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HE PUT INTO PRACTICE HIS THEORY OF LUST

The moment Boris Morholt was dismissed as a
college teacher, he turned his back on the cloistered, conventional
life of the University and became a renegade pedagogue. His
full-grown beard, which had been the cause of his dismissal, was a
symbol of his new, but depraved approach to life. He became the
twisted, lust-ridden embodiment of his theory of the WHOLE MAN.
Take what you want when you want it—and if it was * a woman, any
woman—so much the better, and devil take the hindmost. A huge man,
with lustry, insatiable appetites he roistered through a covey of
curvaceous cuties who were more than willing to share his theory of
depravity.



CHAPTER ONE



Doris Morholt was drunk.

He was not exactly happy-drunk, because no
matter how much he hated his job he did not like being fired.

And he was not exactly unhappy-drunk, because
no matter how much he didn't like being fired, he'd hated his
job.

But he was not neutral-drunk either, because
for the first time he was feeling. Feeling what? Feeling everything
at once. He had marched into the office of the college's President
Evans, and Evans had minced many words in telling Boris to remove
the beard, and Boris had minced no words at all in telling Evans to
take a flying fling at himself — to put it in so many minced
words.

And so Boris was no longer a teacher. Nor was
he any longer sober. But he was feeling. And it felt good to feel
for the first time in his life.

And then he saw the image of Lydia in the bar
mirror and he decided he would end up feeling her before very much longer. Feeling feelings is one
thing. But feeling people is another.

Lydia Bosworth was an eminently feelable girl.
She sat — he realized he was already using the past tense, about
his college life — in the first row of his English class, gazing
dreamily at the silver words flowing from Boris's bearded lips.
Boris had a good inspiration for waxing poetic at such a horribly
early hour of the morning: Lydia's thighs.

Lydia liked to wear short skirts. She did not
care what happened to them when she sat down. If they rolled up her
thighs, that was the way the skirt rolled. Usually they did, and
Lydia, contrary to female procedure, would open her legs instead of
closing them. Boris could see very far between her legs. Her thighs
were pink, well muscled and round, and they looked as if they could
make your eyes pop. They made Boris's eyes pop. Sometimes he caught
a sight of her white panties at the apex of those thighs. At those
times his lectures were supreme. He could have enthralled the
courts of Europe.

So they worked mutually on each other. Lydia's
open legs and thighs sending Boris into poetic raptures, and
Boris's dulcet tones causing Lydia to forget about her dignity and
to relax her legs so that they opened, opened wide enough so that
Boris could see that flash of white silk between pink flesh in a
tunnel of wool tweed.

In all fairness it should be added that Lydia
also had nice breasts. She did not bare her breasts in class the
way she did her legs, but she didn't conceal her chest either. Her
breasts were plump and high, and they had a slight jiggle when she
came into class, and a slight jiggle when she went out. And Boris
was going to jiggle them a lot more before long.

He spun around on the barstool and demanded
that she drink with him.

Lydia looked surprised. She said, “I would love
to. But I'm with someone... some others. An afternoon date, you
know.”

Morholt said, “The hell with the others,”
surprising himself as much as it surprised her. Amazing what a
change in personality can be brought about by a change in
situation. But this, really, was more. It was a change in Boris
Morholt's whole being and life.

“Well, since you put it that, way,” Lydia said,
smiling, “I'll excuse myself and be right back.”

Boris watched her in the mirror as she walked
to the table where three men and two girls were sitting. He
recognized them all. Freshmen. The scourge of learning. But he no
longer thought of them as his students, just students in
general.

And watching the carefree sway of Lydia's hips,
he thought of her not as a student at all.

He liked his new outlook.

Lydia returned and took the stool next to
Boris. She said, “I told them that I had to discuss my class-work
with you. That you insisted. And that I didn't know how long it
would take.” She laughed lightly, the first non-obnoxious giggle
that Boris had ever heard. “Jim was quite unhappy, but learning
comes first.”

Boris grinned, and held out his cigarette pack.
She took one and he lit it for her, then one for himself. He let
her blow out the match.

“What will you drink?”

“I'll have a Manhattan,” she said.

Boris held up his finger, catching the
bartender's eye immediately. This was another first, he had always
failed to get response in his former life, and had always waited
until the waiters and bartenders happened by. But never again, he
vowed. The beard had helped, he had drawn much more attention and
commanded more respect since raising it; it had been good practice
for his new fife. He felt he could demand service, roar for
service. Yes, roar; it was such a lovely word.

The drinks came. “Let's take a booth,” Boris
suggested, getting up and leading the way to the nearest one. He
waited while Lydia slid in, then sat on the same side. He could
feel the line of her hip and leg pressed against him.

He took his glasses off and set them on the
table, carefully. Then, raising his glass to Lydia, he winked at
her and drank.

She said, “You are so different outside the
classroom. You're a different person.”

“Yes. I'm a different person. I'm free.”

“Free?”

“Completely. Free to live as I want, to love as
I want. Free to be myself, or more accurately, to be any self that
I choose.” He took a drink, thinking about that, wrinkling his
brow. Lydia watched him, aware of some metamorphosis to his person,
wondering about it. She had always thought him so interesting
looking, and it pleased her to find that he was interesting and not
really the dull academic person that he appeared in class.

“Yes, that is the secret,” he said. “Anyone can
be oneself, if he is intelligent enough to realize what he is, and
honest enough to admit it. But that is not the greatest existence.
The greatest is to be what one chooses for himself. To decide what
type, what personality, one wants, and then to become that. To mold
oneself to a self-chosen standard.”

Like Evans, he thought. Yes, old Evans was
right after all, he was a caricature, a Platonic ideal. He had
chosen poorly, but still he had made his own choice. Boris wondered
if Evans were aware of what he had done. Probably not, being
stupid. But he no longer felt antagonism toward Evans; he felt a
sort of patronizing brotherhood.

“I don't understand,” Lydia said, interested
and therefore interesting.

“That's all right. I'll explain,” Morholt told
her. He lit another cigarette, gathering his thoughts and outlining
them for his own understanding. Then he decided that the first
thing he must do would be to determine never to outline again.
There was nothing worse than that, ruining wild forests of thought
by turning them into fenced-in gardens with cobblestone paths.

“Realism, you see, is no good,” he said. “It's
only for the mediocre or the macabre. For me, the Whole Man, there
is only romanticism. Especially in the drab world of today, where
there can no longer be an epic hero, where no one can hope to know
all the knowledge of his age, where men must specialize or spread
too thin. Yes, the only salvation is to renounce the realism of
this life and build one's own dream world, one's own Never-Never
Land.”

He paused, a light in his eyes, a glow of
conception. Boris finished his drink and looked at Lydia; found she
was entranced by him. He felt very confident, both intellectually
and amorously, and reaching over he took her hand.

Lydia said, “You're strange. Are you drunk? I
like you, drunk or not.”

“Thank you. Yes, I am drunk with life, with
contemplating the whole realm of life before me. I may share part
of it with you.”

“I would like that,” she said, with a small and
unsure smile.

Boris asked, “How old are you, Lydia?”

“Eighteen,” she said.

“You are very lovely. I intend to share the
wonders of life with you, for a while at least. The Whole Man
cannot look too far into the future, of course.”

The glasses were empty. Boris caught the
bartender's attention on the first try once more. He was not
surprised this time, after all it was only his due. He signalled
for refills and turned back to Lydia.

He said, “You have lovely legs. They were quite
exposed today. Very nice.”

“Thank you. I hope they didn't interfere with
your instruction.”

“Not at all. The only pleasant event of the
morning. A bright spot in my old drab life.” She took flattery,
very well, not embarrassed and not expectant. Best of all not
falsely modest.

He said, “I imagined that you were interested
in me, with the legs, and then stopping after class.”

She considered. “Yes,” she told him, “I was
interested. Or rather, curious. I think it was the beard.” The
drinks came, and she waited until the bartender had returned to the
bar. Boris wondered if she were gathering her thoughts to make them
more effective and impressive. He decided that it was all right,
and hoped she were doing so. More chance of being dramatic that
way.

“I wasn't interested personally, but just
interested in your personality,” she continued. “Understand?”

“What about now?”

“What?”

“Are you interested in me now? As a person, an
acquaintance, a friend?”

“I think, as a friend,” she said. Smiling.

“Good,” said Boris.

He was about to continue his discourse, when
Lydia's escort came over. A tall and preposterously average
freshman, wearing a beanie. Yes, that was the final abomination.
*

He stood awkwardly at the table. Lydia smiled
at him, and Boris looked up slowly. Ferociously.

“Are you nearly through?” the abomination asked
Lydia, in a high and nervous voice.

“Not nearly,” she said. Perfectly at ease.
Boris liked her for it.

“Well, the others are going,” Jim said. “You
also,” said Boris. “Pardon, sir?”

“You are going, also. Instantly. Go.”

Jim was,, of course, lost. Boris thought, he
has an inkling that something is going on, but has no idea what.
For a freshman in a beanie, however, an inkling is nothing to be
dismissed lightly. Probably be his most profound thought in
years.

Boris stuck his chin out, imagining how his
beard must be bristling. The freshman backed away, said “I'll see
you later” to Lydia, and left.

“I think you scared him,” she said.

“Yes,” said Morholt. “The Whole Man defends his
loves from danger and ludicrousness both.”

“You're funny,” she said. She took his arm in
both hands and squeezed it. Morholt flexed his bicep subtly, glad
that he had muscles of steel. He hoped that Lydia had noticed, but
she was more interested in his mind. And his spirit of course, that
was his finest, his all-redeeming virtue. The mobility of his
spirit.

He thought, Ah, I am a man as men used to
be.

And he thought, I am going to be very satisfied
with my new concept of life.

Yes, very satisfied, he told himself, with a
feeling of fulfillment. He placed his thumb and forefinger on
Lydia's chin and lifted her face up, so that she was looking at
him.

And he looked back at her with the golden eyes
of the Whole Man.



CHAPTER TWO



Bright and early on that Tuesday morning, Boris
Morholt sprang from his bed. He threw back the curtains and looked
out on a sunny, cold autumn day. His teeth were very white and his
beard very black. He opened the window and felt the cold air rush
in.

“Aha!” said Morholt, and roared.

He took a cold shower, laughing, and stepped
naked to the mirror to admire his gigantic frame, barrel chest and
leonine head. No delineation of muscles here, he thought, proudly.
I'm no body beautiful. I'm a Viking. And enormous.

He seemed to have grown considerably since the
day before. His clothes did not fit, his tweed jacket strained at
the seams. Of course, he said, I am no longer meant for such
clothes. No wonder they will not fit.

He discarded them and donned more appropriate
garments, surveyed the result in the mirror, thinking, mirrors are
so wonderful.

He wore a white shirt, open half way down, and
a bright red bandana around his neck. Not as a cravat, but
carelessly knotted and flung over his shoulder. Old slacks and
boots. A sash made from a piece of red silk. The total effect was
startling.

Flamboyant, he said, with pride.

Then he proceeded from his room, down the
stairs, and to the table in he hall. There was mail for him, which
he looked at and cast aside casually. This was important mail,
which is the kind which must always be neglected. Only light
correspondence over the morning coffee.

In came Mrs. Batar, the landlady. A good woman,
who bustled. She stopped, wide-eyed, before Boris. He had always
been so sedate and dignified, despite the beard of which she had
her suspicions. The sight of him this morning overwhelmed her.

“Why, Mr. Morholt,” she said.

He advanced to her with giant strides, chucking
her under the chin and laughing. He said, “Ah, what a vision of
delight you are of a morning. Ho ho ho!”

She fled uncertainly from the room. Boris
expanded his chest, feeling his now power over women of all
assortments, and went out into the brisk and bright day without a
coat.

He strode down the street, heading toward the
business district. Everyone he passed, at this early hour, fell
back with alarm and watched his progress.

Morholt, of course, took no notice.

His first stop was at the newsstand, where he
bought the morning paper and a handful of the biggest cigars in
stock. Then he proceeded to the small coffee shop with the delicate
wrought iron tables. He took a seat at the window, dwarfing the
small chair, and read his paper over a cup of black coffee.

The other patrons watched him in awe, and from
time to time he lowered his paper and looked at them, causing great
embarrassment as they hurriedly looked unconcerned.

Finished with paper and coffee, he left a
generous tip on the table and went out once more; stood in front,
letting the wind toss his hair and grinning at the sun.

It was now nine o'clock. Time to tend to
business. Boris walked to the bank and entered, causing the old
guard to turn white. He went to the window with the young and
pretty teller, handed over his bankbook, and said, “I want all my
money.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, looking closely to be
sure that it was indeed Mr. Morholt. She counted out the money,
eleven hundred dollars, and handed it over.

“Big investment?” she asked.

“Oh,” said the teller, wide-eyed.

“Not at all,” he said. “Just a great
thirst.”

Boris walked about until nearly noon, enjoying
the stir his appearance caused. He bought a bottle of cognac,
having decided that scotch would not do for the Whole Man, and a
black walking stick with a silver handle. Then he went to the
city's only tattooing artist, where he was inscribed in three
colors with a heart and the word Mother on his bicep.

This, he said, is the final touch. It is
perfect, and it is perfectly ridiculous. Ridiculousness being one
of the few fine things left in the world.

As he left the old tattoo artist watched him
§o, thinking now there is a man unashamed
of his affection for his dear mother, a man of the old school.

Boris went back to his rooms in Mrs. Batar's
sedate brownstone house with the oriental vase and framed ballet
dancer silhouettes on the wall. She watched him enter, peeking
around a corner, but didn't speak to him. He climbed to his rooms
and sat by the window, drinking the cognac from the bottle and
making plans for his conquest of civilization.

The secret is that the world must be taken
unawares.

His thoughts were interrupted by a timid
knocking at his door. He crossed the room and opened it, expecting
Mrs. Batar to be cringing there. It was, however, Lydia Bosworth,
who stood before him.

“Well, come in,” Boris said.

She entered, and looked around the room. Boris
looked at her, admiring her. She was slender and well-groomed,
still tanned from the summer and a little red now from her walk in
the brisk air. Her hair was blonde, long and straight, nice
contrast with tanned face. A very attractive woman, Boris thought,
realizing that he had not fully appreciated her the day before.

“I didn't really expect you,” he said.

“You invited me.”

“Yes. But I didn't think you would come. I am,
of course, delighted.”

“I considered not coming. But I wanted to,”
Lydia told him.

“Good. Cognac?” He poured two glasses and gave
her one. Lydia sat on the bed, sipping the drink, and waiting for
Boris to speak. She seemed to be perfectly at ease.

“Did you meet my landlady?” he asked.

“Yes. She let me in. I don't think that she
approves of my coming up here.”

“No, I shouldn't think that she would. A good
Catholic and all, you know,” he said. Then he asked, 'Are you a
Christian, by the way?”

Lydia shrugged. “Isn't everyone a Christian? In
the United States, I mean? Not counting Jews, of course.”

Boris laughed. “Oh yes, Christian by faith, but
heathen by practice. I was just wondering about your moral code, my
dear. Very important things, moral codes. Important not to
have.”

“Is this conversation leading anywhere in
particular?” asked Lydia, arching a brow.

Boris came across the room and sat next to her,
the bed sagging under his bulk. She smiled amusedly at him, and he
took her hands, held them for a moment, then placed them around his
neck. She left them there, fingers locked, while Boris kissed her.
It was a perfunctory kiss, like a small lunar probe before the big
moonshot. And like a probe it came back with a great deal of
interesting data. Because Lydia opened her mouth wide and ran a
tongue out to his lips and forced them open and flicked into his
mouth ardently. This was not the behavior of a girl who is going to
stop at necking. This was not the behavior of a girl who is going
to stop at petting. He wasn't even sure she would stop at anything,
and he sure as hell aimed on testing her limits.

“I do believe that you are trying to seduce
me,” she told him.

“And I do believe that you are very willing to
be seduced,” he said. “Is this so?”

“Let's find out, shall we?” She leaned back on
her elbows.

“Well, I'll tell you something. I've been
admiring those thighs of yours for a long time. And the first thing
I'd like to do is run my fingers up them. I want to prove that they
feel as wonderful as they look.”

“Be my guest,” she said, letting her legs fall
open.

He put his hand on her knee and began making
circular motions on the inside of her thigh. It sent goosebumps
running over her legs, making the flesh even more sensitive than
before. As he pushed higher she reached to the hem of her skirt
with her fingertips and pulled it higher, raising her buttocks to
allow it to slide high on her legs. She was shrewd enough not to
expose too much. She left that to Boris.

“Why don't you kiss me?” she said.

“I was just getting to it.” he covered her lips
with his and her tongue ran out to greet his and invite it inside
the waiting warmth of her mouth. Once in, he began exploring with
the tip of his tongue, guided by the playful tip of hers.

His hand was moving higher on her thighs,
brushing first one, then the other, and he could feel her becoming
giddy as he teased his fingers upward. Her thighs closed and opened
involuntarily; every time he moved upward her legs would open, and
every time he moved back out they would close to keep his hand from
leaving her. It was a one way street for her, with penalties for
going the wrong way, and a reward for good driving.

He was very close to the place where her thighs
met. His fingers moved in lazy circles, and jumped the gap between
her legs like a bolt of lightning. He was now hovering above her
panties, and she kept sliding down to hasten the contact. But he
was desirous of keeping her aroused and curious and not too easily
satisfied, so he backed away whenever she got too aggressive.

But soon he couldn't resist either, and so he
delicately reached his fingers under the elastic around her thighs
and lifted the material up. She gasped and swallowed hard and
nodded her head in enjoyment. Now his full hand was under the
elastic, but he still made sure to avoid the most sensitive area,
preferring to arouse her further by exploring the smooth expanse of
her abdomen, a slight mound of such delicate curvature that it was
like fine porcelain.

“Boris, don't linger too long.”

“I'll choose the time and place,” he said,
feeling strong over her helplessness. She reached behind her back
and undid the hooks of her brassiere. Her breasts thrust forward in
sudden release, and she pulled sweater and bra up around her
neck.

“Don't leave one hand idle,” she said. “You're
the Whole Man now. Use the Whole Man to make love to me.”

They were plump and fruity but not overlarge,
and they were very high for their weight, especially when she was
stretched out to her full length. But that has nothing to do with
sensitivity, and she was very sensitive. He had barely covered one
with his hand when the nipple leaped into a hard ball to greet him.
He closed the tips of all five fingers around it and began twirling
it the way you would twirl a grape or a marble. She wrenched her
mouth from his and pushed his head lower, towards that erect button
of a nipple. Then she took both hands and closed them around her
breast so that the nipple rose out of her fingers like Fuji out of
a cloud. He licked each fingertip and closed in on that crest of
flesh, and when his tongue touched it it quivered and stretched
upward as though it were on a hydraulic lift. Gently he closed his
teeth on it and she emitted a sound of pleasure. He drew it into
his mouth and pulled on it like a hungry baby, laving it with his
tongue and lips and moving his head back and forth. It became so
intense she let go of the breast and pulled his head down with both
hands, until he thought he would smother in flesh.

And there just isn't a better way to
smother.

Her hips had begun an in-and-out movement that
spoke very adversely for her powers of self-control. Which was all
right with him, because it also spoke about things he enjoyed
listening to—like the movement of a mattress with bodies on it.

His hand was sweeping her belly, his wrist
pinned to her flesh by the elastic of her panties. It was time to
unpin it, and so he took his hand out and took the top of her
panties and pulled them down over her hips. She raised her
buttocks, and he took the back of her panties and pulled them down.
However, to overlook her buttocks would be a grave oversight
indeed, and the Whole Man was intent on exploring the whole woman,
a good portion of which were two perfectly round globes of
womanhood that wanted to be held tightly, and he obliged by fitting
his widespread fingers over their smooth expanses and squeezing
them.

He stripped off her panties, pausing over those
thighs that he had admired in theory and was now admiring in
practice. Then he rolled her skirt up to her belly, and pushed her
sweater up to her [...]
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