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Chapter One
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Professor Gerrard Gottlieb picked up the album from his desk. The pages fell open to his favourite print; a sepia-tinted photograph he had been assured was from a genuine Victorian plate. It showed a pale, dark-haired girl manacled between ornately carved bedposts. Facing away from the camera, her body was caught in silhouette, revealing the sumptuous curves of her hips, the slimness of her waist, the dimples on her alabaster shoulders - an erotic hour-glass that always gave him a little shiver of pleasure.

The girl was peeping back over her shoulder, glittering eyes revealing a heady mixture of fear and expectation. He had studied the print so often he knew every detail - the discarded tumble of clothes at her feet, the small tasselled lamp throwing a delicate glow onto her rounded buttocks, the dark inviting places between her milk-white thighs, almost, but not completely, obscured by shadow.

Gottlieb smiled, replaying the image in his mind. He closed the book and turned to watch the retreating figure of Phoebe Williams as she hurried across the college green outside his window.

Under the trees she hesitated for an instant and glanced back towards Gottlieb's office. Even from this distance he could make out the expression on her face; the same heady mix of fear and expectation. What a shame she couldn't have stayed a little longer.

Gottlieb glanced down at his tutorials list. His next student was someone called David Liscombe. A sallow-faced youth no doubt.

Reluctantly he slipped the leather-bound photo-album back into his desk. In the drawer alongside it were a set of custom-made manacles, lovingly crafted copies of those worn by the girl in the photograph. For an instant he imagined closing them with a satisfying click around the slim, delicate wrists of Phoebe Williams. With a sigh, he slid the drawer shut and went to the door of his new office.

David Liscombe was waiting in the hall, clutching an untidy bundle of notes tied around with bright orange string. Gottlieb grimaced and waved the boy - as sallow and spotty as he had feared - into the warm confines of his office.

'Good afternoon, Mr Liscombe,' he said flatly, indicating a chair by the desk. 'As you've no doubt heard your usual tutor, Dr Manley, has had to leave us temporarily due to ill health. My name is Gottlieb, Gerrard Gottlieb. Now, what have you got for me amongst that sad pile of papers, young man?'

––––––––
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On the far side of the university campus, Phoebe Williams slipped quietly into a seat just inside the door of the lecture theatre and pulled out her notebook. Below her at the podium the speaker was already in full flow. Phoebe stared ahead, struggling to regain her composure - pretending to be engrossed in Dr Dart's sonorous monologue on the effects of the railway in nineteenth-century industrial Britain.

In the seat next to her, a long-haired boy was shredding a tissue into confetti. She disliked arriving late and hated sitting with the students at the back who had crept in out of the rain. Even her friend, Nina King, had managed to arrive on time and was sitting near the front, with her knees resting on the seat in front of her.

Phoebe gazed down unseeing at Dr Dart, who was busily unfurling a huge chart on the display board, and wondered what on earth she was going to do without her tutor, Audrey Manley.

Strong-willed yet sympathetic, Audrey Manley had taken up the halls of academe in the same way some women took the veil. Now she had been unexpectedly replaced by Gerrard Gottlieb. Even his name sounded contrived. Phoebe shivered and tried to concentrate on Dr Dart's voice but found it impossible.

Her tutorial with Gottlieb had been a disaster:

'Come in,' Gottlieb had said, waving his hand in her direction. 'You must be Miss Williams, do take a seat.'

Phoebe had been so surprised she could barely speak and stood uneasily in the open doorway staring into Audrey's office. It was unrecognisable; gone were the baskets of dried flowers, the Laura Ashley curtains, the family photographs and the whisper of perfume in the air, to be replaced by a hideous twisted metal sculpture perched in the bay window on polished bare boards. For a few seconds she had wondered whether she was in the right place.

Gerrard Gottlieb peered at her across the desk from behind his wire-rimmed spectacles. He had huge brown eyes framed by thick bushy eyebrows and heavy, sinister, Mediterranean features. He smiled wolfishly and ran his fingers through a great leonine mane of black-and-silver hair.

'Two thirty?' he said reflectively, his eyes not leaving hers.

Phoebe coughed. 'I'm sorry?'

Gottlieb glanced at the clock on the antique pine desk. 'You're a little early.' He looked her up and down. His intense stare was disconcerting. 'You're normally on time for everything, aren't you, Miss Williams? A bourgeois little habit, picked up from your parents, no doubt.' He opened a folder of notes on his desk, puckered his lips into a little moue of displeasure before leaning back, resting his fingertips together and blowing thoughtfully between them.

Phoebe flushed scarlet. 'I... I...' she began, trying hard to work out some sort of parry to counter Gottlieb's attack. Nothing came.

The man got to his feet and extended a large hand. 'Gottlieb,' he said, striding towards her. 'Gerrard Gottlieb, taking over temporarily from Audrey Manley, pleased to meet you. Why don't you come in and take a seat? Or does Dr Manley normally hold her tutorials with her students hovering in the doorway?'

He was tall, in his late thirties, broad-shouldered and he smelt of woodsmoke. Phoebe suppressed a tremor as he engulfed her small hand in his. There was something raw and untamed about him. He smiled, revealing a row of perfect white teeth, then stalked back to his desk and picked up a file.

'Now, let's get on with this bloody dissertation nonsense. Tell me, wasn't part of the reason you came to university to broaden your horizons? Open up those blue eyes to a set of wider possibilities?'

Phoebe would have spoken but Gottlieb cut her short.

'...Or was it just to get a nice safe degree that would lead to a nice safe job - a nice safe way of life?'

She took another breath but Gottlieb was too fast for her.

'Safe, safe, safe,' he snapped furiously. 'Dr Manley preferred the safe options. I've seen half a dozen of her acolytes and they're all the same: tight-lipped and buttoned down. Final-year students and not one of them shows an ounce of flair. No passion.' He spun round and glared at her. 'I had really hoped for better. Now, let me see.' He flicked through the pages of notes on his desk. 'It says here you are a mature student.' He looked up at her again, this time his eyes resting more thoughtfully on her face. Under his appraisal Phoebe found herself blushing furiously.

Gottlieb sniffed. 'How old are you? Twenty-three? Twenty-four?'

Phoebe nodded.

Gottlieb hadn't noticed. 'Mature ought to imply something more interesting than the passage of years. Let's see if we can do something adventurous with this final work of yours, Miss Williams, something which will make the burden you bring into my life here a little less onerous.'

Phoebe coughed to clear her mind as much as her throat. Gottlieb's gaze made her feel uncomfortable; it was as if he could see inside her mind. What was even more disturbing, and despite her discomfort, there was something unnaturally compelling about him.

'What do you suggest, Mr Gottlieb?' she said in an unsteady voice.

He smiled, revealing sharp predator's teeth, and leant forward on his elbows. 'Oh, I have lots of ideas,' he said in an undertone. 'Lots and lots of ideas.'

Phoebe looked away, feeling Gottlieb's dark eyes moving slowly across her body.

'Such as?' she managed to stammer.

He grinned. 'Don't worry, Miss Williams, I shall be coming to that in a minute,' he purred.

In the lecture hall, Phoebe reddened. Gottlieb had thrown her totally. He'd unsettled her so much that she'd thought that she might have to miss Dr Dart's lecture. She could still feel the way his eyes had lingered on her body, as invasive and compelling as a caress.

She shuddered and forced her attention back to Dr Dart, who was pointing to his chart. Dr Dart was sixty if he was a day and as comforting and unchanging as a family dog.

––––––––
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Later that evening, in the university library, Phoebe Williams barely registered the tip-tap of high heels across the wooden library floor behind her. She glanced up again at the computer and mouthed the words on the screen, back-spacing to correct a spelling error.

'You're not still here, are you?'

The sound of Nina King's voice made her jump.

'Jesus, calm down,' said Nina, palming a stick of chewing gum into her mouth. 'I thought I'd catch you after dear old Dart's lecture but you were off like a rabbit. Have you got any idea what time it is? You said you'd meet me at the flat at eight, remember?'

Phoebe stared blankly at Nina, who lifted her hands above her head and jiggled her hips provocatively. Her heavy breasts echoed the rhythm.

'Oh, come on, Phoebe - Thursday night? Party time? Robert Fellowes' house? All coming back to you now, is it?'

Phoebe groaned and rubbed her eyes. 'Oh God, I'd forgotten everything about the party.'

Nina pulled a face. 'So, what's new? I knew you'd be in here. What are you working on?' She peered myopically at the computer screen.

Phoebe began collecting things from the table and saving her work onto a floppy disk.

'The notes for my final paper. I've got to submit a new title by the end of term - or do examinations always pass you by?'

Nina pouted, pulling her scarlet lips into a tight little bow. 'No need to be so bitchy.' She paused for a second as Phoebe pushed things into a bag.

'It's not like you to be doing it at the eleventh hour - cramming isn't really your style, is it?' Nina grinned, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. 'Or is the new man in your life - the quiet but very sexy Shaun Rees - taking your mind off your work?' She mimicked a cat meowing. 'Nice catch.'

Phoebe glared at her. Nina laughed and held up her hands in mock surrender.

'Okay, okay. How did your tutorial go, then? If you don't want to talk about Shaun, tell me all about the lovely Gerrard Gottlieb instead.'

Phoebe stared at her. 'You knew who they'd got to replace Audrey, didn't you?'

Nina grinned. 'Everybody's talking about him. He's a research fellow or something. Go on then, spill the beans, what's he like?'

Phoebe stopped and stared past her thoughtfully. 'He's a complete and utter bastard. He threw my dissertation ideas out and then...' she stopped and took a deep breath. 'He just gave me the creeps. I'm going to have to say something about him.'

Nina stared at her in disbelief. 'That's not like you either. What's the matter with him? I thought some wild-eyed dedicated academic would be right up your street.' She lifted an eyebrow. 'Good-looking too, or so one of the social work students told me. Good-looking in a dangerous sort of way.'

Phoebe bit her lip, imagining Gottlieb's dark uncanny eyes. 'I really didn't notice,' she lied.

Nina snorted. 'Don't tell me, you prefer Shaun Rees.' She pulled a face and aped a huge yawn. 'Nice but very, very straight. Whereas Gottlieb by all accounts...'

Phoebe blushed, dragging her coat off the back of the chair. 'I really can't believe Audrey's left,' she said indignantly, cutting Nina short. 'We're half way through a term.'

Nina had already turned on her heel and replied over her shoulder. 'One of the other girls said she thought it was a nervous breakdown. They've got no idea when she'll be back, so you'd better get used to Gottlieb.'

Phoebe stared at her in astonishment.

'Come on, you've got to get changed, unless of course a woolly skirt and that manky old sweater are your party outfit,' said Nina, tap-tap-tapping on her spiky heels towards the door. 'We'll miss all the food if we're much later.'

Phoebe hurried after her, struggling with the rest of her bags.

Outside the university library, in the biting winter wind, Phoebe's head spun. She wasn't certain whether it was the change of temperature or Gottlieb's influence on her. Nina broke into an ungainly trot, heading towards the accommodation block.

As they got close to the flats, Phoebe waved Nina on. 'Look, thanks for coming and getting me. Why don't you go ahead? I'll meet you there.'

Nina peered at her. 'Are you sure? You will come, won't you? I thought you'd arranged to meet Shaun there, I want you to introduce me to his flatmate.' Nina shimmied suggestively. 'I'm banking on it.'

Phoebe laughed in spite of herself. 'Give me an hour.' Nina pointed into the gloom. 'Talk of the devil.' She rolled her eyes as Shaun Rees, Phoebe's new boyfriend, hurried across the green towards them, grinning a warm hello.

'Hi,' he said, 'I...'

Before Phoebe could say anything or Shaun could finish his sentence Nina veered off across the path.

'Don't mind me, young lovers,' she said flatly and turned towards Phoebe. 'I'll see you at the party. Don't be long. Remember, I'm counting on you.'

Shaun grinned and slipped his arm through Phoebe's. There was something deeply reassuring about his touch. She smiled as he snuggled close to her.

'Hi, how's it going?'

Phoebe grimaced. 'Don't ask. I've had a lousy day.'

'I wondered if you'd got lost or something,' he said walking towards her flat. 'I've already been over to Robert's place. I thought you'd be there already.'

Phoebe bundled her books under her arm and unlocked the door. 'Sorry, I was working late. Have you heard Audrey Manley's left?'

Shaun nodded. 'The whole place is buzzing with it.' He squeezed under the cover of the porch and leant forward to kiss her tentatively. His arms snaked around her, pulling her into the warm confines of his coat. She brushed his lips with hers and was rewarded by yet another grin.

'I thought maybe you'd changed your mind. Stood me up,' he said softly. As he spoke he moved closer, eyes glittering, and kissed her a little more fiercely.

Phoebe shook her head, easing herself away from him. 'No, I'm just running late. Do you want to come in for a little while?'

'I wouldn't say no, it's too cold to stand around out here.' Phoebe opened the door to her tiny flat with Shaun no more than a breath behind her. Their relationship was very new, not yet easy or familiar. Shaun shuffled uncomfortably in the doorway, unsure whether to sit or stand - or leave.

She flicked on the lamps and stacked her books and bag on the desk. 'Would you like some coffee? I've just got to get changed. It won't take me long.'

Shaun nodded, eyes moving across the tidy bookshelves that reached from floor to ceiling along the wall of the cramped sitting room.

'That would be great. I thought maybe you were held up.' His voice followed her into the kitchen.

'No, I'm fine, really, I just lost track of time. Nina came to get me.' She switched on the kettle and pulled two mugs out of the rack.

'I'm surprised you know Nina, she doesn't seem like your type...' Shaun began. 'I mean...'

Phoebe couldn't see his face but sensed his hesitancy. She knew exactly what he meant. Phoebe's mother would have said Nina King was the kind of girl men practised on - Phoebe was the kind they married. She glanced back into the sitting room while waiting for the kettle to boil. Shaun was thoughtfully studying the rows of books. The lamplight picked out his distinctive profile and muscular torso encased in a white collarless shirt. A tendril of dark hair curled enticingly into the curve of his long neck. Phoebe's mother would approve of Shaun Rees despite his nod towards fashionable student grunge.

'Nina and I work together, at Don Giovanni's, you know? The restaurant in Helm Street?' she said, carrying the coffee back into the sitting room. Shaun was now sitting outstretched in the one comfortable armchair. As she came in he scrambled to his feet and then reached out for the mug. For a fraction of a second their fingertips touched and Phoebe felt a tiny scintillating pulse of desire.

She felt her colour rising and wished that in some ways she could be more like Nina King. Shaun Rees was beautiful.

'Thanks,' said Shaun. Around his eyes the skin crinkled into soft humorous lines. He sipped the coffee and smiled. 'Umm, that's good. So when you're not a student you're a waitress, then?'

Phoebe smiled. 'That's right. Got to do something to make the money go around. Look, I'm just going to take a quick shower. Would you like to put some music on or something? I won't be very long.'

Shaun nodded and Phoebe hurried into the bedroom feeling uncomfortable making him wait for her. She could hardly ask him to leave, after all he'd come to pick her up. But she didn't like the uneasy, prickly feeling she had in her stomach, that lay somewhere between discomfort and desire. She wished the relationship was six months down the line, when they would know exactly what to say and how to act with each other.

Slipping off her clothes, she switched on the shower and stepped into the torrent. The first blast of water was bitterly cold and made her gasp with surprise. A second or two later it warmed, etching silvery rivulets on her small slim body. She glanced down at the ripe curves of her uptilted breasts and imagined Shaun stepping in behind her, soaping her nipples, hands circling her narrow waist as he pulled her closer. She closed her eyes as the fantasy took on a life of its own. She could almost feel his kisses, wet and hot on her neck and the press of his insistent hungry cock. The thought rooted her to the spot.

Despite being alone, the fantasy made her blush. She ran a hand down over the taut muscles of her belly, brushing the dark triangle of her sex. She and Shaun weren't lovers yet but she knew eventually they would be.

It would take Shaun time: supper, nights at the pictures, parties with friends, coming home together for endless cups of coffee, tentative steps forward, a kiss, a touch - until one night... she shivered. How much simpler it would be if she were as self-assured as Nina King, who would have no such inhibitions. Nina would just call out and invite Shaun Rees to join her in the shower. Gottlieb would undoubtedly approve of Nina's lack of inhibitions - her passion.

Phoebe thrust her head under the torrent of the shower, trying to wash away the erotic images; they refused to leave. Gerrard Gottlieb had unsettled her. She turned her face up into the stream of water and realised with a start that part of her ached to be touched. She swallowed hard, imagining Shaun pressing her up against the cold tiles, lifting her legs around his waist so that he could slip deep inside her.

She snapped the temperature control back onto cold and let out a tiny gasp as the icy burst of water hit her like needle points, driving away the inner heat that was gathering low in her belly.

Shaun Rees was like every other man she had ever dated; gentle, kind, and most definitely not the kind of man who would step uninvited into a respectable girl's shower cubicle. Everything between them was so new that Shaun would be shocked - stunned - even if she could bring herself to invite him in, which of course she knew, she never would.

Turning off the shower and wrapping herself in a towelling robe she could hear the soft tones of Vivaldi coming through the closed door; he would choose that. She dressed quickly in a long soft cotton dress, tying the belt loosely before towelling her sensible shoulder-length bob dry. A few more minutes and with the lightest touch of lipstick she would be ready.

She stared thoughtfully at her reflection; calm blue eyes stared back, taking in the details of her slim body in its understated and sensible dress. She lifted her hands above her head and swung her hips as she had seen Nina do in the library.

'Party time,' she murmured under her breath picking up a handbag. The jiggle made her feel ridiculous.

Shaun got to his feet as she came into the sitting room. 'All set?' he said cheerfully. 'I wondered whether you'd like to go for a drink first? We could go to The Ploughman's, it's on the way.'

Phoebe nodded, picking up her cardigan. 'That would be great.'

Shaun smiled. 'I was going to ask you if you'd like to come to supper with me tomorrow night? Do you know Tony and Beth Goodman?'

Phoebe shook her head; she didn't know them, but she knew the form. They would be Shaun's friends and they wanted to check her out.

She smiled. 'I'd love to come. What time?'

'Eight.'

'That'll be fine.' She picked up her bag. 'I think I'm more or less ready, if you are.'

Shaun pulled on his jacket. 'Great.' He glanced at his wristwatch. 'We really ought to be going.' He tipped her face towards his for the briefest of kisses and for a split second Phoebe felt a compelling need to possess him.

Breathlessly she stepped away. 'I'll just go and get my coat,' she said quickly.

––––––––
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In his elegant town house close to the river, Gerrard Gottlieb, massage almost complete, rolled over onto his back, revealing muscular bands of hirsute flesh glittering with fragrant oil. In the lamp light the little Eurasian whore clambered up beside him on the couch and guided his great arcing cock into her tiny blood red mouth. He tucked his hands behind his head, and surrendered to the sensations, hissing softly as her eager lips tightened around him.

He'd brought the girl home from Bangkok as his housekeeper - not that she could keep house - but it mattered little. She welcomed him home each day dressed in nothing but a thin pink wrap that he had made for her from a roll of sheer translucent silk. As she opened the door it would drift apart to reveal the plump almost hairless mound of her quim; ever ready, ever obedient. The dark peaks of her nipples shadowed through the silk, making his mouth water.

On the couch in front of the log fire he shivered as she cupped his scrotum, running knowing fingers along its sensitive centre seam, gently mouthing his distended testicles between her lips. She made soft animal noises of pleasure while her lips and fingers worked on and on. The sounds vibrated through Gottlieb's cock, settling in his belly like a warm caress. He strained now, breath coming in strangled panting gasps as she ran her tongue across the angry red glans, working her tongue into his cock's sensitive eye before dragging him deeper into her mouth, teeth nipping gently to add to his excitement.

He arched up towards her and instantly she slid her hands beneath his muscular buttocks, pulling him into her, drinking from him, kisses electric and wild, sucking him on and on until he thought that he might explode at the point of orgasm. Explode he did. As her lips closed over him, a tidal wave of semen roared through him on its unstoppable journey, filling his mind with a blinding flash of white light and flooding his little mistress's mouth.

She giggled and pulled away. The long pink robe was pulled back to frame her pert dark-tipped breasts, a trail of glittering pearly seed trickling down her chin. She ran her tongue around her lips as if she were hungry, not wanting to miss a drop of the feast he had given her.

She looked up at him coyly from beneath coal-black lashes. 'You like?' she purred. 'Maya make you much happy?'

Gottlieb snorted. 'Of course I liked it. Talk in English, Maya, not street pidgin.' He swung his legs over the edge of the couch and pulled his dressing gown around him.

Maya pouted miserably. 'Don't be angry with me, Gerrard,' she said in a soft cultured voice.

Gottlieb poured them both a glass of wine.

Maya crept up beside him. 'Dinner will be half an hour. I've made a pot roast, your favourite.'

He shook his head; sex and food, the only things his diminutive companion had any real passion for. He watched her turn and teeter away on her little high-heeled mules, oblivious of her near-nakedness.

He sighed and sipped his wine. Maya presented no challenge. Her upbringing, the culture in which she had been raised, engendered submission. Maya spent her whole life making him happy, waiting for him to come home so that her life could begin.

The wine warmed his belly. He realised he had no idea how she spent her days. He often thought of her as a wind-up doll, only truly alive when he was there. Maya's unquestioning obedience was both deeply flattering and at the same time frustrating.

They had been together almost five years. At first, barely more than eighteen, she had been afraid of him as he had schooled her to meet his needs. He'd felt like a true master then, taming a little wild beast to obey his every command - but it had been too easy. It saddened him to realise that, in spite of everything, he was bored with her.

Maya had always given everything he wanted, whenever he wanted it, without question. He had anticipated that when she became anglicised, confident in her new lifestyle, she would rebel against his strictures and he would have the pleasure of breaking her again. He had intended to introduce her to the arts, literature - until finally he would have the perfect, educated, intelligent, but ultimately compliant companion.

He sighed; the reverse was true. Now she aped fear and obedience and had no interests beyond the ever-present promise of food and sex. Familiar with his desires she would tremble at his feet, crawl towards him on her knees.

He topped up his glass, slumped in the armchair by the hearth and let his mind wander.

Phoebe Williams. He repeated the name thoughtfully. She might prove a real challenge. Buttoned up tight, with her dark hair caught up in a bun, soft stray wisps framing her delicate features, she exuded an understated sensuality, so subtle that he wasn't sure she was aware of it.

He closed his eyes and immediately visualised her sitting primly in front of his desk, tucking her skirt tidily around her long legs. She had been dressed for warmth; a soft wool skirt draped over her thighs, subtly revealing their contours, and a sensible sweater that had done nothing to disguise the beautiful taut outline of her small rounded breasts.

And her eyes - he smiled to himself - eyes that betrayed a glitter of fear and curiosity. He knew he had unnerved her, it had been his intention. At the end of their tutorial he had held out a hand in invitation and made her look into the full-length mirror that hung from the wall in his study.

'When you look at your reflection in the mirror, Miss Williams, what exactly do you see?' Standing behind her he could see that she was trembling.

'I don't understand,' she had said unsteadily, staring at herself. 'What are you trying to do?'

Gottlieb had smiled. 'Awaken you,' he'd said in an undertone. 'Awaken passion, make you truly understand yourself. Surely that is what real education is about, Miss Williams? Helping us to understand our strengths and weaknesses so that we can harness them.' He lingered over the word harness. Phoebe had turned away from the mirror, clutching at the back of the chair.

He had seen a glittering flash of anxiety in her eyes. She sensed what he meant and it had nothing to do with her final paper. He had indicated that she should return to her seat. Without a word, she had followed his instruction and sat staring at the floor while he thumbed through the rest of her notes. Her silence excited him.

Quietly he had closed her file. 'I think that will be all for today, Miss Williams. Perhaps we can meet early next week to discuss where we go from here.'

Constrained by good manners, Phoebe had thanked him for his time and hurried out of the office with barely a backward glance.

Phoebe's former tutor, Audrey Manley, had said Phoebe was a particularly gifted student - which had instantly aroused his curiosity. Her grades weren't that remarkable but he sensed Audrey had seen something in Phoebe that appealed to her.

Ruefully Gottlieb took another sip of wine. Audrey Manley had a taste for compliant well-educated female flesh - it was an open secret on campus. Perhaps it was desire which had drawn Audrey to Phoebe Williams.

He let the fantasy take shape behind his closed eyelids. Audrey Manley with her heavy thighs and bloated pendulous breasts astride the lovely Phoebe, who was strapped to a bed. The older woman's bristly quim rubbed roughly against the girl's pale skin as her fingers teased Phoebe's fleshed nipples into erection.

He felt the familiar stirring in his groin as his imagination invited Audrey to place a long lingering kiss between Phoebe's open thighs, the older woman's tongue snaking into the fragrant folds of the girl's tight sex. Phoebe arched up instinctively, opening herself for Audrey's attentions, grinding her pubis into Audrey's face. The girl's mouth was slack, eyes closed as she submitted without question.

Gottlieb didn't hear the door to the sitting room open, nor the approach of Maya, but was grateful beyond measure when he felt her smooth warm flesh brush against his as she climbed astride him. She moaned softly and guided his renewed throbbing erection into her quim. Her sex closed around him like a tight fist, drawing him deep inside her body.

He had no trouble sustaining the image of Phoebe Williams in his mind. Her eyes were open now, revealing a stunning mixture of pleasure and revulsion while Audrey nipped and lapped at her clitoris which peeked between the lips of the girl's sex like a scarlet bead.

Gottlieb shivered and pushed the imaginary Audrey aside as Phoebe writhed and bucked in a maelstrom of pleasure. He imagined guiding his cock into her wet welcoming quim, thrusting himself deeper and deeper until he was buried to the hilt.

Above him, Maya ground her hips against him but in his mind's eye it was the delightful Phoebe Williams who brushed her sopping quim against Gottlieb's groin, moaning softly, impaling herself again and again as she rode him out towards release.
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Chapter Two
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The following afternoon, Nina King was leaning against the door frame of the flat when Phoebe opened the door.

'I was just about to knock.' Nina grinned salaciously. 'And where did you two get to last night? I knew you wouldn't come to the party once lover boy turned up.' She lifted an eyebrow questioningly. 'That's why I didn't come round first thing this morning. Didn't want to disturb you. So go on, tell me.'

Phoebe stared at her. 'Tell you what?'

Nina groaned. 'Oh, come on! Did you do the wild thing? Jump on his bones. Let's have all the grim details.'

Phoebe, who was pulling on her coat, snorted. 'We went for a drink at The Ploughman's and just talked. Neither of us fancied going to the party so he walked me home.'

Nina rolled her eyes heavenwards. 'Right, I should have known. You're so predictable. I was counting on you to help me with Shaun's flatmate.'

Phoebe laughed. 'You really think you needed my help? How was...?' She glanced at the clock. 'Oh, come on, we can talk on the way. I'm late. I've got a lecture at two.'

Nina groaned. 'You worry too much. I just came to remind you we've got to go to work early on Saturday night. I'll call round for you if you like.'

Phoebe, juggling a bag and her files shooed Nina out of the flat and locked the door.

'Here hold these, will you?' she said, buttoning up her coat.

Nina peered at the notebooks. 'Gottlieb?'

Phoebe nodded. 'That's right. Two o'clock, lecture theatre four. Are you coming?'

Nina grinned. 'Actually I was going to see Mark.'

Phoebe peered at her. 'Mark?'

Nina grinned. 'That's right. Shaun's flatmate. I managed to trap him without you. But I'll walk you as far as the admin block if you like. Mark said he'd meet me there.'

––––––––
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Phoebe found a seat near the front in the lecture theatre and waited for Gerrard Gottlieb to arrive. The stage was set, a single spotlight picking out a carved oak lectern. When, a few minutes after two o'clock, he strode on, clutching a pile of cards, she couldn't quite suppress a shiver of anticipation. He stared up into the audience like a hawk amongst a flight of doves, weighing his chances of a kill. There was a respectful hush amongst the other students: Gottlieb's reputation preceded him. He cleared his throat.

'Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen,' he said in a low even voice. 'I'm sure those of you who know me will realise that I am not unused to presenting myself and my ideas in this manner, but for the foreseeable future, I am, so to speak, filling the shoes of your beloved Dr Manley. It would appear that I am to regularly amuse you with some discourse on the vagaries of social structure.' Gottlieb looked pained. 'So, rather after the fashion of a Presbyterian pastor I shall take, as our text for the day, the bon mot of Virginia Woolf who said, regarding feminism, "The history of men's opposition to women's emancipation is more interesting perhaps than the story of that emancipation itself".'

Phoebe could barely hear the words above the sound of her heart beating. She sensed Gottlieb searching her out amongst the faces. His eyes scanned left and right, out over the rows of students, until finally she knew he had seen her. For an instant their eyes met, though his expression didn't change. She felt a tiny unnerving tingle in her spine as he stared at her; assessing her, drinking her in. The gaze seemed to last for an eternity until finally she could bear it no longer and looked down at her feet, blushing madly.

When she looked up again Gottlieb licked his lips, took the first notecard from those he held and stalked back towards the lectern, his dark eyes moving slowly across the rest of the assembled audience.

'What is it we are all so afraid of, gentlemen?' he said slowly. 'Why this compulsion to suppress? What do we fear? Our desire, our passion? Men of letters and men of God have, for centuries, been terrified of losing their minds to the magic of a woman's sexuality; to be enslaved by the unstoppable compulsion to possess, to have, to consume... to be sucked down into that compelling ocean of desire.'

Gottlieb's voice was hypnotic and sensual, as smooth and dark as the sea. Phoebe watched him move around the stage and imagined him in his office. Willingly she stepped into the fantasy, slipping off her coat and standing before him. His eyes glittered while his great hands travelled across her shoulders, unbuttoning her blouse. She stood, frozen, as each button slipped through the thin fabric. His face was impassive as he slid the material back over her shoulders so that he could cup her breasts, his fingers working back and forth across her nipples which hardened under his touch.

In her mind, he commanded her to undress for him; and without hesitation she slipped off her clothes, exposing herself for his pleasure. He was fully dressed. The contrast of his dark heavy clothes and the smooth vulnerability of her nakedness was both startling and at the same time deeply exciting. Slowly he circled her, all the time his eyes moving across her body, as tangible and electrifying as the touch of his fingers.

She shivered as the fantasy took hold. Gottlieb's lecture faded away until it was no more than a distant abstract link with her imagination.

The fantasy Gottlieb ran his hands over her chest, a fingertip idly toying with the stiff sensitive buds of her nipples. Now he trailed the single finger down over her ribs, making every nerve-ending in her body glow white-hot.

His touch was speculative, exploratory, until finally his hand slipped between her legs, dipping into her, opening up a passageway to pleasure for them both. She shivered as she imagined him moan softly as he discovered the heat of her excitement. His fingers brushed her clitoris, parting her thighs wider and wider until it seemed that she would break in his eagerness to explore every part of her.

She was being suffused with warm ripples of need and hunger; an almost animalistic desire that built low down in her belly. Each ripple, each wave added to the others making the sensations so intense that she could barely breathe. She knew she was wet for him, his fingers no longer just dipping into her sex but bathing in an ocean of pleasure that ran down over her thighs onto his fingers.

Slowly he sank to his knees in front of her, lips pressing kisses to her belly and the sensitive plains of her thighs. When he finally parted the lips of her quim with his tongue she let out a thin low sob. His mouth closed around the dark swollen bud of her clitoris, sucking at it, nibbling, lapping like a baby at a breast. Just when she thought that she couldn't take any more he moved back and stood up. She watched him, as helpless and vulnerable as a lamb in the maw of a wolf, as he unzipped his trousers and slipped out his cock. It reared up for an instant in front of her; a scimitar, straining and livid.

He moved closer, his great bulk overshadowing her, his cock nudging at her belly, demanding to be taken in. With one engulfing movement, he slipped his hands around her buttocks and pulled her up onto him, impaling, driving deep inside in a seamless terrifying thrust.

Almost instantly she could feel the first wave of her climax rushing headlong through her body, a great roaring desperate tidal surge that took her to the edge of consciousness. Between her legs, Gottlieb thrust again and again, pulling her down onto him. The coarse material of his trousers ripped and rubbed against her thighs, while deep inside her his cock grew and grew, filling every atom of her, taking over her whole body.

When he came he seemed to tear her apart. He was raw, angry, unstoppable, driving her own pleasure on to heights that took her to the very shores of madness...

Phoebe gasped, and her eyes snapped open. To her total horror she realised she was still in the lecture theatre. On the stage below Gottlieb was talking, bringing the lecture to its conclusion. He laid the pile of notes back on the lectern and invited questions from the floor. She looked around nervously; to her relief, the students around her seemed totally enrapt in Gottlieb.

On her lap her notebook was blank; other than the opening few sentences she hadn't heard a word. Between her legs she could still feel the delicious rawness and the compelling afterglow of orgasm, a slick trail of excitement oozing out onto her thighs. She shivered, struggling to regain her composure. She could hardly believe what had happened to her, the images had been so vivid, so compelling.

On stage, Gottlieb finally called enough.

Hurriedly, Phoebe threw her things into her bag and rushed towards the back of the hall. She was almost at the door when she heard Gottlieb call her name and would have ignored it except the students around her parted so that Gottlieb could make his way up towards her.

'Miss Williams?'

Phoebe turned slowly, looking down, feeling that if Gottlieb looked into her eyes he would see every fantastic thought.

'I wonder if you have a few moments?' he said pleasantly. 'Have you got another lecture this afternoon?' Phoebe shook her head and fell into step beside him. 'I've been thinking about you,' he said, as they walked across the windy green.

Phoebe stiffened. 'Really?'

'This final paper. The titles have to be in by the end of this month. Have you had any thoughts on the things we discussed?'

Phoebe made an effort to regain her control. 'My theme lacks passion,' she said unevenly.

Gottlieb snorted. 'It does, Miss Williams. Have you had chance to come up with any other ideas?'

As they approached the door to his office Phoebe hesitated. He turned towards her, his expression as wolfish and hungry as the Gottlieb in her fantasy.

'Come in,' he said indicating that she should go ahead of him. Phoebe swallowed hard and stepped inside, trying to suppress the growing sense of deja vu. Gottlieb sat down and stared at her. He took a cigarette from a case on his desk and lit it.

'Did you enjoy my lecture?'

Phoebe tried to avoid meeting his eyes. 'Yes,' she said softly.

Gottlieb grunted his approval and then leant closer. 'Passion,' he said slowly. 'Look at the effects of desire on our lives, wild, animal passion that drives us on to the very heights of achievement.' He picked up the notes she had given him the previous day. 'This thing here is as cold and lifeless as a cadaver. You need to choose something that inspires you, excites you, astonishes you. What astonishes you, Miss Williams? What is it that makes your pulse race and your mind reel?'

Phoebe wasn't certain whether he actually wanted an answer; up until then he'd done all the talking. If he'd been trying to provoke a response it didn't work, she was so stunned that she could barely think. There was a difficult pause. Gottlieb stared at her.

'Well?' he'd said more calmly. 'Why don't we start by you justifying exactly why you want to do this?' He waved a dismissive hand towards her bundle of notes.

Phoebe swallowed hard, trying to order her thoughts. Intense images of her fantasy kept flashing through her mind. She took a deep breath, struggling to clear her head.

'Audrey, Dr Manley...' she began.

Gottlieb snorted but Phoebe continued unsteadily. '...She thought it was important we produced something of social relevance. She wanted us to explore...'

Gottlieb's expression dried the words in her throat. He sat on the edge of the desk now, overbearing and dangerous. 'Miss Williams, one thing your friend Dr Manley did not want any of her students to do was explore. Exploration requires some degree of risk, some crossing of unknown frontiers. Let me tell you about exploration...'

––––––––
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'So what did Gottlieb say? Did he suggest an alternative to the nursery report?' said Shaun Rees.

Phoebe shook her head as they hurried across the campus towards the car park. It was early evening and they were on their way to supper with Shaun's friends. A bitter easterly wind gave the night air a razor's edge.

Shaun slid his arm through hers as they made their way along the path. He had called for her after she got back from the office. She hadn't meant to mention Gottlieb but the memory just wouldn't go away. She couldn't make sense of why he disturbed her so much and her fantasy in the lecture theatre made her blush with embarrassment.

'Nothing really,' she said, quickly changing the subject. 'What are Beth and Tony like?'

'They're nice. You'll like them. Beth's a technician here and Tony's doing a degree in Computer Science. They live over on Almond Road.' Shaun guided her towards a battered VW and opened the door. She slid gratefully into the dark interior. For a few seconds she wished they could stay there, shut in against the cold together. He turned towards her and leant closer, his lips brushing hers.

'I'm really pleased you said you'd come,' he whispered.

She felt a tiny ripple of expectation as he lifted his hand to cup her face.

Shaun pulled back. 'Are you cold?' he said, turning the key in the ignition. 'It'll soon warm up once the engine's running.'

Phoebe stared out of the windscreen. Gottlieb's face hung in her imagination like a silent observer. Irrationally she felt a prickle of tears in her eyes. She wasn't cold; Shaun's light touch had stirred the unfulfilled desire in her belly. She wanted to tell him, to say... She shivered again. Shaun was safe and unthreatening. She wondered if that was why he couldn't sense the passion she felt. She pulled her coat tight around her and tried not to think about Gerrard Gottlieb.

Tony and Beth's house was on the other side of town, a small terraced cottage, tastefully decorated in hippie chic, everywhere cluttered with low lamps and Indian rugs.

Phoebe slipped off her coat as the introductions were made, feeling Beth assessing her at every turn. Tony scuttled around opening wine, playing the host. Their house had a comfortable lived-in feel but, even as she made polite conversation, Phoebe couldn't quite shake the lingering ghost of Gottlieb's eyes drinking in the details of her body.
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