesh of his cock and balls. His cock was a long one, thick with a big spongy head and flaring rim that reminded her of a conquistador's helmet. His balls were large and hung low in their wrinkly, hair-fringed sack. Even as she watched, the thing dangling limply between his legs pulsed and started to grow, twitching, jerking against his thigh, slowly raising itself up from the dead.
She knew how to make it get stiff as a stick. Still frowning at him, she pulled her knees up, rolled to her side and turned her bottom towards him. She showed him everything she had. The whole of her crotch from the top of her fuzzy slit to the tiny, wrinkled pink ring of her rectum was visible between the silky sandwich of thighs and buttocks.
Paul groaned, his cock instantly snapping to full attention, sticking up out of his groin like a furious tree limb. Every sensuous vein bulged, every ligament and sinew stood out in high relief upon the rigid shaft. He took a step towards her, his cock head bobbing frantically as his penis flexed, then relaxed, flexed, then relaxed.
"No!! Stop!" she said, raising her hand to him. Paul froze, swallowing hard. The hunger in his eyes was awesome to behold.
Joselyn had to fight to keep from laughing at him. She was getting aroused, all right. She could feel the telltale tingling between her legs, the flush of heat sweeping over the lips of her vagina, but she was not aroused enough, not yet. Only by teasing him, torturing him, could she really get her steam up. There was something about driving a man to the brink of physical violence, of rape that very much appealed to her. It was a true test of her control, her power. To this end, she reached back and stroked her own ripe round buttocks, letting her fingertips graze the pouting petals of her pussy.
"Ooooooh," she cooed, slitting her eyes, her full, sensuous mouth turning up in a broad smile.
Paul gaped at her fingers, at the way they were sliding up and down the deepening crease in her pudenda, at the way they were forcing the pliant lips to smooch apart. He made a soft, whimpering noise as she peeled back her labia, showing him the glistening, hot pink lining of her cunt. His cock abruptly jerked from a horizontal position to the vertical in the blink of an eye, the bloated bulb slapping against his sternum vehemently.
She knew she was driving him crazy, but she continued, escalating the action, actually pushing the tip of her index finger into the mouth of her pussy, touching herself on the clitoris.
"Ohhh!" she gasped, her svelte hips moving, ticking back into the caress with a seeming will of their own.
Paul whimpered again, his great, swollen cock hammering upon his breastbone, his testicles drawing up tight to his groin. He was chomping at the bit, straining at the invisible leash. He wanted to pounce onto her, to fuck her into unconsciousness, to punish her for the way she was taunting him, but he did not. He dared not. He was afraid that she might just up and leave, that she might take her tight, firm little body away, and that was the one thing he could not have beared. The look in his eyes said it was worth it, whatever she did to him, it was worth it.
She pushed a second finger in beside the first and began to masturbate openly, making sure that he could see the doubled digits slipping in and out of her pussy, that he could see the shining juice that coated them from tip to knuckle.
Joselyn knew what the other grad students thought of her, the kind of stories they spread around the department. They said that the only reason she'd moved in with Paul was that she needed a place to stay and that she gladly traded a little sex for free rent. She couldn't fault what they had to say about her; it was true. She had cultivated her relationship with Paul with that end in mind. Not that she thought there was anything wrong with doing it. Paul certainly wasn't complaining. He was having the time of his life, getting much more loving than he could handle.
Joselyn had a very pragmatic philosophy of life. She had learned long before that her face and body have her a decided advantage in any situation where men were concerned. Her chosen field Theoretical Chemistry, was highly competitive and totally dominated by men and she was determined to use every edge she had to get ahead. It wasn't that she doubted her ability to perform mentally that made her resort to using her body to get what she wanted; she knew that she was just as intelligent as her peers. She wasn't compensating for any defiency, but rather, using all of her physical attributes to set herself apart from the uniformly brilliant competition. Perhaps more she simply enjoyed using her body as a lure, a tool; she enjoyed screwing men both physically and mentally, messing up their heads, making them hop and skip to suit her whims.
She'd put a lot of thought into her choice or a male room mate. A guy had to fulfill certain criteria in order to become a candidate. First, he had to be handsome and experienced with women, a suitable sex partner. Paul more than fulfilled the bill in this regard. His name and phone number, followed by various superlatives, had appeared on the wall of every ladies room in the Chem Building. Second, he had to be someone who could help her further her career. As Paul was one of the most senior of the graduate students, she figured he knew his way around, where all the departmental skeletons were buried.
Though he seemed to be the logical choice for the job, after about two weeks of living together, Joselyn began to wonder if she hadn't made one big mistake. True, Paul had been in the Chem Department at Mira Pavo for a long time, but it turned out that his position was anything but secure. He had been a grad student there for six years, working under Dr. Ruta Blensch, supposedly attempting to finish his doctoral thesis. During this time, the maximum allowed for the completion of the Ph.D., he had accomplished next to nothing, but had been drawing a hefty salary from Dr. Blensch and her government research grant. There were plenty of rumors floating about that he would soon be shown the door and everyone in the department was openly marveling at how he'd been able to stay on as long as he had without producing anything more than the neatest office on the floor.
Paul knew precisely what was coming. He also knew that once he'd failed to complete his program at Mira Pavo, the chances of his finding another professor to sponsor him further was next to nil. He was a condemned man and he wasn't taking the sentence well. Instead of keeping a stiff upper lip, he tended to alternately sulk and blubber, presenting a weak, defeated, mush-mouthed front to the world… and no challenge to Joselyn in or out of the bedroom.
She realized that Paul's predicament wasn't entirely his fault. He'd had the bad fortune to pick Dr. Blensch for an advisor. An internationally renowned chemist, she belonged to the laissez-faire school of thought when it came to theses. If a student needed help, she would grudgingly take timeout from her own projects to give it, but she did not ride herd on her charges, making sure they were progressing toward the desired result. Given his predilection to inertia, Paul would have done much better to have chosen one of the department's little dictators who supervised every detail of the research and publication process, even down to the subject of the thesis itself. Joselyn could understand his problem and sympathize with it, but only up to a point.
"Are you hot, Paul?" she asked, finger fucking herself so furiously that her wet little pussy made squishy, messy sounds about her darting digits.
He could not answer. His face was nearly as congested as the head of his cock, and from the slit in the latter, a thin, milky fluid seeped. Each time his penis snapped up against his chest, it sent tiny drops of semen spattering over his hairless pectorals.
She paused in her self abuse, panting, feeling the muscles of her sphincter clutching rhythmically at the second joint of her doubled fingers. She was more than hot enough, herself. Her pussy was wet and stretched enough to easily accommodate Paul's huge cock. She didn't give in to the demands of her body though. She would not until she exercised her power over him, until she made him grovel for it. Rolling onto her back again, she spread her thighs wide, lifting her knees, showing him the soft, damp fringe of her pubic hair, the moist pink lips sucking so eagerly at her digits.
"If you want it," she said, thickly, removing her fingers, "you're going to have to kiss it for me."
Paul's eyes were glued to the glistening little slit, his Adam's apple bobbing furiously, his cock smashing into his sternum over and over again. He started towards her, reaching out for her smooth thighs.
She could see that he'd entirely misunderstood what she'd demanded of him.
"No!" she said, emphatically.
He froze again, panting, whining softly, his eyes huge with hurt and disbelief. "But… but you said…" he reminded her.
"I said you were going to have to kiss it," she told him. "I didn't say what the 'it' was."
"Oh," he said, as if she'd kicked him.
She smirked at him. For a guy was with an astronomical I.Q., he was sure fucking slow about some things. He'd actually thought she'd meant for him to lick her pussy! That was a prize, not a penance!
"Kiss that!" she demanded, pointing at the head of his cock.
"Huh?!" he said.
She could hardly keep from giggling at the look of astonishment on his face.
"I want to see you kiss it," she repeated, reaching down between her legs and teasing a fingertip around the wet mouth of her vagina.
"But, that's impossible!" he moaned.
She glared at him. Instead of out and out refusing to participate in the bizarre and degrading act, Paul had given voice to a weak and simpering protest. It was typical of him and it infuriated her no end.
"If you don't find a way to do it in the next sixty seconds," she said, sharply, "I'm going to get dressed."
Paul flinched. The poor guy was so turned on that anything less than her tight little pussy would've driven him mad. Groaning miserably, he gripped the neck of his engorged penis and bent his head down as far as he could, jamming his chin up against his chest, arching his back and tipping his hips forward. Though he pulled mightily on his hard cock, causing the loose outer sheath of skin to bunch up about the flaring rim, causing the head, itself, to turn a dark, purple, he couldn't bring the tip closer than five inches to his face.
"I'm going, Paul," Joselyn said, reaching over for her skimpy hot orange tube top.
He whimpered and frantically jerked on the rigid rod, extending his tongue, trying to bridge the unbridgeable gap. He was still two and a half inches away! Growling, he threw himself down on the floor on his back at the foot of the bed.
Joselyn pulled on the tube top, gingerly reaching inside to adjust her saucy bosoms. She straightened up, peering over the edge of the bed at young man writhing before her on the rug.
"Uhhhhhhghh!!" Paul grunted, throwing his knees up, tipping his torso back until all his weight lay on his shoulders and the back of his neck, until his thighs bracketed his head, until he faced his own crotch.
"Ten seconds," she reminded him, gleefully. From the angle she had of the proceedings, which was looking directly down on his exposed cock and balls, she could see his scrotum was totally hairless, a nasty, wrinkly maroon bag snuggled tight about the huge gonads.
Paul grabbed his cock with his left hand and with his right he gripped his buttocks, using the strength of his arms to bend his pelvis, to draw his groin and the stiff length of his penis closer and closer to his face. The gleaming bulb brushed the tip of his nose, then he jammed it full against his mouth, planting a loud, moist smack upon it.
Despite herself, Joselyn was amazed. She didn't think anyone but a contortionist could've pulled off this annoying feat… and a double-jointed contortionist at that. The sight of him kissing his own cock made her pulse rate soar.
"No!" she said, as he started to remove his tip from against his lips. "Lick it! I must see you lick it!"
Paul closed his eyes tight. It was clear that what he was doing wasn't giving him a whole lot of pleasure, but then again, it couldn't have been hurting him too much either as his erection did not go down.
She jumped down from the bed, kneeling on the rug beside him. "Go on!" she exclaimed excitedly, reaching up to stroke his swollen balls.
Disgraceful or not, disgusting or not, Paul did as she asked. He parted his lips and extended his tongue, sweeping the moist red tip of it over the sticky face of his cock. When he pushed the tip through the angry folds of his nerve bundle, the gathering of all his cock's ganglia, the fiery strip of skin just beneath his slot, he groaned balefully and his eyes popped open.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" she smiled, squeezing his bloated testicles passionately.
Paul didn't answer. He couldn't. His larynx was being crushed by his own body weight. His face was a bright, beet red, which could have been from embarrassment at his predicament or, more likely, from his highly unnatural position. He continued to lick at himself, bathing his own cockhead in gleaming slobber.
The feel of his hard balls in her hand, the sight of him so openly debasing himself to satisfy her demented whim turned Joselyn on. Hot and wet pussy juices issued from the entrance to her pussy, spilled down the insides of her thighs in sticky rivulets. She was incredibly wet! And the keen scent of her arousal filled the room. Though she would've much rather had a more passionate love partner, there was undeniably something to be said for slave-like devotion.
"Keep on licking!" she demanded, getting up, crawling around to his cruelly bent over back. She dropped her face down onto his testicles, crooning to them, smothering the tacky flesh with hot, soft kisses. The harsh, cloying flavor of his balls exploded on her tongue and she was suddenly not only licking the fat orbs, but sucking them into her mouth, popping in and out like a little girl playing with her hard candy.
Poor Paul was beyond all hope. Whining piteously, he drew in his cheeks, making them go concave about his knob as he, too, commenced to suck.
Joselyn could tell that things were on the verge of getting out of hand. She could sense it in the sloppy sounds he was making as he sucked on himself, in the angry, man smell coming off his super-heated crotch, in the powerful contractions of the massive cock root under the tip of her nose. It was time! Time for her to assert herself, for her to crack the whip!
She raised her mouth from his drool-drenched scrotum, reached down and gripped the neck of his huge cock. With a jerk of her hand, she ripped penis from pursed lips.
"Uhhh!" he groaned, trying to pull it back. Joselyn let him have it, then gave him a strong push, shoving him completely over, so that he came up in an all-fours position on the rug under his belly, his thick cock flexed anxiously.
"Oh, God," he said, thickly, bending his head down, peering at the much-sucked, angry red head of his pecker.
Before he could utter another word, she scrambled around behind him, groping under buttocks and balls, between his legs, brutally hauling his hard cock back from against his chest, actually pulling it out the back way, so that it protruded obscenely from between his buttocks.
"Stay still!" she said, turning her own backside to his, inching her way backwards until she brought the wet bulb of his cock to bear upon the drooping lips of her cunt. She didn't immediately impale herself, but rather, started gyrating her hips lasciviously, rolling the sensitive knob about in her hot and sticky gash.
"OHHHHHHH!" Paul croaked, burying his face in the nap of the carpet.
Joselyn couldn't stand it any longer. It felt like her face was going to explode from the pressure of all the hot blood pounding in it. She edged her bottom backwards, forcing the domed tip of Paul's cockhead to slide into the mouth of her pussy. Stretched though she was, juicy though she was, there was still a stinging pain as the flaring rim of his prick popped inside her. She paused, moaning from the hurt, from the tube-rending girth of his knob.
"OHH!" he gasped, wanting with all his soul to thrust back into the tight delight of her cunt but afraid to move at all for fear of snapping his rigid cock off at the root.
Joselyn was in complete control and she knew it. She reveled in it. Biting the tip of her tongue to quell the cry of ecstasy in her throat, she rotated her hips in a great circle, making the mouth of her cunt swivel about his bulb, causing her own, tender clitoral bud to be mashed against the intruding cockface. As she rolled her ass around, she could feel her vaginal sphincter start to really stretch, to yield like hot taffy to the blood-thickened tip.
Paul knelt there, his ass raised high in the air, his face pressed tight to the carpet, ostrich-like, helpless to hurry or delay the inevitable outcome, unable to do anything but whimper his pleasure into the acrylic pile.
Slowly, carefully, Joselyn pushed back as she gyrated, feeding her pussy the big cock in minute increments. She could feel the walls of her cunt being driven back by the rubbery bulb and the bulb's fat, jutting rim bumped over her clitoris, massaging it, sending flaming flickers of pure delight racing up her tummy, and over her tits. She spitted herself relentlessly, cork-screwing the ramrod deep into her pussy, pausing only when she could feel the broad root tearing at her sphincter, the hot, firm sack of his balls prodding between her asscheeks. Her vagina was filled from wall to wall with raging male meat and when Paul's cock throbbed, pushing out in all directions, threatening to split a seam in her channel, she, too, dropped her face to the carpet, clutching at it, clawing it.
"Ohhhhh," she murmured, actually chewing at the nap as she tipped her bottom forward, dragging his knob from the back of her womb.
Their buttocks came apart and bridging the gap between them was a ruddy, glistening shaft of muscle. She only hesitated an instant, then thrust his cock back inside her squirming her hips as she did so, teasing the wet sheath of her pussy down over his cruelly bent penis. The downward pressure on her cunt was incredible, not just because of the size of his cock, but because it wanted very much to return to its normal angle, to flip back up to his chest, a full 180 degrees. It felt like the monstrous thing was about to rip out the front of her stomach.
Joselyn whined and whimpered but gave neither one of them any mercy. Puffing from the effort, she began bobbing her ass around, forcing the huge probe to flip in and out of her pussy. Every time the cock withdrew, it pulled her wet pink petals far from her body, making them smooch out from her fork like the lips of a chimpanzee, and each back thrust drew from the depths of her cunt a fresh gush of clear, slick lubricant, lubricant that oozed down over the whole front of her pudenda, clinging to the soft hairs in crystal beads. The sound the big penis made as she stuffed it in and out was incredibly sloppy, messy, like the sound a boot makes when it is thrust into a bog, then pulled free, a sucking sound. It was neither the erotic noise nor the delicious wetness between her legs that was pushing her closer and closer to the brink of orgasm, however. Instead, it was the friction, the friction of all that hard meat sawing over her tender clitoris. Every thrust meant another bump of cock rim against that fat nubbin, each bump another sudden, devastating rush of sensation in her pussy.
She was a greedy little bitch, too, greedy for the maddening thrills and chills of climax. She didn't care what it cost her partner in terms of pain, of personal dignity; all that mattered was the finish.
"Uhhhhhh-huhhhhh!" Paul whinnied into the carpet, his testicles being battered, bumped by the soft buns, his cock being squeezed, wrung out by the violent contractions of her pussy as it was forced in and out, in and out.
When it happened for Joselyn, it happened suddenly. An ecstatic tingle in her cunt blossomed, exploding into a fireball of pleasure. She let out a piercing shriek and started hunching like a madwoman as she felt the floor dropping out from under her, as she felt herself tumbling, somersaulting into blackness. As she fell, the klieg lights flickered inside her skull, great search lights flashing on and off in time to the racking convulsions of her vagina, in time to the surges of delight rocketing up and down her spine.
Under the onslaught, Paul couldn't hold back any longer. Moaning deliriously into the slobber soaked carpet, he, too, began to orgasm. His cock bucked and jerked, throbbing mightily against the walls of her pussy as it forced the hot, milky jism up from his balls.
At the feel of that first powerful spurt gushing into her, Joselyn stiffened, arching her head back, turning her flushed face towards the ceiling. She pushed back into him with all her strength, burying his cock in her to the hairs as it spurted again and again, bathing the inside of her cunt in molten fluid. Every teeming spurt made the fireball blossom anew, knocking the air from her lungs, making her gasp and fight for breath.
Only after the spurting stopped did she resume her fucking. She hungrily bobbed her buttocks up and down, driving the rapidly softening penis through the super-wet, super-sticky grip of her cunt, making the pearly goo he'd deposited inside her come rushing out to hang in long, yo-yaing strands from the apex of her slit. Finally, Paul's cock buckled in the middle and came sliding out of her pussy. The two parted company with a moist plop and then his limp cock swung back to its normal position.
Joselyn made an impatient noise and reached back between his legs to grip his penis. She did so with the idea in mind of pushing it back up her pussy, but as soon as she felt its mushy, spineless shaft, she flung it away from her in disgust. Paul was a disappointment to her in more ways than one.
The dark-haired young man collapsed face down onto the rug and lay there, motionless except for the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest.
She stared at him, an expression of disgust on her face. She wondered what inexperienced girl had covered the ladies room walls with graffiti in tribute to this "One Shot Charlie"? After a single fuck, he was always wasted, exhausted. And the few times she'd wheedled and threatened him into doing her a second time, he moaned and groaned through the whole thing as if it was just about killing him. Some lover!
"I've got to make my decision about an advisor today or tomorrow," she said, after a long silence. She got up from the rug and walked over to the nightstand, taking a handful of Kleenex from the box there for mopping up operations. "I simply can't wait any longer. It's either going to be Bertrand or Velasquez."
Paul turned over on the rug. "Dammit," he exclaimed, giving her a concerned look, "why those two?"
She made a face at him. "Because all the other professors already have their assistants lined up," she said.
"You don't need to take a job," he told her. "Like I said before, you can stay here as long as you want, rent free."
Joselyn was fully intending to take him up on his offer, even if she did get an assistantship… assuming, of course, no better offer came along. The money involved in the job wasn't the only motivating factor, however. Her first year at grad school had been underwritten by the Chem Department. In return for correcting papers on the undergraduate classes, she received a small monthly allowance. Now that she was starting her second year at Mira Pavo, that source of funds was dried up. It was department policy only to give aid during the first year, after that it was up to the individual student to find a faculty sponsor who would pay him or her to perform menial tasks, repetitive laboratory procedures, and assistant teach the lecture classes. More often than not, the sponsor ended up being the student's thesis advisor or the thesis advisor ended up being the sponsor. Regardless, the advisor-sponsor was the key figure in determining what happened to the student after he or she received a doctorate degree. Simply speaking, it was the sponsor's pull, connections both in academic circles and in academic publishing circles that made or broke a career. In order to get the "right" post-doctorate position, the all-important first job after graduation… which amounted to nothing more than an internship for, lousy pay… one had to have articles published in the scientific journals on one's original research. Usually, the sponsor took most of the credit for the work, even if he didn't do anything but glance at it before it was sent off to the publication. It didn't matter that the student took second bill to the professor, though. The important thing was getting the name in print as much as possible. Joselyn knew how the game was played and she was determined to make the correct decision, to choose the right sponsor, the one who could help her the most.
"What about Veblen?" Paul asked, weakly. "You corrected for him last year. Wouldn't he take you on?"
"That old fart?" she said in astonishment. "He isn't even doing research anymore. All his cronies in the field are either dead or as senile as he is. You know as well as I do that he's nothing but a fixture in the department, a distinguished name at the head of the faculty list."
Paul didn't say anything, but toyed with the nap of the rug with his fingertip. She knew why he was uptight about her working for the other two professors. She wanted him to say it out loud, though; she wanted him to squirm a bit.
"So, what's wrong with Bertrand and Velasquez?" she said. "They're on top of their fields."
"That isn't all they're on top of," Paul said, miserably.
"And what's that supposed to mean?" she said, feigning irritation.
"They both have, well, reputations outside the field," he said.
"So do you," she told him.
"Yeah, well, I never knocked up a department secretary like Mr. 'Hip' Bertrand," Paul said. "And I never traded grades for a roll in the hay with an undergrad like that character Velasquez."
"If any of those stories were true," Joselyn said, "do you really think those professors would still be teaching at Mira Pavo? No way! I think petty jealousy started those rumors going around and petty jealousy keeps them circulating. Bertrand and Velasquez are right in the forefront of what's happening in Theoretical Chem… and they've got the biggest National Science Foundation grants in the department for their research. It's jealousy, Paul, just jealousy."
Joselyn knew that wasn't the case and so did Paul. Jealousy hadn't made the prettiest department secretary suddenly resign after five years on the job. Jealousy hadn't made a sexy young coed complain to the Faculty advisor about the treatment she was receiving from a certain illustrious professor. The College, however, chose to ignore the peccadilloes of two of its "Golden Boys".
"Christ! How can you say that?" Paul exclaimed. "I don't believe that you'd really consider working for one of them. They're a couple of… animals! Everybody knows it!?"
She had him squirming, but good.
"What are you afraid of?" she said. "That one of them might hit up on me… or that I might get a better post-doc than you?"
"Dammit, dammit," he said, pushing up from the rug and storming off to the bathroom. He slammed the door behind him.
She stuck her tongue out in his direction, then picked up her skimpy, faded blue cut off jeans from the foot of the bed. She didn't bother with panties, but just pulled on the brief shorts and zipped them up. They were super tight, cutting up into her crotch, outlining the fat hummock of her pubis and, in back, showing a bit of smooth, tan butt cheek protruding from each frayed leg hole. She slipped on her platform sandals and picked up her book bag, walking over to the bathroom door and putting her head, up against it. She knocked on it lightly.
"Paul?" she said, cheerily. "Paul, I'm going now. I have an appointment with Dr. Bertrand." She paused, awaiting his reply, but there was none. "Aren't you going to wish me luck?" she said. The sound of the shower being turned on full force came hissing through the closed door, but it did not drown out Paul's single word response.
"Bitch!" he snarled.
Joselyn giggled and blew him a kiss, then walked out of the apartment.



CHAPTER TWO


Joselyn walked from the student housing complex, a series of two-story, L-shaped, ultra modern apartments connected by a winding, narrow asphalt path, across the equally modern and stark campus of Mira Pavo College to Cornelius Agrippa Hall, the Chemistry Building. Though the Pacific Ocean was just over the rolling hills less than a half mile to the west, it offered no respite from the sweltering, early fall heat. Southern California was experiencing what is known as a Santa Ana condition, which meant that the prevailing wind was coming from the east, from the desert. It was hot enough and dry enough to make her nose burn each time she took a deep breath.
When she stepped into the shade of the fifteen story monolith that was Agrippa Hall, the air temperature hardly dropped at all. When she pushed through the double glass doors of the building's lobby, however, the icy cold, air conditioned air hit her like a sledge. It was little wonder, she thought, shivering, that so many students came down with pneumonia. Agrippa Hall had not been designed with their comfort in mind; it was the comfort of the gigantic computers housed in the building's core that mattered. She walked briskly to the open elevator and rode it up to the eighth floor and the Theoretical Chemistry Department.
All the floors in the building were laid out exactly the same; the only difference in the exterior of the rooms was the numbers on the doors. The elevator opened onto a small foyer and from there one had the choice of rounding a corner either on the left or the right. Both choices eventually led one back to the elevator as the corridors ran the full perimeter of the floor and were actually the ends of the same hall. On the left side of the hall, in the… building core, were all the research labs and to the right, with windows to the outside, were the offices of the professors and grad students.
As it was still a day or two before undergraduate classes began, the halls were deserted. In another week or so, the corridors would be lined with students, students anxiously waiting for the chance to whine and whimper before their highly disinterested professors for a few extra points on a Chem IQ quiz or for a day or two extension on a paper deadline. Now all was quiet. As Joselyn walked down the hall, she looked through the half glass doors to the labs, hoping to see some other grad student at work. All the labs were dark, however.
She told herself that she wasn't worried about handling either of the two "animals", as Paul had called them. After all, she had been handling men all her life in one way or another. Yet, deep down, she did feel a twinge of doubt. Dr. Bertrand and Dr. Velasquez were not just ordinary men; they were special, famous, and very important to her career.
Her heart was racing as she knocked twice on Dr. Bertrand's office door.
"Come in," he said, his voice booming right through the wall.
Joselyn turned the knob and pushed the door open. She'd been in Bertrand's office before, so she knew what to expect in the way of clutter and refuse. It was a regular pig sty. The door only opened about two-thirds of the way because its edge struck a cardboard box on the floor. She had to slip into the room sideways.
"Ah, Ms. Foche," the professor said, delightedly.
She looked across the narrow room, across the desk top piled high with opened text books, old newspapers, magazines, odd scraps of paper and yards and yards of computer print out paper to the man sitting in the chair behind it. Dr. Bertrand was in his middle thirties, blonde and blue-eyed. He had a great, grizzly blonde-brown beard that he let go untrimmed. It grew way up over his cheeks and down the front of his neck. As usual, he was dressed casually, wearing a striped t-shirt, Bermuda shorts and sandals. With his longish hair, that beard, and his deep, reddish brown suntan, he looked more like a life guard than a full time professor. He was a very handsome guy and he knew it too.
"Excuse the mess," he said, indicating the debris with a wave of his hand. "I'm trying to get things organized for the new quarter."
Joselyn tried her best not to smirk.
"Push the print outs off that chair," he said, "and sit down."
She did as he asked, shoving the phone book sized stack of paper off onto the floor and taking a seat across from him. As she did so, she felt his eyes drop to her breasts, licking over them, then dropping lower, down to the smooth, flat plane of her bare tummy that lay between the bottom edge of her tube top and the top edge of her cut off jeans. He seemed particularly fascinated by her belly button. His interest in her body was anything but "scientific". And the doubts she'd felt earlier surfaced once more. Could she really hope to control a man like Bertrand? He was not only big in stature in his field, but big in stature, period. A great golden bear of a man who could toss her about like a little doll if he chose to. She shivered at the thought.
"Have you decided on a student to be your assistant for this year?" she asked, much more abruptly than she had intended to.
The professor's eyes swept up from her crotch and her long, silky legs. For a second, the leer on his lips remained, then he seemed to regain his composure.
"An assistant?" he said, raising his eyebrows.
"That's right," she continued, pushing on gamely. "If you haven't made up your mind yet, I'd like to be considered for the job. I'm very interested in your atom surface scattering experiments. I think I'd like to do my thesis work in the same general area."
"Really?" he said, pinching a bit of his beard between his thumb and forefinger and twisting it back and forth. His eyes drifted back down to her breasts.
"Have you decided on someone?" she asked.
He looked her in the eye and winced. "Well, Ms. Foche, frankly," he said, "I had already pretty much made up my mind on Mr. Sunami. He has all the academic qualifications for the job."
Joselyn did not miss the implication that there were other, non-academic criteria for the assistantship, criteria that a male exchange student from Sri Lanka, perhaps could not fulfill. From the way Dr. Bertrand was looking at her, she had a good idea what the other qualifications might be. She told herself that as long as he was interested in her sexually, she was the one holding the carrot; she was the one in control of the situation.
"I have the academic credentials, too," she said with assurance, letting her thighs slip apart a little.
Dr. Bertrand didn't miss the movement. His eyes snapped down between her legs to the fat hummock beneath the faded denim.
"Yes, I know that," he said, distractedly.
"Well, am I in the running or not?" she demanded, opening her knees even wider, making the tight crotch band of her shorts cut up into the soft meat of her pudenda, making the tendons on the insides of her thighs stand out against the sleek, tanned skin.
The professor opened his mouth to reply, but no sounds came out…
Joselyn's heart leapt. She knew she had him. He wanted her all right, wanted her so badly that he could taste it. She imagined that she could actually feel the heat of his excitement washing over her skin. Part of her wanted him to grovel, to crawl for it to kiss and suck her dainty toes for it, and another part of her, a part that she was only dimly aware of, wanted him to assault her, to ravage her unmercifully like the Aztec priest in her fantasy. The two completely opposite needs, the urge to dominate and the desire to be dominated, tugged and pulled at her insides, creating a terrible tension within her. Tension was nothing new to her. It was something she felt with each new sexual partner. As had happened every time before, her aggressive, dominant self came to the fore, rising to the surface of the anxiety that engulfed her.
"What are you looking at?!" she snapped in her most bitchy tone.
"I… uhhh," Dr. Bertrand said, blinking rapidly.
"You're staring at my pussy!" she exclaimed. She made no effort to close her thighs, however. She was, in fact, flaunting her sexy cunt, waving it like a red flag practically right under his nose…
Her accusation was so unexpected and yet so obviously true that the professor didn't quite know what to do. His face turned bright red under the dark suntan.
Bertrand's apparent inability to rise to her challenge, to do something masculine, aggressive, dominant infuriated her no end.
"If you want to see it so badly, professor, why don't you ask?" she demanded.
"Can I see it?" he asked her feebly, his breathing already becoming labored, hoarse. He leaned over his) cluttered desk, craning his neck in her direction.
"No I'm sorry you can't!" she said, smiling fiercely at him. "What kind of girl do you think I am?"
"No, Ms. Foche, I'm sorry, I didn't mean, I mean…" he babbled apologetically.
Every acquiescence on his part, every show of his weakness, only made her madder, made her want to humiliate him more. Was his reputation as a stud as undeserved as Paul's?! She wanted to drive him to the brink, to force him to take action against her, physical action. In this regard, she had two major obstacles. First there was her beauty. She was an exquisite, fragile creature that only a real beast, an animal would even consider using force against her to get what he wanted. The second was her expertise in verbally battering her partners. Her tone was so scornful, so aloof that it could turn any man with the slightest doubt about his ability to handle her into so much quivering jelly.
"You didn't mean what?!" she said. "You asked me to let you look at my pussy. Are you now saying you don't want to see it?"
Dr. Bertrand's face turned a deeper shade of red, his babbling finally became totally incoherent. The general tone of his mumbling was still apologetic, however.
"If you really wanted to see it, to take a little peek," she said, teasingly, "I mean, really, I might consider it, but since you don't…"
Bertrand gave her a confounded look. Then he said. "But I do! God, I do!!"
She frowned at him. "Before I let you look," she said, "you're going to have to promise me something."
"Anything!" he moaned in exasperation.
Joselyn knew she could've asked him for the assistantship then and there and that he would've given it to her, but she didn't. Perhaps it was just part of her contrary nature, or maybe she realized subconsciously that she didn't want to work under a man as spineless as he seemed to be.
"Promise me that you'll sit over there," she said, pointing at the paper-laden, office chair across the room from hers. "And that you won't bulge unless I tell you to."
"Hey, you don't have to worry about my trying anything with you…" he began.
"I want your promise, Dr. Bertrand," she repeated firmly.
"I promise," he said.
She watched as he rose from his seat behind the desk. He straightened his legs, but his torso remained hunched over. Ashe rounded the desk, she saw the reason for his awkward stance and his curious, shuffling gait. The professor had a monumental erection! The whole front of his Bermudas was pushed out of shape by the outline of his hard cock. It ran down the inside of his left leg, thick and long like a dub. It wanted very much to flip up, to thump upon his massive chest, but the fabric of his shorts restrained it. He had to stay bent over or risk breaking himself off at the root. She giggled at him. Hunched over like that, he looked more than ever like a bear. A funny, horny bear.
"Something wrong, professor?" she asked, cheerfully. He didn't answer, but pushed the papers off the chair seat, then plopped himself down, trying to keep the tension on his groin to a minimum.
"Comfortable?" she asked.
Bertrand winced.
Joselyn giggled at him and slipped down in her chair, down until her buttocks hung just over the edge of the seat. Then she lifted her feet from the floor and bent her knees, pulling her heels back until they almost touched the backs of her thighs, pointing her toes downward. She peered straight down at her own fork, at the white, fluffy fringe of unraveled denim that framed either side of it. If there was a lewder position to face the man in, she could not conceive of it. With her legs raised, her knees practically touching her shoulders, her pelvis tipped up, what she was offering him, if only mockingly, was the full length of her vagina. The good professor was, of course, about ten feet too far away to do anything about it.
He just sat there spellbound, his cock visibly flexing in his shorts as she brushed the white fluff with her fingertips. She carefully pushed it to one side, pushing it away from the edge of the right leg of her shorts. There, in the hollow of her thigh, the white, satiny skin above her tan line was startlingly apparent. But many times more riveting than that was the soft, blonde fuzz that sprouted there, a downy fluff that curled about the material…
Joselyn carefully watched his face as she slipped her index and middle fingers up under the crotch band, as she began to openly play with herself, stroking up and down, up and down over her fat pubic mound. He made a choked, coughing sound and his cock throbbed violently, causing the head of his penis to pop out of the leg hole of his Bermudas like a furious plum. It was flattened horribly against his hairy thigh, the slit in its face forced to gape open by the pressure. From the slit seeped a thick, creamy fluid.
"Ooooh! This feels so good!" she cooed. She wasn't entirely putting it all on for Bertrand, either. Under her fingertips, the lips of her vagina were growing hot and spongy, swelling, puckering, and between them was a heavy moisture, a delicious slickness.
"Show me," he said, his voice a mere whisper, a ragged, pleading whisper.
Joselyn did just that. She didn't play coy and slowly unveil herself to him, but rather, she wrenched the sticky wet band out of the way, letting him see everything she had.
"Uhh!" he groaned, peering down at the hot pink flesh, the shining, well-lubricated flesh of her pussy.
She was wet and then some. Every hair on her mound was plastered down by her love juices, the fat, pouting lips of her vagina bathed in them. She touched those sticky petals with a fingertip, pushing them even further apart, showing him the very mouth of her cunt and the darker, hotter pink meat beyond.
"Wow!" Bertrand moaned miserably, chewing on the edges of his mustache, biting his lips. He was sitting on the very edge of his chair, as close to being off of it as he could get, as close to that inflamed little cunt as he could get.
Joselyn peeled back her labia, folding them over on themselves so that the entire length of her pussy hung wide open, glistening pink lips pouting, taunting from between her legs.
"Ohhh, I want it so bad!" he whined. "You're driving me crazy!"
She could see that. She could see the trickle of pearly cum oozing from his cockhead, running down over his thigh. She was driving him crazy, all right, but not crazy enough. He was still sitting there, frozen in place by her command.
"What do you want to do to it?" she asked, her voice sounding strange, shrill to her ears, her blood pounding in her skull, her pussy glowing like a bake oven between her thighs.
Bertrand gulped. The expression on his face said he wasn't sure that she was being serious, that he thought she was just teasing him some more.
"Tell me," she said, running the tip of her finger round and round the visibly winking entrance to her cunt, playing with the wet sphincter. "I want to hear it, really."
He gulped again, harder. Even under the dense hair on his neck, his Adam's apple could be seen bobbing. Hope lit up his face, hope of the pathetic, manic variety. His eyes burned into her open cunt.
"Please," he mumbled, "please let me kiss it. I won't do anything else, I promise. I just want to kiss it, to lick it."
"You want to what?!" she said, in astonishment. The professor turned crimson.
"Lick your pussy," he said so softly that she could hardly hear it.
But she did hear it. The whispered words made her head spin and tickles of pleasure explode at the tips of her breasts… The famous professor wanted to kiss her cunt! He was ready to grovel, to humiliate himself for the privilege! The idea of taking her pleasure from him while she debased him was so exciting to her that she could hardly bear it.
Seeing the color rising to the young woman's cheeks, realizing that perhaps he stood a chance of doing what he most dearly wanted to do, Bertrand continued, his voice growing stronger, more assured.
"Please, let me," he said. "I'm good at it, really I am! I can make you cum, I know it. Let me lick it, please. I know I can make you happy."
The slightly more authoritative tone of his voice did not please Joselyn. It was like the sound of fingernails grating across a blackboard to her nerve ends. He was asserting himself, but not the way she wanted.
"I want to get my tongue up inside you," he went on, pausing to moisten his lips. "I want to fuck your pussy with it, to fuck you until you go crazy."
"Shut up!" she snarled. She'd had enough. It was time to show the distinguished scholar who was boss.
Bertrand blinked at her, his lower jaw slack.
"Down on the floor!" she demanded, pointing an imperious finger at the foot of his chair. The professor instantly dropped, kneeling there, his eyes wildly expectant, like a dog that is about to be given a tasty treat and knows it.
"Put your nose on the floor!" she said.
He didn't think twice about it, but lowered his face, pressing the tip of his nose to the linoleum, sticking his behind up in the air. Joselyn laughed at him.
"You really do want to kiss my cunt, don't you?" she said.
Bertrand whimpered, maintaining the nose to tile contact that she had ordered.
"Well, come on then," she told him. "Crawl for it!"
Dr. Bertrand scooted across the floor like a dog on a fresh trail, only raising his face the linoleum when he was directly under her proffered crotch… He meekly lifted his head up, peering at her bare pussy from a distance of less than a foot.
"Did I tell you to take your nose off the floor?" she asked.
Bertrand whimpered and jammed his face back down, salaaming to her wet cunt.
"Now," she said, "when I tell you to lift your head, I want you to do everything I say. You will follow my instructions, do you understand?"
He moaned that he did.
Joselyn gave the crotch band another yank, making sure that it in no way interfered with his access to her vagina. Then she demanded, "Lift your head."
The professor obeyed. His eyes were horribly bloodshot and the tip of his nose was smudged with dirt from its trek across the office floor.
"Closer," she told him, holding her legs wide apart.
He lowered his face to her fork, his nostrils dilating as the keen scent of her pussy raged up into his sinuses. That powerful, musky odor really rattled him, set him to drooling from the corners of his mouth.
"Kiss it now," she said. "No tongue, no teeth, no hands, just your lips. Show me how good you are."
Bertrand's face dropped down, the crisp, scratchy tendrils of his beard tickling the insides of her thighs. Then his mouth pressed full against the peeled back lips of her cunt and he began twisting and turning his head, mashing his lips against her slit as if he were kissing her on the mouth.
"Ohhh!" Joselyn cried, her whole body jerking at the feel of his mouth on her tender pussy, her whole body curling up so that her knees actually did touch her shoulders. His facial hair rasped over her labia and his scorching breath gusted over her splayed crotch. And he was so hungry for it! She draped her knees over his broad shoulders, letting her heels slide down his back, locking them loosely about his neck.
Bertrand was in seventh heaven. He bobbed his head feverishly, planting kiss after moist kiss upon her hot pussy, his pursed lips tracing the ragged perimeter of her labia, sliding through the sodden fringe of hairs…
It was good for Joselyn, all right. Every moist smooch of his lips made tingles of joy face through her vagina, quivering along the narrow passage.
"Suck it!" she moaned, giving her hips a little toss, grinding her juicy sex flesh over his entire face.
Bertrand pulled back, gasping for breath. All around his mouth, down over his chin, his beard was dripping with the slick mixture of his saliva and her nectar. He only paused for a second, then threw himself back down onto her vagina, opening his mouth wide, covering her whole gash with his lips.
"UHHHHH!!!" she howled, as the professor inhaled, sucking almost all of her external genitalia, labia, hairs, pudenda into his greedy eager mouth. It felt as if he were trying to suck the cunt right off her! She pummeled his back with her heels, her hips working with a mind of their own, hunching madly into his face, her firm buttocks bashing into the point of his hairy chin. Each time her hips drew back, she could feel, she could hear him sucking harder to hold her pussy in place, to keep it from slipping from his grip. He was dragging it a good three inches from her body by the sheer power of his suction!
The sensation was so devastating, so arousing that, for an instant, Joselyn lost control. Clutching at his hair with her fingers, strangling his neck with her thighs; she flipped her cunt into his face savagely, pounding it with the well-padded hummock of her pubis.
The professor's single, guttural wail of pleasure was suddenly broken, cut up into short little bits by the jarring impacts of her fork. Whimpering from the pain, he let her cunt slip from his mouth and tried to raise his head from between her legs.
"Suck!" she cried, using the power of her legs to draw his face back down, to mash it into her juicy crotch.
He did as she asked. He had no choice in the matter, really. It was either suck or smother. He started nursing on her individual labia, working his lips up and down the puffy petals, stretching them away from the central opening.
Joselyn stopped humping and let him go to town on her. It wasn't easy to put the brakes on like that, especially not when she could already begin to feel herself nearing an orgasmic plateau, but as much as she wanted to climax, she wanted to do it her way, with the reins of power securely in her grasp. Her nipples tingling with excitement, her tummy rippling, she looked down between her legs, down at what the bearded man was doing to her cunt.
He was opening her up like she'd never been opened up before! Under the sucking, wet caress of his lips, the petals of her pussy had begun to droop, hanging down like the petals of a parboiled orchid. And then he was kissing her right on the sphincter, pressing his mouth against it, sucking on it while he rooted his nose in her parted slit. He was wallowing in her pussy!
A galvanic shock arced up her spine and her cunt mouth fluttered reflexively. A surge of pure pleasure consumed her loins and once again her hips snapped upwards, up into his face.
"Tongue!" she wailed, her hands gripping his ears, hauling his mouth down harder. "Tongue me!"
Bertrand shuddered with excitement as he obeyed, as he slipped the tip of his tongue into the small opening, pushing through the hot buttery ring, delving into the seething channel beyond it. He didn't drive himself in to the root immediately, but instead, began sliding his stiffened tongue tip over the wrinkly bud of tissue he found at the top of her passage.
"UHHH!!!" Joselyn bawled, her whole fork exploding as he flicked her clitoris repeatedly. Again and again, the waves of delight lifted her, tossed her. She unclasped her legs from his neck and threw her knees as far apart as she could, tipping her pelvis up to receive the fluttering caress.
He snorted wildly as his tongue tip squirmed deeper, as the velvety walls of her cunt parted over its point, as the slick ridges and valleys, the corrugations of her passage tugged at its sides. And then he went berserk. Bobbing his head like a madman, puffing his cheeks in and out, he thrust his tool to her, making it lash and roll over her channel, making its thick root rub against her clit.
Joselyn did not try to hold back this time. She was too far gone to even think about it. Shrieking her ecstasy, she started fucking him back, forcing his long, talented tongue to flip even faster through the sticky grip of her cunt, to fan the flames that were consuming her.
"Yeeeee!!!" she squealed as the bottom of the world dropped out from under her, as orgasm illuminated her brain pan, as the powerful muscles of her pussy commenced to milk and tug violently on the professor's deeply imbedded tongue.
Somewhere above her, on some other plane of existence, she could hear the sounds of agony he was making as her vagina wrung out his tongue threatening to uproot it. She giggled, then moaned as her consciousness plummeted into the abyss, every fiber of her being vibrating with the joy of climax.
Slowly, she returned to the real world, coming back up from the depths, her fingers, her toes, her nipples tingling with the afterglow of orgasm. Dr. Bertrand was still between her legs. Obviously, he hadn't learned his lesson. He was hungrily licking her sloppy wet cunt, sliding his tongue up and down the deep, central gulley.
"Enough?" she exclaimed, placing her hand flat against his forehead and giving him a hard shove. He sat back on his haunches, giving her a sorrowful look as she closed her thighs and returned the crotch-band to its rightful place. Not that it covered much of anything, as it was so stretched out of shape. Her droopy labia were still visible on either side of it. But it was the idea that was important, that was painful to him, the idea that she was withdrawing the carrot.
"I was just getting started," he said, miserably. "Yes, I can see that," she said, looking down at his thigh. Prom above the knee to the ankle, running down the inside of his leg was a thick line of pearly white goo. The line of goo started somewhere under his Bermudas, somewhere in the vicinity of his now flaccid cockhead. "Started on your second time around."
"Please, let me do it some more," he whined. "I can't get enough of it. I love its taste."
She shook her head.
"You've already got the assistantship job, if that's what you're thinking about. Come on, open your legs," he said.
"What makes you think I want your assistantship?" she said, getting up from the chair and straightening her clothes.
"What?!"
She smiled at him winningly. "Oh, I'll consider it," she said, "along with any other offers that I get."
He groaned.
"I'll let you know shortly," she said, picking her book bag up from the floor and walking to the door. She left him still sitting there amid the clutter, mumbling to himself and chewing at the corners of his mustache.



CHAPTER THREE


Joselyn marched briskly down the hall, her smile frozen, hard on her face. She was less than pleased with the outcome of her interview with Dr. Bertrand. Oh, she had gotten an offer of an assistantship with the famous man, all right, but in so doing he had shown her a side of himself that she didn't like. And she'd thought that Paul was a weakling! Bertrand was easily as much of a wimp under all the bravado, the sturdy reputation. She wondered, offhandedly, if the pregnant secretary had been whimpered and whined into sharing his bed, if she'd grown so sick of hearing him blubber that she'd finally said "Yes"? One thing was sure, though. She knew she could never respect a man who had lowered himself as the professor had done.
Even as she was thinking these thoughts, deep down, she knew that there was something fundamentally wrong with her logic. She wanted her men to assert themselves, their needs, but when they tried to she felt compelled to cut them down, to degrade them. She wanted to be the passive party, but she would not let herself submit. The very idea was highly repugnant to her. Her own mother had been a classic example of the spineless, dominated female. Her father tyrannically ran every moment of her mother's life, humiliating her in public and private, until the final humiliation, until he decided he wanted a younger woman and divorced her. At an early age, Joselyn had known that she would never be like her mother that she would never be so soft, so yielding, so vulnerable. In away, every victory against men was a blow struck at her father, in the name of her mother. What bothered her, what had always bothered her was that she got no real satisfaction from defeating her foes; her victories were always hollow.
She paused in front of Dr. Velasquez door. She hadn't intended on calling on him today, but she told herself that she might as well get the whole thing over with. She rapped on the door with her knuckles.
After a long silence, an irritated voice said, "Yes?!"
Joselyn turned the knob and pushed the door open a crack, looking in. Velasquez office was the exact opposite of Dr. Bertrand's. Everything had a place and everything was in its place when it wasn't being used.
"May I have a word with you, Dr. Velasquez?" she asked quietly.
The black haired, swarthy faced man sitting behind the desk glowered at her from over a handful of abstracts. Of all the department's little dictators, he had the worst reputation for arbitrariness and nit-picking. He was a few years older than Bertrand and his build was less bulky, more wiry, but still powerful. All the professors, with the exception of Dr. Veblen who was too old, spent their lunch hours in the college gym, working out with weights and swimming. It was part of their macho tradition.
"It's a brief," he said, gesturing with the papers for her to come in and sit down. Like Bertrand, Dr. Velasquez was handsome, but in a different way. His good looks were cruel, angular, his nose long, thin and hooked, his cheeks gaunt, chin heavy, his black eyes unnervingly piercing. Where Dr. Bertrand reminded her of a big, cuddly bear, Dr. Velasquez seemed to be both cunning and calculating, like a fox. Indeed, his face had a kind of fox-like quality to it, being long and thin and pointed. It was easy for her to visualize Velasquez blackmailing one of his female undergrads into performing for him sexually. He looked like the kind of man who would enjoy such a diversion no end.
Joselyn took a seat, her mind racing ahead, planning her campaign.
"What is it, Miss uhh?" he said, fumbling for her name.
"Foche," she reminded him. "Joselyn Foche. I'm starting my second year of graduate work in the department."
"Yes, I remember you," he said, giving her a feral grin.
Though his eyes moved only slightly up and down, she got the distinct feeling that he had catalogued every aspect of her entire body, filed it away in, his brain for future reference. The briefness of his once-over riled her. It intimated that she wasn't worth more than a fleeting glance. She was determined to make a more definite impression on him than that. As she turned to the side to put her book bag down on the floor, she casually, "accidentally" let her thighs slip apart. "A-hem!" Dr. Velasquez said, clearing his throat.
Joselyn fought the urge to grin as she straightened up. She glanced at herself and saw what the professor saw that the crotch of her shorts, thanks to all the accumulated slobber and love juice and the stretching it'd received, had become nothing more than a thin ribbon of material, a ribbon that allowed the pink meat of her pussy and the soft fur that rimmed it to show on either side.
"Is something wrong, professor?" she said, her eyes wide with innocence.
"Uhh, no. No, of course not," he said nervously, showing her all of his white, even teeth.
"You had such a peculiar look on your face," she said, crossing her legs. Again, it was all she could do to keep from laughing. When she lifted her right leg up, the material of her crotch-band twisted to one side, giving him a look not just at the edges of her little pink cunt, but at the whole thing, from top to bottom.
His eyes dropped to take in the breathtaking view and remained there until after she crossed her legs and pulled the curtain down on the free show.
"Exactly why did you come to see me?" he asked, showing her not only teeth, but gum as well.
"I'm looking for an assistantship," she explained… "You're the most prominent professor in the department and your field is what I'm interested in doing my thesis in."
"Critical solution points?" he said, beaming at her.
Joselyn figured he'd be a sucker for a compliment. "That's right," she said. "I'm particularly intrigued by low temperature problems." In point of fact, she knew that it didn't matter a hoot what one's thesis was about so long as the co-author was well known.
"I hadn't really planned on taking on an assistant this term," he said. "I have too much data correlating to do. I wouldn't really have time to devote much attention to the assistant's project, I'm afraid."
Joselyn found herself getting mad again. She had prepared herself for everything but a rebuff… and that's what it appeared he was giving her. She had shown him what she had to offer and he had ignored the bait. Perhaps all he needed was a longer look.
"I don't know what to say," she told him, raising her right leg from across her left and putting her chin on her knee, her heel on the edge of the chair. Once more she let him see the tender pink meat of her vagina, plainly visible in the flared out leg aperture of her shorts. "I'd really hoped that you might take me on. I hate to go second best."
Velasquez stared right at her pussy, the skin of his face taking on a congested, reddish hue. He moistened his thick, sensual lips with the tip of his tongue.
She knew that the time to act was at hand. "What are you staring at?!" she said, in the same grating tone she'd used on Dr. Bertrand.
"Your cunt," Velasquez said. "Your sweet little cunt, what do you think?"
"Well, stop it!" she said, making no move to conceal herself from him. "You're a married man. You should be ashamed of yourself!"
The professor smirked at her… and kept right on looking.
"You're not going to get any of it," she said, nastily, "so there's no point in leering like that."
"Do you really think so?" he said, his dark eyes glittering.
"Do I think what?" she asked. He was making her feel extremely uneasy.
"That I'm not going to get any of it?" he said, pushing up from his desk.
Joselyn gasped as he stepped around it and came into full view, her hand instinctively leaping up to cover her mouth.
Like his distinguished colleague, Dr. Velasquez had sprung a boner and the front of his Bermudas and the rigid leg in particular showed the bulging evidence of it. What startled Joselyn so was the size of his organ. It was so long that it protruded out from the cuff of his shorts by a good three inches, practically touching his knee. And it was grossly thick. The turgid head, a dark, fiery red hue, was easily the size of her clenched fist and the stout shaft, laced with blue dark veins, was much more than her fingers could encircle.
"What are you staring at?" he said, mimicking her.
She jerked her gaze back up to his face, her cheeks suddenly burning with embarrassment.
"I think I'd better leave now," she said, reaching down for her book bag. Her fingers trembled as she touched the strap. She was terrified… and terribly excited.
Dr. Velasquez quickly stepped in front of her, blocking her. His mammoth cock was a scant foot from her knee. She couldn't help but look at it. It demanded her attention. She'd never seen anything like it before. It was too large, too gruesome, more like the cock of some lower animal, a horse or a bull. The slit in its blind, featureless face was a vast vent, fully half an inch in length. She was sure that no human vagina could contain such an engine. She started to push to her feet, but Velasquez put a hand on her shoulder and shoved her back into the chair.
"Where do you think you're going?" he said.
"Out of here," she told him. "I'm not impressed by your friend."
"Really? That's a shame," he said, massaging her shoulder as if he owned it. "Because my friend here was mighty impressed with what you had to show him a minute ago. I think he'd like to take a close up look at it, a kind of inside look."
"You're even sicker than your reputation makes you out," she said. "Dr. Demento."
"Cut it!" he snapped, squeezing her shoulder hard.
"You're hurting me!" she whined, trying hard to twist away from his hard fingers.
"I'm going to do a lot more than this before I'm through with you," he said. Without so much as a by-your-leave, he slipped his other hand down into the front of her tube top and scooped out her breasts, mauling them greedily, pulling the nipples and tugging at them.
"Stop it!!" she cried. "Stop it or I'll scream for help!"
"Like hell you will!" he said, continuing to fondle the sweet, supple pears. "I know your type. I know the kind of treatment you're looking for. And you've come to just the right place for it."
Joselyn, consumed by fury and panic, struck out with her nails, raking them across the back of his pawing hand.
"Hell!" he croaked, jerking his hand back. Four bright red welts marked it.
Joselyn blinked at him, her heart thudding up under her chin. For the second time that afternoon, she felt the horrible tension in her belly, the pull of the conflicting desires that plagued her. Was he going to be the one she couldn't handle? The man who just took from her… and kept on taking? Or would she stifle him in the end, make him squirm on the floor for the privilege of kissing her ass? For an interminable instant, she hung there in limbo, unable to do anything but gawk. Then the familiar pattern surfaced, the dominant part of her personality. Even as she did it, she knew she was making a grave error, but she couldn't stop herself. She laughed at him, a cruel braying laugh.
Velasquez growled and swung on her, landing an open handed blow right alongside her face that snapped her head to the side. She groaned at the sharp impact, at the sudden flurry of twinkling lights in her skull, and then the hurt engulfed her face, washing over it in a red wave.
"You rotten little cunt!" he raged, raising his hand again, bringing it smashing down on her other cheek.
Joselyn tried to cover her face with her hands, to defend herself from the brutal assault, but it did no good. He ignored her covering hands, slapping them aside as he hit her over and over. Long before he finished, she was bawling like a baby, and hot, salty tears were running down her reddened cheeks down her throat and over her breasts.
No one had ever treated her like that before. No one had ever dared to raise a hand to her before. And the pain of what he'd done to her was not only physical, but menial as well. He'd humiliated her, knocked her about like some cheap little slut who confused physical contact, even violent contact with affection. She sobbed into her hands, making no move to pull up her tube top which clung about her waist, just under her naked breasts.
"You came in here for something," the professor said, his voice hoarse and thick. "Get to it!"
Joselyn bit her lower lip, wiping the tears from her eyes, so she could see his face.
"Don't give me that dumb look, cunt," he snarled. "Start sucking!" He jabbed his finger down at the massive head of his penis, indicating just what he wanted sucked.
She shuddered as the great bulb throbbed, its surface swelling then shrinking as if it had a life, a separate life of its own. Then she had a moment of what seemed crystal clarity. She saw herself, saw Velasquez, saw the predicament she'd gotten herself into. She even got a glimpse of her own twisted motivations.
"God! No! I don't want to! I won't!" she said, speaking what she sincerely believed was the truth.
It was Velasquez turn to laugh. "Tell me all about it," he said, grabbing hold of her hair and yanking her head down to a level with the tip of his penis. "Tell me you don't want to suck it."
Joselyn whimpered at the strain on her scalp, then whimpered again as he pulled her face forward, forcing his nasty bulb to brush her forehead, her nose, her cheek. It was searing hot and smooth as velvet and it had a cloying, masculine smell that made her want to gag. Worse than the scent of the thing, though, was the sticky, seepage from its great vent, a seepage that smeared over the bridge of her nose and along her eyebrow.
He jerked her head back and with his free hand, unfastening the waistband of his shorts, wrenching the garment down over his rigid cock. It was then that Joselyn got the full effect of it.
"Uhhh!" she whined, gawking at the bloated rod protruding out of the right side of his jockey briefs. It was enormous! And it was so stiff that it was pulled up into an obscene curve, like a vile red banana. She had only thought the neck of it was thick. Compared to the huge, hulking root, the neck was miniscule. Indeed, the lower third of his cock was so big around that it gave the whole thing a kind of pyramidal shape.
Dr. Velasquez shoved his underwear down and the great penis lurched up to slap his sternum, showing its underside to her. It looked like a cobra swaying there, the flaring rim of its cap an opened hood. It was a ruddy color, too, especially on the pendulous nerve bundle and the swollen, hair fringed scrotum. That wrinkled bag contained a matched pair of balls. Slowly, the staff dropped down from his chest, sticking out from his groin like a tree limb.
"Take it in your mouth or I'm going to knock you silly," he said, raising his hand to her.
It was like a nightmare come true. She had become the victim, the dominated one, she had become her mother. The tension within her was unbearable. She thought she could feel the fabric of her mind ripping, the seams splitting…
He pulled her mouth uptight against the upper surface of his cock head, mashing her nose against the pulsing rim, practically smothering her with it.
"Do it now!" he demanded, twisting his hand tighter in her hair.
Joselyn's eyes fluttered shut, and as they did, a fresh batch of tears sprang forth. She had no choice. She had to obey him. Slowly, she let the muscles of her jaws relax. She didn't so much open her mouth, as allow him to force her lips apart over the knobby tip of his cock. It was a passive act, but surrender, nonetheless.
Her lips slipped smoothly down over the rubbery head and it pressed hard against her teeth, so hard that she whimpered. Then her jaws slipped further apart and the gross thing nosed over the edge of her teeth and pushed into her mouth, rubbing over the surface of her tongue, the insides of her cheeks, the roof of her mouth. Instantly, the flavor of his cock racked her taste buds. She coughed, choked about the horrendous mouthful, but he gave her no quarter, forcing her to keep the tip between her ovalled lips.
The very idea of her trying to get all that meat in her mouth was ridiculous. She could barely get her lips to go down to the thick rim. And even then, her cheeks were all ballooned out, stretched to the splitting point by the size of his bulb.
"Suck it!" he demanded.
It was easier said than done. In order to suck, there had to be some slack, some room for cheeks and lips to compress. Such space was non-existent. Joselyn whined pathetically, her hands flapping at her sides. She knew she had to obey him or suffer his wrath, but there was no way she could do it.
"I don't feel anything," he warned her, once again threatening her with his hand.
Terrified, she reached up and wrapped her fingers about the thick shaft, clutching the oily rod tight, then pumping her fist up and down, sliding the loose outer sheath of skin over the rock hard inner bone. She masturbated the gruesome thing into her open mouth, hoping that would be enough to satisfy him.
The professor grinned down at her, slitting his eyes against the pleasure her milking fingers were giving him.
"Harder!" he said. "Squeeze it harder!"
She dug her finger into the rigid shaft, jerking them forward and back, causing the sheath to bunch up behind his fat rim, then to wrinkle about his root. To her relief, he relaxed his grip on her hair and allowed her to pull her head back a little bit. She dragged her aching lips down from mid-bulb, down to the much smaller cleft tip.
She could feel the vent moving, opening and closing against the tip of her tongue, opening and closing in time to the stroking of her hand. And warm, viscous fluid belched from it, oozing into her mouth, filling it with the acrid taste of his precum, making buckets of slobber well up. Groaning, she sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed, bolting the awful stuff down.
"Good, huh?" Velasquez smiled, giving his hips a little flip, making his knob bash against her teeth. She kept right on sucking. She didn't even pause for breath. She knew that if she could get him to orgasm now, she wouldn't have to undergo a more horrible, more complete ravishment later. Bobbing her head, she puffed her cheeks in and out, her lips making nasty wet noises against the red bulb.
"That's enough," the professor said, stepping back.
Jocelyn clutched his cock tightly and wouldn't give it up. She tried to get her lips back on it, to push her tongue tip into the gaping slot.
"Enough!" he exclaimed, punctuating his command with another slap.
The right side of her face exploded in pain once more and she went limp, allowing him to take back his property.
"You really like to suck dick, don't you?" he grinned. When she didn't answer, he added, "Some other time I'll let you finish it that way, but now…"
"Ohhhhhh!" Joselyn gasped as he reached down and thrust his hand between her legs, digging his fingers under her sodden crotch strap. He gripped it like a handle and jerked her up from the chair. For a second she swung helpless in mid air, suspended by the thin strip of fabric, her legs flailing wildly, her hand trying desperately to grab onto something, anything. He slung her over on the top of his desk like a sack of potatoes.
"Don't move!" he warned her, pulling her legs down so they draped over the desk's edge.
She lay there, panting, petrified, as he fumbled with the button and zipper on the front of her shorts. His hand still held the wet crotch-band, but it was so thoroughly stretched that she couldn't feel his fingers against her sex. Once he had the zipper pulled down, he used the crotch-band to jerk the shorts off her.
"Spread 'em!" he said, tossing the garment to the side.
When she was slow to obey; he angrily gripped her knees, wrenching them apart, splaying her crotch wide open. He chuckled coarsely as he leered down at her defenseless cunt.
Joselyn, shuddered on the desktop. A short time before he had looked at her pussy, but then it had been different, then she was at the helm, calling the shots. Now she could do nothing. His laughter made her face suddenly burn with shame.
"Tell me you didn't like sucking my cock," he demanded, gingerly reaching down and flicking her pudenda with the edge of his forefinger, brushing the lips of her vagina.
"Oh!" she said, recoiling from the intimate touch.
Velasquez held his finger up for her to see. It glistened unctuously in the light. "Your pussy is sopping wet," he nodded grinning. "You're ready for a fuck and we both know it."
"No!" she said, but even to her own ears her voice lacked power, conviction. She was suddenly aware of the warm moisture between her legs the tingling heat about the mouth of her cunt. Then her head went into a steep dive and the world began to spin. The Joselyn that was giving way to the Joselyn that was to be.
The Professor grabbed hold of the neck of his cock and bent it down, pushing his hips between her thighs, jamming the bloated head up against her wet labia.
"So fucking hot!" he exclaimed, rubbing himself up and down her sticky gash.
If she'd had any doubts about her readiness to perform sexually for the man, they were squelched at that instant. Squelched by the way her labia slipped apart, by the slick cum that rushed forth to lubricate the massive tip, by the mind-bending surge of delight that swept up over her tummy as the big bulb nosed about in her crotch.
She began to cry again, turning her head to the side, biting her finger to choke back the sobs. She knew she wanted it to happen, wanted his huge cock ramming about inside her cunt, ripping it, ruining it for any other man's pleasure… and that knowledge was more shameful than anything she'd ever experienced. All along she'd been waiting for just such an animal as Dr. Velasquez. A man who could use her, abuse her and think nothing of it, a man like dear old Dad.
The professor bore down on his shaft, forcing the tip to push into the mouth of her cunt. It was so impossibly huge, the rim so broad that it caught on the ragged edge of her labia, pushing the tender lips outside in, cramming them up her cunt.
For a horrible moment, Joselyn was sure that he was going to split her open. The pressure of his cockhead and the doubled over labia on her aperture was indeed awesome. But then, all at once, her pussy just gave way. It was so hot, so wet that it stretched out, yawning, gobbling the massive bulb with a moist slurp. And that searing, throbbing knob was inside her, filling her as she'd never been filled before, mashing down on her clitoris, flattening the oily marble as it nosed deeper.
"Ahhhhhhhhh!" the professor gasped, feeding her more of his thick cock, his eyelids fluttering shut as the slithery drapery of her cunt swarmed over his aching bone.
Joselyn could do nothing to stop or ever slow the mind-numbing penetration. It felt like he was shoving a telephone pole up her pussy and the thing's girth was ironing out all the ridges and valleys, the slick corrugations of her channel. It just kept coming and coming, the upper surface of the shaft sawing over her clitoris, the knob end jamming deeper and deeper until she was afraid that it would pop out between her teeth.
Velasquez gave her everything he had. He only stopped when the huge root of his cock was pressed tight to her distorted orifice, when his balls nuzzled between her buttocks. He lay there on top of her, panting, gasping obscenely, his face flushed with excitement.
Her face was flushed, too, and contorted in a grimace of pain. The incredibly broad base of his penis was wedged into her, ripping the mouth of her cunt wide open. She was pronged to the hairs, utterly helpless. And every time his cock throbbed, pushing out in all directions against the already tautly stretched sheath of her pussy, she let out a strangled yelp.
If she expected any kind of mercy from him, she was sorely disappointed. The swarthy professor seemed to delight in her squeals and he purposefully flexed his cock, watching the gamut of emotion pass over her face as the bloated shaft swelled within her. And when the novelty of that diversion wore off, he began to move his lips.
"Ahhhhh! Yessssss!" Joselyn groaned as the huge, curving ramrod was wrenched from the back of her womb. For a miraculous instant, the horrible pressure was gone, and then he was lunging into her sending the full length of his cock spearing into her open cunt… and the world dissolved in agony.
"Yes… oooh, yes," he gurgled, flipping his hips in an even, rhythmic cadence. He was fucking into her teasingly, working his big cock in and out slowly, watching down between their bellies, watching the friction-reddened, glistening shaft, push in and out, in and out of her ovalled pussy, breathing in the scent of her plundered loins.
The poor girl tried to fight the sensations that were enveloping her, the maddeningly slow pistoning of his cock, the rasping pressure against her clitoris, the awful suction on her insides as the huge shaft slogged backwards. It was too much. He was fucking her against her will and he was making her love it. No amount of lip or tongue biting, no amount of self-loathing could alter the fact that she was getting hot. Without thinking, almost as a reflex action, she lifted her feet from the edge of the desk, raising her knees, and slipped her legs about the small of his back.
He laughed at her, then. He laughed right in her face.
She moaned, and kicked him, pounding her heels into his firm ass, starting to squirm under him, unable to stop, wanting him to pick up the tempo, to fuck her faster.
Velasquez ignored her and maintained his infuriatingly slow pace. His cock was going in and out much easier now, as the slick rush of her juices had lubricated things. He was plowing himself in to the root, her warm fluids smearing over his testicles, which, in turn, rubbed into her asscrack.
"Oh! Oh!" she cried, trying to flip her hips, to drive his cock in and out, herself. She succeeded, but only for, a moment.
Velasquez growled at her dropping, his full weight down onto her stomach, pinning her flat to the desk top.
"Relax," he said, through tightly clenched teeth. Then he began doing it to her again, doing it so slow that he could feel the sides of his shaft squeaking over her snug-fitting walls.
Joselyn clung to him, her legs winding about his back, her arms about his neck, and she began to sob. It had finally dawned on her why he was screwing her that way. He wasn't doing it to drive her crazy… or to turn her on… her pleasure or pain didn't matter in the least to him. All he cared about was prolonging his own ecstasy, postponing his climax as long as possible. The realization that he didn't even care enough about her to torture her, that she was nothing more than a handy vessel, a place to slide his cock, both humiliated and aroused her. It made her feel absolutely worthless and that feeling underscored her own fears about herself and her own need to be overwhelmed, to be totally dominated.
"That's better," he wheezed, his ass rising and falling, forcing his cock to slip in and out of her cunt.
She shuddered as she felt her own juices trickling down between her buttocks, searing over the tiny floral adornment of her anus, as she felt her tummy push up and down as the monstrous thing filled and emptied her, distending her whole lower torso. Flickers of delight danced in her loins and then the flickers blossomed, but slowly, so very slowly, like a slow motion replay of a bonfire leaping to life. It took forever for the pleasure to build and during those interminable seconds, she collapsed, her mind caved in. She knew that he was making her cum, controlling her like a puppet, making her cum to his whim, and that he didn't give a damn whether she orgasmed or not.
"Yeeee!!" she shrilled, arching her back, her long neck, as the klieg lights flashed on in her skull, as the sheath of her cunt closed down on the huge cock.
Velasquez stiffened. His eyes rolled up in his head so only the whites showed. Her cumming cunt was milking his cock, sucking on it with a ravenous hunger.
Joselyn writhed against him, totally out of control, sliding her long legs over his torso, rubbing her inner thighs along the sides of his rib cage, her nails raking his shoulder blades.
Her pussy held the head of his cock like a rubber ball in a hot buttered fist. Only some kind of God would've been able to keep from hunching, to hold back and not drive his aching bone through that constricted opening, that tight delight. Velasquez was no God. He proved his mortality by snapping his hips, by plowing through her quivering channel, sucking air through clenched teeth.
"Uhhh! Uhhh! Uhhh!" he groaned, jerking his cock faster and faster, making her cunt give up a wild sputtering din, smacking his balls into the red hot ring of her rectum.
Joselyn tucked her knees up under his armpits, tipping her cunt up to receive the full brunt of all that slogging meat. The greedy, greedy girl plummeted backwards, through the void, and every jarring impact of his cock upon her upturned pubis made the fireworks go off between her ears.
The professor couldn't hold out any longer. He was going too deep into her, she was too juicy, he was too hot. He threw himself against her like a wild man as the sudden, mind-racking surge of pleasure exploded behind his balls. And then he was cumming, his cock a roman candle in her tight cunt, a roman candle fountaining jets of white.
"Yeeeeeeeeee!!" she shrieked. "Uhhhyeeeeeeeee!!!" Spurts were so powerful that she could actually feel them splattering over the inside of her pussy, coating her walls with his boiling egg flesh.
Velasquez pounded her ruthlessly, using the full length of her vagina to tease out every last shiver of joy, every last drop of his cum. And long before his humping was finished, he was forcing out the very stuff he had shot up her, his pistoning cock making his cum ooze out between the sides of its shaft and the walls of her cunt, making it pool on the desk top beneath her beautiful buttocks…
Joselyn fainted before he was done. She couldn't help herself. Once he had started her cumming, she couldn't stop. She kept on falling and falling. It was the friction against her clitoris, the incessant, rasping pressure that kept her orgasming until she thought she'd go mad, until she had to black out or die. She awoke to the feel of a still-hard penis being wrenched from her cunt. The two parted company with a wet plop.
"Oh!" she groaned as the dammed up cum and lubricant came pouring out of her.
"Damn you," Velasquez snarled. "Don't let it drip over the edge of the desk like that." He picked her cut-off levis up from the floor and tossed them to her. "Here," he said, "wipe up the sticky mess."
She did as he ordered, not even considering the fact that she was going to wear the cut-offs home afterwards.
The professor pulled up his Bermudas, watching her dab at the pool of semen. He grinned ferally. "I've changed my mind," he said.
"What? Huh?" Joselyn said, blinking up at him…
"About the job," he said. "That's why you came here, wasn't it?"
Her heart leapt. He wanted her, after all! She had fucked him so well that she'd broken through his armor! The thought of being his assistant, his sex slave, available whenever, wherever he got the urge made her want to swoon again. She knew in that instant that there was nothing she wouldn't do for him. Nothing!
"Thank you! Thank you!" she gushed. "You really don't know what my being your assistant means to me."
"My assistant?" he said, giving her a strange look. He shook his head. "No, Ms. Foche, you're not going to be my assistant. You're going to be Dr. Bertrand's assistant. You're going to help me destroy that son of a bitch!"



CHAPTER FOUR


Paul pressed the button for the eighth floor and leaned back against the elevator wall. The doors closed, the car lurched upwards, and his stomach dropped. He groaned aloud. The ache in his balls was horrible, like they'd been caught up in a garlic press. Paul's case of the lover's nuts was chronic. Anymore, it seemed like it was all he could do to shuffle along, wincing at every step.
He would've kicked himself if the hurt would've allowed it. He'd thought he was Mr. Macho, Mr. College Stud. He'd thought he was man enough to handle any kind of sexual situation, man enough to handle any number of chicks. He glumly considered how long he'd held out under the pressure. There was no pride in the feat. Gradually, insidiously, the constant exertion had caught up to him, weakened him. It continued to sap his strength. He was getting himself fucked to death, and while some guys might think that would be the way to go, Paul knew different. He also knew that he'd gotten himself into a real jam, that he couldn't get out of it without jeopardizing his future. It was ironic because he'd started out using his cock to further his career.
He stepped out of the elevator and moved slowly down the corridors of the Theoretical Chemistry Department. He stopped in front of the office door of his mentor, Dr. Ruta Blensch, and rapped twice on the door with his knuckles.
"Yes?" said a rich female voice.
Paul took a quick, short breath and opened the door.
"Oh, Paul. You're late," the professor said. "Late again." Dr. Blensch was in her late thirties, a vital, dynamic, expatriate German. She wore her dyed red hair in a severe Dutch boy style, her lips, which were thick and sensuous, were painted a gory red, her large, rounded rectangular tortoise shell glasses emphasized her high cheekbones and her pale green eyes. Even the stark, sexless cut of the white lab coat she wore couldn't hide her voluptuous figure, a woman's figure, ripe and lush.
"What's the excuse this time?" she said. She was sitting on the front edge of her desk, with one long, creamy leg crossed over the other, the front of her lab coat's hem split to show smooth leg above the knee.
If Paul had known it was going to be like this, the strict schedule, the interrogations, he never would've gotten involved with Dr. Blensch, career or no career. At this point, however, it was a little late for second thoughts.
"I just overslept," he lied, shutting the door behind him.
"Lock it," she said.
He winced, but did as she asked.
She put a long-nailed finger to her glasses and pushed them down her small, thin nose. She peered at him over them. "Is something wrong, Paul?"
"No, of course not," he said.
"It's not your new roommate, is it?" she asked icily.
"We've been through that a million times," he said, his face coloring slightly. "She needed the room and I needed to split the rent with somebody. End of story."
Dr. Blensch pursed her lips. "She is a very attractive girl, though."
"End of story," he repeated.
"But something is bothering you. I can tell. What is it?"
There didn't seem to be any way around telling her something. "I'm starting to worry about getting out of here," he told her. "I mean, I'm beginning to wonder if I'm ever going to get my degree."
The professor sighed and smiled, showing him her teeth. "Now, why should you worry about a stupid thing like that? Of course, you're going to get out and your going to have your Ph.D. and a fine post-doc. Didn't we discuss that at the very start?"
Paul nodded. "Sure, we discussed it. Only that was a long time ago and I haven't got squat done on my thesis. The only work I've done under your guidance has been of a non-academic nature."
She clucked her tongue at him, shaking her head. "Paul, you're being silly. Haven't I lived up to my part of the bargain so far? You've had your name on some very prestigious papers, you know."
He frowned.
"When the time comes for you to present your thesis, you'll have a thesis. Don't worry."
"I don't have all that much time left."
"You have as much time as I say you have. I can extend your term as my assistant almost indefinitely."
Paul was not comforted by that thought.
"Come here," she said, beaming at him as she patted the desk beside her.
His balls gave an agonizing throb. He didn't move.
"I said, come here, Paul," she repeated, removing her glasses. "You know how much I dislike being kept waiting."
He knew, all right. And he knew what was in store for him when he sat down. In the beginning, he'd looked forward to the little extra-curricular sessions, as the professor was a beautiful, sexy woman with a ravenous appetite for sensation. He didn't even mind when she started monopolizing all his time, as she was a thousand times more experienced than any of the college girls he was screwing, and she knew tricks that he didn't think physically possible. One time, after a particularly strenuous session, she'd let something slip about earning her passage to the U.S. by working on the Reeperbahn, Hamburg's notorious red light district, but Paul could get no more out of her about it. It was too bad, too, because the idea of his lovely lady professor, the distinguished author of "Polymerization of Synthetic Resins", taking on all comers in a Hamburg whorehouse turned him on all the way.
Things got strained between them after Paul met Joselyn… and immediately fell head over heels in love with her. He couldn't help himself. For one thing, she threw herself at him and for another, she was the equal of Dr. Blensch in the sack. She was just as skilled in love making and a good fifteen years younger and a hell of a lot tighter where it counted. Right away, Paul had big problems. He had to satisfy two highly demanding women and not let on to either one what he was doing with the other. The more he fucked one of them, the less he was able to fuck the other, and the more the other wanted. The vicious circle caught up to him eventually and now he was in the position of being barely able to satisfy either of them. He could tell that he was losing Joselyn, that she thought he was losing interest in her sexually because his ardor was flagging, and he knew that Dr. Blensch's suspicions about how he spent his mornings were growing daily. He was on the verge of blowing everything.
"Here, Paul!" she snapped. The professor was no longer pointing at the desk. Her finger was jabbed imperiously towards the floor at her feet. Her command was no longer the gentle, coaxing coo of one lover to another; it was the guttural shout from a mistress to her pet dog.
The curly headed young man moved jerkily forward, coming to a halt directly in front of the woman.
"Down!" she bellowed, her finger jabbing in that direction.
Paul groaned softly and sank down to his knees. It was as if he'd been sudden deflated. He felt much, much smaller.
"Look up," she told him.
He obeyed, raising his eyes from the floor to her long, slender legs. She wasn't wearing nylons; she had nothing to hide. Her skin was utterly flawless; almost too smooth, too silky. She scissored her legs, and in so doing, caused the hem of her lab coat to ride up further, so that she was showing him her thighs as well. He stared into the open, tube-like end of her skirt, into the warm shadows between her legs.
"What do you think, Paul?" she asked, rubbing her thighs together with obvious pleasure. "What do you think of my legs?"
It was not the first time Paul had been asked that question; indeed, it wasn't even the fiftieth. The professor was very vain about her legs.
"They're beautiful," he managed to say.
"That's all?" she said, taking hold of the hem of her coat, folding it and her skirt back until they barely covered her fork. Then she flung her knees open wider, wide enough so that on either side of the sleek, pale yellow crotch-band of her bikini panties, the tendons on the insides of her thighs stood out against the creamy skin from the strain.
Paul swallowed hard. Her legs were more than beautiful, they were magical. There was something about the shape of her calves, her thighs, the texture of her skin, that had always had the power to bring him back from the dead. Even as he stared at her, his cock began to pitch and throb in his underwear and the ache in his balls was awesome.
"Ooooooh!" she cooed, gently stroking herself from the insides of her knees to midthigh. "Look at these legs, Paul. Look how long they are. So smoooooth. How would you like to have them wrapped around your back? Real tight around your back. So tight you could hardly breathe, while your cock is going in and out of my hot, wet pussy."
He groaned. With a few words, a minimum of movement, of exposure, she had brought him to full, aching erection. His cock was so tight that it felt like a boiled hot dog about to split its skin. He started to rise.
"No, Paul!" she said, grinning furiously at him. "Stay there. If you want these legs, you must prove to me that you adore them."
He groaned again and sank back down. Dr. Blensch always demanded that he "prove" his love for her, as if only after some kind of personal sacrifice was he worthy of the honor of having sex with her. He didn't mind in the beginning. On the contrary, her kinkiness seemed very European, very sophisticated to him and he found it highly stimulating. It was only after he'd met Joselyn and discovered "true love" that he decided what she asked of him was perverted and sick. It still turned him on, of course.
The professor kicked off her shoes. "I want you to love my legs, Paul," she said, breathlessly. "I want you to kiss my feet, my ankles, my calves, all of my legs. I want you to miss nothing. Do you understand?"
He nodded, swallowing again. His mouth kept flooding with buckets of hot drool and his cock no longer ached quite so much. It had stiffened into a kind of steely hardness, a lurid bulge jammed down the inside of his right pants leg.
"Do it, Paul," she said, straightening out her legs, putting her bare, small feet on his shoulders. The graduate student's face burned with a mixture of shame and excitement as he turned his head, as he nuzzled his face into the side of her right foot. Her skin was so soft, so warm! He began kissing at once, kissing over her ankle, her instep, working his way to her toes.
"Oooooh!" Dr. Blensch moaned, clinging to the edge of the desk as his hot mouth, his hotter brain seared over the underside of her foot.
Her fat little toes were against his lips, the plump pads so sweetly scented, so dainty. He opened his mouth and extended his tongue, wiping the moist, red tip up against the sole of her foot, up from the ball to the underside of her toes.
"Ooooooh!!" the professor cried, her face flushing suddenly with color. "Ooooooh, yes!! Lick them!! Lick them, Paul!"
Paul did just that! Moaning ecstatically, he slathered over her toes, sliding his tongue not only over and under them, but between them as well, while the lovely professor squirmed in delight.
"Suck!" she begged him. "Suck!!"
He obeyed at once. Thrusting her toes into his mouth, he began nibbling on them gently, sucking on them, forcing them in and out of his pursed lips like they were tiny cocks.
"Oh! Ohhh!" she wailed, madly shrugging out of her lab coat, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. As he nursed on her toes, she tore open the front of her blouse, exposing her lush, full breasts in their yellow tricot brassiere cups. Her nipples were enormous, great round circles of muted pink mashed up against the tightly clinging nylon. She began plucking at the tiny bumps in the center of her areolas, making them grow alarmingly, making them pucker out into long, fat stubs.
Paul could see what she was doing to herself, how she was teasing herself. Every time she pinched her taut buds, she would let out a low, animalish moan and shudder violently. Her excitement was contagious. Paul got so turned on watching her, sucking her that his cock started oozing pre-cum. It trickled in a solid line down the inside of his leg. He left off sucking her toes and started kissing and licking her ankles, slowly working his way up her long, smooth legs.
When he reached her calves, he swore she had an orgasm. She let out a piercing shriek, threw her head back, thrust her pubis forward, her knees spread as far apart as they'd go. And when he glanced up at the snug-fitting crotch-band of her panties, he grunted as if he'd been booted in the stomach. The flimsy strip of material was sopping wet! The heavy moisture had turned the fabric translucent and through it, he could see the ragged red petals of her pussy, the dense curls of coal black pubic hair that fringed their outer edges like lewd sideburns. Then the smell of her arousal hit him like a ten-pound sledge.
"Oooooof!" he groaned, shutting his eyes tight as his nostrils flared.
Of all the women he'd made love to, of all the sexual perfume he'd sampled, hers was the most astounding. It was dank, musky, and above all, moving. It was so strong that it made his mouth fill up with fresh slobber, so strong that it made his head reel and his blood pressure go right through the roof. It had exactly the right chemistry to make even the most hopelessly impotent man come up stiff as a stick. It was an olfactory call-to-fuck that simply could not be ignored.
He lapped hungrily behind her knees, his breathing heavy, hoarse, his pants leg all sticky wet from the seepage of his throbbing cock. He wanted to fuck her, all right, to fuck her in the worst way, but he knew that she wouldn't let him until he finished the job, until he'd licked every square inch of her legs, bathed them in his hot drool. So, he set about doing that as quickly as he possibly could sliding his tongue over the silky smooth flesh of her inner thighs, painting them with his saliva.
"Ooooooh, yes!!" he gasped, her hips starting to tick with a will of their own, to flip her well padded ass rhythmically towards him. She was so enthused that she couldn't just sit there and take it. She slumped back across her blotter hooking her moist toes about the edge of the desk, throwing her knees so wide apart that the outside of them touched the desktop.
Paul was forced to come up off his knees to follow her, to maintain the tongue to thigh contact. As his face slipped down between her legs, the awesome heat of her aroused pussy engulfed him. It was like she had a furnace between her thighs. And the entire length of her panty crotch was saturated with love juice. Through the soggy material, he could not only see the parted lips of her vagina, but lower down, the deep crack of her ass, the shapely womanly buttocks.
As she tossed and squirmed her bottom under his nose, as she moaned and whined like a bitch in heat, he knew that he was a goner, that he'd never hold out long enough to get his cock wet. He whimpered. He choked. He caved in. Paul threw his open mouth against the sodden cuntstrap, lapping, licking, sucking at it, smearing the unctuous fluid, the stinky lubricant all over his face.
"Uhhhhh!!!" she shrilled, arching her back, clamping her thighs tight to the sides of his head, hunching her super-heated pussy against his tongue, his teeth.
The slithery, slippery nylon rubbed over his nose, his mouth, and under it, he could feel the pliant lips of her vagina smooching apart and her lubricant was heavy and thick. The taste of her sex exploded on his tongue, keen and foxy, and he was snorting and snuffling between her legs like a hog at trough, corkscrewing the tip of his tongue against the sticky fabric, burrowing it right into the blazing spot that covered the mouth of her cunt.
Dr. Blensch flung her ass at him so vigorously that it was all he could do to grip her svelte hips and hang on. The meat of her buttocks and thighs jiggled and jounced at each violent impact of hot pussy to his face.
"Uhhhnnnf! Uhhhnnnf!" she grunted, each grunt punctuating another snap of her pelvis. Her fingers were twined in his hair, hauling down on it, holding his face as tight to her pussy as possible as, with every successive lunge, she worked herself into more of a dither.
Gradually, Paul's sense of his own need went out of focus. Instead of there being a distinct thing hunger in his loins, a distinct throbbing in his penis, there was a kind of general pleasurable glow over his whole crotch. He found himself so caught up in her need, in satisfying her hunger that, for the moment at least, his own was left by the wayside.
Nuzzling into her slick pussy he slipped his fingers in under the waistband of her panties and began to roll them down over her jutting hips, down over the smooth, round domes of her buttocks. He was forced to pull them down from behind because his face was blocking his access to the panty front. When the professor realized what he was doing, she relaxed her death grip on his hair and, panting and wheezing, allowed him to peel the wet bikini underwear down over her thighs.
Once she was naked below the waist, the redhead splayed her long lithe legs apart for him, showing him the havoc his licking, sucking mouth had wrought on her pussy.
"Wow!" he gasped.
No matter how many times he gazed into her open cunt, no matter how many times he saw the silky black fur sopping with juice, clinging to her puckering, inflamed labia, no matter how many times he peered between those ragged petals, at the creamy, hot moist pink flesh of her inner sex, at the very mouth of her cunt, he never failed to be awed by it. There was something about the startling contrast between the satiny, alabaster whiteness of the surrounding skin, of thigh and buttocks, and the angry red of her hairy cunt: it was feral, salacious, unspeakably obscene.
Paul thrust his head forward, his mouth open, tongue extended, slobber spilling from his lips.
"Ooooooh!" she said, holding her palm flat against his forehead, holding him away from her yawning cunt.
He groaned. Stretching his tongue as far as he could, so far that the underside of it was cut by the edge of his bottom front teeth, he could just barely manage to make contact with her labia.
"Love it, Paul," she cooed, lifting her right leg, sliding her foot, her calve over his shoulder, tipping her whole fork up to him, showing him not only the gaping maw of her pussy, but the deep cleft of her ass as well. Nestled in the silky bun valley, tiny and red, was the wrinkly ring of her anus.
Paul blubbered, pushing against her hand, trying to get at her. Everything between her legs, her mound, her ass, her thighs, was slick with her viscous juice. He waggled his tongue madly from side to side, grazing the ragged edges of her glistening petals.
"No, Paul," she said huskily. "Love it. Love it."
The poor guy still didn't know what she was talking about, but he got the picture when she relaxed the stiff arm she had on his head. She let him lower his head, all right, but as she did, she pushed down with all her might, so that instead of his tongue dropping right into her open cunt, his hungry mouth covering her entrance, it fell an inch or so lower in her crotch.
Paul shuddered as the tip of his nose dipped into her juicy pussy, as his upper lip pressed against the super smooth band of skin that separated her pussy from anus, as his lower lip brushed something searing hot and buttery soft. Her buttocks were parting over the point of his chin and she was groaning, pushing his mouth down over the nasty wrinkly ring.
"Love it! Love it!!" she cried, hunching her ass against his face, making her puckering pussy mash against his lips.
The graduate student was in no condition to deny her anything. He was mad for the feel, the taste, the smells of her lush body. Moaning like a kicked pup, he started doing as she asked, "loving it". He kissed her tiny sphincter as he would've kissed her mouth, grinding his pursed lips up against it, burrowing his chin between her tight buttcheeks. No matter how he squirmed his head, he could not seem to get enough of it. And as he passionately kissed her pore, his hot slobber smeared over it, bathing it, making it even slicker, even more delightful. Before he knew it, he was parting his lips, opening his mouth against it.
"Uhhh!!" she gasped, her eyes bulging, her back stiffening at the feel of his moist tongue lashing over her fundament.
Paul whined as he felt her tiny anal ring open under the tip of his tongue, blooming like a tea rose. He fought the demented urge that threatened to overwhelm him; he fought it for all of three seconds. Then, in a near delirium, he stabbed his tongue into the aperture, moaning as the hole widened, as it seemed to suck him up into its seething, rubbery depths.
"God!" the professor howled, clawing at the blotter, her svelte bottom going wild, flipping up into his face, jamming his tongue through the squeaky tight grip of her sphincter.
He tried gamely to bob his head in time to her thrusts, to hurry the moment when he was root deep in her ass, but she was hunching madly, out of control. Any movement, forward or back, on his part was a grave risk. As the smooth, resilient cheeks jerked up from the desk to bash his face, to whip his tool in and out of her asshole, it was all he could do to just hunker there and whimper.
"Uhhhh-heeeeee!!!" she squealed.
And for the second time, Paul was certain that she was cumming. This time he was far more certain because he could feel the way her anus was clamping down on his tongue, squeezing it in time to the rhythmic seizures racking her pussy.
Dr. Blensch was not one to hold back when the heat of orgasm was upon her. She used her student's flushed face and waggling tongue like a dime store dildo, something cheap and easily replaceable. She launched her ass up from the desktop, driving his nose between her parted labia, his tongue deep in her bowels. Every time she made contact, her crotch impacting with his face, she let out a baleful yowl of pleasure. Her stomach was visibly rippling with sensation, her cunt undulating, attempting to milk the tip of his nose, and skyrockets were zooming between her ears.
Paul took the abuse, though it felt like she was knocking his front teeth loose. He took it because he had no real choice in the matter. He had to acquiesce to her… and that knowledge seemed to free him to enjoy what, under other circumstances he would not have been able to do. Her cunt was smacking moistly into his nose and forehead growing looser, sloppier by the second, a furious pink maw, and the musky smell of it raged in his brain.
After what seemed like forever to the young man, the woman's gyrations slowed to a stop. She lay there on her back on the desk for a long moment, gasping to catch her breath, then shifted her bottom so his tongue slipped out of her still twitching, but widely stretched anus. If Paul thought he was going to be getting a respite from oral sex, he was sorely mistaken. Dr. Blensch rolled her hips, making his extended tongue lap at the sticky mouth of her pussy.
"Oohhhhhh! Ahhhhhhh! Paul! Paul!!!" she bleated, squirming, forcing his broad blade of a tongue to slip into her seething deft.
He groaned, his eyelids fluttering, nostrils flaring. His tongue felt like it had been ripped to tatters, but the hot, quivering passage that enfolded it was sweet, sweet balm. The slick, buttery lining of her pussy glided down over his tongue, the marvelous inner wrinkles, the ridges and valleys, bumping against it. Before he knew it, his open, gaping mouth was jammed tight against the yawning lips of her vagina, the soft, wet hairs tickling his nose and cheeks, and his tongue was lashing, rolling about in the sticky grip of her channel.
The professor gripped his curly hair in both hands and held his head still, lewdly swiveling her hips, grinding her pussy against his mouth, making his tongue cut wild figure eights deep in her belly.
"Yesssss!" she hissed, her sensuous lips curling back from white, even teeth, her eyeballs rolling up in their sockets so that only the whites showed.
The sensation of having all that hot, slippery meat squirming over his tongue drove poor Paul crazy. The glow of pleasure between his legs bloomed anew. The feeling was still indistinct, spread over cock and balls and belly, but it was nonetheless delicious. In his excitement, he began to suck at her open pussy to suck even as he thrust his tongue in and out. He forced his jaws to open so wide that he managed to get all of her pussy between his lips. Then, when he sucked, he sucked at her entire cunt, at hair-fringed labia, at flexing fuck mouth, everything. Moaning, he nursed at her sex, making it pop in and out of his wet lips, making nasty, sloppy suck sounds as he did so.
Those noises were music to the professor's ears. She stopped hunching and lifted her knees, her legs high in the air, tipping her pussy up for maximum penetration.
"Suck it, Paul!!!" she crooned ecstatically. "Suck all of it!! That's it! OHHHHHHHH! God, that's so good! Your mouth, it feels like a vacuum cleaner! It feels like you're sucking me inside out!"
Paul could not longer understand what she was saying to him. He no longer cared to understand. He was wallowing in her vagina, greedily swallowing down the oily, pungent juice, licking at her little chick pea of a clitoris. Everything was hot and sloppy. He started bobbing his head, jamming tongue into her cunt, able to go much deeper into her than before due to the compression of her channel.
"Muuuhhff! Uhhhh-muuuuhff!!" he snorted, rooting about in the slick maw frenziedly, holding her bare buns in his hands, massaging them, shifting them so he could taste and feel every crevice, every cranny of her cunt.
The professor could feel that things were getting out of hand. Her graduate student was going wild on her. His sucking mouth, concave cheeks were wailing on her pussy like a plumber's helper, making her slack labia puff in and out. She wanted to cum again, but she wanted it in her own way. To that end, she brought her balled fist down on the top of his head… hard.
The sound of the blow, a dull thud, resounded in the office. Paul grunted and raised his shining, friction-reddened face from her loins. His eyes were bloodshot, unfocused, his mouth gaping.
"No more sucking, Paul," she said hoarsely. "Fuck me. Fuck me now."
The student nodded like a marionette. He was so turned on that he could barely get his fly undone; his fingers were trembling something awful. And even when he got himself unzipped, there was still the problem of how to get his erect penis to bend enough to pull it out from his pants leg. He solved the problem in the simplest way possible: by pulling down both jeans and underwear in the same motion. As he bared his loins, as the wadded up clothing cleared the head of his cock, the rigid member flipped up, sending a strand of white gummy fluid high in the air.
"Oh!" the professor gasped, as the streamer of pre-cum landed, draping itself across her upper thigh. She rubbed her fingers into the semen, pushing it into her crotch, smearing it over the lips of her pussy. "Hurry!! OHHHHH! YESSSSS! Will you hurry!!?"
Paul moved like an automaton, his horribly engorged cock thumping against his chest. The cockhead was huge, purple, so full of blood that the skin was shiny, like the skin of an over inflated balloon. His testicles were drawn up so tight to his groin that they were barely visible under the fringe of his pubic hair. Every sinew, every tendon on his shaft stood out in high relief.
He moved far too slowly to suit her. When he was once again between her legs, she reached out and caught hold of the thick neck of his penis, jerking the thing down, aiming it at her open cunt. She pulled him closer, using his cock as a handle; she actually pulled the head of his cock into her pussy, jamming it between her labia.
As her liquid lips parted over his bulb, as the steam heat of her vagina engulfed his cock, Paul came out of his stupor. His body reacted to the feel of cunt about his cock instinctively: he snapped his hips, driving himself deep into the searing channel.
"Fuck!" Dr Blensch cried, pummeling his bare, lean ass with her heels.
Paul pulled back to obey. Delicious folds of her pussy clung to his cock on the back thrust, teasing over his shaft, his nerve bundle, his bulb. There was a sudden flicker, a spark behind his balls, a spark that blossomed, spreading like wildfire up the length of his penis.
"Christ!" he swore, his eyes widening, his hands clutching at her silky hips as he began to climax.
"Oh! OH!!!" the professor wailed, feeling his cock flex ominously within her, feeling her own rhythmic pulsing pushing at the walls of her vagina. Locking her legs about his back, she started to hump him, to force her cunt up and down his penis as fast as she could, sawing the tiny bud of her clitoris over the hard man meat. She wasn't moving her pussy more than a couple of inches over his cock; she didn't want to risk him slipping out, not now.
Paul threw himself against her, jamming his penis as far in as it would go. Joy exploded at the tip of his cock and he could feel the spasms racking his shaft, the gobs of semen being pushed up from his balls.
"Oh! Oh!!!" she howled as the first white hot bullets sprayed her womb. Her pussy reacted automatically to the boiling deluge. It began to flutter, to squeeze the orgasming rod, to tease more cum, more joy from it.
The young man hunched like a maniac, driving his cock through the convulsing orifice, chills rushing up his spine each time he sent another spurt of sperm into her, each time she responded with a squeal of delight.
Too soon, the pleasure ended for Paul, tapering off into an ache in his testicles that he could not believe. The professor reached in under her spermy buttocks and caught hold of his balls, which were no longer uptight, but swaying pendulously in their sticky sack. When she bounced them in her palm, he let out a mournful whimper. She stopped fondling him, holding his scrotum in her hand.
"Is something the matter?" she asked, greedily flipping her hips, causing her cunt gobble his still erect cock.
"Uhh! OH!! Christ, I think I hurt myself," he said faintly. "Please don't do that. It makes it worse."
Dr. Blensch gave him a skeptical look, as if she suspected his sudden attack of blue balls was a put up job. She let go of his balls and made no protest when he disengaged, unsheathing his cock from her cunt, then staggering back to an office chair. His penis was a ruddy red spear, gleaming from tip to root with semen and lubricant.
"All right," she said, impatiently, slipping from the desk top to her feet. "You can rest for awhile. I was hoping that we could do it again right away. You know that the fourth one is always the best one for me."
He nodded weakly.
"But, if you can't do it now, I guess we'll just have to wait, won't we?" she said, her anger barely suppressed. "I have some paperwork to clear up. It shouldn't take more than a half hour. You'll be ready by then, won't you?"
Paul said nothing. His face was white as a sheet.



CHAPTER FIVE


Joselyn stared at Dr. Velasquez in astonishment. "You heard what I said," he told her, bristling with impatience. "You are going to be my spy in Dr. Bertrand's office. You are going to be the one who helps me put an end to his career at Mira Pavo."
She swallowed hard. "I… uhhh… I don't understand," she said weakly, pulling on her sticky cut off jeans.
He glowered at her. "I assumed that you had the mental qualifications for an assistantship job," he said, nastily. "Perhaps I have assumed wrong."
Joselyn was too shaken to respond.
"I suppose you are naive enough to think that the rivalry between that bastard and me is all friendly, all for the sake, for the greater glory of Science?!" he snarled, starting to pace the floor in front of his desk. He walked very briskly, with a curious, bouncing gait. "In a pig's ass!" he said, answering his own question. "If you knew half the underhanded tricks that character has pulled on me, tricks to try and get me in bad with the administration!" He paused and glared at her. Little flecks of foam surfaced at the corners of his mouth. "Why do you suppose there was such a big to do over what I did to that little cunt last year? The one who was trading passing grades for pussy?"
Joselyn made a helpless gesture.
"Bertrand!" Velasquez growled, the tendons in his jaws flexing, his hands clenching up into tight fists. "It was all his doing. He put the little slut up to it. I got the straight story out of her afterwards, believe me. She was originally one of his undergraduate playgirls. She'd been putting out to him since she was a freshman. It was his idea that she take my class, his idea that she come blubbering to me after she purposefully failed the first midterm, his idea that she let me do whatever I wanted to her, and it was his idea that afterwards, she go running straight to the damn college sponsor with her compliant about being misused."
"But, why would he do a thing like that?" she asked. "Why would he want to hurt your reputation?"
"Petty jealousy," Velasquez retorted. "Bertrand was the top dog here before I came, the top funded Ph.D. in the Theoretical Chem Department. Not only was he getting all the government research money, but he was getting all the stray nookie, too, using his position, of course, his authority to make the campus cuties put out to him. When I arrived and he saw what kind of work I was doing in Solution Points, when I started cutting in on his funding and his action with the girls, he started getting mean, playing dirty tricks, trying to eliminate the competition."
Joselyn nodded. In away, it all made sense to her. She'd realized early on in her scientific career that many of the respected leaders in pure research were more than a little emotionally retarded.
Because of their awesome intellectual abilities, they'd never been allowed normal childhoods, they'd been forced to skip adolescence entirely and go directly to the ivy covered think tanks. It was to be expected, perhaps, that they still act like children in some ways. The "macho" tradition they espoused was a perfect example of their immaturity. All the sports activity, the jogging, the weight lifting, the endless handball tournaments, was a childish attempt to show the whole world that despite their brains, their great accomplishments in pure Science, they were still "regular guys", still capable of having a "good time", that they were, indeed, a part of the vigorous, swinging college lifestyle.
"There's no way I'd stand aside and let a jerk like that push ahead of me," Velasquez said with conviction. "His surface scattering theories are just so much hot air. He hasn't published anything new in the field for eight or nine months. Everybody in the department knows that he's run into a dead end. And, my, oh, my, it's just about time to renew the old government grant." The professor could hardly restrain his glee at the thought. "If he doesn't come up with something important, a major breakthrough quick, he's going to get cut where it hurts the most… in the funding!"
"But, if you think he's at a standstill in his research, why do I have to work for him, why do I have to spy?" she asked, meekly.
Velasquez snorted at her. "There is a very small chance that he might stumble onto something in the next few days," he said.
The steely look in his eyes suddenly softened, telling her that the chance of Bertrand stumbling onto something major was better than Velasquez wanted to admit.
"I want you to keep me up to date on his progress… and when the times comes, I will tell you how I want you to sabotage his work."
Joselyn groaned. "Sabotage?! Surely you don't…"
"Of course, I do!" he snapped. "Hasn't he tried to sabotage me?! Doesn't he deserve what's coming to him!!?" She had no answer for that. There was only one protest that she could make, and though she already knew what he would say to it, she made it anyway.
"What if he doesn't want me as his assistant?" she said.
He laughed at her. "You're laking!" he told her flatly. "Bertrand will fall all over himself to get into your tight little pussy. And you're going to give it to him, too. You're going to do anything he asks, understand?"
Even though Joselyn knew what the bottom line was going to be, she couldn't help but recoil at the idea. Bertrand was a wimp, a nebbish, in her opinion totally unworthy of her. But what hurt worse than the prospect of giving herself to him was the realization that Velasquez, the man in a million, the one she thought could make her truly happy the one she could not bully with her brains and beauty, cared so little for her that he would give her to his worst enemy, that he wouldn't even think twice about it. To him, she was nothing but a bit of fluff, a cheap tart to be passed around, to be used, and moreover, a tart who expected to be used. She shuddered.
"Understand?" he said, grabbing her by the arm, squeezing so hard she squirmed at the pain.
The physical violence was totally uncalled for and they both knew it. "Yes!" she gasped, her eyes brimming with tears. They both knew that she would obey him without question, that she would take her punishment willingly, that she would be the swarthy professor's sex slave, his whore, and love him for it.
"All right, then," he said, releasing her, taking a seat behind his desk. He picked up an abstract and resumed his reading.
Joselyn just stood there, trembling, unable to do anything else. He looked up at her with disdain. "Do I have to tell you everything twice?" he said, icily. "Well?"
She shook her head. She turned and walked stiffly out of his office, closing the door carefully behind her.
There was a hurt inside of her, a horrible aching in her chest and throat. For the first time, she understood what her mother must've felt: the love pain, the soul ache. To be treated as worthless by the one you adore, that had been her mom's fate.
Now, it was her fate. Whether she had unconsciously sought it out or not, it could not be denied that she was strangely satisfied, contented by her predicament. There was still a churning conflict within her, her intellect trying to do battle with a purely gut level need to be dominated, but even that she found pleasurable in a perverse way. She walked down the hall, back to Dr.
Bertrand's office door and stood there for a moment before knocking, considering what was about to happen to her. Every other time she'd given herself to a man, it'd been her decision, her will; this time was different. Though she did not think of it as such, she was, in effect, torturing herself, much as a person with a sore tooth does, constantly poking at the tender place with the tip of the tongue to make sure it still hurts. The hurt was so real, so intense that she forgot that she hadn't knocked on the professor's door. She grabbed the knob, turned it, pushed the door open a crack and barged into the office.
Dr. Bertrand frozen in place, sitting on the office chair, a bug in amber. His Bermudas and under shorts were down around his ankles, his t-shirt folded up over his chest. His torso and loins were evenly tanned… there was no swim suit line whatsoever… and they were covered with a dense, curly mat of sun bleached hairs. In his right hand, he held his cock, in his left, he cupped his testicles. The latter were snugged up tight to his groin, and the former stuck out of his clenched fist like a tree limb. The shaft of his hard cock was rubbed a bright, fiery red, every vein bulging, every sinew bowstring tight, and the head, bloated, bulbous, shiny, visibly throbbed. As it pulsed, it spat gobbets of thick, creamy white semen into the air, gobbets that came flopping back down onto his thighs and belly, back down onto his cock. The pearly goo drizzled down over his bulb like streusel frosting.
Joselyn just blinked at him in amazement. That he had been masturbating was all too apparent; she had caught him in the act of spurting. The look in his eye, the horrible look, told her what he was masturbating over; her! Since she hadn't allowed him to fuck her earlier, he had taken it upon himself to relieve the pressure in his balls.
He repeated, mindlessly, his eyes glazing over as more semen poured from his cock. There wasn't nearly as much force behind his ejaculation at this point even though sperm was coming out of his slot by the tablespoon. It kind of billowed from his vent, huge viscous gobs that oozed down over the face of his penis, down over the folds of his nerve bundle, down over the rigid shaft and over his clutching fingers.
Looking at him made Joselyn slightly ill. It wasn't just because he was such a Godawful mess, hot cum splashed all over his hairy groin, or that he'd been so weak-willed that he'd had to jack off; it was because she knew that she was going to have to submit to him, to satisfy him if she expected to become his research assistant.
The last, gelatinous blob of semen welled up from his slot and slid down the glistening path to his fingers. His eyelids fluttered shut and he heaved a great sigh, then he opened his eyes.
"I didn't expect you back so soon," he managed to say. "That oily bastard Velasquez must not have had much to offer, huh?"
It was plain to Joselyn that the professor was trying to brazen out the whole thing, to act as if it was a perfectly commonplace occurrence for him to be caught in mid-ejaculation by a young coed. He tried to pull it off, but he couldn't. Though he made no move to cover his obscenely erect cock, no move to wipe up the sticky mess on his belly, the furious blush of color creeping into his cheeks, his ears, betrayed his embarrassment and shame. Joselyn was angered by his flimsy attempt at bravado, but she kept a lid on it.
"No, he didn't," she lied, forcing a smile. "Not nearly as much as you."
Bertrand positively beamed. "So, you've decided you want me for your thesis advisor, huh?" he said.
She gritted her teeth. True to form, Bertrand was taking the wimp's way out. Instead of telling her what she wanted, he was asking her. She knew that if she told him "No," that if she started berating him for being a degenerate, he would back down at once, meek as a lamb, cringing before her wrath. As much as she wanted to tell him "No," as much as she wanted to give him the humiliation he deserved, she could not, for she wanted to please Dr. Velasquez even more. She wanted to follow the swarthy professor's instructions to the letter in the hope that he would reward her by making savage love to her again.
"Yes, I do," she said.
Bertrand's eyes twinkled. "Well, I'll be damned!" he exclaimed. He took his fingers away from his cock, allowing it to stand up straight on its own. Webs of sticky white stretched from his shaft to his hand. He rubbed his fingers together and the webs broke, threads of cum snapping back to his cock. A lewd grin spread, across his bearded face. "Come over here," he told her, a new edge of authority in his voice. "I've got something for you."
Joselyn could see what he had for her. She bristled at the commanding tone of his voice. It irritated her far more than his earlier wheedling, perhaps because it was so patently false, empty of real threat. She had to dig her fingernails into her palms to keep from telling him what she thought of him and his "something special". She told herself that what she was about to do she was doing for Velasquez, that if it was revolting to her, so much the better, as it would prove her love for him more convincingly.
"Come on, now don't be shy, baby," he said wiping his fingers onto the bulb of his cock daubing the residual semen that clung to his hand over the rounded tip.
She moved closer to him, stepping up to his splayed legs, stopping short, groaning as the cloying, chlorine odor of his semen, the sour, musty odor of his loins hit her.
"That's it," he said, reaching out, grabbing her by the elbow, pulling her closer. "I can tell that we're going to have a wonderful relationship. You're going to love being my assistant. What you're looking at is just one of the fringe benefits you're going to get."
Joselyn stiffened, fighting the urge to jerk her arm free, to bolt as his blood-thickened penis flexed, the moist head bobbing, nodding to her.
"Lick me clean," he demanded, with obvious pleasure.
She swallowed the lump in her throat. She had to do it, she knew. Slowly, she sank to her knees before him. He kicked off his Bermudas and underwear and spread his legs wide apart.
"Come on, you know you want to do it," he told her. "All the chicks want a taste."
She moved between his thighs and lowered her face to his loins. She'd never seen so much cum in her life. It looked like he'd masturbated three or four times in a row.
"Lick it up," he said, slipping his hand around the back of her neck and jerking her nose, her lips into the sticky mess.
Joselyn whimpered as she suddenly found herself face to face with his hairy scrotum. Her mouth was jammed against the pebbly flesh, the scratchy hairs, the gobs of spent semen, and the tip of her nose was pressed against the juncture of cock and balls. Under her tightly clamped lips his huge testicles began to slowly shift, to rotate.
"Lick," he said.
The rank, sour smell of his crotch, the sharp, acrid taste of his cum exploded in her nose and mouth and Joselyn was overwhelmed by the reality of her predicament, horrified by what she had gotten herself into.
"Lick!"
She obeyed. The voice commanding her was not Bertrand's, however; it belonged to another. She opened her mouth and swirled her tongue over the tacky scrotal skin, licking up the salty, lukewarm sperm. She could feel his whole body stiffen as she lapped at his balls, his cock arching up from his groin, trembling with excitement.
"Ooooh, yeah! Yeah!!" the professor moaned, grinding his hips lasciviously, rubbing his testicles against her mouth and chin, his sticky hairs painting her cheeks with pearly goo.
The only way Joselyn could continue was to pretend that Velasquez was watching her, nodding approvingly. She kept on licking, lashing her tongue over the underside of his balls, cleaning them scrupulously. The flavor of his semen raged in her mouth, burning her tongue, mixing with and thickening her saliva. It was nasty stuff, indeed. She bathed his balls in her hot slobber, laved them with her moist tongue until they were rubbed a cherry red, until their sack was all shriveled, all wrinkled up tight over the bloated orbs.
When she paused to gasp for breath, he caught her head between his palms and pulled her mouth up higher, up to the thick base of his penis.
"Lick it," he cooed to her. "Lick my prick, baby."
Joselyn groaned. His cock was iron hard against her mouth and she could feel the veins throbbing, the tendons flexing anxiously.
Bertrand didn't wait for her to respond to his demand, but lifted her face, dragging her soft mouth up the sticky underside of his cock, then shoving it back down, masturbating against her tender lips.
She shuddered as he so callously used her, as the silky smooth skin at the base of his penis gave way to an entirely different type of skin about a third of the way up the curving shaft. The skin of his cocksheath was pebbly, covered with a million hairless follicles; sort of a natural "french tickler" effect. The bumpy flesh rasped against her mouth, her tongue, and she could not help but imagine what that coarse texture would do to the buttery soft lining of her cunt, to the tender nubbin of her clitoris. She felt a surge of excitement, unwanted excitement at the thought.
"God, baby!" he mumbled, twisting and turning her head in his hands, his ass shifting impatiently on the chair seat.
Joselyn began to lick at the hulking boner, to swirl her tongue over and around it as he forced her to bob her head. In a matter of seconds, her copious saliva had covered the rod from tip to root and the thing was rushing pell mell through the warm, wet trough of her lips, the rubbery tip bumping against her forehead as the shaft slid up alongside her nose.
"That's it! That's the way!!" Bertrand howled in delight, guiding her lips over his tumescent meat. She moved her tongue faster, whipping it across his sensitive nerve bundle, stabbing its tip into the open, gaping slot in his cock head. Everything was suddenly so hot and slippery, so sexy that it stole her breath away. There was a bonfire in her lungs and it pulsed in time to the huge penis between her lips. She realized at once what was happening to her, that she was getting turned on and the idea revolted her. She didn't want to be excited by this jerk's cock, by submitting to his animal needs, but she was, undeniably. And she could almost hear Velasquez urging her on, half-laughing as he did so, wanting her to go wild, wanting her to prove to herself that she was not only his, but that she was anybody's anytime. Though she fought against the hunger building in her belly, she gradually began to lose control of herself, her shame succumbing to passion, and she began to move her head faster and faster without his prompting, moving her lips, her tongue in a blur over his arching boner.
"Ohhhh! Ahhhhh!" he gasped as she stuffed his enormous bulb in her mouth and proceeded to cram it over the back of her tongue and down her throat. Her wet lips nursed at the middle of his shaft, sliding back and forth over the band of pebbly skin.
Joselyn knew what she was doing. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. Suddenly, there was no thought of Velasquez in her mind, no thought of whose cock it was she was sucking. None of the details mattered to her. She hungered for the feel of hard penis bucking and jerking between her cruelly stretched lips, for the boiling surge of semen pouring down her throat.
The professor, momentarily unbalanced by the squeaky-tightness of her throat, the maddening, sucking caress of her lips, began hunching up from his chair, driving the last three inches of his penis up into her gaping mouth and unguarded throat. She whimpered each time the incredibly broad root jammed between her teeth, spreading her jaws to the splitting point, each time the bloated knob end rammed deep in her gullet, but she didn't stop sucking. She held her cheeks concave, maintaining the maximum friction against the madly flipping rod, letting it fuck in and out of her lovely face at will, the bumpy gooseflesh of his shaft scouring over her tongue and throat.
Bertrand finally stopped lunging and sat there, panting hard, his eyes bulging as he watched her continue to blow him, to bob her head, forcing the monstrous cock in and out of her throat, making her lips slide from tip to root and back, over and over again. He could've just sat there and let her bring him off, but he didn't want it that way. He grabbed hold of her hair and as she raised her mouth up his shaft, he lifted, jerking her lips from his gleaming bulb.
"Uhhh!" she whined, trying to bridge the gap between her mouth and his cock with her long, dripping tongue.
"Enough of that!" he said, shoving her back and rising from the chair. His cock was hard as granite, rubbed a furious red by the prolonged friction with her throat and mouth.
She looked up at his huge penis, arching like a monstrous red banana from his wet crotch to breastbone, and moaned. Her head was reeling, she could hardly breathe for the pressure in her chest.
"Get up!" he said, pulling on her hair.
Joselyn got up on wobbly legs. She stood there, making no move to defend herself as he roughly jerked her tube top down, making her smooth breasts bobble free, as he ripped open the fly of her cut off jeans and wrenched them down around her ankles.
"Ohhh! Yesss!" he groaned as he took in the pert stubs of her nipples, the soft swell of her tummy, the furious, parted petals beneath her wispy blonde pubic hair. He jammed his hand between her legs, cupping her pussy in his palm, squeezing the plump mound while he greedily worked his fingertips over the sticky lips.
"Ohhh!" she gasped, shuddering, hunching into his lewd caress, making her cunt grind into his probing fingers.
"You're all wet, baby," he wheezed, massaging the slick pussy flesh, teasing the tip of his finger round and round her entrance. "You're so loose I could drive a truck up you. You're all ready for a good, hard fuck."
The reason she was so well lubricated, so loose, was because she'd already been fucked once, and only minutes before, but that was a little too fine a distinction for the highly aroused professor to make. More important than the previous fucking was the fact that she'd been made to climax. She'd already reached a pleasure plateau. As she soon discovered, it didn't take much more intimate contact to push her to the brink again.
She had to grab hold of his forearm with both hands and collapse as he shoved his finger into her pussy. Waves of ecstasy rolled up over her tummy, licking at her nipples. The professor worked his finger in and out of her cunt, rubbing it back and forth over her clitoris. Joselyn whimpered, then arched her back as a surge of pure delight rocketed up her spine.
"Ohhh!" she cried. "OHHH!"
"Go, baby, go!!" Bertrand panted, fingering her a mile a minute, making her pussy give up wet, nasty, sputtering sounds.
There was no question of wanting or not wanting it anymore. She began to hump his stiffened finger like a bitch in heat, responding automatically to the flicks of his finger, snapping her bottom as fast as she could. And as she stuffed, emptied, stuffed, emptied her cunt, her cries of pleasure became a long, unbroken wail.
The wail was cut off short as Bertrand jerked his hand out from between her legs. He turned the startled girl around so that she faced his cluttered desk, then he gave her a hard shove.
"Ooof!" she exclaimed as she landed, belly down, half on, half off the desk.
Bertrand was on her back in a flash, pulling her towards him, making her put her feet flat on the floor, making her drag her firm breasts over the debris-ridden blotter.
"Ohhh!" she moaned as he wedged his hard knees between her thighs, levering them wide apart. He was forcing her to mash her tits down into the desktop, to tip her bottom up high in the air.
"So nice," he said, thickly, rubbing his knuckles between her upturned buns, over the wrinkly ring of her anus, the open maw of her pussy.
Joselyn buried her face in the blotter as he began to diddle her cunt from behind, shoving two fingers up into it and screwing them in and out, buffeting her clitoris unmercifully. Wave after wave of sheer pleasure exploded between her legs, surging rhythmically, surging in time to the insistent thrusting of his doubled digits.
Bertrand leered down at her upturned bottom, at the wet, clasping lips of her vagina, pink, pliant, nursing frantically at his probing fingers. In no time, he had her pussy so widely stretched, so loose, so ready for a fuck, that he could whip his fingers in and out in a blur. As he proceeded to do just that, the savage pumping motion of his digits drew a great gush of slick, viscous juice from her cunt, juice that trickled down the insides of her thighs in crystal clear rivulets.
The young blonde let out another long wail, only this time it sounded much different. Though it was a single, extended cry, it was turned into a quavering, stuttering howl by the frenetic impacts of his hand, as it slapped against her open cunt, impacts that jarred her whole body, making the firm flesh of her breasts and buttocks jiggle and bounce. No longer able to just lay there and take it for the steam heat rising in her pussy, she began to roll her bottom, to shift it from side to side, so that the deeply skewering fingers rubbed over every inch of her cunt, caressing every wrinkle, every fold.
The professor ceased his wild fingering and held his hand still, letting her do all the work. To his glee, she rose to the task with uncommon zeal pushing herself up and back from the desktop, spitting herself on his stiffened fingers, gasping, grunting like a madwoman.
"All the same. All you chicks are the same," he told her hoarsely, and with what was obviously great satisfaction. He grinned down at the desperately squirming girl. "All the same. All of you are hot. Hot for me."
Joselyn was not so much hot for him as she was just plain hot, period… hot for anything. It was not so much a function of the professor's amatory skill or the deftness of his fingers as it was the result of her previous climax, her Velasquez induced climax. Her nerve ends had been still tingling from it when he began fondling her and now, after a few minutes of deep finger-fucking, they were jangling, crying out for another release. He could've been using a broomstick or a mop handle on her, for all it mattered…
Without warning, Bertrand pulled his hand back, drawing his sticky fingers from her pussy. Joselyn groaned and thrust her bottom back, trying to spit herself one more time, but the professor had other plans for her cunt. He put his thumbs to the insides of her smooth buttocks and pushed outwards, levering the supple domes wide apart, leering down into her flattened asscrack, down at the tiny, winking pink ring of her rectum, at the slack lipped, pouting maw of her pussy.
"Hot for me," he babbled.
The rush of cool air over her super-heated crotch startled Joselyn, momentarily snapping her out of her fuck-fever, giving her an instant of lucidity. She struggled out from under the stifling weight of her sex hunger and saw herself, saw him, saw what he was doing to her, how he was gawking into her obscenely splayed fork, peering at her like she was some kind of lower animal, a cow or a sheep, a creature with no dignity to offend, and she was horrified. Never before in her life had she ever allowed herself to be so humiliated, so degraded. But even as part of her rose up in rebellion against this mistreatment, another sensation welled up in her belly, a sensation just as devastating as her anger, perhaps stronger. It was the soul ache, the love ache, the bottomless hurt of being trod upon by the one person you love, of having that sweet perfect love twisted, turned as a weapon against you. Suddenly, she wasn't sure whether or not what was happening to her didn't feel exquisite. Her confusion, her inner conflict was so intense that it cancelled out any actual physical protest she might have made.
Long before she got her wits about her, Bertrand was moving. He held her crotch open with the fingers of one hand and with the other gripped the thick neck of his penis, bending the arching rod down from against his chest, fitting the massive, purpling head to her wet and parted slit. At the feel of that smooth knob nosing into her cunt, at the feel of her labia yawning, stretched wide to enclose it, Joselyn's instant of sanity came to an abrupt end. The steam heat of her arousal dropped down on her like a ton of bricks and she pushed herself back hard, ramming her cunt onto the broad bulb.
"So hot," Bertrand moaned, his pleasure-slitted eyes glued to the lower half of his cock which protruded from her ovalled cuntlips, its skin dark with blood, so lewd against the milk white of her beautiful buttocks, the funny triangle of pale skin left by her bikini. He pulled his cock back a little and leered at the way her labia smooched back with it, pursing out from her crotch, clinging to the sides of the shaft, leaving behind glistening, fragrant juice.
When he had surged into her, Joselyn had been far too overwhelmed by the girth of his penis, the sensation of having her pussy filled from wall to wall with hot, hard meat, to notice all the little bumps on his cock skin. But now it was different. Now, as he withdrew a bit, she got the full brunt. Those hundreds of tiny warts rasped the soft lining of her cunt, scouring over her clitoris, teasing the inner edges of her labia, making flickers of delight dance in her loins, making her belly tighten.
"Ooooh," she sighed, immediately responding to his withdrawal by swiveling her round bottom, by thrusting it backwards, by forcing her vagina to gobble every inch of him. She took all of his prick into her, cramming the broad, hairy root between her wet cunt petals, leaning back until she could feel his heavy testicles gently sliding over her inner thighs.
"That's it," the professor crooned to her, keeping her from moving any further by locking his forearm about her waist, keeping his penis from moving in and out of her, but flexing it so that it throbbed out against the tender grip of her pussy. As he did this, he slid his free hand over her smooth hips, up over her ribcage to cup her breasts, to pinch and tweak her stiff nipples.
That awful outward pulsing made Joselyn's knees go to jelly and the savage groping of her breasts, the plucking at her tender nipples made her dizzy. Each pulse of his huge penis, each hard twist at her nipples so infuriated her passion that it felt as if her head was going to explode from the pressure of the hot blood pounding in it. She had to have her release, she had to.
Moving with surprising speed and strength, the young blonde hurled her full weight forward, breaking free of Bertrand's armlock, dragging her tight, wet pussy down the length of his cock, down over the band of bumps. She squealed as the tiny nodes scraped her clitoris and then she lunged backwards once more, cramming all the hard meat back into her cunt.
The professor chortled to himself. He could tell that his new protege was out of control, that she was on the verge of sprinting, pell mell for orgasm. He let go of her, putting his palms flat to her shapely buttocks, gently pushing, pulling on the firm flesh as she worked herself forward and back, as she fucked his big cock in and out of her pussy.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she gasped, a gasp for every scrape, a surge of pleasure for every gasp. Even under the heat of her excitement, Joselyn knew that she disliked the man on her back, even loathed him. But what he was making her feel was anything but dislike. To be stimulated by a man's face or body was one thing, but to hate the man and be in love with his penis, or to be more exact, with the warts upon it, was something entirely different, something that even to her seemed unspeakably obscene.
Bertrand didn't move his hips at all, but let her do all the work, guiding her buttocks with his hands, making sure that the entire length of his cock got the full benefit of her pussy. Gradually, the tightness, the slick moisture, the searing heat of her cunt began to have its effect on him. His breathing became ragged, labored, his face flushed. Everything between their smacking loins was sopping wet, deliciously wet and then he started to hunch, driving his cock in and out of her two or three times in the time it took her to fuck forward and back once.
His rapid-fire fucking only served to fan Joselyn's inner fires. More strokes of pebbly bump band over her clitoris meant more sensation, more pleasure. Even as she clawed at the blotter, her pussy sputtering and farting up a storm, even as the waves of joy buffeted and bounced her, there was pain, too. He was screwing into her so hard, the broad root of his cock smashing into her upturned pussy like he was trying to split her in two. His balls slapped hard against the upper portion of her parted slit and the head of his penis bored into her so deeply that she swore she could feel it throbbing in the back of her throat.
There was pain, yes, but instead of weakening the effect of all the pleasure, it only served to emphasize it. On a purely mental level, it was as if Joselyn were being punished for her wickedness, punished even as she reveled in it; on a physical level, her nerve ends were so overloaded that they could no longer distinguish between one powerful sensation and the other… it all felt good. Before thirty seconds had passed, before fifteen strokes had been sent surging into her, she was cumming. She let out a shrill, bleating cry and tried no frantically to fuck him faster, to bring herself off, but her climax was too awesome. It was all she could do, as the world dropped out from under her feet, as the colored lights began to flash inside her skull, to slump forward onto the desktop, holding her sleek bottom up high in the air for him.
The professor grunted as he felt her tight, tremendous pussy begin to spasm about his cock. Those fluttering, startlingly powerful caresses made tingles of ecstasy shoot down the shaft of his cock, made his balls glow with a cozy warmth. He fucked her harder, actually pinning her belly down on the desktop, jamming his cock to her as fast as he possibly could.
Whether she liked it or not, Joselyn was orgasming abut his pistoning rod. Every muscle in her belly was convulsing, rhythmically contracting and she could feel her pussy squeezing at him, desperately trying to tease the climax from his cock… to no avail. Though her own ecstasy was non-stop, his had not even begun, yet. He was pumping on her so furiously that she could hardly breathe, forcing her orgasm to go on and on and on, until she was sobbing, bawling like a baby, begging him to finish it.
When he didn't let up, even then, she began to panic. It felt like her whole body was coming apart, muscle, organ, bone rattling loose under the violent seizures that racked it. Was he so jaded, so used to having beautiful young women orgasming under him that nothing she could do would bring him off?! What had she gotten herself into?!
As for Bertrand, there was a method to his madness. He was biting down so hard on the tip of his tongue to keep from cumming that he could taste his own blood, hot, metallic, in his mouth, but it was going to be worth it. He didn't just want to screw Joselyn; he wanted to subjugate her, to teach her what he was going to be expecting from her in the future. He knew that if he prolonged her climax, stretching it out to the point of pain, he could break her will, shatter her personality. He'd done it before, done it to the young undergrad he'd forced into seducing, then finking on Velasquez. He'd fucked that one so hard and so long that she couldn't even walk by the time he was finished. He knew that he could get Joselyn to follow him around like a puppy, too, if he could just hold out a bit longer.
"Uhhhh," Joselyn whined, the constant pumping of his cock building up a staggering friction heat in the walls of her cunt, a heat that only made her pleasure more intense. She could feel her ego, her personality beginning to melt away, and she was determined to fight back, to fuck back, to assert herself. Whimpering from low in her belly, she began to lift and lower her bottom as fast as she could, to force her pussy to suck and slurp at the darting cock.
The professor was a little surprised by her sudden renewal of strength, but he quickly adapted it to his game plan. He stopped fucking her altogether and just stood there, hunkering behind her, waiting.
Joselyn reacted at once, knowing what he was waiting for, that he expected her to bring him off. She started screwing, him like she'd never screwed anyone before, not only thrusting the big, wet cock in and out, but twisting, turning her hips, making the thick shaft rub over her slippery inner drapery.
"Oh! Uhhh! Come on!! Oh!" she panted, her own orgasm still raging unabated.
Bertrand once again put his thumbs to her buttocks and spread them wide apart. As he peered down at the gleaming root of his cock, at the pearly pink, buttery soft flesh of her pussy smooching down over it, he groaned. He had to bite his tongue again, harder, or squirt on the spot.
"Cum! Cum!!" she chanted mindlessly, puffing from the exertion, her svelte buttocks suddenly damp with perspiration.
The professor eased the ball of his right thumb into those sticky wet flaps of her, moistening it. Before she knew what was happening, he jammed the tip of his finger right up against her wrinkly little anus.
"Uh!" she choked, freezing with her ass stuck up high in the air.
"Screw! Screw!" he gasped.
Though she knew what was going to happen and didn't want it, she could not disobey him. Moaning balefully, she pushed her hips back and down, sliding her pussy over the full length of his cock, cramming her poor anus hard against his stiffened finger.
Bertrand grunted as if he'd been kicked as the tiny ring of her pore flowered open under his fingertip, as the end of this thumb popped right up into her ass. No amount of tongue biting could've kept him from cumming then. He stood there, the waves of delight raging down his cock, his face contorted, every muscle tensing as he fought to hold back the tide for just one more thrust, just one more.
Joselyn whimpered as the finger rammed up her ass, whimpered as her own desperate movements forced the finger, as well as his cock, to fuck in and out. Even the stinging pain of the dual penetration did not dim her ecstasy. She continued to cum, both sphincters clasping, nursing hungrily at their respective probes.
"Ohhh, ahhhh!" the professor gasped as the white light exploded in his loins, as the muscles behind his balls began to pump furiously. He was cumming, all right, but he didn't want to cum in her.
The blonde squealed as he wrenched his spurting cock from her tight pussy, as a jet of something boiling hot spattered across her smooth back. Wild with passion, no longer even aware of what was happening, she continued to fuck his thumb. Bertrand didn't even aim his big log of a cock. He just let it go off anywhere it pleased. As it jerked and bobbed up and down, gush after gush of thick white semen shot from the tip, arching high in the air, arching over her shoulder to splatter on the desktop beside her face, arching onto the back of her head, her neck, rolling down the small, silky buttons of her spine in a sluggish, viscous stream. Every time one of his volleys landed on her, she let out a piercing shriek. This, the professor thought was uproariously funny.
Even after the spurting had stopped, Joselyn caught herself flinching in anticipation of more hot sperm hitting her. He pulled his thumb from her behind and stepped back, proudly surveying the damage he'd done. Totally exhausted, she lay there panting on the desk top, her thighs spread, trembling, his semen dripping from her sides, her shoulders, her hips.
"You did all right, baby," he said, smirking at her. "I think you're going to work out just fine."
Joselyn groaned softly.
"Now, get up," he said, "and come over here. There's a little something I want you to do for me."
The blonde slowly swung her head about and peered at him from around her hip. He was leering at her, his cock half-erect, but still long like a fire hose, hanging practically down to his hairy knee, and gleaming with her juices.
"It's something that I haven't had done in a long, long time," he said.
After what had just been done to her, what she'd submitted to, Joselyn figured that she'd seen the worst the professor could possibly offer. She was wrong.
"Come over here and lick my ass," he said, still smiling.



CHAPTER SIX


Paul sat on the edge of the bed and watched as Joselyn came out of the bathroom. She'd just finished a shower and she was naked except for a pink towel wrapped around her sarong-style. Her hair was wet. It looked much darker that way, almost brown, and it hung down around her face in long, stringy curls. Even soaked to the skin, she was still gorgeous, like some kind of water sprite.
Without even looking at him, she crossed the room and began combing out her hair in front of the mirror on the bureau. For the past couple of days, it'd been like that, like he was living with a stranger. Though they slept in the same bed at night, they hadn't touched. There was an invisible wall going up between them.
At first, all Paul could think of was that it was somehow his fault, that maybe she'd found out about Dr. Blensch and him, but when she was not around, when he could coolly consider the situation, he realized that her sudden sloffness coincided perfectly with her taking Dr. Bertrand on as her thesis advisor. That stung Paul even worse. It made him think that maybe she had had a chance to compare the two of them, Bertrand and him, and that he had come up short.
After having shared so much with her, after having given of himself to her as he'd given no other woman, he couldn't bear being cut off from her. He loved her deeply, but he wasn't stupid. He knew that a lot of the humiliating things she delighted in making him do were indications that she was a very confused girl; he knew that his willingness to humor her little perversities was symptomatic of no small amount of confusion on his part, too. He was aware of the similarities between Joselyn and Dr. Blensch, the similarities in what they demanded, of him, but he was also aware of his own motives in responding to them. One, he did for his future, the other, for love. He could stand the knowledge that he was a bit too infatuated, too devoted to Joselyn, that his love made him a coward, but the thought that he might be losing her to something, someone else was too much; it made him feel very desperate.
"Joselyn," he said, carefully to her back, "what's wrong?"
"Ummmm?" she said to her own reflection. She acted as if she were barely aware of his existence, as if she could've cared less if he were alive or dead, but nothing could have been, further from the truth.
"I said, what's wrong?" he repeated.
She glanced at him in the mirror, the look in her eyes suddenly going soft, vulnerable. If she hadn't wanted to tell him about the whole insidious plot right from the start, right after she realized what kind of living hell Bertrand was going to put her through, she would not have had to act so distant. She hadn't told him because she was afraid that he would not only be furious, jealous and the like, but that he would disapprove, think the less of her for putting out to her advisor. And then, too, there was the matter of his having warned her in advance what kind of "animal" she was getting involved with. She couldn't decide if her not telling him was merely vanity, pride on her part, or a truly compassionate impulse to shield him from the truth about her. Whatever it was, the conflict inside her was agonizing. She realized for the first time how much she valued Paul's friendship and that was something she did not want to learn. She didn't want to be dependent on him for anything, anything that mattered. Rather than dealing upfront with the problem, Joselyn just shut herself off from it, from him. She knew that she was hurting him by giving him the cold shoulder, but in a way she wanted to hurt him, to hurt him for getting too close.
"What makes you think something's wrong?" she said, her eyes cold and hard once more.
"You haven't said two words to me since you started work for Bertrand," he told her. "People don't change like that if nothing's the matter. He did try something with you or what? Or is it something I did? Something I said? You've got to tell me. I can't take this freeze out anymore. It's driving me out of my mind."
The look on his face got to her and that, in turn, infuriated her. She knew that by telling him anything she was taking a grave risk, but she needed to tell someone. She'd never felt so wretched, so used. And Velasquez acted like he'd never met her, let alone raped her. If the professor had at least talked to her, touched her, reassured her, she probably could've held out, but as it was, the pressure was too great. She knew that telling Paul the whole truth would wound him horribly and she took some satisfaction in that. It would at least put him in his place.
"Something is wrong, Paul," she said. As she spoke, she moved over to the bed and sat down beside him. She kept her face averted from his so he couldn't see the way her lower lip was quivering. She felt on the verge of bursting into tears, but she refused to break down. "It has nothing to do with you," she told him, flatly.
He very deliberately reached out and took hold of her chin, forcing her to turn her face towards his. He looked straight into her eyes and said, "Look, I want to help, Joselyn. We're more than just roommates, just lovers, I hope. Trust me. Give me a chance."
She jerked her face from his grip. When she spoke again, she spoke to the wall. "I've gotten myself into a real mess, Paul," she said in a monotone. "I think I made a big mistake, career wise."
"With Bertrand?" Paul said, his jaws tightening.
She nodded.
"That slimy bastard! He did try something, didn't he?!" Paul snarled. "I swear to God, I'm going to get that guy. I'm going to bust his fat face in!"
His outburst was typical… pathetic, pointless, ego salving… and Joselyn bristled at it. He was still trying to assert himself, to show that he was the big tough man who could protect and defend her. "Not just Bertrand," she said, her eyes glittering.
"Huh?"
She turned and looked him in the face, staring right into the quagmire of his soul. "It's Velasquez, too," she said.
"But you're working for Bertrand," Paul protested.
Joselyn shook her head. She took a deep breath and then told him the whole sordid story, the plot by one professor to ruin the reputation of the other using her body as the bait. She watched as his jaw dropped and by the time she was finished telling it all, he was the one who was on the verge of tears.
"Why did you ever agree to do it?" Paul asked, miserably. "You didn't have to take your advisor ship with either one of them."
She smiled a small smile. This was the part that hurt the worst, the part that hurt both ways, like a two-edged blade cutting Paul, cutting her as well.
"I think I'm in love with Velasquez," she said.
Paul's face got very pale, then flushed. "Son of a bitch!" he said. "Goddam son of a bitch!"
Joselyn said nothing more for a moment, a bit surprised by the real honest anger he was showing, a bit frightened by it. When Paul seemed to have got hold of himself, she went on, quickly. "I'm not sure that I really understand it myself," she said. "It's like I know that he's no good, that he's just using me, that he's degrading me, but I can't help myself."
"Bitchin'!"
"I wish you wouldn't take it so hard," she said.
"Oh, really?" he snapped. "And how should I take it?"
"Not personally," she told him. "It's nothing you've done, really."
"If you needed to be kicked around a little bit?" he said, bitterly, "all you had to do was ask."
"It's not like that," she said stiffly. "It's something different. Like chemistry. He doesn't ask, he takes. I'm a sucker for it. Intellectually, I know that it's wrong for me to give into him, to allow myself to be used, made into his whore, but I can't help myself."
"So, both of them are fucking you?"
She closed her eyes and shook her head. "Only Bertrand, now," she told him. "That's the way Velasquez wants it. He ordered me to do whatever Bertrand wanted. But the man's so sick, Paul! He makes me do awful things. I'm trapped! There's no way out for me."
"You and me both," Paul said, sourly.
Joselyn gave him a puzzled look. "I don't understand," she said.
Paul hadn't ever intended telling anyone about the long-standing affair between Dr. Blensch and himself, least of all Joselyn, but now there seemed to be little point in keeping it back. It was confession time.
"I think all of the profs in the Theoretical Chem Department are getting something off their research assistants," he said. "All except old Veblen. He's forgotten what his cock's for."
She blinked at him.
"Yeah, yeah, I've been screwing Dr. Blensch," he said. "I started fucking her as soon as I took the assistantship. It was like part of the deal. I've been fucking her regularly the whole time we've been together."
The blonde didn't know what to think. She was startled, stunned, and hurt, hurt more than she ever expected to be. She refused to let him see it, though. "Both of us?" she said, icy cold.
He nodded, deliberately averting his eyes from hers.
"Why, Paul?" she asked. "What made you agree to a thing like that in the first place?"
He shrugged. "She was and is a good-looking woman," he said. "I guess I thought I was real hot stuff for getting into one of the professors. It was a big ego boost. That coupled with the fact that she made all sorts of promises to me in the beginning. She promised me that I'd get a super-post doc, through her recommendation. You know, big bucks, private research grant, all that crap. All I've gotten so far is a pain in the balls. I haven't done a lick of work on my thesis. She's added my name to a couple of papers she's published, that's all. I don't have any time to work on my project. She makes me screw her four or five times a week."
It was Joselyn's jaw that fell, then. "God!" she groaned. "That could only mean you've been fucking…"
"Yeah," he said wincing. "Too damn many times to count. If I could have, I would've quit, dumped on her, but you know how the routine works. She's got me under her thumb. I'm nowhere on my thesis. I've got nothing to show for all the time I've put in here. If I try to get another assistantship, it'll have to be at another university because no other prof at Mira Pavo would have me. And even at another school, the profs would ask for some kind of report, evaluation on me from her and she'd be sure to bad rap me."
There was a long silence, then Joselyn spoke. "What can we do?" she asked.
Paul was afraid she was going to ask that. A lump the size of a basketball rose in his throat. "We have to keep on keeping on," he said, knowing that it meant he would be as much as giving his consent to Bertrand's sadistic abuse of her, knowing that one more time he was showing his cowardice to her. "We don't have any choice if we want to get our degrees."
Joselyn scowled, but if she was angry at anyone, it was herself… herself for getting her hopes up, for letting herself think that Paul would come up with any other answer than the one he had. She knew what Paul was. He was soft, like putty to be molded, to flow with the direction of a force; he was in no sense a take-charge kind of guy. Though both of them were of different, even opposite psychological makeup, both had fallen into the same trap… he because he was too weak and wanted to be strong; she because she was too strong and wanted to be weak.
As she looked up at him, she felt a kind of kinship with him that she'd never felt with anyone before, save her poor mother. The idea that she could feel that kind of closeness with a man rankled her and attracted her. The inner conflict between the attraction and repulsion was so strong, so threatening to her that she felt she had to do something to put an end to it at once. She did what came naturally.
Joselyn put her hand on Paul's crotch, gently feeling the big bulge of his throbbing cock and balls through his jeans.
"Oh!" he exclaimed, startled by the suddenness of her movement. "Oh, wow!"
"It doesn't hurt too much, does it?" she asked, her fingers sliding over the outline of his penis, the long cylindrical shape down the inside of his pants leg, pressed tight to his thigh.
"No, it's fine. Fine," he said.
It hurt, all right, hurt like holy hell, but Paul grinned and bore it. The pain was worth it. He could sense that a change had come over Joselyn. She was touching him with a new tenderness, a kind of intimacy that had been missing before. He sensed that though they'd been making love for weeks, she was about to really give herself to him for the first time.
"I wouldn't want to strain you," she said, her fingers teasing up and down the thick, pulsing shaft.
"No strain, no strain," he said.
"Good," she said, knowing that he was lying and not caring. She unzipped his jeans, unbuttoning his waistband, slipping from the bed to haul both his pants and underwear down around his ankles.
Paul groaned as his engorged cock flipped up, every vein bulging, every tendon bowstring taut, every inch aching. Despite the erect condition of his penis, his testicles hung slack, pendulously in their ruddy bag. He had an "all night boner", the kind of insensitive, blunt instrument that absolutely terrifies young girls, and that matrons dream of. In order for him to orgasm again and lose his erection, he was going to have to get past the pain. His cock was going to require prolonged and passionate attention.
Joselyn reached out and caught hold of the neck of his cock in her fingers, trying to slide the outer sheath of skin up and down the rigid inner bone. The inner bone was so distended, so swollen with blood that the outer sheath moved hardly at all.
"How many times did you fuck her today?" she asked, marveling at the way the head puffed out when she squeezed hard on the neck.
Paul winced. "Twice," he said, through clenched teeth, adding, "and she blew me once."
"Greedy bitch," she said.
"What?"
"Nothing, nothing," Joselyn said, lowering her face to his lap. As she made a ring out of her thumb and middle finger, as she slid the ring up and down his shaft, she sniffed at the velvety smooth tip of his cock. There was a faint, musky odor to it, the odor of pussy juice. It was the kind of smell that would not wash off, no matter how vigorously soap and water were applied to it; it was too pungent, too strong. That he had told her he'd fucked his advisor twice was one thing, but to experience the evidence of that coupling, firsthand, was another. Joselyn felt her face flush, felt a kind of rage building up inside her. Jealousy? She refused to allow that; it was too demeaning, too humiliating…
She opened her mouth, extended her tongue and licked at the stinky knob, sweeping the tip of it round and round the flaring spongy rim, painting it with her hot saliva. The moisture of her slobber only made the smell stronger. It was like she'd poured warm water over some kind of dehydrated fragrance. It was so powerful that it filled her head and made her moan. There was no forgetting where the head of his cock had been.
Paul moaned, too. He could hardly feel the touch of her tongue to his penis for the hurt racing up and down it. It was the sight of her licking him like that, loving his fat bulb, rather than the feel that was making his cock flex, which, in turn, was making it ache like the dickens.
Joselyn wrapped all of her fingers about his shaft and began pumping much, much harder, shoving the head between her teeth and into her mouth, forcing her lips to slip down over the puffy rim. The knob filled her mouth to the point of pain, pushing out against the insides of her cheeks, up against the roof of her mouth and down upon her tongue, but she gave herself no mercy. She held the head like that while she masturbated his rigid shaft, jacking him off into her mouth. Every time her fist slipped to the thick base, the bulb throbbed mightily, pressing down so hard on her tongue that she had to fight to keep from gagging. Gradually, her mouth seemed to relax, to allow itself to stretch a bit, and the discomfort became minimal, at which point, she began to twist and turn her head, wedging his big cock deeper, forcing the tip to slide over the back of her tongue and into her throat.
In a way, Paul was glad that his cock hurt so much. If it hadn't, he knew that he would've already squirted and he would've missed the sight of her perfect, soft lips diving down over his meat, her lovely face distorted by the size of his erection. As it was, the squirming of her mouth around his bulb, the lashing of her tongue, was beginning to get through to him. The delicious warmth and wetness of her throat encased his cock head and he knew she was going for broke, that she was going to try and bottom him. The thought of her enduring that kind of agony just to give him pleasure made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.
It didn't hurt her nearly so much as he imagined. Joselyn had become accustomed to sucking big cocks and she knew that it was a mind over matter kind of problem. If one relaxed and sort of swallowed the monstrous rod down, it hardly hurt at all. She did just that, her Adam's apple bobbing frantically as his penis surged down into her gullet, as her wet lips drove down over his broad root. She held her face mashed uptight against his hairy loins, her chin nuzzling into the hot, slightly tacky skin of his scrotum, every inch of his meaty cock sheathed in her throat.
Paul could only gasp. The sight of her going down on him like that, her pretty face buried in his pubic hairs, the thick base of his penis wedged between her obscenely ovalled lips, the feel of her swallowing, gulping, her throat rhythmically rippling about his shaft, made him claw at the bedcovers, shifting his buttocks anxiously, fighting the almost overwhelming impulse to fuck up into her face… an action he knew might cause her serious harm.
Joselyn raised her head, her cheeks becoming concave as she sucked her way up the shaft. She removed her lips from the head, holding the glistening, friction-reddened thing upright with her fingers. She looked from the bulb to Paul's face, trying to decide which of the two was a deeper shade of red. Her own face felt very hot, too, and her pulse was hammering at her temples. She knew that he was ready for her, now, but she wasn't quite ready for him. She wanted to drive him out of his mind and she knew just how to do it.
Paul gasped with delight as the blonde jerked his jeans and underwear roughly over his shoes, then pushed his knees wide apart, pushing them up so they hovered over his waist.
Joselyn dropped to her knees on the floor, burying her face in his slackened scrotum, licking, sucking frantically at his fat testicles, sweeping her tongue over the pebbly chicken skin.
He could hardly see her, just the top of her wet head over the iron hard curve of his penis, but he could feel her… and then some! Her hot breath was gusting over the equally hot slobber she was smearing on his balls and the low-pitched groans of pleasure she was giving voice to vibrated right through his leathery sack, right through his tender orbs, rattling the very core of his being. His cock commenced to sputter and furtte upon his chest, spitting threads of sticky white pre-cum all over the front of his t-shirt.
She was no longer aware of the musky odor of Dr. Blensch's pussy. There was only the sweet smell of her own saliva and the musty, rank scent of Paul's aroused crotch. She wallowed in that manly aroma, rubbing not only her lips and tongue, but her nose, her cheeks, her chin over the drool-drenched sack as well. And the more she rooted about between his legs, the hotter she got, the more she wanted. She gently lifted his sagging balls and swept her tongue underneath them.
"Oh!" Paul gasped, his legs stiffening as he felt the moist tip of her tongue tease over the super smooth band of skin that, separated his scrotum from anus.
Joselyn giggled, despite her own arousal. What she'd started to do to him had been almost automatic… something she'd picked up from Dr. Bertrand, who considered ass-licking as an integral part of her duties. She'd never even come close to doing anything of the kind to Paul and she could tell from his violent reaction that it had taken him by surprise. She also knew that if she did perform on him, he would have to realize who taught her not only the proper technique, but to love doing it. By rubbing her nose in it, she would be rubbing his nose in it, so to speak.
She pushed his testicles way up over the underside of his cock, holding them out of the way, and mashed her tongue against that band of skin, sliding the tip down between his firm, muscular buttocks, wriggling it about in his ass crack.
The sensation was so devastating that Paul did some pretty wild wriggling of his own, kicking his feet in the air, madly squirming his ass about. He was astonished at what she was attempting to do to him.
"Stop moving," she said, pulling back. "Grab hold of your knees and pull them down. Do it!"
Paul obeyed her, not knowing why, not really sure that he wanted her to go on licking his ass. He pinned his knees to his chest, tipping up his crotch to her. When he felt her small thumbs sliding in between his buns, levering them wide apart, he groaned aloud. When he felt her hot breath gusting over his naked anus, he began to whimper softly. This, he knew, was what Bertrand had made her do, this was what he, Paul, was condemning her to do more of.
Without pausing, Joselyn pressed her parted lips to his wrinkly pore, kissing it passionately, shivering at the astounding heat it gave off, and the feel of it puckering beneath her mouth, then starting to lick it, lick it as Bertrand had shown her how, using long, swirling strokes.
"Ohhh! Ohhh, wow!" Paul wailed, his eyes rolling up in his head so that only the whites showed. The feeling of her hot, wet tongue laving his anus was indeed incredible. It was nasty, yes, unspeakably nasty. Therein was reason for its appeal. It made every other sensation, every other love act, gesture of affection seem pale, dilute in comparison. It was simply the ultimate. Powerful waves of warmth, delectable warmth emanated from the twitching sphincter, from the tickling, teasing tongue tip, waves that raged over his entire crotch, his testicles, his penis. Great globs of pre-cum oozed from his vigorously pulsing cockhead, pooling on his chest. The ache in his penis was gone. It had been suddenly replaced by a kind of marvelous, pleasurable glow.
If it was good for him, it was even better for her. She snuffled and snorted between his cheeks, her face burning up with fever as she both licked and sucked at the flexing ring. And there was another bonfire, too, a bonfire between her thighs. As she shifted her legs together, making the flesh high up on her inner thighs rub over the lips of her pussy, she could feel a heavy moisture, a slick seepage trickling down over her buttocks. She slipped her left hand up from his bottom, up over his scrotum. Instead of encountering a loose bag and pendulous balls, her fingers closed over something rockhard. His testicles were drawn uptight to his loins, sitting like a pair of goose eggs under the lee of his arching erection. It was time.
She pushed back from his crotch and stood up, reaching out to grab his leg to steady herself. Paul blinked at her, his desperate need for release written all over his face. She smiled at him and undid the bath towel, letting it fall to the floor.
"Ohhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhh!" he moaned, his eyes darting from the pointed peaks of her breasts to the glistening furrow, so pink, so soft, between her legs. Every hair on her cunt was plastered down by the flow of her juices and there were tiny, shiny streaks on the insides of her thighs, the wet paths left behind by the escaping lubricant.
She clambered up on the bed, clambered between his legs, rubbing the stiff points of her nipples against his chest, rubbing the sticky, seething maw of her pussy over the broad root of his cock.
"Oh, baby," he crooned, his hands slipping down around his hips, down to cup the smooth, resilient cheeks of her ass. He squeezed her ass cheeks, grinding them together, then started to roll the both of them over, to roll on top of her.
"No! No!!" she told him, pushing free of his grip. "Not that way. I want to be on top." Her voice lost its edge, grew husky, thick. "I want you to see it going in and out of me," she said. "I want you to see what it does to me."
Paul swallowed hard, then nodded. Whatever she wanted was fine with him, just fine.
She scooted up, straddling his waist, dragging her wet pussy right up over the underside of his cock. "Pick your knees up," she said. "Make me a little ramp."
He did as she asked, his entire consciousness focused on the head of his cock and the moist, pliant lips that half covered it.
She adjusted the angle of his thighs, forming a little backrest for herself, then moved back, lifting her pussy from his penis. She half-hunkered, half sat over his crotch, her feet on either side of his hips, her knees out flung, her hot cunt hanging a foot or so above his balls. She put both hands to her pussy, lifting the swollen lips apart with her fingertips, spreading them wide apart the full length of her slit.
Paul groaned as he looked into the gleaming flesh of her vagina. He could actually see, at the nadir of her gash, the round, flexing opening that was soon going to be sliding down over the head of his cock.
When Joselyn let go of her pussy lips, they remained in a peeled-back position, puckering, pouting from her fork. She reached down and picked Paul's cock up from his stomach, bending it up, aiming the purpling, bloated head at her parted slit.
As she began to stroke him, masturbating him quite hard, it took every ounce of willpower that he possessed to keep from hunching up, fucking into her milking fist. He didn't want to cum, not yet, not on her… in her.
She continued wringing out his cock with her right hand while with the left, she began fiddling around with the mouth of her pussy, rummaging among the pink, swollen folds. Then she had what she'd been searching for: her clitoris. She held the tiny marble of erect flesh between her thumb and forefinger and as she worked his thick penis through her hand, she rolled the nerve filled bud in her fingers.
"Ohhhh," she moaned, her belly starting to ripple, her pussy contracting as a minor orgasm exploded between her legs.
Paul could see her wet fingers, see the tiny node she was pinching, and he could see the effect that the pinching was having on her cunt. That round orifice at the bottom of her pussy started winking at him, fluttering open and shut like mad. The combination of that sight, the keen, foxy odor of her cunt, and her pumping hand was almost too much for him. His penis bucked against her grip, flexing so hard that he was afraid it would rip a tendon.
"Darling!" she cooed, raising and lowering her bottom against the tops of his thighs, rubbing her buttocks against his legs, bumping her pussy right down onto the head of his cock. Over and over, she did that, smacking her open cunt into his knob, smearing the broad head with her viscous cuntal juices.
It was exquisite torture for Paul. At each smack, each wet kiss of pussy to bulb, the tip of his penis was not only bathed in super-heated lubricant, but it slipped, for a fleeting instant, up between the buttery soft lips, up into the seething cleft, and then she lifted her buttocks and the delicious sensation was gone. The repeated bumping of her cunt did have a cumulative effect, though. It caused a veritable torrent of her hot juice to wash over the entire length of his cock and trickle down over his aching balls. To Paul, it felt like his cock had been dipped in heavy oil, in steaming 30-weight.
Joselyn puffed and pouted, a gamut of emotion passing across her face as she slammed her cunt down against the bloated head. That she wanted to take him inside was very obvious. Just as obvious was the fact that she was taking no small pleasure from denying herself… and him… what she wanted. She ruthlessly, mercilessly dropped herself onto him, using more and more force, more and more of her body weight, until the poor, battered mouth of her pussy just gave up the ghost, yielded, opened up, until the tip of his penis pushed through it.
The heat inside her cunt was staggering. Paul clawed at the coverlet, shivering in its fiery grip, shivering as she squirmed her pussy down over the bum of his cock. Her cunt was glove-tight, tighter than it had any right to be, and so slick that it stole the breath from his lungs.
"Uhhh! Uhhhh, it's going in!" she gasped, clutching at her own fork, digging the heel of her hand into the sweet summit of her mound. "Look! Look!!" she whined, pointing at the juncture of their bodies, at the soft pink lips gaping wide to receive his massive knob.
Nothing, save grim death, could've kept Paul from looking. The cap of his penis, clear to the wide rim, had disappeared up inside her, and all around the thick neck of his shaft the overstuffed sphincter of her vagina clung, clung so fiercely that it felt like it was shutting off the flow of blood to his cockhead, making the thing swell up even bigger in her pussy. He could actually see the pulse of his cock, the heavy, blue dark veins throbbing just beneath the ragged edge of her labia, beneath the strangulating grip.
Joselyn lowered herself down further on his shaft, using her bodyweight to force the head deeper, making the glistening lips of her cunt dive down over his cock to mid-stem.
Paul was utterly flabbergasted by the heat, the friction of her cunt. It felt like she was skinning him alive. The buttery folds of her pussy, the slick corrugations squirmed down over his meat, sending thrill after thrill coursing straight to his balls.
Joselyn stopped bearing down at that point and, putting her hands flat on his chest, she pushed herself up, lifting her cunt, making the quaking tube slide up his cock, making the flattened folds tug and bump over the rim of his bulb, teasing it. The friction of all that meat sliding out of her created an awesome suction, an outward force that drew her whole seething pussy far from her fork, her labia stretched, clinging desperately to the sides of his gleaming hard on.
More stimulating to Paul than the suction, than the incredible volume of hot juice cascading down over his balls, than the keen, musky fragrance of her cunt, was the maddening, spastic caress of her sphincter. Never, in all the times they'd made love, had her pussy squeezed so hard, so frantically. It felt like she was trying to crush him, to crack his bloated bulb like a walnut.
"Come on! Paul, come on!!" she bawled, dropping her pussy back down his shaft, her stomach contracting violently as the upper surface of his cock rasped over her clitoris, as waves of pleasure washed up over her breasts.
The second time around, her pussy slid much further down on his cock. It gobbled him up hungrily, taking all but the last couple of inches, squeezing, squeezing at him. Paul flipped his hips, lunging upwards, bringing the two inch gap between their loins.
"Ohhh!" Joselyn cried as his pulsing cock eased home, as her soft petals bashed into his furry crotch, as his heavy testicles ground into her buttocks. She sat flat on his groin, skewered, spitted to the hairs.
It was impossible for Paul to keep still then. His need to climax was a burning hunger in his belly. He jerked his cock back a bit, jamming his ass down into the bed, then slammed it back up into her…
The blonde's jaw dropped, her eyes closed, her lips formed words, but no sounds came from her throat. In her mind, she stood on the edge of a vast precipice and the ground under her feet was starting to crumble away, chunks of rubble tumbling off into the abyss; between her legs, there was white light and heat and indescribable ecstasy.
Paul started fucking her in a brisk, insistent hot rhythm, ramming every inch of his cock in and out of her pussy, watching the expression on her face change, her upper lip curling back, her eyelids fluttering as he shoved himself home, her mouth forming a round "O" as he drew back.
Joselyn jerked and twitched about on his belly like a puppet. She was too out of control to coordinate her hip movements with his, indeed, to make any hip movements at all. She just sat there, shuddering, the muscles of her tummy, her cunt clasping, wringing out his cock as it flipped to and fro.
He knew she was going to let loose at any instant and he was determined to finish a close second. He sped up his thrusts, making his cock dart in and out of her in brutal, tip-to-root lunges. Her cunt sputtered and farted about the pistoning shaft, sending spray after spray of hot juice raining down on his balls, his thighs.
"Uhhhh! Uhhhh-heeee!!" she squealed in delight as a mind-boggling explosion racked her loins, as the whole section of cliff she was standing on suddenly gave way, as she plummeted down into the blackness.
Beside himself with passion, Paul redoubled his efforts, bashing his cock into her so hard that her breasts jiggled and jounced all over her chest, the stiff nipples oscillating in opposite directions.
"Ahhhhhhh!" she bawled, her nails raking across his forearms, her face flushed a deep red.
If Paul hadn't gotten himself worked up to such a sweat, her scratches wouldn't have stung him so, but as it was, the burning pain was so staggering that he just froze there under her, whimpering like a kicked dog.
"Noooo! God!!! Don't stop!!! Not now!!!" she cried, suddenly raising and lowering her bottom, humping him like a madwoman, turning her contracting cunt into a blur over his cock.
He could only moan as that convulsing sheath sucked the orgasm from his testicles. A tiny flicker of pleasure in his cockhead tumbled down the length of his penis, snowballing, turning into an unstoppable avalanche of delight. His bottom jerked up from the bed with such force that he practically knocked her pussy from his cock.
"Yesss! Yesss, give it to me!!" she warbled, reaching back behind her bobbing asscheeks to cup his balls, to knead them urgently.
Paul gave it to her. A huge gob of cum suddenly surged up the hollow stem of his penis and shot deep into her cunt.
"Uhhhh!!" she gasped, clutching at her breasts with her free hand, mauling the soft globes. "I love it!! God, Paul, I love it! I love you!!"
A chill scuttled crab-like under Paul's scalp. She loved him! She loved him!! Moaning ecstatically, he sent gusher after gusher of thick sperm shooting into her pussy, letting the violent spasms of her cunt suck the cum from his balls, letting them milk the fluid up his cock.
Even before he finished squirting, before the delirious girl collapsed on his chest, her hard nipples digging into him, her pussy quivering, quaking about his cockroot, Paul had come to a momentous decision. Before, even though Joselyn had never spoken of love to him, he had been sorely tempted to dump on Dr. Blensch, to perhaps sacrifice his career to give himself totally to her. He'd thought that it was cowardice that had been holding him back, but now he knew that it was something else. He needed to hear her say those words, needed to know that she felt as strongly about him as he did about her. Now that he had that commitment, nothing would stop him, nothing.
He hugged her silky body to him, a profound sense of contentment welling up within him. Everything was going to be all right, after all.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Well, Paul," Dr. Blensch said, holding out her hand to him, "are you going to chew them or not?"
Paul looked at the tiny, red nylon bikini panties his advisor was offering to him. Then he looked between her legs. She was sitting on the edge of her desk with her lab coat and skirt pulled way up over her waist, with her thighs spread wide, her naked, hairy cunt staring him right in the face. He shivered. His cock, mindless stick of muscle that it was, was already starting to stiffen in his pants. Dumping on her was a hell of a lot harder to do than he'd figured. He'd been screwing her so long that he was like one of Pavlov's dogs, slobbering all over himself at her whim.
"I want to see you chew them," she said, irritatedly, slipping her other hand between her thighs, slipping a fingertip between her fat labia, shamelessly toying with her clitoris. "I want to see it now."
He thought of Joselyn, shutting his mind to the way he knew those panties would feel against his lips, so smooth, so silky, so damp, to the way he knew they'd smell, heavy, pungent from her pussy, and somehow gathered the courage to shake his head.
"What?" the professor exclaimed.
Once the initial step had been taken, it was much easier to forge ahead. "I won't do it," he said, through clenched teeth. "I won't."
Dr. Blensch pushed her glasses down her small nose and peered at him over them. For a moment, she seemed at a loss for words. It'd been a long, long time since she'd had to use any kind of threat to get what she wanted from him. The idea that the worm would suddenly turn infuriated her no end. "You'll do it or else," she snapped, tossing the panties into his face.
The scent of her pussy clung to his face after the bikinis slipped to the floor. He swallowed hard, fighting the conditioned reflex. "I'm not going to make it with you again," he said. "I'm through being used that way."
"Really, now?" she said, her voice dripping with malice. "Are you giving up your assistantship, then? Are you going to forget about ever getting your Ph.D.? Because that's what it will mean, as you well know."
"I just want to complete my thesis and get the hell out, that's all," he said, shakily.
She laughed at him. "As you will recall, you and I made an arrangement way back when," she said. "You were to provide certain services to me in exchange for my assuring you of a top notch post doctorate position. You do recall, don't you?"
He glowered at her.
"Of course, you do," she said. "And if you don't get down there on your hands and knees and chew those panties this instant, I will consider that you have reneged on our deal. You will be up the creek without a paddle."
"I didn't agree to be your Goddam slave!" he said.
Dr. Blensch frowned at him. "You've never shown this kind of reticence before, Paul," she said. "Certainly not over something as inconsequential as a little panty nibbling. Lately, though, I have noticed a trend in your behavior, a trend towards your not giving me your all. Suddenly my pussy's not good enough for you, is that it?"
"As they say," he growled, "familiarity breeds contempt."
She tapped the point of her chin with her index finger. "Funny, how your change of heart happened at about the same time you let that slut move in," she said.
"She's no slut!" he snapped indignantly.
Dr. Blensch raised her eyebrows. "My, my, a bit touchy on the subject, aren't we? I thought you said there was nothing between the two of you?"
"There wasn't, not really, not at first," he told her, "but now there is."
"I see. So, now you expect to be allowed to save all your love for her, to continue as my assistant without paying the piper for the privilege?"
"I shouldn't have to pay anyone anything," he said, sourly. "Yes, Paul, and lollipops should grow on trees," she said. She glared at him. "Grow up! Nothing is for free. Do you think that your slut isn't putting out to Bertrand for the privilege of working under him."
Paul felt his face flush in anger.
"That's right!" she raved on. "Putting out to him! When they're going at it, you can hear her squealing halfway down the corridor. Everybody knows she's nothing but a whore."
"Just like me, huh?" he asked.
She smiled wickedly at him. "Please pick up my panties, darling," she said. "Pull them on over your head the way I like. Do that and we'll forget about all of this."
"You don't understand," he told her flatly, "it's all over between us, no more fun and games. I love Joselyn and she loves me. It doesn't matter what you threaten to do to me, what Velasquez threatens to do to her, we aren't going to go along with it anymore."
"Velasquez?" Dr. Blensch said. "What has he got to do with her?"
Paul blundered ahead, his anger overpowering his common sense. "That's just another of the permutations of the games you professors play with your assistants," he said. "It's called 'Get an Expendable Lackey to Stab Your Colleague in the Back'."
"I don't understand," she said.
"It's simple. Joselyn isn't really working for Bertrand. She's working against him, for Velasquez. Dr. V. wants to discredit Dr. B. because of some petty grievance and he's using her to get inside information, to sabotage Bertrand's work."
"From what I've heard through the keyhole, your Joselyn certainly enjoys 'working against' Dr. Bertrand," the professor said.
"It's all an act," Paul said. "And the act is over. Neither of us is going to…"
"Shut up!" she snarled, cutting him off completely. "Now, you listen to me. I can ruin your career so fast it would make your head spin. And I mean ruin. You wouldn't be able to get a job mixing laundry soap. If what you've told me about your little slut is true, she's on even more shaky ground than you are. In order for her to consent to such a dangerous game, she must want success very badly, perhaps even more badly than you. I wonder if you've really asked her if she's willing to throw her career away for you? Have you? Well?"
Paul opened his mouth, then dosed it. She could read the answer in his eyes.
"I thought not! Why not?! Because you're afraid of what she might say?"
Paul tried to gulp down the lump in his throat. She was right, of course. He hadn't mentioned anything about this confrontation with Dr. Blensch to Joselyn. He'd told himself that he wanted to wipe the slate clean, to show her that it could be done before he asked her to do the same, but he'd been kidding himself. The reason he hadn't brought the subject up with his lover was he was afraid that she wouldn't want to go along. It was the same reason that he hadn't mentioned anything to her about the words she'd cried out when she was caught up in the throes of orgasm… he was afraid of a clarification on her part, afraid that he'd somehow mis-read her entirely, that Joselyn was not capable of loving him or anyone, that she was really the beautiful, but twisted girl she seemed to be and nothing more.
"Down, Paul!" Dr. Blensch ordered, pointing an imperious, finger at, the wadded up ball of panties at his feet.
He looked at her curiously, as if seeing her for the first time in a long while. His initial refusal had broken the spell she held over him. Her commands only had the power he allowed them to have. Dr. Blensch was a highly attractive woman, of that there could be no doubt, but there was a shrill edge to her voice, a touch of panic that made her seem older, more haggard, less appealing.
"No," he said, marveling at how easy it was. "No, I won't. No matter what happens, I won't ever do that again!"
"No, Paul! Paul wait!" Dr. Blensch said. However, the young man was already out the door, slamming it shut behind him.
It took a full minute for the professor to get hold of herself. The thought of losing Paul to a younger woman was too, too horrible to consider. She would not, could not allow such a thing to happen. As her nerves started to quiet down, her highly trained scientific brain began to work, attacking the problem with logical precision. If Paul's defection was dependent on a similar defection by his girlfriend, a reasonable assumption considering the young man in question, the solution was childishly simple. Dr. Blensch smiled. All she had to do was make sure that it was impossible for the girl to follow Paul's lead, thus disproving her love for him and proving all the vile things that the professor had said about her.
Dr. Blensch bent down and picked up her panties, not putting them on, but bouncing them in the palm of her hand. She would take Paul back, of course, but first she would make him pay… dearly.
"Are you sure no one saw you come in?" Dr. Velasquez said to Joselyn, his tone implying that she was basically incompetent.
"No one saw me," she said, miserably. She hadn't expected to be so wounded by an offhand remark of his; she hadn't been fully aware of how desperately she wanted to please him. She had actually hoped that her attraction to the swarthy man might be fading, especially in light of the super sex she'd had with Paul. The professor dashed her rather pathetic hope at once.
Velasquez came up behind the chair she was sitting in and put his hands on her bare shoulders, massaging the silky skin roughly, the way one might rub the skin of a dog or cat, not for the pleasure of the animal so much as for the pleasure of the massager.
Her reaction to his brutal touch told her more than she ever wanted to know about herself, her weakness. The trembling in her hands, the awful yearning in her belly and breasts let her know that she was not over him, not by a long shot, that she was still his plaything, his puppet, that she would gladly do whatever he asked, accept whatever punishment, whatever humiliation, so long as he kept on touching her.
"You're tense," he said, squeezing her neck so hard she whimpered. "Relax. Relax and enjoy!" As much as what he was doing hurt, she could not deny that it felt absolutely wonderful. A bit more and she knew she could cum, cum without being touched on the pussy. That knowledge shamed her and her shame only aroused her more. She wanted him to fuck her again; she wanted that more than anything. She was ready to answer any sexual command that he might ask of her, answer it not only willingly, but joyously. She was putty in his hands.
"There," he said, letting go of her, walking around in front of her.
Her heart started pounding horribly when she saw the immense bulge in the front of his Bermudas. The sadistic massage had evidentially excited him as much as it'd excited her. He was going to luck her! She could hardly sit still for the devils dancing along her veins. She should not have gotten her hopes up.
"Now, I wanna hear about the programming," he said, moving back, taking a seat on the edge of his desk.
What he was doing to her, both of them knew, was the cruelest thing possible. He was showing her the luridly pulsing carrot, almost waving it about under her nose, but refusing to give her any of it. For a second, the soul ache was so awful that she couldn't speak. It was like an ice pick jammed into her belly.
"How did it go?" he asked her.
"Everything went just the way you said," she finally managed to say. She could not tear her eyes away from the obscene lump in his pants. Her whole being cried out to that insensate rod of flesh, cried out silently the words, "Use me!?"
"Yes?"
She took a breath, then said, "I punched in the incorrect data. When he runs his program through the computer, he will get results that will support all of his previous theories on atom surface scattering." She paused, giving him a concerned look. "But, honestly, I don't see how you're doing anything but helping him," she went on. "He'll get his National Science Foundation grant for sure because of this."
Velasquez laughed. "Yes, I'm sure he will," he said, "but if you've done the job right, if you've left no tracks, if you haven't screwed up his computer model, it'll be the last N.S.F. grant that bastard ever gets."
Joselyn looked puzzled.
The professor glowered at her. "It amazes me how you got this far in science being as slow on the uptake as you are," he said.
The ice pick twisted into her guts.
"Think about it," he told her. "I'm trying to nail an asshole who's already proved he can escape a paternity suit because of his pull here at the university. I need something big, something that isn't going to blow over. The second he turns in that grant proposal, I've got him. I know the results he used to justify the need for a grant are fake… I damn well faked them myself! When I tell the Foundation board of my suspicion, when they look into the data he submitted, Bertrand is going to be a gone goose in Theoretical Chem. Knocking up some steno pool floozy is one thing, but trying to defraud the National Science Foundation is another."
"I see," she said.
"I doubt that," he said acidly. "But old Bertrand will. He'll see what happens when he tries to fuck with me. He won't be able to get a job teaching high school chemistry in Wyoming by the time I'm through."
"What do I do now?" Joselyn asked.
"You keep on doing exactly what you've been doing," Velasquez said, leering at her. "You keep his mind off his project. We can't have him doing any re-checking before he turns in that proposal. From the way he's been talking over at the handball court, he's been getting all he can handle off you."
She blushed.
"You're not surprised that he's a big talker, are you?" the professor said, realizing that he'd struck a nerve, wanting to explore the subject a bit. "You shouldn't be. Pindicks like that are always blabbing it around whenever they get lucky. The way he tells it, he has you cumming all over yourself all the time. Is it true?"
Joselyn started to blurt out, "no", but something in his face made her stop short.
"I hope it is," he said, grinning. "I want you to enjoy your work. It gives me great pleasure to think that you're getting off under him. You are, aren't you?"
"Yes," she said, weakly.
"I just hope it isn't too much of a heartbreak for you to have to quit him as soon as he turns that proposal in."
"Quit?!"
He laughed at her sudden jump in spirits.
"Sure," he said. "Once it's in the mail, your job with him is through."
"Can I… I mean, will I be working for you then?" she asked, her heart trying to climb out of her throat.
"You've been working for me all along, remember?" he said. "Now, I think you ought to go. Someone could knock on the door and it would be inconvenient."
Joselyn rose from the chair and walked to the door. She wanted to turn, to throw herself at his feet, to kiss and lick the soles of his shoes, anything, anything for one more touch of his hand. But he did not call her back. He was through with her, as he'd said. There was nothing for her to do but leave.
As she closed the door to his office and started off down the hallway, she had a horrible premonition. She saw herself never being "his", never belonging to Dr. Velasquez in the way she envisioned; she saw herself belonging to him, being "his" as she was now, his to give away, to use as bait in power struggles within the department, the university, to use to impress his handball buddies.
"Are you all right?" said a husky woman's voice behind her.
Joselyn turned and came face to face with Dr. Blensch. "Uhh, yes, of course," she said. The professor gave her a doubtful look. "For a second there, as you passed my door," she said, "I thought you were about to break into tears."
"I'm fine," Joselyn said, not wanting to talk to the woman, the woman who had turned Paul into what practically amounted to a stud animal.
"You're Joselyn, am I correct?" Dr. Blensch said, smiling with her lips and not her eyes.
"Yes," the blonde answered.
"Good. I must talk to you at once," the professor said. "In my office."
"I'm sorry, I have work to do for Dr. Bertrand," Joselyn told her. "Maybe some other time."
"You will want to talk to me," Dr. Blensch said.
"It's about Paul…"
Joselyn blinked at her vacantly.
"…and Dr. Bertrand," the professor said, "and Dr. Velasquez." The blonde jerked as if she'd been struck in the face. "There, see? You're interested already, aren't you?"
Joselyn allowed the professor to take her by the arm and lead her into her office. Dr. Blensch sat her down on a chair, then closed the office door and locked it.
"Did Paul tell you?" Joselyn asked, her voice shrill with pain. She knew the answer to her question already. Only Paul could've betrayed her. That he'd betrayed her to this evil redhead, this evil, dye-job redhead made the hurt worse.
"Of course, he told me," Dr. Blensch said, beaming at her. "Paul is a very obedient man. He does everything I tell him."
"He hates you."
"Hate, love, it's all the same. It's the intensity of the emotion that matters."
Joselyn frowned at that.
"He tells me that he loves you," Dr. Blensch said.
The blonde felt a pang in her belly, a different kind of pang than with Velasquez, but a pang nonetheless. She knew that Paul loved her, had known for a long time, had used that love against him. Only in the last few days had she begun to realize the injustices she'd heaped on him.
"And you tell me that he hates me," the professor continued. "I will keep him, though, and you will lose him… because he hates me more than he loves you."
The idea of keeping or losing Paul had never really occurred to her before. She found it as confusing as the professor's convoluted logic. She felt that she had to respond in some way, though.
"If he loves me," she said, "he'll stay with me."
"No, he won't," the professor said. "He won't because you're going to tell him you don't want to see him again."
"What?"
"Afterwards, he'll come sniveling back to me," Dr. Blensch said, her eyes alight with an unholy radiance…
"I won't tell him that!"
"You'll tell him, all right," the professor said. "Or I'll blow the whistle on your little scheme against Dr. Bertrand."
Joselyn groaned.
"I'd tell you that your boss; Velasquez, would get dragged into the mess, too, but I know you wouldn't believe it. He's a very careful man. No, Joselyn, you're the one who will get burned if you don't do exactly as I say."
The blonde sagged back in the chair. She knew when she'd been had. She felt utterly sapped, drained of strength.
"You will do as I say?"
"Yes," Joselyn said.
"First of all, I want you to tell Paul that Velasquez has ordered you to stop seeing him, to move out of his apartment," the professor said. "Then I expect you to live up to those orders, to pack up your things and get out. I don't want you to have any more contact with Paul. If you see him in the hall; you are to pass by him without speaking. So far as he is concerned, you are to be head over heels in love with Velasquez. Agreed?"
Joselyn nodded. What the redheaded bitch was asking was going to hurt Paul terribly, she knew very well. She also knew that it would have the ultimate effect of putting the young even more deeply in his mentor's control and there was nothing she could do about it without risking the destruction of everything she'd worked so hard to build.
"I don't mind telling you, Joselyn, that you've been the source of considerable irritation and inconvenience to me," Dr. Blensch said, glaring at her.
The blonde wanted to make a snappy come back, to get at least one good zinger in, but she didn't have the heart for it. More than fighting back, she wanted to roll over and play dead.
"Your using up of Paul's energy has made him a lackluster performer. Why just this morning, I was all ready for him, I mean, ready… and he just didn't have it in him. I don't like being built up and then let down. It infuriates me. I work hard; I need my release. I have to have it, understand?"
Joselyn just sat there and stared.
"So, since it was you who deprived me of my pleasure earlier," the professor said, "by all rights, it should be you who provide it now."
"Huh?"
Dr. Blensch stuck her hand in her lab coat pocket and came out with something red which she tossed on the floor at Joselyn's feet. "Pick them up," she said.
Without thinking, the blonde obeyed. It was only when she actually felt the fabric, when she raised it to her lap that she realized what she held.
"My panties," the professor said, her cheeks showing a definite flush of rosy color. "Sniff them."
Then it was Joselyn's cheeks that were flushing. She looked from the wadded up panties to the professor's face, horrified at what the woman had asked her to do. "I… no, I'm not," she stammered. "I don't… not with other women."
Dr. Blensch tut-tutted her. "What you mean, darling," she said, "is that you haven't yet. There's always a first time for everything. Now, stick those panties up under that pretty little nose of yours and take a long whiff. I want you to have a sample of what you're going to get from me, something to whet your appetite."
"I… I can't," Joselyn protested.
"Do it or else!"
The blonde knew that Dr. Blensch wasn't kidding, knew that she had to obey. Her skin crawling, she raised the rumpled panties up closer to her face and inhaled. "Oh!" she gasped as the heady, funky fumes of the professor's pussy raged up into her nostrils. The effect on Joselyn's libido was startling. Though she had steeled herself against feeling anything at all, that pungent scent swept over all her defenses, made her heart pound sickeningly, made her mouth fill with hot slobber. She was stunned to realize that the odor of another woman's pussy was turning her on.
"Nice, isn't it?" Dr. Blensch said to the blushing girl. "Paul just can't seem to get enough of it, either. He can root about happily between my legs for hours on end. Go on, chew the crotch-band. Chew it."
Joselyn groaned.
"Chew it!" the professor demanded.
The blonde opened her mouth and took the narrow band between her lips. A horrible, wonderful quiver raced through her as she tasted the raw, stark flavor of the professor's cunt, as those powerful fumes seared her sinuses. She didn't understand what was happening to her, why she was feeling so, so excited by the degrading act.
"That's it, darling," Dr. Blensch said, reaching out and taking her by the hands, helping her to her feet, then over to the front of her desk. "You just bend over now, over the desk, that's it, you just keep on chewing while I undress you."
Joselyn whimpered into the panties which were now sopping wet from her saliva. The professor was unbuttoning her cut off jeans, pulling them and her panties down over her hips, her thighs, down around her ankles. She was crouched over the desk, clinging to it with both hands, naked from the waist down, naked and in full view of Dr. Blensch.
"Lovely, just lovely," the professor crooned, sliding her smooth fingers over the round, saucy cheeks of Joselyn's ass.
The blonde shuddered at the intimate touch, shuddered as much from pleasure as from shock. She couldn't seem to get enough air. It was like all the oxygen in the room had been sucked out. And when she did breathe in, all she could smell was pussy, Dr. Blensch's pussy.
The professor slipped in behind the trembling girl, putting her hands flat to the sides of Joselyn's ribcage, then pushing them up, pushing the bottom of her tube top up, up and over the jutting mounds of her breasts. Dr. Blensch groaned as she cupped the succulent pears in her palms, as she pinched and pulled at the soft nipples.
"Ohhhhh," Joselyn moaned into the wet panties as she felt her nipples swelling, pushing out hard and hot against the expertly kneading palms.
The professor let go of her right breast and quickly reached back between their bodies, grabbing hold of the hem of her lab coat and the hem of her skirt, shoving them both up over her belly, then leaning forward, pressing her own, naked cunt right into Joselyn's ass.
The blonde let out a shrill wail as she felt the crisp hairs, the hot, wet lips of the professor's pussy rubbing into her buttocks. The sensation was unspeakably lewd.
"Easy, now, easy," Dr. Blensch said, once again clutching her breasts in both hands, once again mauling them hungrily, working the supple flesh under her fingers, pulling her belly tight to Joselyn's back, starting to grind her hips, to hump her cunt rhythmically against the firm buns.
"Oh! Oh!!" Joselyn gasped, realizing that the woman was masturbating against her. She could feel the hot pussy lips smooching apart as they slapped into her bottom, feel the heavy, slick lubricant smearing all over her ass. And the professor was plucking, twisting at her stiff nipples, making tickles of delight ripple down over her tummy.
"You're so soft, so smooth!" Dr. Blensch cooed, her breathing becoming more and more ragged the more she humped, her hands gliding down over Joselyn's stomach, her fingers slipping down into the fluffy golden pubic hair.
Joselyn told herself that she didn't want to be touched down there, not by another woman, but she could not summon the willpower to struggle, to fight against the smooth arms, the silky thighs that held her. The professor's fingers teased down over the summit of her mound, swiping over the apex of her slit.
"Uhhhh!!" the blonde whined, squirming her hips as an unwanted surge of pleasure exploded between her legs.
"Nice. So nice," Dr. Blensch wheezed, rubbing the pad of her index finger up and down the pouting lips, over the soft fringe of hairs.
Joselyn writhed like a wild woman, shuddering violently under the skilled touch of the professor. That finger, that finger was tracing round and round the plump donut of her pudenda, sending powerful waves of ecstasy shooting deep into her belly. And she could feel the lips of her pussy starting to swell, to grow hot and spongy, to smooch apart, inviting an even more intimate exploration.
Dr. Blensch gently pushed the ragged petals back, peeling open the full length of Joselyn's cunt, all the while flipping her own bottom, smacking her hot pussy into the upturned behind, fanning the flames that licked at belly, breasts and face.
The blonde stiffened as a fingertip rudely jammed between her labia, probing, searching for, finding the hot nubbin of her clitoris…
"Got it!" Dr. Blensch said, pinching the erect shaft between thumb and forefinger.
Joselyn did not need to be told that. As those fingers closed down on her clitoris, another surge of pleasure hit her, a surge so strong that it turned her legs all rubbery and caused her hips to tick forward automatically.
"That's it! Yes! That's it!" the professor cried, pinching Joselyn's clitoris rhythmically, delighting in the way it made the girl's bottom jerk and buck.
Joselyn began to sob brokenly into the nasty panty gag. Her body was betraying her. She could no longer control her hips and under the teasing, pinching onslaught, her pussy was coming totally unglued. Viscous, fragrant juice seeped from the mouth of her cunt, dribbling down the insides of her thighs.
"Don't cry. Don't cry," the professor said. "I'll fix it. Let me fix it."
The blonde moaned as the older woman raised up from her back, taking her fingers from the wet slit. Before Joselyn could gasp, Dr. Blensch was leaning forward, kissing the small of her back, kissing down into the top of the cleft of her buttocks.
"God!" Joselyn bawled, biting down hard on the panties as the professor fitted her thumbs to the insides of her saucy ass cheeks, levering them wide apart…
"Lovely, so lovely," Dr. Blensch murmured, gazing down at the tiny, winking ring of her anus, down lower, down at the gleaming pink petals of her pussy, petals fringed with silky hair, hair beaded with droplets of clear lubricant…
"No, please," the blonde begged, shaking her head.
The professor lowered her face to the spread cleft, opening her mouth, extending her long tongue, pressing it against the hot, slick meat of Joselyn's pussy.
"Oh! OH!!" Joselyn bleated as she felt that wet tongue sweeping over her labia, licking them, licking at the very mouth of her vagina.
"Mmmmm," the redhead cooed, wallowing in the keen, foxy aroma, the slick moisture of the girl's cunt. She lapped furiously at the soft flaps, bathing them with her slobber.
If Joselyn hadn't been leaning against the edge of the desk, she most certainly would've collapsed. Her legs were trembling something awful, her face so flushed, so feverish that it frightened her. She wasn't supposed to get this excited, not with another woman! She was shamed by her own undeniable arousal, by the nasty, wet, sticking sounds the professor was making at her cunt. The woman was actually licking the drips of pussy juice from the insides of her thighs!
Dr. Blensch worked the pads of her thumbs deeper into Joselyn's crack, pressing them down on either side of the nadir of her pussy, pushing out, exposing the round, winking entrance to her channel. Without pausing, the professor mashing her mouth down on that glistening aperture, driving the tip of her nose into the girl's anus, squirming her tongue through the buttery ring and into the narrow passage. She snorted, snuffled as the slippery folds parted, as the tender inner drapery slithered down over her tongue.
Joselyn slumped forward on the desk as the woman penetrated her, letting her weight fall on her forearms. What the professor was doing to her felt so good, so wickedly, wickedly good! She couldn't help but start to move her ass, to swivel her hips as the thick tool fucked in and out of her pussy, its spatulate tip flicking madly at her clitoris, making the sparks fly up over her mound.
"Uhhhhnnff! Uhhhhnnff!" Dr. Blensch grunted, bobbing her head, prodding her nose into the blazing, fragrant sphincter, working her tongue over every ridge, every valley of Joselyn's pussy, greedily drinking down the heavy rush of lubricant that flowed into her mouth. She could tell that she was getting to the girl, tell by the way her cunt had begun to clasp, to cling to her darting tongue, by the way her hips had begun to tick back, to hurry the instant when every inch of her talented tool was buried in her pussy. Dr. Blensch would accept nothing but total surrender from Joselyn. She gripped the curve of the girl's hips and mashed her mouth as hard against the entrance to her cunt as she could, so hard that the tip of her nose actually pushed through the wrinkly anal ring. Then, holding the girl still, holding her mouth tight to her slit, the professor began sweeping and swirling her tongue round and round, corkscrewing it over the walls of Joselyn's pussy.
The blonde's jaw went slack, the sodden panties slipped from her mouth, her eyes rolled up in their sockets. She whinnied. Unable to move her bottom, she was helpless, helpless under the madly thrashing caress of that long tongue, as it rolled about in her cunt, it bumped over her clitoris again and again. Immediately after each bump, Joselyn's whole cunt quivered, tightening in response to the sudden, ecstatic jolt of joy. She could feel the floor starting to tremble under her feet, feel the ominous rumble of orgasm shaking her loins. She didn't want to cum, she told herself. Not like this. But even as she thought that, the trapdoor under her gave way and she was falling, her fork exploding with pleasure, her pussy squeezing, milking at the full length of the waggling tongue.
The second she felt that powerful inward tug, Dr. Blensch jerked her face back, pulling her tongue from Joselyn's pussy.
"Ohhh! Ohhhh, nooooo!" the girl sobbed, as her ecstasy was cut short.
"Everything's fine, just fine," the professor babbled, her face awash with shining juice, littered with stray golden pubes. She gripped Joselyn around the waist and firmly pulled her down onto the floor. The blonde was like a rag doll in her hands, making no protest, just whimpering softly as she was rolled onto her back.
Joselyn was caught in limbo, so close to cumming that she could taste it, thick, sweet like honey in the back of her mouth. She felt the professor moving over her, felt the insides of the woman's knees bracketing her head. She squirmed her legs, anxiously, making no attempt to keep her thighs together, no longer caring about the "rightness" or "wrongness" of what was happening to her, wanting only to get over, to get off.
Dr. Blensch knelt, half-straddling the girl's head, facing those long, smooth legs, that gaping pink cunt. She suddenly raised herself up, caught hold of the hem of her skirt, lifting it, moving her pussy directly over Joselyn's face, then dropping the skirt back down.
The blonde was plunged into darkness… sweet, sexy, pungent darkness. The scent of the cunt above her was overpowering; it engulfed her, choked her. She began to kick frantically, flailing out wildly, futilely.
The professor dropped her hot, wet fork right down on the girl's face, pinning the back of her head to the floor.
Joselyn screamed up into the sticky, stinky, hairy folds, screamed again as the professor began to rock her ass, to grind her pussy over her entire face, smearing the unctuous lubricant in a wide band from her forehead to the tip of her chin. But all the screaming, all the kicking in the world would not make the rubbery lips stop sliding against her mouth, would not make the slippery fluid stop dribbling down over her cheeks and chin. And it wasn't just pussy she was faced with, either. As Dr. Blensch dragged her cunt down to the point of Joselyn's chin, the girl's nose was rubbed over the hot, wrinkly ring of her anus.
"Oooooh, yessss!" Dr. Blensch crooned ecstatically, shifting her hips back and forth, actually reveling in the vibration of the girl's cries for help. When the screams died away, she began humping in earnest, smacking her pussy hard against the tightly closed mouth. "Lick me! Lick me!!" she moaned.
Joselyn would not. No matter what happened, she told herself, she could not be made to do that.
The professor jammed her hand between Joselyn's legs, stuffing a finger into her cunt, flicking the hard chickpea of her clitoris. "Lick me! Lick me, slut!" she croaked.
All of Joselyn's resolutions vanished. Joy detonated in her mound. Her hips jerked and bucked obscenely up from the floor. Swooning with ecstasy; she opened her mouth; she started licking at the hairy flaps, sliding her tongue into the buttery cleft.
"Deeper! Shove it in me!" the redhead groaned, knocking her clitoris back and forth like a tiny punching bag.
Joselyn thrust up with hex tongue and the slick pussy walls came apart, gaping wide to receive it. Hot juice was pouring into her mouth and the whole length of the professor's cunt was starting to spasm, to milk her tongue and she couldn't keep her hips from flipping, bashing her pussy into the redhead's groping hand.
"Goooh, ohhhhh," Dr. Blensch gasped, raising and lowering her ass, making the stiffened tongue flip in and out of her quaking pussy, making it saw over the swollen node of her clitoris. She could tell that her moment was at hand, her climax bearing down on her like a runaway freight. She captured Joselyn's clitoris between her thumb and forefinger and started madly rolling it about. Almost at once, her belly tightened and her cunt began to flutter out of control.
"Cum! Cum, you slut!!" Dr. Blensch wailed, her mind going to mush as ecstasy blossomed in her crotch. "Cum!!"
Joselyn, the slut, dutifully obeyed.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Joselyn looked into Paul's face, saw the awful vulnerability in his eyes. She knew that her timing was bad, that she'd chosen a terrible place to unload on him, but it was a do or die situation. She had to act while she still could, while she still had the fear in her or she didn't know whether she could do it at all.
"What is it?" he said, the concern on his face growing. He pushed forward from the edge of the lab counter, and reached out for her with both hands.
The blonde stepped back, out of his range. In a couple of minutes, the empty laboratory was going to be filled with sullen undergraduates; she had to do it now.
"Bertrand turned in his N.S.F. grant proposal today," she said, no longer able to look Paul in the eye.
"I guess that bastard's ass is grass, huh?"
"It's up to Dr. Velasquez, now," she said. "Knowing him, he'll hold out for awhile, drop a few hints to Bertrand. Nothing heavy-handed, of course, but enough so that when the hammer falls, he'll know damn well who dropped it."
"Oily son of a bitch!?"
"My job with Bertrand is through," she said, "I quit as his research assistant this morning."
Paul's eyes lit up. He moved closer to her, trying to touch her again. When she once again moved back, he stopped and frowned. "What is it, Joselyn?" he said. "What's wrong?"
She took a deep breath, hating herself for what she was about to do for the sake of her career. "It's Velasquez," she said, woodenly. "He's given me strict orders about you."
"Me?! What's he got against me?"
She shrugged. "He's demanded that I move out of your apartment," she told him. "And that I stop seeing you, altogether."
"Son of a bitch!" Paul snarled.
"I'm sorry," Joselyn said.
"Sorry? Sorry?! You're not going to do it, are you?" he said, aghast. "You're not going to let that creep run your life like that?! Jesus! We can do something, fight it somehow! We've got to. We mean too much to each other."
It was the moment of truth. Joselyn knew that she could hurt him, humiliate him worse than ever just by the way she responded, but she didn't want to hurt him, not anymore. That surprised her. Perhaps it was because she realized that the part of him that she loathed, the part of him that made her want to cause him pain, his weakness for her, for everything was insignificant, as was her supposed strength. Neither of the two opposite qualities had kept them from getting caught up in the intrigue, neither was "better" than the other. Both Joselyn and Paul were in the same boat and she knew it.
"I'm sorry, Paul," she said, fighting back the urge to cry. "Really, I am."
The young man shut his eyes and shook his head as if trying to clear it. Then he looked at her and said, "I love you. I honestly do."
There was no nice way to dump on him. No matter how she spoke the words or what words she spoke, the effect was the same. It made him think that he was worthless, that she loved Velasquez, that she was willing to do whatever the professor said. It made him think that what he feared about himself, his inadequacy, was all true.
"I'm very sorry," she said, turning for the door. "Christ! You can't just walkout like that! You can't!"
Joselyn cringed. Paul was changing right before her eyes. He was turning into a desperate, whining cur. He was becoming the thing he feared, something ugly and debased. It startled her that he could fall apart so and it reminded her of how she'd fallen apart, she, the strong one, under the skilled fingers of Dr. Blensch. Her stomach tied up into a knot.
"I'll come by to pick up my things and drop off the key later," she said, walking quickly out the door.
Over and over, as she hurried down the hall away from the scene of the "crime", she told herself that what she'd done had to be done, that there was no way around it. Somehow, she couldn't convince herself, not entirely.
Her face was still hot, flushed as she knocked on Dr. Velasquez door and waited breathlessly for his response.
"Enter," he said.
Joselyn pushed into the office and closed the door behind her. The expression on the professor's face buoyed her spirits up immediately. He was beaming at her! Her heart began to pound hard. The look he was giving her could have passed for true affection.
"Well, well," he said, pushing up from his desk.
"My little Mata Hari has finished her assignment." She nodded, stepping closer, standing there, waiting, praying to be petted. Dr. Velasquez gingerly reached out and took hold of the hem of her tank top, lifting it up over her chest, exposing the supple, up thrusting pears of her breasts. He put the back of his hairy hand to her soft pink nipples, rubbing the hard edge of his knuckles over them.
Joselyn gasped as her nipples instantly stiffened, bumping in between his fingers, as waves of pleasure rolled down from her tits, down over her smooth tummy. He was watching her as he toyed with her breasts, watching intently as her eyelids fluttered, as her cheeks blushed, as her breathing grew heavy and ragged. He knew that she was his, they both knew. Joselyn could not hide the weakness, the yearning in her face, her eyes; she didn't even try. By showing it to him, she was meekly offering herself up to him, begging for mercy.
When her nipples had shriveled up into tight points, he stopped rubbing them. He looked down at his handiwork with almost clinical detachment. "Nice pair of tits," he said.
Joselyn felt her face burn with pleasure and shame. She wanted him to do more, to take her tender buds in his mouth and bite and suck them. He did not…
Dr. Velasquez stepped back from her, leaving her tank top pulled up, her breasts exposed. "Tell me about Bertrand," he said, grinning fiercely.
Joselyn had to shut her eyes and take a deep breath to pull herself together before she could speak. His casual touch had started a bonfire going between her thighs.
"He mailed the proposal this morning," she said. "He seemed elated that things worked out so well. He was so relieved that he didn't make much of a fuss when I told him I was quitting."
"You're damn right he was relieved!" the professor said, gleefully. "He didn't think he had a snowball's chance in hell of ever getting out of the corner he'd boxed himself into. That stupid cretin probably thinks some benevolent angel stepped in to save him!"
The blonde tried to smile, but somehow she could not share the professor's enthusiasm. There was a slight hysterical edge to his merriment that deeply disturbed her.
"I'm going to let him stay 'relieved' for a couple of weeks," he went on, his eyes gleaming. "Until after I have a chance to address the Foundation board as to my suspicions. Once I know that they're going to act against him, I'll start dropping hints around the department. Oh, it's going to be such a pleasure to see that jerk leave here in disgrace!"
Joselyn stood there, her breasts bared, her nipples beginning to soften, to spread out into round ring. She felt awkward, ill at ease…
The professor looked at her suddenly, as if just remembering that she was present. He scowled at her naked breasts. "You can put those jugs away," he said.
The blonde's face flushed, but she did as he asked, pulling her tank top down… She had something to tell him, something important, and she wasn't sure how he would take it. The longer she waited, the harder it was getting, so she just blurted it out.
"I've decided to move out of Paul's apartment," she said, her eyes searching his desperately.
"Really?" he said, raising an eyebrow.
She nodded, stumbling ahead full tilt. "I just couldn't stand to be with him anymore. Not after being with you. I don't ever want to be with anyone else, ever again."
Dr. Velasquez regarded her curiously. "Are you telling me that you're in love with me?" he said.
Joselyn caught the mocking tone in his voice, but she refused to be crushed by it. She told herself if she could show him how much he meant to her, if she could prove it to him, he'd have to love her back.
"Yes, yes, I am," she said.
The professor smiled at her. "How wonderful for you," he said.
The blonde winced, biting her lower lip. Velasquez grinned even more broadly, grinned like a crocodile. "Maybe you'd like to come over to my place this evening?" he said. "We could talk about it some more… in a place where we won't be disturbed."
"What?"
"My apartment," he told her, walking around the corner of his desk and taking a seat in his swivel chair. "At about six."
Joselyn's pulse rate soared. She couldn't believe that he wasn't playing with her, teasing her. "Really?" she asked, breathlessly.
He gave her an arch look. "Unless you have some other plans," he said.
"No! Of course not," she told him. She wanted to jump for joy.
"I'll see you then," he said, indicating with a nod of his head that she was dismissed.
She walked out of that office on Cloud Nine. She spent the rest of the day in the graduate research library in one of the little study cubicles. She wasn't studying Chemistry, though. She was mulling over what Dr. Velasquez had said to her, trying to stretch the most amount of meaning from it. An invitation to his apartment undoubtedly implied sex and that, in itself, was enough to make her head swim. And, an invitation to his apartment coming immediately after she'd told him she was moving out on Paul could possibly mean he intended on offering to let her move in with him. The thought of that, of being around "her man" all the time, of serving him in all ways, made her want to run shouting through the library, shouting her happiness.
She made sure that she showed up at his apartment at precisely six p.m., even though it meant she had to wait in a downstairs hallway for ten minutes. As she rang the bell, she thought she could hear voices coming from inside, but the stereo was so loud she couldn't be sure.
The door opened and, instead of coming face to face with the man she adored, Joselyn found herself staring at a girl of no more than eighteen, a very pretty girl dressed in a pale blue, baby doll style negligee.
"Hi," the girl said, brushing her long, straight blonde hair from her face. Though the frilly top of the peignoir was totally sheer, though the small, high breasts, the round red nipples could be easily seen through it, she made no move to cover herself from Joselyn's stare. "You must be Joselyn. Come on in. The party's just about to start."
Joselyn was too stunned, too crushed to do anything more than walk past the girl. Her little fantasy of a romantic interlude with Velasquez went straight down the toilet.
There were three men sitting on the couch in the living room. None of them happened to be the professor. They were all dressed as if they'd just returned from a workout at the handball court, rumpled, sweat-stained t-shirts, gym shorts and court shoes.
"Man, alive!" said the fellow closest to Joselyn, his eyes licking greedily over her body. He was short, plump, about 45 years old. His complexion was florid, his thinning hair a dark, wavy red. He violently nudged the man sitting next to him. "I don't believe it," the nudged fellow said, shaking his head. He was the oldest of the three and the tallest, like a salt and pepper thatched string bean. His deeply tanned skin was like leather.
"Here," said the third man, patting the tops of his hairy thighs. His body was covered with matted black hair. It stuck out of the neck of his t-shirt in thick tufts. The top of his head, however, was bald as an egg. His features were coarse, knobby; his smile absolutely obscene. "Come over here and sit," he repeated, waving at Joselyn.
She felt her face flush with embarrassment. "Is Dr. Velasquez here? I came to see Dr. Velasquez," she said.
"Sure, he's here," the plump man said, staring at her crotch.
"Sugar," the tall one said to the young blonde, "why don't you go and get your lord and master? Tell him he's wanted out here."
Joselyn flinched at the "lord and master" bit… then flinched again as the girl turned her back on them and walked through a door into the bedroom. The seat of her negligee was sheer, too. Through it, the round, tight cheeks of her ass could be seen, and between them, just a hint of soft, blonde fuzz.
"Christ, what I'd give for fifteen minutes with that!" the hairy man groaned.
Joselyn suddenly felt very dizzy. Everything had become so confused. What was that young girl doing here dressed like that? What were these three leering animals doing here? Where was her professor?
Her last question was answered first. Dr. Velasquez stepped into the living room, followed by the little blonde.
"Glad you could make it," he said to Joselyn.
Joselyn could only gape at him. For one thing, he was completely naked, for another, his entire body was oiled, gleaming, every hair plastered to his swarthy skin, and he was sporting a monstrous erection.
"Allow me to introduce you all," he said. "Joselyn, this is Charlene. She's one of my brighter undergraduate students."
Charlene nodded and smiled, but she wasn't looking at Joselyn; she was mesmerized by the lewdly swaying staff of his penis.
"The rolly polly guy is Wilbur Jaffee, from the school of Dentistry," Velasquez said.
"Dr. Jaffee," the plump man corrected him.
"Sitting next to him is Dr. Karl Manx of the Geology Department," the professor continued. "And next to him is Hubert Reed, lecturer in Astro-Physics."
"Pleased to meet you," Dr. Manx said.
"Likewise," said Dr. Jaffee.
"When is she going to strip?" asked Mr. Reed.
Joselyn shot Velasquez a horrified look. "No," she said, softly. "No, please."
The professor beamed at her. "I'm sure that Joselyn will be only too happy to accommodate you in any way that you please," he said. "She's a very adaptable girl."
She shook her head, her eyes brimming with tears. She had just gotten the answer to her second question. The men were here for her and she was here for them. Her most terrible fears had become reality. Velasquez didn't give a damn about her, wasn't even interested enough in her to want to fuck her, himself. What did interest him was power, the power to control her, to control her favors, to dispose them on a whim to his handball cronies, to show them just how macho he was.
"She doesn't look too happy to me," Dr. Manx said, frowning at Velasquez. "You invited us up for a gang bang, not a gang rape, or am I mistaken?"
The professor smirked at him, reaching back, grabbing hold of Charlene's silky hair, brutally jerking her around in front of him, forcing her to her knees. Whimpering softly, the girl immediately began to lick his hairy testicles, her eyes shut rapturously, her hands limp at her sides.
Joselyn's final question was then answered. Charlene was here for Velasquez. As the realization swept over her, it seemed to deaden every nerve in her body. She stood there, rigid as a statue, hardly aware of what was going on around her, her soul writhing in agony inside the lifeless shell.
"Strip for them, baby," Velasquez said to her, his hands trapping Charlene's blushing face, guiding her lips and tongue up higher, up over the thick root of his oiled erection. "Show them what you've got to give."
The look in his eyes cut right into the core of her being. It said that if she didn't obey him, she would never see him again. He would shut her out of his life. She couldn't bear that, not that. No matter what he made her do, she couldn't bear being nothing to him.
"Yeah, show us," Dr. Jaffee said, his voice already thick with passion, his face turning a darker shade of red.
Joselyn tried to swallow the basketball sized lump in her throat and failed. It remained there, choking her as she took hold of the bottom of her tank top. She stared straight into Dr. Velasquez eyes as she lifted it up over her breasts, up over her head, trying desperately to send him the mental message that she was doing it for him, that she would do anything for him, pleading with him to give the other girl to these animals, to take her into the bedroom with him.
"God, what a set!" Mr. Reed groaned, feasting his eyes on her breasts. His stubby-fingered hands rubbed anxiously on his thighs.
"Beautiful!" said Dr. Manx, moistening his lips.
"Let's see the pussy!" Dr. Jaffee cried, excitedly, a big lump suddenly visible, suddenly throbbing in the front of his shorts.
Joselyn gave the professor one last pleading look. He glared at her, lifting, lowering Charlene's pretty face, making her mouth rub over the full length of his cock.
"Go on," he said.
A chill raced up Joselyn's spine. He was really going to make her go through with it. There would be no reprieve. Her fingers fumbled with the front of her cut off jeans.
Even before she had the buttons loose, the professor was turning, half-dragging Charlene back through the bedroom door, her lips obscenely ovalled about the greasy head of his penis.
"Hey!" Dr. Jaffee said. "Aren't you going to stick around for the rest of the show?"
Velasquez laughed. "I've seen it," he said.
Joselyn had to bite her lip to keep from sobbing aloud.
"Go on, knock yourselves out," the professor said. "It's party time." Then he closed the bedroom door.
"Hell of a guy!" Mr. Reed said.
"Salt of the earth," added Jaffee.
Dr. Manx was already up from the couch, moving towards her. His face was a frightening mask of lust… and the whole front of his nylon gym shorts was pushed out of shape by a huge, hulking erection.
Instinctively, Joselyn moved back, holding her hand out to fend him off. "Oh, please, please, don't!" she whined, tearfully.
The sight of her naked breasts, her silken tummy had evidently quashed the doctor's concern over rape. He pushed her hand aside and pulled her roughly into his arms, forcing her bare mounds to mash into his chest, forcing his mouth down hard on hers.
Joselyn tried to struggle, to keep her jaws shut, but he was gripping her face so hard, digging his fingers into the hinge points of her jaw that she couldn't bear the pain. Her mouth opened and his long, thick tongue slithered inside, nearly gagging her.
He kissed her hungrily, lashing his tongue over hers, over the insides of her cheeks, the roof of her mouth, making his tool fuck in and out between her lips.
She pushed as hard as she could on his arms, trying to make him disengage, but her efforts were worse than futile. All she succeeded in doing was exhausting herself.
"Look at the good doctor tongue that bitch!" Mr. Reed exclaimed, starting to strip out of his clothes, moving closer to the grappling couple.
"Yeah!" Jaffee panted, pulling his gym shorts down. His thick, uncircumcised penis flipped up, slapping hard against the soft meat of his chest, making it jiggle. He immediately put his hand to the obscenely curving shaft and began to pump it furiously.
Joselyn felt the other two men closing in behind her. Never in her life had she ever felt so trapped, so smothered. Rough hands slipped around her waist, ripping open the buttons of her fly, wrenching her shorts down around her ankles.
"Would you look at that ass!" Jaffee croaked, masturbating himself harder, faster.
Mr. Reed slipped his hands in under her armpits and somehow got his fingers between her breasts and Dr. Manx's chest. He cupped those resilient mounds, squeezing them hard, pinching the tender nipples.
The blonde was so dizzy she could hardly stand. That long tongue was choking her, shutting off her breath, those hard fingers were plucking at her nipples, savagely kneading her soft breasts, and there were other hands, other hands cupping her bare buttocks, prying them apart.
Dr. Manx dug his fingers deep into her asscrack, pulling her tighter to him, mashing her hot mound up against the front of his gym shorts, up against the underside of his hard cock, and, in so doing, he ripped her cheeks wide open, spreading her entire crotch to the view of the other men.
Reed stopped squeezing her tits and staggered back, leering at the flattened cleft, at the round pink ring of her anus, at the smooth pink petals of her pussy, at the silky golden hairs.
"Christ!!" he groaned, shoving his shorts down, freeing the monstrous hard on between his legs. The swollen rod lurched up, the broad, squat head sitting atop the rigid shaft like a purple toad, its skin hideously shiny, its vent glistening with something white and thick. He started to bend his penis down, down towards Joselyn's cunt.
"No!! Let me! Let me first!!" Jaffee moaned, pushing around in front of Reed, dropping to his knees behind the helpless girl. He thrust his florid face right into her parted fork, boring his nose right into her anus, boring his pointed tongue between the warm flaps, right up into her pussy.
Joselyn whinnied through her nostrils, her whole body shuddering as the tongue surged up into her cunt. Her nails raked Dr. Manx's arms, but he would not release her. Tongue was darting down her throat, tongue was darting up her pussy. The sensation was awesome. Jaffee was going absolutely animal on her, sucking as well as thrusting, snorting, and snuffling into her open pussy like a hog at a trough. Every wild slurping stab of his tongue against her clitoris sent unwanted thrills shooting over her belly. She could feel her cunt stretching, yielding to the insistent probing, readying itself, whether she liked it or not, for a much deeper, much more degrading penetration soon to come.
"Enough, dammit!" Reed snarled. "Let me in there, you little twerp!"
Jaffee raised her face from her bottom, saliva and pungent juice glistening on his mouth and pudgy cheeks. "Don't say I never did anything for you," he said, indicating her fork with a nod of his head…
Reed peered over the fat man's shoulder and groaned. The blonde's pussy was no longer pink, no longer tight-lipped and prim. It had been sucked, licked to a bright, ruddy red and the flaps dropped down, heavy, swollen, like the petals of a parboiled orchid.
Dr. Manx worked his fingers lower, catching hold of the wet labia, peeling both halves of her pussy back, opening up the hot pink furrow from top to bottom.
"Christ! How did you get her so fucking loose?!!" Reed said to Jaffee.
The plump man smirked. "I'm a dentist, remember?" he said, turning his head back to her fork, giving her winking anus a greedy slurp. "An oral expert, for Christ's sake!"
Joselyn cringed as she felt that tongue squirm over her pore and cringed again as she felt the hairy man moving into position behind her. Dr. Manx was holding her pussy open so wide that she knew Reed would have no trouble getting his cock into her. She tried desperately to fight down the feeling that were welling up inside of her, a horrible, confused mish mash of self-loathing and self-doubt. Did she really secretly deserve what she was about to get? Had she earned the debasement through her own cruelties to Paul, to other men? And more importantly, did she really, deep down want it?
A piercing shriek cut into the room, a shriek from the bedroom. Joselyn knew that Velasquez was fucking Charlene, battering her, abusing her in some ungodly way, attempting to break her will, to turn her into a slave. She could no longer feel jealousy towards the other girl. All she had in her heart for Charlene was pity.
Reed jammed the head of his cock right between her parted labia, guiding it with his fingers, easing it into the warm, wet pocket of her pussy.
"Man!" Jaffee cried, leering at the penetration from a distance of about six inches.
Joselyn tried to tighten her sphincter muscles, to hold him out, but Dr. Manx was pulling outward too hard. The heavy head probed up into her cunt, filling it from wall to wall with hot, male flesh.
"She's so fucking hot!" Reed gasped.
Dr. Manx jerked his mouth from Joselyn's.
"Hurry, damn you," he barked over her shoulder. "Get it in!"
"Noooo, noooo pleeeease!!" she sobbed as the hairy man drew his knob back a bit, preparing to righteously spit her.
Reed paused, peering down fixedly at her spread crotch, peering at the winking ring of her anus just above the neck of his penis. He made his decision in a split second, ripping the gleaming head from the lips of her pussy, jamming it right into her tiny pore.
"GOD!!!" Joselyn screamed, her arms clinging frantically around Dr. Manx's waist. His cockhead plowed right up her ass. It was wet and stone hard and there was no way she could keep it out. Her sphincter stretched like hot taffy, slipping down over his flaring rim and then there was nothing stopping him. The pain of that initial lunge was devastating. It was like he'd poured molten metal up her ass. She jerked and twisted, hopping about like a pig on a lance, but all her frenetic squirming did was to force the huge log deeper into her rectum.
"He's fucking her in the butt!" Jaffee croaked. Reed's face was flushed scarlet, the veins in his temples standing out like soda straws. He snapped his hips, viciously cramming the full length of his cock into the depths of her bowels, holding it there, wallowing in the frantic, flexing grip of sphincter, the rubbery, squeaky tight feel of her rectum…
Though Joselyn stood on her tiptoes, she could not evade the punishing shaft. It filled her guts until she was sure they'd burst from the strain. She openly wept, sobbing into Dr. Manx's chest, as she felt the thing throbbing pulsing against her innards.
The good doctor was not moved by her whimpering. "Grab her legs, dammit!" he snapped. "Lift her up! Tip that pussy up!"
"Uhhhhh!!!" the blonde shrieked as her feet were jerked out from under her, as her legs were raised up until her knees practically touched her breasts, as her full weight dropped down on her poor, ravaged anus, forcing the skewering rod to dig even deeper into her.
When she felt Dr. Manx's torso in front of her she automatically extended her long legs, wrapping them about his waist, trying to take some of the pressure off her pore. That was just what Manx intended her to do. Pushing his shorts down, he gripped the neck of his massive erection and rammed the bulb right into her already penetrated cunt.
"Yuhhhhh!!!" she bleated as the second rod shot up her pussy like greased lightning. She struggled wildly between them, trying to climb up, to climb away from the horrible double pronging, but there was no escape. Her belly was jam packed with hot cock, more hot cock than it was ever intended to hold. The penis up her ass had already filled the inner space normally given to her pussy and when the doctor's cock crammed into her pussy, it served to tighten things for both orifices, both cocks.
"I can feel your Goddam dick!" Reed groaned. "I can feel it right through the wall of her ass!"
Manx could not speak. He looked like a zombie, a horrible red-faced zombie. Grunting, gasping, he began to fuck into her pussy, his hips moving spastically, his whole body jerking like he was a puppet in the control of some demented puppet master.
Reed's jaw gaped. His penis was getting massaged by the doctor's! Unable to hold back, he began to fuck in and out of her ass, working his cock in a syncopated rhythm, dragging it out as the doctor thrust in and vice versa.
"Uhhh! Ohhh!! Uhhhh!!" Joselyn grunted, thrashing, kicking as she was savagely sandwiched between the two horny men. Their cocks were pistoning into her, pulling at her guts, and she bounced, helplessly back and forth between them like some kind of inflatable toy.
Jaffee watched from underneath, crouching low on the floor, mesmerized by the sight of those two glistening cocks driving into her smooth crotch. He could see the wet, friction-reddened lips of her pussy clinging to Dr. Manx's cock on the backstroke, being pulled far from her fork, then being rudely jammed back as he thrust home. He could see the round, ovalled ring of her rectum gliding down over Reed's thick penis. His own cock swayed back and forth like a cobra, smearing white goo allover his flabby chest.
The seesawing in her loins, the dual ravagement was too much for Joselyn to bear. Whether she had started out enjoying it or not, whether she had fought to keep from enjoying it or not, was a moot point. The fact of the matter was that she suddenly found herself enjoying it. Racking waves of pleasure swept over her crotch. Screeching, clawing at the doctor's shoulders, she began to work her hips forward and back, forcing her wet cunt down over the doctor's flipping cock, her fluttering anus down over Reed's thrusting penis.
Her movements were so sudden, so violent, that they took the two men totally off guard. All of her weight fell back onto Reed and he could not hold it. He toppled over backwards, taking her with him, lifting her pussy off the tip of Manx's cock. Reed landed flat on his back and Joselyn landed right on his stomach, momentarily knocking the wind from him. He was stunned, but she wasn't fazed. Her sense of self gone, her brain addled with raw animal lust, she lifted her knees and spread them wide, offering the doctor her gaping red coot. He threw himself between her legs, feeding her pussy his slippery penis. In a matter of seconds, the three of them were back at it, writhing, grunting, squealing…
Jaffee couldn't stand being left out any longer. He moved beside Joselyn's feverish face and with one hand gripped the neck of his penis.
Joselyn felt fingers fumbling with her lips, prying her jaws apart. She opened her eyes just in time to see the plump man skin back the foreskin of his cock. A long strand of pre-cum slipped from his purple bulb and then he was pushing it between her lips. She gagged on the rank taste, choked on the musty smell, but she started sucking at once, madly nursing on the semen-drooling penis as, her pussy and ass were simultaneously pounded.
The dentist was so over-excited that he orgasmed almost instantly. Hot, nasty sperm belched into Joselyn's mouth and down her throat. Even as she reached up to grip the shaft, to try and milk the ejaculation onto her tongue, Jaffee was jerking back, ripping his cock from her sucking lips.
"Uhhff!" he snorted, his fist flying over his own meat, his cum flying over her face.
The feel of that slimy stuff raining down on her was the straw that broke the camel's back as far as she was concerned. She fell into a wild fit of rutting, her pussy convulsing, her anus contracting, as the bottom dropped out of the world, as she climaxed.
The hard tugging of her pussy on his cock, the sight of Jaffee spurting onto her face right under his nose was too much for Manx. When the surge of pleasure hit him, it was so staggering that it cut all the puppet strings. He collapsed on top of her, twitching, his huge penis fountaining in her cunt.
Reed couldn't hold back, not with all the gasping and moaning, the semen gushing all around, all over. He fucked his cock in and out of her ass, shooting his cum deep into her bowels, smacking his testicles up against those of Manx.
It took a long time for the shivering, shuddering to stop. When it finally did, the foursome sort of fell apart… Jaffee slumping back against the side of the couch, Manx rolling onto his back on the floor, Joselyn squirming, lifting her bottom until Reed's penis slipped from her ass.
She rolled onto her belly on the rug, panting, whimpering softly, feeling all that cum start to trickle out of her various orifices. She could hear Velasquez and Charlene in the bedroom. The young girl was still squealing, only now and then her cries were broken by a hoarse pleading for mercy. The pleadings were cut off by a sharp, smacking sound. The injustice of it all hit her like a sledge. Why should Charlene, why should Paul, why should she have to put up with that kind of mistreatment?! Why should some sick bastard like Velasquez or Bertrand or Blensch have that kind of power over them?!!
Joselyn began to cry, not for herself so much as for the girl in the other room, the girl who had to be lying to herself at this very moment, had to be telling herself that what she was submitting to, she was doing for her career, that the man abusing her really loved her, that he would never turn her over to his cronies when he was through. She began to cry for all the naive undergraduates yet to come.
No! she told herself. Someone, somehow had to put a stop to it, to bring the humiliating lord-serf relationship to an end!
"God!! No more!!!" Charlene bleated, her voice thin and shrill through the wall.
Joselyn decided in that instant that the someone would be her. She would bring them down! All of them! She would defy them, say to tell with the consequences and make a public stand. Paul would help, she knew he would. And once they showed that they were unafraid, others, other victims would come forward. A warm hand slipped between her thighs from behind, groping her wet pussy, startling her out of her fantasy.
"Roll over, baby," Jaffee said, fingering her cunt greedily, "I want some pussy."
Joselyn rolled over, all right, rolled over and jumped to her feet.
"Lay down! Come on!" Jaffee said, pulling on her leg impatiently. She gave him a swift, hard kick right in the belly.
Her foot sank into his soft flesh and he made a whooshing sound. Then, he rolled over onto his side, clutching his stomach, gasping like a fish out of water.
"Hey! Hey!! Why'd you do that?" Reed demanded. "He just wanted a piece of ass."
Joselyn quickly pulled on her clothes, ignoring him, wanting only to get the hell out of there.
"Why did you do that?" Reed repeated.
Manx propped Jaffee up against the couch.
"Why? Why?" the fat man puffed, his face horribly congested.
All three men glared at her, fully expecting a complete explanation. Joselyn started to say something about human dignity to them, but caught herself. There was no point in raising moral issues, not in front of men like them, shallow, computer print out men. She turned and ran out of the apartment and down the hall. She was in a hurry. She and Paul had a campaign to plan.
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