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ONE


Angie's face burned red. Inside she felt a sense of both anger and helplessness.

This was her dig! She had first found the site. She had convinced Dean Sisson to support the expedition. She had secured the grant paying for the half dozen people that were now gathered around the edge of the woods.

And now Dr. Peter Roberts who had said he just wanted to make a quick visit was undermining her authority.

Angie pushed a strand of her long brown hair from her face and continued to listen in near disbelief.

"We'll divide into two groups. I will lead a team with Tiffany and you two," Peter was saying. Of course he would refer to the cute, young Tiffany Dunkin by name while the others rated no such recognition.

Angie seethed. Didn't Tiffany see what a jerk Peter was? Yes, with a tall lean build and wavy blond hair he was a handsome man. But he was such an arrogant prick! Angie felt certain that Tiffany was destined to be the next in a long chain of serial coeds seduced by the charming and famous Doctor fuckin' Roberts. Angie was also certain that he would get away with it.

"We will excavate the main site here. Sam, you take the others and dig at the secondary site closer to the stream where the ground penetrating radar showed some possible artifacts."

Angie found the courage to speak up. "I think..."

"Of course," interrupted Dr. Roberts. "I agree totally my dear Angie."

Agree with what she wondered. He hadn't even let her finish. She also wasn't his 'dear' anything.

"You continue your scouting for other likely dig locations. Maybe you'll get lucky and strike pay dirt again," he said with a chuckle.

Damn him! Her dig and he was basically telling her in front of everyone to go wander around while the others handled the excavation. And to top that off, he called all of her initial research and her careful mapping that led to the find being lucky? That pompous ass!

Damn him!


TWO

Nearly four centuries earlier…

She sat well back from the fire and listened as they discussed her. Once she had been young, beautiful, powerful, and respected. Now she was old, shunned, and feared. They spoke about her like she was not even present.

They were debating whether she controlled the powerful spirit or whether it controlled her. She was smart enough to realize that the outcome really didn't matter.

Whatever they decided, it would not be good for either her or the object wrapped in the rabbit pelt she held clutched to her breast.

But she still had one last thing to do. This was not over.

She did not understand last night's dream, but she knew it would not be over until many generations had come and gone. In her dream she had been young again, meeting a pale, silent woman with whom she had shared her secret and her love.

Like in the beginning of her dream, she slipped quietly out of the village to hide her precious source of power while the handsome young man used his persuasive speech to turn the people she had loved, cared for, and protected against her. The fact that the women she had helped and protected simply sat and watched the men talk only further fueled her disappointment and anger.

Soon it was hidden and she slipped back into her small shelter. Lying down, she felt a peace fill her body. Then she felt her spirit slip away. She did not look back at earthly things as she felt her soul float upward and into a world of dreams.

The argument around the fire would continue for hours without any of them realizing the woman whose fate the discussed had died quietly in her sleep and was beyond their reach.

They would soon realize the consequences of losing her and the powers she had.


THREE

Angie walked upstream a bit. She was humiliated. Sent off like a child who is told to stay out of the way.

Dr. Angie Darling. The lucky one. Fuck Roberts!

Angie wanted to cry. What would her colleagues think if they could see her now with tears trickling down her face? Dr. Roberts would likely laugh and tell her in a condescending way that she was being immature and unreasonable. That she was acting like an emotional woman instead of a true professional.

The anger drained her energy and after a while Angie sat beneath a tree and began to casually stab at the ground with the small hand spade she carried.

Suddenly some third sense told her that there was something buried here.

Angie crouched on her legs and dug carefully with her hands.

Some kind of carved stick! She just knew it was ancient and important. A walking stick? As she dug away more dirt she realized it was shorter than that.

She brushed back the dirt and revealed a carefully carved piece of wood about the diameter of her wrist, gently rounded on each end, and maybe eighteen inches long.

She knew she should not remove it from its resting place. She should take notes about the depth. Gather samples of the soil that had surrounded it. Carefully photograph its exact location and position.

Sure. While she was at it she could just let Dr. Roberts take credit also. So instead she carefully picked it up and brought it towards her for a closer look.

As it came even with her crotch, it happened. A sudden, quick, and unexpected bolt of energy seemed to enter her body squarely between her thighs. Reflexively, her legs sprang upward and Angie was thrown back. Clutching her new found prize to her breast, she slowly faded out of consciousness.


FOUR

Dr. Peter Roberts was not a nice man. Although he would adamantly deny it, at heart he was filled with insecurities. Hiding secrets and berating others was his way of hiding his weakness from those around him.

Dr. Angie Darling was one colleague who was often on the receiving end of his always unpleasant attention. He felt he had definitely put her in her place earlier.

But Dr. Roberts's most closely hidden secret was, in his mind, much more humiliating.

It is sometimes said that the biggest critics of homosexuality are overcompensating and trying to hide the fact that they are gay. Generalizations are often unfair, but sometimes accurate. In Dr. Roberts's case he was a vocal homophobic, but the secret fact was that he was gay. The university where he worked would have supported his choice of lifestyle had he admitted it. He certainly would not be alone among the facility nor the students in his sexual orientation.

But instead he hid his real sexuality deeply. Bedding one young coed after another was one way he compensated. His total lack of emotional engagement caused most of these relationships to quickly fade as the young women discovered that Dr. Roberts's beautiful exterior seemed to cover a emotionally barren interior that was void of any real feelings.

He glanced at young Tiffany in her tight shorts. Bent over and working with a small trowel, her shapely ass nicely filled out her short pants. She glanced over her shoulder, caught his eyes, and smiled. He smiled back knowing he would have to bed her soon to keep his precious reputation and close kept secret intact.

He glanced at the young man working beside her. Tommy. Dr. Roberts would pretend he didn't notice or know the young man, but the tight shorts showed both a luscious ass and the bulge of well endowed manhood.

Dr. Roberts sighed. He wanted Tommy so bad. He longed to worship the young man's cock. But he would settle for Tiffany. Otherwise people might discover he was gay. That simply would not do.


FIVE

Nearly four centuries earlier...

The young man had been hansom. His power and his words had been so persuasive just a short week earlier. The young women in the tribe all had admired him before. Virile and young.Filled with strength and energy.

At one time he had been sick and weak. In a time were roots and herbs often could deal with many sicknesses, his illness would not pass.

The old woman had finally told him she could help. The cost would be his pride. She did not ask him to pay that price. The loss of his pride and his embarrassment had to be his own choice. Some she would deliberately inflict this fate on, but he was a nice young man and she would respect his decision.

In the darkness of night, he would visit the old woman's shelter. There were things he did not understand, but he knew that those things gave him life and strength.

The tribe whispered, but as the young man grew healthy and strong they were careful to hide these murmurs.

The noises that came from the old woman's shelter made it clear that his visits were intimate ones. There was speculation about exactly what form that intimacy took based on a few prying eyes. Then two weeks earlier there had been a fight.

The young man was demanding something of the old woman. He said it was time for it to be his. That her days of humiliating him were over.

Her voice trembled as she tried to explain. She would give him substance, but could not give him the source. It was a gift that was on loan to her and not hers to give away. His humiliation was his own choice and in return had become the virile young man he now was.

Nobody saw what happened, but when he yelled that he would take it whether she would offer it willingly or not there had been a scream. Not the scream of an old lady, but of the young man. The screaming continued as the old woman fled her shelter and into the woods.

That was when the young man had lost his senses. He tried to hide it, but everyone knew. The next day he began to demand the old woman's death. She had evil magic and drew evil spirits to their camp he claimed.

This went on for days until that final night of arguments around the fire and when they had found her peaceful and dead in her shelter. They had prepared and buried her body in their own way and with respect.

The young man had desperately searched her shelter. He cursed the old woman. One night they caught him as he tried to desecrate the carefully prepared body.

He was weak and feverish. They had rarely had to deal with this type of thing and confined the young man to his shelter out of fear he might be contagious.

In their society, homosexuality was neither encouraged nor frowned upon. It simply was. No judgement was involved.

To everyone's knowledge, the young man had never been with another man before. But during his captivity that changed. He complained of thirst and they brought him water. He spit his first mouthful out. This would never satisfy his thirst he screamed over and over.

In desperation he pleaded with the guard. The tribe understood that the seed of life was somehow in the cum of man. The desperate young man begged the guard to let him drink of that seed.

The young guard was not particularly interested in trying to understand the rants and raves of a crazy man, but he was very willing to stand as the previously powerful man kneeled and serviced him. The guard could sense the thirst and desperation. Soon the guard came. Even in those times, swallowing was something that some did and others avoided. The young man swallowed the guard's cum with hunger and licked greedily until every last drop had been consumed.

For a time he seemed calmer and laid down, but an hour later he was begging the guard again. By the third time most of the tribe knew of what was going on. Men of all ages would drop by the young man's shelter and let his eager mouth drain them. It reached the point where a line would form. As quickly as the young man would finish with one man, he would move with hungry desperation to the next.

Yet the thirst deepened and the young man continued to weaken.

Within days of the old woman's death, the young man was dead also.

They found him gaunt with his eyes locked open in fear. He was unclean. They carefully removed the body.

Instead of a ceremony to help his spirit move to the next world, they asked their gods to keep the man's spirt away from their village. Even the scavengers avoided the body as it slowly rotted and decayed in the forest.


SIX

Angie was dreaming.

First she saw an old woman hiding something under a tree. The woman turned towards Angie and somehow her face seemed to be getting younger. The woman scurried away and back towards what looked like a distant fire.

Then Angie was setting on a large throne. She was naked and surrounded by a mist.

A form appeared slowly from the mist. It was a beautiful young woman. Angie could tell the woman was Native American. She was also naked and in her arms she carried the wooden shaft that Angie had just uncovered.

The woman silently approached Angie and stood in front of her. With care she lifted the wooden shaft to the air and said something in a language that Angie could not understand.

The shaft was rounded on each end. Angie could clearly see the carvings now. It was like a miniature totem pole. Some of the animals were clear and Angie knew their traditional meanings. The bear represented power. The snake meant swift and decisive action. The hawk was often considered a guardian.

Other animals were not recognizable. Or were they even animals? Some seemed to be faces and others appeared to be phallic symbols.

At age thirty four, Angie was a virgin. Yes, in graduate school she had been forced to fellatio one of her professors in return for a passing grade she had worked hard to earn. Two other men had demanded similar favors to help her career in different ways and at different times where it should not have required anyone's help. Men were always in control it seemed. Always eager to humiliate the woman they saw as a threat.

But she had never offered one the rest of her body. She found at least some pride in that fact.

Angie watched the beautiful young lady in her dream move the shaft to her mouth. In a familiar motion, she began to lick and suck on the end of it. Janette looked at the woman's eyes. Those dark brown pools stared back with some type of loving affection.

Angie had never considered herself a lesbian or bisexual or anything along those lines. She was more reconciled to becoming an old maid who was married to her career. But the young woman in her dream drew close and removed the shaft from her mouth. Then she gently kissed Angie.

Angie closed her eyes. It was okay. This was just a dream. But she savored the kiss and began to respond to it. The young woman's scent was that of the woods after a rain. The taste of her mouth was sweet like spring water. Angie was somewhat disappointed when the young woman gently broke away.

Angie opened her eyes and saw the woman raising the wooden shaft. This time it was towards Angie's mouth. Without thought or hesitation, Angie began kissing and licking the shaft. Then she took it in her mouth and began sucking in earnest.

There seemed to be some thick fluid oozing from the shaft that filled her mouth. It was salty, but not like a man's cum. It had a sweetness mixed in. Like honey maybe? Angie was unsure.

After a few minutes the young woman removed the shaft gently from Angie's mouth, raised it again in the air, and spoke words more words that Angie could not understand.


SEVEN

Tiffany was a nice young girl. She was working her way through college and it wasn't easy. She had been working as a waitress and the tips were okay, but the chance to come on an actual dig seemed like a big deal.

Dr. Roberts was her advisor at school and had offered her the job. But he made her uncomfortable. She knew his reputation and had no intention of falling prey to his reputed sexual appetite. She tried without much success to ignore his stares.

After lunch he had mentioned dropping by her tent later to review the day's work. Tiffany knew he had something much different in mind. She had told him that she was tired and sore from the first day's digging. His offer of a rub down to relax her muscles only reinforced her initial impression that his intentions were less than honorable.

Tiffany was a virgin and wanted to remain that way until she met the right young man. She had no intention of letting Dr. Roberts have his way but was not sure how she would deal with his inevitable attempt.


EIGHT

Angie dreamed on and watched in fascination as the beautiful young woman lowered the shaft. One hand tightly grasped it while the other reached down towards her crotch.

Angie thought the woman's pussy was one of the most beautiful things she had ever seen. It was covered with thick, dark tangles of pubic hair. As the young woman's hand spread the lips of her pussy apart Angie could only stare in admiration.

The woman gently worked the shaft in and out of herself with slow, deliberate motions. As she continued this with one hand she moved towards Angie.

Without thinking, Angie spread her legs and laid back on the throne which, in her dream, had now turned into a bed.

Propped up on her elbows she watched as the young woman gently began probing Angie's pussy with the tip of the shaft. Angie had watched an occasional Internet porn clip during some periods of sexual frustration. This was like a scene she had watch where two women explored and played with a two-headed dildo.

Was this how she would lose her virginity? To a piece of wood stuffed into her pussy by another woman?

But after getting Angie damp and aroused, the beautiful woman pulled away. She no longer held the shaft although it still disappeared between the damp, curly locks of her pubic hair.

The woman climbed on to the bed and placed the jutting shaft in front of Angie's face. Angie touched it and, even though this was a dream, she felt a pulse of energy that made her body shudder.

This was no longer an inanimate piece of carefully carved wood.

Instead it was warm and flesh-like. Angie could feel pulsing vibrations ripple through it. She reached out and took it in her mouth and felt it swell and throb. She heard the beautiful young woman gasp and moan.

The young woman gently placed her hands behind Angie's head and began to slowly thrust in and out of Angie's rounded, sucking lips.

Angie's mind desperately struggled to process this. The lovely salty sweet taste was still there. She was giving a blow job to another woman with a wooden totem pole that through some unexplained magic was more like a strap-on cock. But the beautiful woman's response made it clear that she could feel and enjoy Angie's oral attention.

Then she let herself go and began working on the shaft in earnest. Maybe her only experience was sucking off a few old men who were faculty members, but none of them had complained or questioned the fact that her mouth was talented enough to be worth an A+ for a course or tenure for her job.

Angie's head bobbed up and down. Her fingers explored the base of the shaft but it felt like it was just a natural extension to the beautiful young woman's body.

Angie wrapped her fingers around the base and squeezed. Then she began jacking the shaft while eagerly working the head. In minutes she could tell that the young woman was close.

With the filthy old perverts who dropped their pants around their ankles and expected Angie to do the rest, she had always just wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible. Part of her wanted to savor this experience, but the desire to know what the climax would hold was even stronger.

The shaft stiffened and swelled. The young lady let out a long and resonant note. Then it exploded in Angie's mouth.

Her mind flashed back to her childhood when the kids would drink from the garden hose. They always would put their lips around the hose and let their cheeks fill until water sprayed from their mouths or, if the held their mouth shut too tightly, even though their nose.

Angie's cheeks filled and she desperately drank the flowing stream coming from the shaft. Eventually the flow lessened and with a few final jerks the shaft stilled.

While she worked her eyes glanced upward to see the beautiful young woman looking down at her.

For the first time she could remember, Angie felt the bond of mutual love.

Then she went back to licking the shaft clean savoring each drop.


NINE

Angie's dream continued…

Now she was lying on her back, legs spread. The beautiful young woman knelt between her. The shaft dangled in front of her like a man's cock. What was this? How did this happen?

The young woman looking down lovingly and moved forward using a hand to guide the tip of the shaft towards Angie's pussy. Angie felt more like a bystander who could only watch as the young woman pressed gently yet firmly into her.

Angie had never been penetrated before and had always wondered what it would be like. Would it hurt? Would there be blood? Slowly the shaft slid into her, throbbing and pulsating. Whatever she had expected, this was not it.

Angie's love tunnel opened gently and let the young woman take her. Her cunt tingled and that feeling radiated through her entire body. It was unlike anything she had ever felt and was beyond anything words could describe.

Their eyes were locked in a loving bond and the woman gently began to slide in and out of Angie's pussy. The woman leaned forward and kissed Angie on the lips without missing a stroke. Angie could not believe how incredible the whole experience felt. Could she ever feel anything this incredible outside of a dream?

The young woman increased her pace. There was some sense of urgency and purpose. Soon the strokes were short and rapid. Sweat dripped from the young woman's glistening body. Angie felt the approach of an orgasm at the same time she saw the woman's face grimace.

The woman continued to plow Angie's cunt with desperation and suddenly they both exploded into individual orgasms. Angie could feel the juices flow from the shaft into her pussy at the same time she felt the wave of pleasure rock her body. The woman continued to pump as Angie rode through her climax.

And then it was over.

The woman gently took Angie's hand and guided it towards her crotch. In response to some unspoken command Angie's fingers grasped the shaft as the woman gently pulled away.

Angie could never have expected what happened next… Not even in a dream.

The woman's pussy now glistened damply and the shaft was between Angie's fingers. As Angie looked down, she realized the shaft was now part of her. She could feel an incredible throbbing coursing through her new member.

She looked in bewilderment at the woman and the woman pointed off into the mist that surrounded them. She saw Tiffany Duncan, the young student who had accompanied them on the dig, huddled on the ground as some dark shape approached. The shape was vague until it seemed to turn towards Angie.

Dr. Roberts! The shadow was that bastard Dr. Roberts and he was looming over the helpless Tiffany.

Angie felt a rage. She had no idea what kind of dream this was, but she was certain that Tiffany was in trouble.

And then she felt the fog begin to close around her and there was only darkness.


TEN

With Tommy's help, Tiffany had set up a tent she would share with Dr. Darling. It seemed kind of strange to the young coed that she was sharing a tent with the woman who was technically leading the dig while Dr. Roberts who was there for a temporary visit had his own tent. She could sense the undercurrents of tension between Dr. Roberts and Dr. Darling and it made her uncomfortable. But at least by sharing a tent with Dr. Darling she felt it would be easier to avoid the unwanted attention of Dr. Roberts.

Unfortunately that feeling was wrong.

There was no shower or other conveniences out here, but Tiffany had a canteen of water and a wash rag. Getting ready to settle in for the night she stripped down to her bra and panties. She dampened the rag and scrubbed at her skin. The dirt accumulated through a day of digging began to come off. She poured more water on the rag and wiped her face. Then she held her face in the damp rag for a few moments just savoring the feeling of its cool cleanness against her skin.

There was a rustle of the tent and she was vaguely aware of a shadow.

"Dr. Darling…", she began as she removed the rag from her face. Then she stopped in shocked silence.

It was Dr. Roberts, not Dr. Darling, who had entered the tent.

"What do you want?", she asked in a shrill voice as she tried to cover her half naked body.

The fact that Dr. Roberts was wearing only his briefs and a truly evil grin gave her a good idea of what he wanted. And if there was any doubt, the bulge in his briefs offered further proof.

"I just want to spend a bit of time getting to know you better Tiffany," Dr. Roberts said in a condescending tone and he began to move towards her.


ELEVEN

Angie awoke from her dream. Or had it been a dream? It seemed so real even though it clearly could not have been.

She felt for the tree beside her and stood up slowly. Something seemed different to her. Her clothes were in taters around the ground. She saw her panties and reached down to pick them up. A wave of dizziness struck her.

And still, something was different…

In the dim evening light she looked down.

"Oh my god," she whispered as you saw the jutting shaft protruding from her crotch.

Her hands reached down to explore. She ran her fingers down the shaft and felt a tingling thrill of excitement unlike anything she had ever experienced before. As her fingers reached the base of the massive dong they probed and prodded.

It was not in her. It was not attached to her. Somehow it had become a part of her.

The realization suddenly hit Dr. Angie Darling that she had a cock. One damn big cock.

"Oh my god," she whispered again as she pulled on her panties and made her way back to the camp.


TWELVE

"Tiffany," Dr. Roberts started, "You will enjoy it. I promise. And I can help you with your grades and with getting other graduate student assignments."

He leered at her body.

"It's how the game works honey. You should know that by now."

Tiffany shook her head. "I'm not some slut who will jump in bed with anyone. I have saved myself for someone special." She looked at Dr. Roberts with repugnance. "You aren't that fucking special."

Dr. Roberts slapped her.

"We can do this the easy way or the hard way." He reached down and tugged his underwear off. Taking a grasp on his manhood he told the scared girl, "I guess you just decided on the hard way bitch." He emphasized the word "hard" by swinging his cock in her direction.

Then he lunged. Tiffany's scream was stifled as his hand covered her mouth.


THIRTEEN

Angie could see the tent ahead. Slowly she was becoming more and more alert. Her mind was racing.

What had happened? Was she going to be like this forever? How could she hide this kind of secret? The camps at digs tended to offer sparse accommodations and little privacy. Sooner or later someone was bound to notice that Angie was walking around with one very large, throbbing boner.

"Damn," she said to herself thinking that she probably would not even be able to zip any of the pants she had because of the bulge.

She was on autopilot as she approached the tent. Then from within she hurt a thrashing noise and a muffled whimper.

She rushed to the tent and yanked the flap open.

Dr. Roberts was naked and on top of Tiffany. It was clear that the graduate student was not particularly open to Roberts' advances from the look of terror in her eyes. Then Angie noticed the trickle of blood running from the corner of Tiffany's mouth.

"You bastard," she spit at Dr. Roberts.

Surprised he turned around and looked at Angie standing clad only in her panties.


FOURTEEN

Dr. Peter Roberts had not expected an interruption. Especially by the nearly naked Dr. Darling.

His eyes locked with hers, but then dropped to her breasts. And then further down to her panty clad crotch.

That bulge. What did it hide? Why had he never noticed it before?

He reached out, mesmerized. Gently he tugged Dr. Darling panties down and freed the biggest, most lovely cock he could ever have imagined. It gently swayed as she stepped towards him.

Tiffany was huddled in the corner now.

"Who's going to get it the hard way now you bastard," Tiffany whispered.

Tiffany met Angie's eyes for a moment and saw Angie smile a knowing smile.

Tiffany took another look at the massive piece of meat swinging from Angie's crotch and watched as Dr. Roberts crawled forward.

Angie looked down at him.

"I think Dr. Roberts will be just fine taking it the hard way Tiffany," she said as Dr. Roberts wrapped his lips around Angie's burning shaft.

Tiffany fainted.


FIFTEEN

Suddenly finding herself in a dream, Tiffany was being held and comforted by a beautiful Native American woman.

She clutched Tiffany tightly to her breasts. Somehow it felt so right and so natural.

Tiffany nestled her head in the woman's breasts and could feel the firm, erect nipples against the flesh of her cheeks.

The woman kissed her forehead gently and Tiffany relaxed.

She felt safe from that horrible Dr. Roberts now.


SIXTEEN

Peter Roberts had hidden his true desires from himself so long. Now they came rushing forth in an unwelcome but uncontrollable burst of lust.

This cock was so big and so beautiful. He had to worship it.

He took it eagerly in his mouth, but could barely even open his mouth wide enough to take the head of the massive shaft.

He could taste the sweet saltiness seeping from it.

"You can take more than that," he heard Dr. Darling say in an unexpectedly husky voice.

She put her hands behind his head and thrust.

The monster piece of meat seemed to take a life of its own, plunging deep into Peter's throat.

Although he longed for it over many years, Peter had never sucked a cock. This one suddenly seemed alive. He could not breathe with the beast buried so deep inside his mouth and throat. He could feel it throbbing along its entire length and swore it reached down into the middle of his chest and grasped his heart.

He was stunned and suddenly realized he might strangle if he did not get a breath soon. But Angie's hands held his head firmly, pressing his lips against the base of the rod and into her dense, damp pubic hairs. His head began to swim from the lack of oxygen. He thought about biting her, but the massive dick had hyperextended his jaw to the extent he could not even begin to close it.

And suddenly she released his head and pulled back.

Gratefully he took gulp after gulp of air.

"Damn Peter," Dr. Darling taunted him. "You need to practice more. Why I had to learn to deep throat just to get tenure. I'm sure you'll get the hang of it."

She took his head into her hands again and plunged once more into his face. She began fucking his mouth. The strokes were deep and forceful. For Peter it was both a dream come true and a nightmare.


SEVENTEEN

Angie looked down as the shaft disappeared into Dr. Robert's willing mouth. The sensation was incredible. The feeling of her shaft running down Peter's throat felt so good. She knew that she was going to orgasm before long and wondered what it would feel like.

But she also felt power. He was on his knees servicing her. She enjoyed the sight and had to admit that the gagging sound that accompanied each of her plunges deep down his throat brought a fulfilling sense of revenge.

Angie looked over at Tiffany who seemed to be sleeping peacefully in the corner of the tent.

What the hell… She took Peter's head in her hands again and began to ram her newly acquired tool down his throat with a desperation fueled by an oncoming orgasm.


EIGHTEEN

Peter had watched so much porn over the years and fantasized about being abused by a dominated by well-endowed partner. Granted, he would never have imagined that partner being Dr. Angie Darling. In the back of his mind he was also realizing how different true reality and those nice sanitized porn clips were. His throat was raw and sore from being stretched and fucked. He continued to gag each time this massive slab of meat plowed deep down his throat. He could barely catch his breath during the slight pauses in the pounding he was receiving.

But he was still in heaven. The taste was so sweet, not just salty like the times he has masturbated and eaten his own cum. The scent of Dr. Darling's pubic area was a mixture of lust and sweat that he savored the few times he could actually sniff her aroma.

And it was so big!

Then it began to pulse and swell even more. Peter felt like it was ripping his throat apart and sensed a new desperation in the pace she was jackhammering his face at.

And suddenly it exploded. Deep down his throat he felt it expand and begin to pump its load down his throat and into his belly. It spasmed several time and then Dr. Darling began to slowly pull out.

Starved for oxygen and choking on what seemed like gallons of cum, Peter's head began to spin. He continued to suck and lick, cleaning and worshiping this lovely tool with his tongue.

Then the laughter began.

"Dr. Peter Roberts," said a voice that must have come from Dr. Darling but seemed to be inside his mind.

"What a great cock sucker you are Peter. You seemed to really enjoy that. And you swallowed every last drop. I'll bet you could live off a diet of nothing but cum. You would like that, wouldn't you Peter?"

Peter pulled back and gasped for breath. He knew that the voice was right. He knew that from this point on, only cum could truly satisfy his lustful cravings.

"It is your turn to be the bitch," the voice taunted him. "The seed has been planted deep inside you."

Peter whimpered. Then he scrambled to his feet and ran from the tent.


NINETEEN

Tommy heard noises from the other tent. In the back of his mind, a voice whispered he should just ignore it and not get involved. But Tommy was a nice young man and the noises concerned him. He hoped he was wrong, but he suspected that maybe Dr. Roberts was paying an unwelcome visit to the tent that Dr. Darling and Tiffany shared.

And, he had to admit to himself, he cared about Tiffany.

Clad only in his underwear, he went to investigate.

As he approached the tent she could hear voices. Then suddenly the tent flap flew open and Dr. Roberts came running out. He was running toward Tommy and stopped as he noticed the young man.

Something was very wrong. Dr. Roberts was naked and disheveled. His face was covered with some slick, slimy substance. His breathes came in short, quick spasms. When their eyes met, Tommy received only a vacant stare in return.

Then that stare worked its way down Tommy's body and caught sight of the bulge in his underwear.

Suddenly Dr. Roberts dropped to his knees. Before Tommy even knew what was happening, his underwear was around his ankles and Dr. Roberts's mouth was locked on Tommy's limp cock.

"Dr. Roberts," Tommy began. "Shit! What's going on."

Peter's head bobbed up and down he made happy moaning noises as Tommy's cock stiffened in his mouth under the uninvited and unexpected oral attention.

Peter's head pulled back and briefly let the young man's dick slid from between his lips.

"Feed me," he begged. "I need your cum."

Then his mouth was at work again. Tommy struggled a bit, but Dr. Roberts was like a crazed mad man. His mouth was relentless as it sucked Tommy's cock. Dr. Roberts's head moved up and down Tommy's shaft so fast it was a blur.

"Oh shit," Tommy began. He had not let go of a load in days. He secretly had been hoping to have the privacy to masturbate tonight. His balls had built up an incredible load and Dr. Roberts seemed determine to have it.

Tommy tried to pull away again and Dr. Roberts grasped Tommy by the heels and tugged with all his strength. Tommy toppled backwards and hit the ground hard. Stunned and with the breath knocked out of him, Tommy felt Dr. Roberts's mouth return to his cock with a new desperation. Dr. Roberts's efforts were so needy and filled with a lustful hunger that even in his dazed state Tommy felt himself quickly approaching an orgasm.

"Shit," Tommy muttered. "Arrrgggggg…"

Still feeling dizzy and disoriented, Tommy's cock erupted in Dr. Roberts mouth. The professor sucked greedily as Tommy's cock pumped squirt after squirt of his man juice into the older man's wanton mouth.

When Tommy was drained, Dr. Roberts stood up. He looked down at Tommy's now limp dick. It had given him so little compared to the load Dr. Darling had feed him.

Dr. Roberts whispered, "Somebody must feed me…" Then he turned and ran towards the nearby woods.


TWENTY

As soon as Dr. Roberts had left, Angie went to Tiffany. She held her in her arms and hugged her.

Was she okay? Had Dr. Roberts done anything to her?

Suddenly she began to stir. Angie pushed Tiffany's hair back and kissed her forehead.

"It's okay honey," she whispered. "The bad man is gone…"

As she held Tiffany close she felt something unlike anything she had experienced before. There was some kind of stirring inside her abdomen. While holding Tiffany, she reached down with her other hand and felt her newly acquired cock.

What the hell was she going to do about this?

Suddenly she felt a spasm.

One second her had had been holding a piece of flesh that was attached to her body. She had felt her own touch. She knew it had become part of her.

The next instance she was holding something inanimate. It was buried inside her cunt.

Slowly Angie slid the shaft from within her. She knew what it was before she was even able to see it in the dim light of the tent. She was holding the wooden shaft she had found under the tree. The one from her dream.

"How…", Angie tried to puzzle out what had happened.

Suddenly there was a sound outside the tent.

"Tiffany? Dr. Darling? Are you okay?" came Tommy's voice. It seemed uncertain and faltering.

Tiffany's eyes began to flutter open and Angie answered, "Yes, we had a little issue be we're fine."

Angie discretely slid the carved pole into her sleeping bag.

"You don't have issues," she heard Tommy exclaim. "Dr. Roberts is the one who has fucking issues."

Angie almost laughed at Tommy's obvious distress. She pulled a tee shirt over her naked body and stepped out.

Tommy was standing there naked and dazed.

"He…", Tommy began. "He…"

Angie touched the young man on the shoulder.

"Something seems to have gotten into Dr. Roberts," she said, smiling at the play on words. She had very much gotten into him.

"Maybe we should see if we can find him," she said.

Tiffany stuck her head out of the tent now.

"Find him, hell," she said. "I never want to see that fucking pervert again."

With some unspoken instinct Tommy went to Tiffany and held her.

Angie looked away and saw the moon over the nearby woods. Suddenly there was a scream of terror that was cut short.


TWENTY ONE

Dr. Roberts ran through the darkness.

What had just happened? How could he ever face Dr. Darling and his colleagues once word got out? She had seen through his façade and laid bare his deepest secret. What the hell had he done to Tommy?

In the mist ahead the trail split, going in two different directions. As he drew near he realized someone was standing there. A beautiful young woman who seemed to be a bit blurred like the evening fog that was setting in.

She stood towards the path on the right and, in a gesture that needed no words, held up her hand waving for him to stop. Peter slowed as he approached. The woman pointed to the trail to the left as if urging him in that direction.

He was panting from the exertion of the run. But maybe this woman was his salvation. And, the fact was, she might have been had he heeded her warning. Instead a plan was building in his mind.

Clearly Dr. Darling must be a transvestite. How could he have missed that? If he returned to camp with this beautiful woman, he could maintain his reputation as a lady's man. Maybe Tiffany and Dr. Darling would just keep quiet. If they said anything he could humiliate both of them by revealing Dr. Darling's gender bending secret. A transvestite and a young coed sharing a tent. He could probably get Dr. Darling fired and Tiffany kicked out of the program for that. He was certain that he could somehow keep Tommy quiet. Maybe the young man would be happy to be regularly serviced with his mouth. That would clear up all of his problems.

He began to approach the mystery woman. She again gestured for him to stop and pointed him towards the trail to the left. He smiled his most charming smile. He didn't understand the Native American garb she seemed dressed in, but he knew how to talk his way into any woman's panties. Or was this one even wearing panties?

"Hey babe," he began. "What's nice girl like you doing in a place like this?"

He would force himself on her if he had to, but his powers of seduction rarely failed. He needed someone like this lovely bitch to reinforce his ego and the alibi he planned to use if that Darling chick or Tiffany tried to cause trouble.

He continued to draw close and she seemed to float away. His anger boiled. Who was she to refuse him?

The woman made one last gestor for him to stop and pointed again to the left-hand trail. Instead he lunged towards her and, to his utter disbelief, she simply faded away.

He stood there dumbly trying to figure out where she had gone. He was going to find her and take her. She might put up a fight at first. They did sometimes. But she'd enjoy and be wanting more by the time he was done. They always did, even when they tried to say they didn't.

A rustling sound came from further up the trail. She had probably wanted him to take the left hand fork so he wouldn't find her camp site or something up the right hand fork. He moved forward down the right hand trail towards the noise.

"Hey," he yelled.

The crashing became louder. In his last few seconds of life he realized that the sound came from a grizzly bear running towards him from the trail and that he should have heeded the woman's warning.

The bear was upon him and the only thing he could do was scream. Even that was cut short as the predator quickly killed its prey.

The bear would not see the irony, but the beautiful young woman with the misty presence who watched on could. For years Dr. Roberts had preyed upon vulnerable young coeds one after another and without any thought to the pain he caused them. Now that predator had become the prey and fallen so quickly before another predator. Had Dr. Roberts heeded her advice and respected the judgement of this silent female apparition, he would still be alive.


TWENTY TWO

Everyone from the camp hastily dressed and made their way in the direction of the scream. As a group they headed down one of the many paths, carefully shining their flashlight in front of them and calling for Dr. Roberts.

They did not have far to go. Dr. Roberts's gored and bloody body was only a few hundred feet into the woods. The flashlight and noise scared the bear and they only say the back of it as it disappeared deeper into the woods.

Everyone stood in a stunned silence. Dr. Darling took charge.

"There's nothing we can do for him now. We need to go back to camp and call the sheriff's office."

One by one the group turned away and started the trek back to camp. Angie was the last one to leave and took one last glance at where the bear had disappeared into the woods. There, in the moonlight, was the lovely princess from her dreams. Their eyes met and both gave a grim nod.

Dr. Roberts had picked his own path and sealed his own fate. Neither felt any pity or remorse for him.


TWENTY THREE

Tiffany told her story to a female deputy. Dr. Roberts had attacked her and tried to sexually assault her. Dr. Darling had shown up stopped him somehow. The details were foggy.

Tommy was talking to another deputy. He was embarrassed by what had happened.

"So this professor guy knocked you to the ground and basically raped you?" the deputy summarized.

Tommy nodded slowly.

The deputy was chewing a wad of tobacco and turned aside to spit.

"Between what he did to you and the young lady, I'd say the bastard got what was coming to him."


TWENTY FOUR

Their investigation had few leads. Why had a prominent professor suddenly become some kind of sex maniac? Some attributed it to drugs or suggested that maybe he had eaten some wild mushrooms that affected him.

Others just attributed it to those damn academics who all seemed a bit nutty.

This was the time between semesters and it was nearly three weeks before the members of the archeology team returned to campus to start the school year.


TWENTY FIVE

Arriving that first morning back at the university, Angie walked down the hall and past the department chairman's offices. There were flowers and cards expressing condolences. As hard as she tried, she could not bring herself to feel sorry about what had happened to Dr. Roberts.

She was scheduled to meet with Dean Sisson in an hour or so. Exactly what the topic for the meeting would be had been rather vague. She reached her own small office and unlocked the door. Other than the stack of mail, it was pretty much as she had left it.

She set her backpack down and picked up the mail. Then she changed her mind drug the backpack towards her. She dug out the box that was inside and carefully considered before opening the lid. At heart she was many things. A kind woman.An inquisitive scientist. In the box was something that made her reconsider the entire foundation of her life.

She opened the box and looked at the miniature totem. Who had made it? How did it get its power? Who was the beautiful woman who became guide, friend, and lover in her dreams?

Without thinking she reached out to touch the totem. Instantly she had a vision. There was Dean Nessler. Or at least his head. His body was that of an octopus with it flailing tentacles lashing out at a huddled form on the ground. When the person on the ground looked at her, Angie recognized the dean's secretary, Lana.

In her vision the beautiful young woman was now beside her, handing her the totem and pointing at Lana's plight.

Then everything shifted and she was alone with Lana. She walked to her, helped her up off the ground, and held her close.

"It is going to be okay," Angie whispered to Lana. Their eyes met and then their bodies…


TWENTY SIX

Angie snapped out of the dream. She was nervous. She knew this was tremendously important but was worried that she might make a mess of things.

She locked the door to her office and sat back down. With her panties bunched around her ankles and her dress hiked up, she took the totem and began sucking on it. Even though she was trembling, both she and it were soon moist. She gently slid the totem into her pussy.

It transformed like it had before. She looked at it and wondered if what she was doing was right. She must be because it was now a part of her.

She pulled up her panties trying her best to conceal the bulge as she straightened her dress.

Taking a deep breath, she unlocked the door and walked towards the dean's office for their meeting.


TWENTY SEVEN

Dean Sisson was almost like a cartoon character. A dumpy old man with wispy gray hair that was in disarray. Adding to the effect was the fact that he was actually rubbing his hands together and chuckling in pleasant anticipation.

Nearly a decade ago his wife had found his stash of magazines. Just because some contained pictures of muscular young men servicing middle aged business men in suits didn't mean he was gay or a pervert like she had said. But since then there had been no thawing and no sex on that front.

Two years ago he had hired the busty Lana as his secretary in hopes of finding an outlet for his sexual frustration. She turned out to be as cold and distant as his wife.

Now there was Dr. Darling to consider. With Dr. Roberts gone, the department chair was open. Dr. Darling had played his game once when she was up for tenure. He probably could not have stopped it even if he had tried, but he had convinced her that doing him a certain favor would solidify the vote for tenure.

Oh she had been good. He still remembered fondly how she had kneeled in front of him as he leaned back in his office chair. He was almost embarrassed at how quickly he had cum. It seemed like only a minute or two, but it was a most enjoyable minute or two.

But Dr. Darling had rebuffed his advances ever since.

There was a knock on his door. He rubbed his hands and chuckle. He was certain she would play the game now and that he would have a regular source of sexual release.


TWENTY EIGHT

"Well Dr. Darling, you know that, um, heading things up takes certain skills and comes with certain expectations…"

Dean Sisson made quotes in the air as he said "heading things up".

He chuckled at his own little joke as he pushed his executive chair back from the desk and casually spread his leg while his grin also began to spread. Surely she would understand his meaning now. Just like that one time several years before, she'd kneel and service him with her mouth.

Angie did know exactly what he meant, what he expected, and the purpose for this morning's vision.

She nodded and smile. "Of course I understand Dean Sisson."

Angie slowly rose from the chair she had been setting in and walked around the desk with an exaggerated sway of her hips. She perched on the desk directly in front of him. Resting on the desk she drew one leg up a bit.

"In fact," she added, "I think I have some rather unique talents in…" Now Angie made quotes in the air with her fingers. "Heading things up."

They smiled at each other. She ran a finger across her lips and then down the front of her blouse and towards the center of her skirt. His eyes carefully followed the movement of his finger and the dean felt his cock stiffen.

She seemed willing to play the game. Maybe he could get even more than a regular blow job out of this deal. He wondered if she would let him fuck her anally. He had always wanted to do that but his wife had said it was filthy and nasty.

His grin grew. He didn't need to wonder, did he? He was sure Dr. Darling would do whatever he told her to if it meant getting the department chair. After all, that's how women really advance their careers isn't it? You scratch my back and I'll scratch yours. Or, in this case, you suck my cock and I'll give you the job you should have gotten anyway.

Her finger had reached the hem of her dress, caught it, and began to slowly pull it upward revealing her panties.

The dean's face suddenly took on a puzzled look. Why was there a bulge in her panties?

Now she slowly looped her thumbs under each side of the elastic waist on her panties. She wiggled her body in a sensuous motion as she worked them down. The dean watched in fascination at the shaft that emerged and gently swayed with her movements.

"Would you like to see how I can head things up dean," Angie asked coyly.

She leaned forward and took his hands in hers and drew him towards her. From his seat he was drawn into her crotch. The shaft pressed at his lips and then slid into his mouth. A slight whimper was all the resistance he offered before greedily consuming all he could of her throbbing shaft.

"Yes dean," she said. "I think you will find that I am very good at heading things up around here."

Dean Sisson moaned happily as he worked to get a little more down his throat. There was a slight gagging noise and then then happy noises started again.


TWENTY NINE

Lana has always admired Dr. Darling. Lana had never had the chance to go to college to earn a degree and knew that Dr. Darling had made sacrifices as she moved up the ladder at the university. Lana also knew about this morning's meeting and wanted to warn Dr. Darling about how the dean was likely to act. But she had overslept.

She never overslept and couldn't believe she has missed the sound of the alarm clock. But she had been having some strange dream about the dean, an octopus, and Dr. Darling. None of it made sense.

She sighed as she walked past Dr. Darling's vacant office. She was too late to warn her. She knew she would also catch hell from the dean for being late. She could read the writing on the wall. Lately he had been looking for even the smallest mistake to berate her and criticize her performance.

They had talked. He explained that her performance was unsatisfactory and that could lead to termination of her employment. He said he didn't want to do that and if they could find some way for her to make up for her otherwise poor performance everything would be alright.

The dirty old bastard. She remembered his parting joke, "Sometimes you may have to swallow your pride Lana. Or at least swallow something if you want to keep your job."

She reached her desk and threw her purse down underneath it. Then she heard the noises coming from the dean's office.

Damn him!

The loud slurping sounds and moans were unmistakable. She never thought Dr. Darling would give in so quickly and totally to the dean's "persuasion". She was disappointed. She also knew it sealed her fate. With someone to regularly service him, the dean wouldn't even need to try to persuade Lana to give him some on the side. She also felt very lonely. Even if she didn't know her well, Lana had felt that she and Dr. Darling were kind of allies in the fight against the dirty old men who proliferated the place.

What the hell she though. I'm going to get fired anyway. In for a pence in for a pound.

She worked up her courage and marched to the door of the dean's office. She opened it and marched in. At least she could tell the dirty old man off and let Dr. Darling know that there would be no secret about how she got her promotion.

What she saw stopped her in her tracks.

Dean Nessler's head was buried in Dr. Darling's crotch and bobbing up and down. Every once in a while he would come up for air and plead.

"Please? Please put it inside me!"

Dr. Darling would just push his head back down.

"Only once you finish what you started," she told him in the same voice a mother might tell a child to finish their vegetables.


THIRTY

The windows to the dean's office were tinted and Angie had seen the reflection of Lana entering.

"Honey, close the door and your mouth and come over here."

Dr. Darling's next words caused Lana to flash back to memories of this morning's dream.

"It is going to be okay."

Lana closed the door. For good measure she also locked it. There were already too many surprises going on around her.

As Lana approached the desk Daniela looked over her shoulder and smiled.

"The dean asked if I was talented at heading things up," Dr. Darling explained. "And I wanted to make sure I pounded my answer into his head."

With that she grabbed each of the dean's ears and began to fuck his face in earnest. Lana watched the expression on her face harden and saw the release. The slurping sounds of the dean's desperate sucking grew louder. Lana saw his checks bulge and a slight trickle of cum dribble down his chin.

Lana was mesmerized. Why did Dr. Darling have a cock? She was pretty sure she hadn't had one before. Was it one of those sex change operations.

"Dr. Darling…", she began.

"Please Lana, call me Angie."

"Angie?" she said in a questioning voice.

Now the dean had licked the shaft clean and looked up again.

"Please butt fuck me," he said. "I want to be your pussy ass toy!"

Angie smiled.

"You will be," she assured him. "Why don't you go masturbate in the corner for a little while?"

To Lana's surprise the dean meekly complied and she watched in disbelief as the dean stood in the corner and began to play with his limp dick. Then she slowly circled the desk until she had the frontal view of Angie and the shaft between her legs. Lana just stared with uncertainty and disbelieve.

Angie was quiet also, unsure of what to say. But she tried to explain.

"Honey. It is so complicated. It isn't me, but it becomes part of me…"

"Is that what happened to Dr. Roberts?" Lana asked.

Angie paused. "No," she said. "Dr. Roberts happened to himself. Although this might have helped things along a little bit."

Their eyes met and Lana expressed what they both were thinking.

"He was a fucking pig and deserved whatever he got!"

Then Lana nodded towards the dean who was near tears as he beat his limp meat trying desperately to get an erection.

"He's not much better."

"No," Angie said thoughtfully. "He isn't much better. But he is more useful. To me and to you.To us."

Lana thought for a minute.

"Us?" she asked hesitantly.

Angie pointed to the slab of meat down between her legs.

"I have no idea what is going on. I have a power that can control and destroy all the men who treat women like shit. The ones who grope and stare. The ones who think it's fair to trade favors for sex. The kind that made me kneel and suck his pathetic cocks to keep from getting a B that would ruin my chances at a scholarship."

"I know I have that power, but I need to explore and understand just what it is and how to use it."

Angie looked hard into Lana's eyes and spoke bluntly, "I want to explore with you babe. You've had the same problems with the same kinds of pigs. I'm not an evil person or a bad person, but I am the kind of person who can dispense a little bit of payback."

"Like with Dr. Roberts?" Lana asked.

This time Angie did not hesitate with her reply. "Yes, just like that that fucking bastard Roberts."

Lana nodded and said, "Okay. Let's do this sweetheart."


THIRTY ONE

The dean stood in the corner pulling and tugging at his limp cock. He needed some kind of release. Why couldn't he get hard? He just wanted to cum.

A voice interrupted the train of thoughts that kept running through his mind.

"Oh Dean Sisson," Angie said. "Are you ready to feel me inside you?"

He felt so euphoric. He would just have to lay there and enjoy it. Dr. Darling was going to fuck him. He might whimper a bit, but deep down he would enjoy it.

Angie could almost read his mind and her only regret was that because of him being totally under her power he would never feel the shame and humiliation of his situation.

The dean eagerly approach is desk. Both Angie and Lana were now naked. Normally the dean would have ogled them, but now he was embarrassed.

"Come on Dean Sisson," Angie encouraged.

Lana stepped up to the dean and pulled his shirt open. Her anger gave her strength and the bottoms simply popped away. Then she reach out with both hands and roughly pinched the old man's nipples.

"Look at those titties," Lana taunted him. "Just made to play with."

Lana looked over at Angie and then back at the dean.

"Remember the joke you told me my first day on the job?" Lana asked the dean.

Lana looked over at Angie. "Why did god give women big titties?"

Angie smiled and shrugged.

"To make suckers out of men." Lana gave the dean's nipples a rough twist as she delivered the punch line to the joke.

The dean's believe in all his past lies extended to how he had treated Lana. A little pinch didn't matter. Just let me feel them. He had thought that of her, now he was hers to toy with, taunt, and humiliate.

Lana roughly pushed the dean over his desk and slapped his ass.

Angie moved into position behind the dean and Lana spread the cheeks of his ass.

"Just relax," Lana joked. "It won't hurt much." She had heard that lie before… She grabbed her panties off the floor and jammed them into Dean Nessler's mouth.

"He's ready to be your bitch," Lana told Angie with a grin.

In one smooth motion Angie pushed forward and entered the dean's exposed hole.

His back arched and his body shuddered in pain at the sudden violation. The panties stuffed in his mouth muffled his scream.

Angie began to pump in and out. Sometimes she would pull all the way out and slam the shaft home again. Soon the dean's hole was swollen and gapping. When Angie would pull the shaft out, the dean's hole would quiver. After a few seconds it would begin to slowly close again. Just before it was fully shut, Angie would mercilessly slam deep into it again.

Lana whispered in the dean's ear, "You bitches all shake your little ass and then you act all surprised when someone wants to fuck it. You wouldn't show it off if you didn't secretly want it. Now beg for it."

She pulled the panties from his mouth and he began to beg.

"Fuck me! Please fuck me!"

"I need you inside me."

"You are so big and hard."

Lana and Angie looked at each other and grinned.

"Watch this," Angie told Lana with a grin.

Gripping Dean Sisson by his hips she began to jackhammer him with deep, rapid strokes. Lana watched in fascination. She could see the shaft swell and stiffen. It nearly raised the dean off the desk.

And then Angie began to cum. Wave after wave gushed from her shaft into the dean's ass. Lana could see the shaft swell and shrink as the dean was pumped full.

Angie pulled out and wiped the shaft on the dean's suit pants.

"I've got a class to teach," she told Lana. "But I think Dean Sisson will let you take off early this afternoon to make up for you coming in late. Won't you dean?"

The dean laid across his desk, spent and drained. He was intoxicated by the magic of the shaft.

"Sure," he said, almost more like he was talking to himself. "Take the afternoon off Lana. You've been working hard lately."

Lana grinned and joked. "Don't you like it when I work hard dean?" she said emphasizing the work 'hard'.

He laughed at the same kind of stupid joke he would have made to her a few hours earlier.

"I'll hold your calls for a while dean."

Angie and Lana walked out of the room.


THIRTY TWO

Back in her office, Dr. Darling locked the door again. She dropped her panties, hiked her dress, and sat down. Closing her eyes and gripping the shaft, it was soon thrusting in and out of her cunt again. Reluctantly she removed it and placed it in the box again.

Then she went and taught her class.


THIRTY THREE

That evening Angie and Lana made love. Angie though back to the beautiful woman in her first dream and took Lana in that same way. During their second session, both were surprised when the shaft became part of Lana at one point. Lana grinned happily as she was suddenly able to return the lovely fucking that Angie had been giving her.


THIRTY FOUR

In the coming years, Salstead College became famous for the number of women leaders it produced. Sadly, so many members of the "old boys club" and the young male professors with a roving eye for coeds seem to suffer a darker fate.

It took less than a year for Dr. Darling to move from department chair to dean and less than another year for her to become president of the college. Her rise to the top was astonishing to some. Behind the scenes men slaved away doing work she and other women faculty members would be marginally involved in but take the bulk of the credit for.

There were exceptions. Duality of powers is common. There were some sickly young men who returned to health by regularly nursing on Dr. Darling's shaft just as the young man had done centuries ago to her predecessor.

Angie found happiness with Lana. It was strange that two who had been virtual strangers could forge a bond so close in so short of a time.

And there was the beautiful woman in their dreams. It was rare, but several times a year she made an appearance as they both slumbered. No words were spoken during these flights of fantasy, but none were needed as the three of them made love together.

Through a magic that was far beyond their understanding, Lana became pregnant and bore the couple a young girl. In one of their dreams, the beautiful woman said some type of blessing over their child. Although they could not know it, the fact that she had been forced to hide the power away instead of endow a successor was part of what bound her to them.

But now the line of succession was restored.
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