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The Magic Glasses - Part Two



Despite my recent confidence in my new investment, and the hot, voluptuous returns I was already beginning to witness, I was running extremely low on capital of an even more liquid variety. As in, if I saw a dime on the ground and picked it up, my savings account suddenly had the potential to increase by several percent.

My last five hundred dollars had gone into the storage space and its contents, and rent was due in three days. I needed to think of something.

Thankfully, there was my great aunt Gretel. After my parents kicked the bucket, she was the one relative who continued supporting me and showing even a nominal interest in my life. During difficult times, she provided me with room and board while I got back on my feet. Unfortunately, since she moved to her retirement home these two options were off the table. 

However, she also had a track record for lending me money. I had a slightly spottier record for paying it back.

I scrambled back to my apartment, combed my hair, brushed my teeth, and put on some of my shabbier clothes, attempting to strike the most promising balance between “good kid” and “down and out” that would make my financial entreaties most sympathetic. I then made my way to the retirement home, carrying my backpack, journal, and glasses with me. These possessions had already become too valuable to me to leave them to the tender mercies of my chilly apartment, or even the slightly warmer storage locker that was still redolent with the unmistakable scent of hot fucking.

Speaking of hot fucking, I took care not to wear my new glasses in the retirement home. I’m not that kind of a guy.

Anyways, a few knocks on Gretel’s door gave the familiar sing-song reply, “Who issssss it?”

“It’s me, Aunt Gretel. Your favorite nephew, Elllllioooooot,” I sang back.

Aunt Gretel opened the door. She was a quite short, quite old woman, wearing several layers of clothing even though the thermostat at the retirement home remained pinned to a solid 76 degrees. I loved my great aunt, but every visit to her brought a constant struggle against the overpowering urge to curl up and take a nap.

It was easy enough to stay awake on this day, however. I noted with some slight alarm that Aunt Gretel did not appear particularly pleased to see me. 

“It’s you,” she said perfunctorily. “I suppose I should let you in.” With this, the old woman stepped aside and let me enter the few small rooms in which she was running out the clock on her golden years.

“Would you like some tea?” she asked while ducking into her kitchen nook. “I’m going to get some tea.”

“No thank you,” I dutifully replied. “How are you doing?”

“I’m eighty-four years old, most of the people I love are dead, and those who remain want things from me,” she replied listlessly while preparing a cup of Earl Grey. “I used to think this was preferable to being dead, but I have begun to have my doubts. And you?”

“Eighty-five.”

“What?”

“Aren’t you eighty-five, Aunt Gretel?”

There was a pause while some arithmetic was attempted.

“Oh yes, eighty-five. Thank you, nephew.”

I could tell when Aunt Gretel was peeved at me because she stopped calling me by my given name and simply referred to me as “nephew,” which made me indistinguishable from about eight-hundred other people in her extended family. I also noticed that the tea was taking a bit of time for her to make, and out of the corner of my eye I couldn't help but see that she was pouring something into the tea.

It was time to properly answer her question.

“Oh, I’ve been better I suppose. I just got done…um…”

My brain scrambled for a subterfuge and found one.

“...exercising, trying to stay in shape while still looking for work.”

“Ah,” signed my aunt as she sat across from me with her tea. I could smell a familiar odor of wood barrels and fermented corn rising from the cup, and noted that, if I were (un)fortunate enough to make it to eighty-five, I will surely do the same thing at every opportunity.

My aunt appeared to read my thoughts and once again offered me tea, this time with a slightly friendlier tone. I again declined, but only because I wanted to be on top of my game with this old bird.

“So,” my aunt continued, “You want to borrow money from me again, right?”

My aunt knew me very well. I nodded.

“I’m afraid I can’t, Elliot. I’m too old to lend money anymore. It’s getting so I can barely afford...tea. Anything I give anyone, let alone you, is treated as spent money.”

I could say nothing. She had me pegged. I started to regret declining her offer for a hot mixed beverage.

She sat up straighter in her chair and continued, “How do I know that the money I give you won’t be wasted? Again? You must build yourself a foundation first. Get a better job. Get any job. You’re barely surviving now, and my lending you money won’t change that unless you change.”

There was nothing I could say. I knew she was right and embarrassedly looked at my shoes. This seemed to cheer the sour old codger up, and she continued in more pleasant tones.

“Say, there’s an old colleague of mine I just talked to the other day. She’s one of the very few people I love who is both alive and not asking me for a loan. She works at the university and told me she was looking for part-time help organizing archives.”

I looked up. As much as I despised work, I despised my present circumstances even more. My aunt saw the promise in my eyes and smiled as she continued to speak.

“I think you might look into it, Elliot. She’s a nice gal, and if you’re able to get something steady going with her, maybe I’ll be more apt to give you a loan since there’s some hope you might pay me back this century, not like I’ll be around for it.”

With this hopeful comment, my great aunt took a long, deep gulp from her teacup that drained it dry.

Immediately after finishing my visit with my aunt, I walked to the university to hunt down the job recommendation I had just received. The available facts were these: my aunt’s friend was named Jessa Boykins, she had a Ph.D. in cultural anthropology, and she apparently needed help organizing archives that were no doubt as dusty as she herself was. 

Aunt Gretel called ahead so the good doctor would know to expect me. Loan or no, I still love that old gal.

After negotiating a labyrinth of hallways and undergraduates, I found a heavy wooden door with “DR. JESSA BOYKINS – ANTHROPOLOGY” stenciled on a frosted window. The door had a layer of silt on it, and that and the stray cobwebs along its hinges gave the impression that the door was not opened very often. Nevertheless, I needed money, so I knocked. After a delay of a good thirty seconds, the door was opened.

Before me stood a quite attractive middle aged woman wearing a white blouse and tight knee-length black skirt with her brown hair tied back in a severe ponytail. Any thoughts of taming this wild cougar began to wilt under the stare of her cold, blue eyes.

“Hello, um, is this Ms. Boykins’s office?” I stammered.

“*Doctor* Boykins, and obviously,” she replied, tilting her head toward the writing on the door. “How may I help you?”

“I heard you needed help organizing archives?”

The woman greeted my question with a similar facial expression to one she would have if I had loudly farted. Eventually, her look faded and the interrogation continued.

“You’re Gretel’s nephew?”

“*Great* nephew, and yes.” 

The woman’s face seemed to encounter more imaginary flatulence.

“Oh boy. OK. Sit down please.”

The woman then turned her back to me and, to my surprise, went behind a large desk covered in books and documents and sat down. After admiring the way her black shirt hugged the lift of her firm, ripe tush, I entered the office, its walls covered in bookshelves filled with disorganized manuscripts and sheets of paper, and sat down in the nearest chair that wasn’t buried in the same.

“Excuse me, but are *you* Dr. Boykins?”

“Yes,” she replied. “Who else?” 

Fair enough.

“Did you bring your resume?” she queried.

“No.”

“References?”

“Only my aunt.”

Dr. Boykins rolled her eyes. 

“What’s in the bag then?”

“Oh, nothing. Just a journal and, uh, some glasses.”

The doctor shifted impatiently in her seat.

“What’s in the journal?”

I lied and said that the journal was completely blank. Close enough.

She continued. “So, you come to a job interview without a resume or any references save your great aunt, but you bring a bag containing a journal you don’t write in and glasses you aren’t wearing. Are you capable of doing anything correctly?”

I began to suspect that I wasn’t going to get the job. My dawning suspicion was seemingly confirmed with a knowing sneer from the good doctor as she kept speaking.

“What you lack, among other things, is initiative. Maybe you’ll be able to see the world more clearly if you actually bother to wear the glasses that you’ve taken such pains to bring to me.”

With this, Dr. Boykins got up, went to my bag, fished out the silk pouch that contained my glasses, and put them on my face.

“There. Maybe now you’ll be a little more…” 

The doctor’s haranguing trailed off into nothingness. She simply stood there in her tight black skirt and white blouse and gazed at me while I continued to sit stupidly in her office and wonder whether I was getting a job or not.

Finally, she emerged from her silence.

“Yes, that’s much better,” she said in a slightly dazed tone. “With your glasses on, you’re better equipped to help me with my fieldwork.”

“Fieldwork?” I asked. “I thought you needed help organizing some sort of archive.”

The doctor walked behind my chair so I could no longer see her.

“Oh, yes. There’s that, but I could also use a research assistant for my study of fertility archetypes. Organizing the archives would have the additional virtue of familiarizing you with my field of work.”

When she said the word ‘virtue’ I could feel her small, strong hands beginning to massage my shoulders. I would have thought this was wildly inappropriate, but that woman looked good in a skirt so I let her continue.

“You see Elliot, I think it assists insight if there exists symbolic resonance between subject and researcher.”

Without turning around, I could tell that Dr. Boykins was bending down and talking closely into my ear. I imagined she could have bitten her earlobe without moving, and the idea started to get me hot.

As if on cue, the doctor spun my chair around so I faced her. The top three buttons of her blouse were unbuttoned, and her brown hair hung loosely around her shoulders.

“Since my research is in fertility archetypes through different cultures, I’d say that learning is doing,” murmured Dr. Boykins. “And now, Elliot, I want you to do me. Let’s learn together.”

With this, the doctor sat down on my lap while facing me and gave me a long, hot kiss. I immediately got hard and returned her kiss, letting our tongues dance while I grabbed her ass and pressed her hips into mine. 

I wanted her to know that I was ready for research. The doctor knew I was happy to see her and smiled.

“First things…first...most mating rituals…begin...with a form of...introduction. My name is Jessa...Dr. Boykins if you’re nasty…”

Jessa said this through a storm of kissing as she began removing her clothes. I appreciated her little song reference and began removing my clothes to show my appreciation.

“Glad to meet you, Jessa,” I returned while putting my hand between her legs and rubbing her warmth gently. “My name’s Elliot.”

“Mmmmmmmmm…now that we’re introduced...there should be...an exchange...to establish trust…” 

By this time, the two of us were naked yet still in the office chair. We were kissing while I was continuing to pet her, rubbing my hand against the blossoming heat of her trimmed thatch. She closed her eyes and bit her lip.

“Thank you Elliot. Now let me continue the exchange.”

With this, she slid down between my legs so she was kneeling on the floor while I remained in the chair. Then, she grabbed my cock and brought just the tip of it into her mouth, suckling the head while stroking the shaft with one hand and softly rubbing my balls with the other. 

It felt incredible. However good she had felt earlier, I was definitely getting the better of the exchange. She spat on her hand and continued to stroke me like a jackhammer as I felt her hot tongue massaging my tip. Her brown eyes looked up at me the whole time, as if she were studying my reaction.

She stopped suckling my cock but kept stroking my shaft while continuing her discourse.

“So, now that we’ve established trust through exchange, it is generally time for us to adopt roles, and bring our physical dialectic to a climax. Are you following me, Elliot?”

I couldn’t respond coherently since each quick movement of her hand caused a lightning of pleasure to surge through my penis, so I just moaned and hoped she would understand. 

She did.

“Good. At this point, there is generally an active, penetrative role and a submissive, penetrated one. For ease of research and congress, I will assume the former and you will assume the latter, yes?”

I moaned again as her hands made my dick harder than base-1 arithmetic.

“So do it, Elliot. For the sake of our research, take over.”

Through spikes of erotic pleasure, I was able to focus long enough to give this hot little academic my first command.

“Turn around...and get on the ground...on all fours.”

She complied. Soon, I could see the fine muscles of her arched back, her brown hair flowing over them, and her beautiful tight ass staring right up at me. I then got out of the chair while on my knees, grabbed her hips, and smoothly put my dick into her while pulling her towards me. I could feel her hot cunt greedily hug my shaft, and she let out a little squeak of pleasure that belied both her station and her age.

I kept driving inside of her and she kept squeaking, eventually driving her onto her belly. She parted her thighs and I lifted her hips above the floor so I could stay nice and deep inside of her each time I entered. However, this made my arms tired.

“Move around onto your back,” I said.

She whipped around, and I could see her soft, small breasts with pinpoint areolae rock up and down with each breath. Her lovely body was warm and eager for me as her toned thighs parted, and her intelligent face was dominated by a grin that could only be described as euphoric. I pinned her arms to the floor and entered her again.

“Oh….excellent….work!” she cried out. “I know...some colleagues...who would looooooove...to conduct...peer…review…” Dr. Boykins gasped out while clutching at my back and driving my hips rhythmically inside of her.

This appraisal of my research methods was cut short by a series of orgiastic cries from her hot, wet mouth. I could feel pleasure and power surging through my cock, and each time I plunged in her pussy it felt like I was gaining strength. Nothing existed except the power and sensation inside my cock and the pleasure the good doctor was experiencing from said cock. This satisfaction in my work kept me hard and strong, and I drove inside her again and again. Her snug, wet warmth gripped me and refused to let me go.

The bookshelves of her office began to shake. Scattered papers began to fall upon the floor. 

I quickened my pace and alternated how deep I went inside her, and she welcomed this change of pace by opening her eyes wide and mouthing words to me. I believe the words were “do it” or something to that effect, but her quickening breath made it impossible for her to be intelligible.

It was time to come inside this brainy cougar.

With one sustained burst of energy, I pressed deep against her and shot rope after rope of semen into her belly. The pleasure was overwhelming, and my penis twitched inside her heat for what felt like minutes. She wrapped her legs around my waist and moved her hips upwards, as if her pussy were a hungry mouth wanting to suck every last drop out of me. I tilted my head back as we both ecstatically moaned in lulling harmony. Pulling out of her felt like leaving home.

The whole time, I’d managed to keep my glasses on.

When we were finally finished, we lay together exhausted in the middle of a mess of papers that were scattered on the floor of the office. 

“That was...fascinating,” Dr. Boykins said somewhat dreamily. “I really must study you further.”

With this comment, Dr. Boykins got up and went to the computer on her desk. After a few minutes of furious nude typing, she printed out a document and presented it to me.

“It’s a revised syllabus in light of recent...breakthroughs in research,” she explained. “There’s also a schedule of private sessions for the two of us to continue our dialectic under this new paradigm.”

I stared stupidly at the document I had just been handed and then looked up at the small, incredibly sexy naked woman standing above me and asked her a question.

“So, can I have an advance on my salary?”

Jessa readily agreed, and I immediately put back on my clothes, grabbed my bag, and left the office before more research could be foisted upon me. 

I had a landlord to pay money to.
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