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Introduction

For the unbelievers and the
powerless

 


If the author of a novel had to be
responsible for the sayings of his characters, holy god, what end
would we come to! Because, following this system, the opinions of
Fr. Damaso would be mine…

Jose Rizal

 


 


To forgive the
guimoi, to feel sorry for her, is to be betrayed. Sure, her
letters, notes and, at times kind behaviour, may present her as
childish, as naïve, as disturbed, as innocent, as victim, and so
forth; but does that exonerate her, as a person, from saying—and
doing—the fact that she "just wants to have sex all the time", or
dragging Mark by the balls across the floor?

No doubt some will think this book should
never have been published, as it provides enough rope to hang Mark
as a guilty perpetrator of heinous sex crimes, of taking advantage
of a poor Asian victim who was socially and psychologically
vulnerable; it presents him as a deranged raving lunatic of sheer
vengeance, and it would ruin Mark's career, even though his career
is already ruined and finished by the sheer lunacy of his former
lover.

It's always the man who takes advantage,
isn't it, who has to be the responsible one, the man who lusts, for
surely lingers the bourgeois notion of women as passive. This book
is not about Mark and Sam, nor about sex; but how people use
sex to destroy, as did accusations of witchcraft. Have we not
progressed from the Inquisition?

Sure, Mark had a fling with a student, or
two, as others have, so one might think there is enough rope. But
it takes two to tango. There's a lot of fucking going on in
funiversities. One response would be to totally feminize uni's,
based on false assumptions of penility. Another would be to call
out the moral guardians en mass, and create a police state
in which sexuality is thrown back into the dark ages. Another is to
accept it, and to make it normal. After all, students are adults
and, more importantly, human, and, it may come as a surprise,
relationships between staff and students already are actually
permitted.

But there is more than sex to this book;
there is more than subscribing to Inquisitional moralizing and fem
discourses; there are layers of meaning and a myriad of
issues in the book, and the need to fathom the intricacies of the
events—not just about screwing students, but also about
institutional and personal responses to socially dictated
behaviour.

Sex…Mark's and Samantha's whirlwind
relationship—or perhaps sexship may be more apt?—is but a peg (no
pun intended) on which to hang many other and bigger? hats.

This book is like a fable, or poem, one
has to unravel it. It is simply not a train of documented
events about fucking that supposedly occurred; it is a story, a
story of life, and all stories of life convey a message or two… So
what are those messages?

There are many, and depending on your
own view of the world, you will see some, miss others, and probably
reject many. One of the most obvious reactions will be that there
is no message, other than to stay away from academics, because the
book is at its core and overall largely "hate literature". Hate for
Sam, hate for fems, hate for F A T peeple.

It is not feminists who are hated, but those
who use -isms for their own selfish political gains.

Well, Mark may hate Sam, and he may be glad
to see this book wreak revenge. But is that the real central core?
Is that the intention?

It is not vengeance, but about
vengeance, of bringing justice to a system of evil. It is a story
that highlights what is so wrong with some aspects of our
society. So wrong that some myopics can, without due process and
equity, destroy a person's life, and adversely those around him or
her.

Such a narrative is a commentary on
feminism, relationships, student-teacher relationships in
particular if you like, and the often silly laws and moral
discourses that govern them. It is a comment on the media that
feeds off discourses while generating their own. It is a comment on
the Funiversity system as a whole, of which UNI in particular
epitomizes. It certainly highlights the fact that uni's are not
immune from criticism; indeed, the very institution that trained
Mark to be critical, to speak for the public good, is now
criticized, and criticized for itself not acting for the public
good, of gagging criticism, and for calcification. Indeed,
not to publish this story would be a gag on freedom. The
word is mightier than the sword.

And thus this revelation is also about what
it is really like to be an academic, where the only ones who live
in an ivory tower are those in the evil house on the hill.

It is of course a commentary on cyber terror,
and Mark's reflections on sexuality, gender relations, and F A
T peeple… amongst other fat things.

Oh yes, Mark certainly does not like F A
T peeple.

It is all of these things, and more. But it
is not only about Mark; there are other voices in this narrative.
Perhaps, then, it does reflect the way others think and
feel? And if that is true, then what can it say about the social
order, transparency, politics and political correctness?

I guess the central issue that will leap at
the reader, nevertheless, is that Mark supposedly had an affair
with one of his students, 23 years younger than himself; that he
took advantage, used his position of power and trust, to have his
way with a girleen, Samantha. In the end she asserted her self,
and, like a butterfly, brought havoc to the world, which some might
see as justice; and now Mark, through this story, seeks
revenge.

No doubt that view will prevail amongst the
many myopics who simply do not want to look further, or exercise a
gray cell or two. Being permanently primed for battle, they will
read like tanks. It's a scorched-earth kind of reading, by which
they will seek and burn up anything contrary to their existing
ideals and beliefs, and merely rescue all that can be used for
criticism. This is how the book will be read, no doubt.

It's about politics. And politics is simply
the exercise of power. Feminism has rarely been about women, or
men. For some so-called feminists, feminism is, at its core, about
pushing a particular agenda. For some, the agenda was, and sadly
remains, one of man hating, of exercising power—politics—in an area
that women may readily do so based on a spurious understanding of
biology. Mark will be seen as a sex maniac, of spoiling the
innocence of a girleen; of being racist; hedonistic; exploitative;
of using his assumed position of power—ha! Of showing that
UNI was in "fact" right about him on two accounts recounted herein.
But UNI is only right because it exercises power.

All this is to overlook a range of issues
that constitute both the female and male—the human—condition.

Of course, the raft and wrath of criticism
will cloud with gray the issues, so one wonders why bother to
write? Why indeed write this novel? Simply because if none
of us ever wrote, would the world ever change?

This narrative explores some central themes
in our culture, one of which is the eroticization of women (and
children), and then for us wishing it had not done so, all the
while looking for others to blame it on. We have always eroticized
and desired the young body, the female body, the supposedly
innocent and unspoilt. But rather than facing this, we (who,
exactly, I am not sure) have manufactured a variety of scapegoats,
among which are, of course, internet predators, salacious old men,
academics… Meanwhile, we go right along parading before us the
likes of Buffy, Barbie, Lady Gaga, Zena the Warrior69Gurl, Madonna
of course, and bikini-clad girls in adverts, etc.

It is, thus, a narrative of power, and of
questioning who has power. It is not simply power over
another, in this case a girleen, but about the power to question
the power of others.

As a professional academic, it is assumed
that Mark has a great deal of power, of knowledge and authority and
experience. But equally, or more so, Samantha has the power of
"erotic capital". The moral and administrative power of the fems
and discourses, however, discount that erotic power; blind to its
capacity, they reverse the power relationship, claiming all
women, and especially young nubile Asian student girls, are
victims, Asian victims, of the assumed power Mark holds.

Some will argue that a young student,
pathological or not, does not have the ability to seduce sensible
and grown men who do not wish to be seduced. Uni lecturers
do have affairs with students, which some may think is wrong
because they assume the balance of power belongs to the
lecturer.

But not only is this notion simply wrong, it
is a position quite at odds with modern ideas of women's agency.
This is, in part, because power is often conceptualized as black
and white, as static, whereas it is in fact always shifting, always
negotiated. Perhaps in the olden days of Oxford, when lecturers had
power, and students were not consumers, and there were no
harassment rights or bitch brigades intent on ruling the world,
women generally would not dare assert themselves; but things have
changed and women have become (more?) aware of their erotic
capital and various powers, and are willing and able to use
them. One wonders, then, if lecturers have so much power, then why
do students squeal on them, why do belligerent bitch brigades come
out with sirens screaming and wielding axes to chop off wayward
penises (not, mind you, to cut off wayward boobs or sew up vaginas,
although metaphorically they do both), how do uni's so readily
throw brimstone and fire academics, etc. So, just who does have the
power? That is what this book is about. What kinds of power, how
is it "negotiated"? How is it challenged?

Perhaps, too, one's view may be tainted by
one's experiences, whereas several cases from the other side of the
fence are known, the Ormond case being perhaps the most famous.

And yes, men may wish to be seduced, that is
the human condition, a socialized one; but do women take advantage
of that desire and therefore exercise their power?—hence the
quote that begins Chapter 22. To take the view that men want to be
seduced, or allow themselves to be seduced, is also to suggest
all blame rests with men, again; it is to negate any power
of women, to make of them simply passive play things of men, that
somehow men manipulate women to seduce them, and thereby rob women
of any agency.

And of course, there will be some who argue
that Samantha was herself deranged, emotionally or mentally
unstable, and therefore not responsible for her actions (and thus
again negating any agency or power on the part of women), and hence
her condition was taken advantage of. But one can also grow weary
of the fucking excuses people use, like F A T peeple, to
avoid responsibility for their lives, and belies the description of
Chapter 1, of Samantha's ball-dragging episodes, and her pattern of
willful manipulation of others.

Oh, yes, it will be evident that Sam's
Machiavellianism had its spring in her early teens, at age 14 to be
precise, and therefore there is, on the one hand, a pattern of her
diabolical manipulation. But the fems, of course, will argue that
this character trait, this behaviour, was only fostered because men
eroticize women. One wonders how they will deal with the fact that
it was Sam's mother who created this monster? No doubt in the same
circular argument of how the mother as female was eroticized (by
men, of course, again) to achieve her power. And, of course,
one can argue that Mark took advantage of Sam's socio-psychological
condition. Or was it in fact that she took advantage of his?

The narrative raises these kinds of
questions; in trying to answer them, it comes down clearly,
unashamedly, on the side of Samantha's power, regardless of its
source, motivation, or distortion. Distorted, deranged, perhaps,
but it is still power. For that alone the book, and Mark, will be
damned. Why? Because women are still seen as passive, as victim, as
powerless, ergo, anything they do is a response to power,
rather than an exercise of power.

Then how are men to see women? As totally
sexless? Shall none of them ever fall in love, or marry other than
to procreate the next generation of misfit? And in the meantime use
marginalized sex workers?—Oh yes, of course, that would only prove
that men can't control their sexuality. It also proves that men and
women have bodies that are naturally complementary. But let's
conveniently forget nature….

But, no doubt, just as with Helen Garner's
The First Stone, the hysteria that this book will, I am
sure, provoke in some quarters will reveal clearly, and sadly, that
feminism, once so fresh and full of sparkle, is no different in its
habits from any other political theory. Like all belief systems,
religions or art forms—like any idea that has the misfortune to
have an -ism tacked onto it—feminism has a tendency to
calcify, to narrow and harden into fundamentalism. The life
spark slips out of it and whisks away, leaving behind an empty
concrete bunker.

Women want empowerment, and argue that women
can be strong individuals. But "puritans" are offended by the
suggestion that a woman might learn to handle a sexual approach by
her self, without the need to run to Big Sister, and even wreck a
man's life, because it unsettles their unstated but crucial belief:
that men's sexuality is a monstrous, uncontrollable force—a guimoi,
perhaps?—while women are trembling creatures, innocent of desire,
under siege even in a world full of companions.

Feminism is not about equality, it is all
about revenge, and that is the way men see it. That is the
revenge in this book, that is the hate discourse.
Essentially fems are their own worst enemy. It's not that men hate
women, on the contrary. It's that men hate those bitch brigades who
totally misunderstand men. So how can you expect men to take fems
seriously? Ask any man, and all you will ever get is political
correctness.

But this book goes beyond such mundane
discourses. It addresses at least one interpretation of the truth.
It presents the other side of the official story, that power of
institutions to dictate what is right, what is said, done. It
challenges the Orwellianism of social, political and institutional
power. Not to tell this story is a sign of powerlessness.
And isn’t that what feminism and all the other –isms
are really about—the ability to challenge power?

 


~

 


One cannot do justice in such a brief space
to the myriad of issues this narrative raises; nor indeed is it my
role to do so.

While Samantha ruined Mark's life, one day he
will die, and that bitter side will end; but Mark's ruination of
her life will be eternal—the record of how she
destroyed a life lives in these pages. Revenge? Or
Justice?

 


Be powerful, be seductive, and enjoy.

Anon.
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 Chapter
1

Samantha's Orgasm

We live our lives through our bodies.

 


Mark returned to his office
after a busy time dealing with a number of questions from the first
year students, the freshlings, the type of questions any academic
gets from students new to the institution: questions of
clarification, about when assessments are due, how to reference,
about extensions of time, timetables, texts, etc etc. Many of the
questions were quite petty, in the sense of no great importance or
ramification, or of a technical nature; but for the students, Mark
knew, they were important, not for the ostensible reasons of
clarification or technical correctness, but because students, often
unconsciously, often wanted to make contact with someone in
"authority"—a notion to which we shall have reason to return often,
in derision, in the following pages—to be reassured they were
simply human, that they could approach someone. And, for
Mark, reciprocally, these interactions gave him an opportunity to
show he was approachable, to put faces to names, to fulfill
his pastoral role of placation and assurance.

It had been the usual busy day with teaching,
admin stuff, student inquiries, and some thoughts about how he was
going to deal with Samantha.

He knew she was there, sitting in his office
chair, typing up some notes of her own, or perhaps looking up some
web sites. Despite her being in his class for over two months now,
and often sitting at the front with her two girlfriends, Lisa and
Carrie, Mark had really only come to know her about 15 days ago,
and had "gone out with her" for the first time on May 11, his
birthday, five days earlier.

Mark had talked to Pristine—his current
"girlfriend", who was a student in her second year at the
University of No Ideas (UNI)—about what to do with Samantha. It was
obvious that Sam, as she quickly came to be known, was very
friendly toward Mark. And that was the problem.

What was his and her relationship? Did
Samantha want to take it any further than just hanging about Mark
and his office, soliciting extra help, and offering, ever so
generously, to assist Mark with some of his work?

And what about his birthday? Of course she
had to appear at least a little reluctant about "going out" with
her lecturer, but he simply told her that, well, it was his
birthday, and he was going to meet a friend at the local club, and
she was welcome to join them, and that since she didn’t get out
much, so why not join them. It was not unusual for Mark to be
sociable with students, and in this case he felt sorry for Sam who,
a few days earlier, had been crying in his office, telling him that
she had no real friends in Melbourne, that her mother was in
hospital, and she was having a hard time at Uni. She drew out his
fatherly feelings and for the moment he took her under his wing, as
he had done on several previous occasions with other students
during his almost twenty years of teaching.

Sam could easily make any man sympathetic:
she was young, indeed only just past 17 years old. And she was
attractive, not in a sexy way, but, good looking, and cute. She had
a kind of longish face, but not drawn down, although her photos
show her to have a round, plumpish face, at times almost a "moon"
face or "pancake" face, as the Chinese often self-refer. But indeed
that was in fact part of her attractiveness, that her face and
features could change quite dramatically. She could pull a puppy
face that would melt any heart.

And she always dressed well, not in expensive
clothes, but neatly; it seemed that anything she wore suited her.
She was quite tall for an ABC, an Australian Born Chinese, about
5'5", with typical longish black hair down to her shoulders,
straight, with a small fringe at front. She often wore dark
clothing, especially a long black coat that reached just to the
back of her knees, that set off her whitish face as rather a little
pallid. She had black eyes, but not too chinky, and a nose not too
broad.

Her winning smile and loud laughter were
always accompanied by two dimples, a defining feature, each just
aside her mouth, which was perfectly formed by succulent lips
gliding over pearl-white teeth. And she had a soft, sweet, very
sweet, voice, that could take on dear clear tones of childishness,
or anger. At times, when she spoke, her tones would rise and fall
or be drawn out, they would have a melody to them, as though she
were singing.

In many ways she was enigmatic; both
child-like, yet very organized and serious and demanding at times.
With her black coat, jeans and her height it was difficult to tell
if she was sexy, but she was attractive and slim, and had a
certain charisma one can only feel. Perhaps the only thing that may
have marred her good looks was the persistent blackheads on her
nose, on which even facial creams had little effect. Her walk, too,
might be flawed, according to some, but to Mark it was a child-like
shuffle that highlighted her childishness and apparent low
self-esteem, as well as her distinctiveness and sexuality.

She complained that her legs were too
"thick", perhaps as a result of her typically Chinese bone
structure; and to some extent she was correct. Even though she was
taller than many Chinese girls, who were often squat, with short
legs, and at times almost bow-legged from the knees down, Sam's
lower limbs were on the shorter and thereby "thicker" side; but,
her thighs were longer and not so noticeably "thick", and
certainly, as Mark was to discover, soft and smooth, as were her
breasts, which were neither large nor small.

Sam had, surprisingly, accepted Mark's
invitation to go with him to the club on his birthday. Nothing
happened. Mark and his friend, Mick, provided some ideas to Sam
about a forthcoming essay—although it became evident in the
following week that she had not a clue what they had been
saying.

They had dinner at the club, played the
pokies a bit, and Mark drove her home, telling her about his
family, especially about his nine-year old daughter. He even
remembered saying to Sam, "You don't now how much responsibility
it is to have a kid, I'd take a bullet for her", ….a phrase
that would echo almost twelve months later.

As Mark entered his office that night, five
days after the club date, he closed and locked the door behind him.
Everyone else had gone, as it was about 6pm. But he wanted to make
sure that he and Samantha were not interrupted, because he saw the
opportunity to speak frankly, but for him, dangerously, to Samantha
about her expectations, and about his growing feelings.

"Sam", he began.

She swiveled on the chair to face him,
stopping her work at his computer, smiling, with her dimples
striking his eye as they always did. Pristine had told him to take
off his glasses—she said he had nice hazel eyes—and to make eye
contact with Sam.

"Sam, I think we need to have a little talk,
seriously."

"About what?"

"You and me."

"What about us?"

She was usually straightforward, although
Mark would learn later she could be cagey and evasive, and much
later he found she could be an outright liar and psychopathic to
the point of evil.

"Look, I have to talk frankly, and I don’t
want to scare you. In fact, I have to trust you, because this is
rather awkward, and I don’t want to get into trouble, because I'm
not sure where you stand…."

"Get on with it, Mark", she said with a smile
and glimmer of knowing, but also with a hint of impatience.

Mark was half-sitting on his desk, with his
leg dangling slightly off the floor, not wanting to tower over her
in any kind of menacing way, but also not wanting to sit in a
distant chair and present himself as too casual or afar in what was
a serious matter. He had always tried to use body language
appropriate for the occasion, and with what he was about to say to
Sam he thought a semi-casual but certainly not intimidating stance
was called for. Sam sat squarely in Mark's office chair, facing
him, with her legs apart. But he still felt awkward, he felt
threatening, as he still towered much above her.

"I don't know how to say this…."

"Just say it", she said matter-of-factly.

"It's rather awkward, because I don't want
you to get frightened, but you must have noticed you've been
spending a lot of time here, in my office, and always seem to be
asking me stuff, like helping you, looking at your essays, and you
doing things for me…"

She just smiled.

"Well, I want to tell you how I feel about
you, I mean, this situation of you coming here, and if you get a
little worried, then, let's talk about it, so we understand one
another, clearly, and if you want to leave, then that's ok."

"So you don't want me here anymore, is that
it?" She looked a bit concerned, and pulled that puppy face. "I
come here too much, don't I? I'm clingy, aren't I? I know, …I get
clingy. And I'm annoying you? If you don't want me to come here any
more, I understand."

Well that was enough to create sympathy if
not self-remorse for being so cold and cruel to this forlorn,
lonely child. Oh god, Mark, you should be so remorseful as to want
to self-flagellate!

Mark knelt down in front of her, putting his
hands on the armrests of the chair, careful not to touch
her.

"No, no. On the contrary. I enjoy your
company", he replied. "That's the problem. I like you being
here, your happy smile, doing little things for me, and I don’t
mind helping you when I can. But you must have noticed that
sometimes I have asked you to stay, and we went out last week, and,
I…, well, you must realize, you're young and attractive…But you are
my student, and I am your lecturer."

At that point Sam blushed, or winced, but
also started to roll the chair closer to Mark, so that within a
moment or so he was firmly between her legs.

"This is not upsetting you, is it?" he
asked.

"No."

As the chair, and Sam's warm body, came
closer, and finally in contact, Mark's arms were in an awkward
position and naturally fell down besides her thighs…or perhaps Sam
put them there, he couldn't remember…beside her thighs, but also
where he could still hold onto some of the seat.

"I want to tell you how I feel about you, but
I don’t want you to be scared, because I know I'm twenty years
older than you, and…well, I just want to know what you are
wanting?"

"What do you mean?"

This was now very dangerous ground, for Mark
had indicated by now that he perhaps had some tender feelings for
her, and this may have been totally unexpected from Sam's point of
view; she may have liked Mark, as a person, as a lecturer, but may
have seen their relationship as more pragmatic. "What do you
mean?" began to ring alarm bells for Mark, that perhaps Sam was
a little alarmed at the emotional direction the conversation was
taking. But he had gone thus far, he couldn’t just leave it, but
had to clarify the situation, and if she reacted negatively, in a
hostile fashion, he would have to placate her, somehow.

"I mean, its obvious I seem to find you
attractive, and I like you being here, you brighten up the place,
my day, but I don’t know how you feel about me and where you want
our relationship, now, as it is, to go."

By this point Sam had started to slip down
the chair, her legs now entwined somewhat around his thighs, and
Mark's arms had reached around the back of her to support her and
prevent himself from being pushed back and over. He felt her bare
skin where her blouse had crept up her back, and he felt the top
end of her butt. Her crotch was now firmly against his chest.

"Why are your hands on my bum?" she said,
with a slight smile and a knowing glimmer in her eyes.

"Sorry. Where do you want me to put them?
You're going to slip off the chair in a minute. And I don't see you
objecting."

She said nothing, just smiled, allowing as
always her two beautiful and enigmatic dimples at the side of her
mouth to appear.

He tried to continue the conversation, but
Sam's eyes had closed and she had started thrusting her pelvis
against his chest, as her breathing became more rapid.
Instinctively, as in the sex act, his hands slid down the back of
her pants, to support her, to help her with her thrusting motions.
With increasing strength she rhythmically rubbed her vagina against
his chest, he having to hold on to her arse to stop him from being
knocked back. He could feel the full weight of her against his
chest.

After a few minutes she stopped, exhausted.
She opened her eyes, saying, with a smile and a giggle, "Why are
your hands down my butt?"

"We have to talk. Come here to the lounge,
and sit down."

They moved to the one lounge chair in his
office, a low, beige, broad, soft chair that could almost seat two,
that Mark used in those rare moments of leisure where he could
relax in comfort and read.

Again she opened her legs; he knelt down to
be on an equal level with her; he moved between her legs, and held
her hands, then moved his hands to the side of her thighs.

"You're naughty", she said. "You're evil.
You're an evil bum"—a phrase she was to use often in forthcoming
months.

"Sam, do you know what you just did?"

"I know, but I couldn't help it. I'm
sorry."

She pulled him closer and gave him a
hug—something that would soon become a source of comfort for both
of them.

"Don't be sorry, it's OK."

"Do you want to do it?" she asked.

It??

"I know you've been helping me a lot lately,
and I really appreciate it. It's ok, if you want to get inside me.
My little girl is still all wet."

"Oh Sam, that's what I wanted to talk to you
about tonight. What is it you want, do you want me to make love to
you?"

"It's OK", she said happily, with her voice
rising in a delightful tone.

"Not here. I respect you too much. If we are
going to make love, then I want to do it for the right reasons, in
the right place, not here, you deserve better. I don’t want to
fuck you, I want to love you, I want to make
love to you."

"It's OK."

"I can wait, Sam, until you're sure. And I
want to do it nicely, not here in the office, I want to respect
you, not like you're some kind of slut."

Slut. A word he never uttered in her
presence again, and never thought of her as one, until almost
twelve months later.

"So, where do you want our relationship to
go?"

"I don't know…I know you've done a lot for
me, and I, like…… and stuff…"

"And I like you, as a person, you're so,… so
bubbly. And I want to make love to you, but that's up to you."

"That should never have happened", she said,
half smiling, waving her no-no finger.

"I know, but it did, and you wanted it
to, and I don’t mind, its ok. If you want to make love, let me make
love to you properly."

"Later. I better get home now, my father will
be wondering. I have to catch the bus."

"I'll drive you."

She packed her things, and they strolled to
his car. On the way to her house Mark managed to raise the subject
of what had happened. Sam didn’t seem to mind. She admitted that
she had, essentially, masturbated on his chest, saying that
sometimes it's better with clothes on because it's rougher, more
stimulating for her clitoris. She didn’t know why she had done it,
it just happened, and she was just in the mood, just horny.

He dropped her off home, making sure she got
into her apartment building safely, then drove back to work, where
he would, as usual, stay until about 10pm.

He wondered what would happen now, if she
would ever speak to him again, if she was disgusted, embarrassed,
or if she would report the incident, and he would surely lose his
job. And if that were to happen, then perhaps he should have just
fucked her there and then, when she gave him the invitation. Or
perhaps, would she come to him again, and then he would know
that she wanted some kind of close relationship? But how close?
Yes, he really did want to make love to her. Sure he could have
fucked her there and then, but for some reason he really respected
and liked her, and didn't want to treat her like a tramp, as just
another student who would screw for a better grade.

It took Mark 15 minutes to drive back to UNI
from her home. As he re-entered the office the phone rang. It was
Sam. They just talked, about assignments, her living arrangements
with her father, and "stuff", as she fondly called the various
events of the day. After about 30 minutes Mark said he had to get
some work done and prepare for tomorrow's classes. She told him her
schedule for the next day and when she could pop around to see him.
She asked if he would call her on the mobile phone when he got
home—something that was quickly to become a routine.

So she wasn’t bothered by what had
happened that night, he thought. She did want to continue
their relationship, so it seemed, but he was still unsure how far
she wanted to take it, and he was also unsure of what he wanted. He
was also unsure of how all this had happened, and happened so
quickly and unexpectedly. Did she intend to do it? What
was her intention? Our views of intention and of what is
right are clouded by our moral position, our needs and desires.

He had been teaching almost twenty years in
various universities, and although he had had the occasional crush
on particular students, and once or twice had the pussy that just
happened along in a moment of mutual attraction or fun, as a
one-off, he felt this was different.

But he was still concerned about what could,
or would, happen. It was always incomprehensible to Mark that mad
"feminists"—whom he thought were not feminists at all but
man-haters, because they were jealous that 40 year old men could
get young chicks while the dried up old fat cunts could get
nothing—thought that men like him had power, "authority". Mark
always knew that it was the chick who had power: the power to
squeal, the power to seduce, because it's simply stupid to think
that young 18 year olds do not know the power of the clit. Sam knew
this only too well. She had used the power of the pussy at age 14;
indeed, something she had learnt from her mother. For man, the womb
is his tomb.

The invidious thing about women, about pussy,
is that they use it as a tool, then later run to the headmistress,
that dried up old jealous mama san, and cry foul, again using their
pussy as the basis of power, that they are virginic innocents. How
far from the truth! Mark wondered just who had the power. It would
be funny, if it were not serious, that later Sam would often say
how she needed him more than he needed her. But was that just
another feminist ploy, to present herself as helpless, as
powerless, as a victim, when in fact she had enormous power: the
power of her youth, her beauty, femininity, and her sexuality, and
the power of those very discourses that many matrons subscribed to?
It was men who had always been the victims, and now, with the rise
of so-called feminism, men were further disempowered and
victimized, victims of another kind, but still rooted in the power
of the cunt.

It was strange how a hole, a negative space,
a wound, a wound that never heals, a cunt, could have so much
power. Is that why women were so often referred to as cunts?
Because they are, like cunts, deceptive?

She knew, just as other girls know—for there
are many such daemons —that a warm body, a wet pussy, firm breasts,
a shapely figure, the feminine smell, the challenge and possibility
of being inside her body, the soft buttocks, the taste of sweet
lips, the feel of flesh and soft downy hair, a sensuous woman,
could lead a man. She was a little deadly daemon among the
wholesome children; she stood unrecognized by them, and only half
conscious herself of her fantastic power.

She knew men thought with two heads, and
often it was his "little boy" who would win out. She knew how to
pander to his sense of worth, as a man, as virile, as desiring and
desirable, to his ego, to manipulate all that he had been
socialized into being. Is that not knowledge? Isn’t this what
Catherine Hakim, sociologist and author of Honey Money,
refers to as erotic capital, and what Bettina Arndt has been at
pains to explore? Is that, therefore, not power?

The men haters with legs as thick as tree
trunks know this, because they have done it, they have used it,
they use it now to entrap men, because they are jealous;
they have lost the ability to use their empty space, and so they
use their other head to destroy, just as young cunts destroy
young men, and old.

What would happen if Sam went to the
headmistress? They would believe her, because they
perpetuate, in a left-over sanitized version of Victorianism, that
women are incapable of desire, lust, need, experience, knowledge,
power; that they are female and therefore ipso facto
victims. Ah, funny that! Feminists want equal power to men, but by
the very act of supporting women "victims" they reinscribe the
notion that women are victims, powerless. The whole debate
about sexual equality is about the body, the power of the
body—after all, we live our lives through our bodies. But to claim
that women are simply, purely, victims, is to deny the very power
they do have, and for which they argue. Men use their bodies
in power plays, so what's new? There's nothing stopping a girl from
jumping a guy other than the social constraints witch women
themselves have created for themselves.

They, with their degrees of Feminist
Victimology, Degrees that exclude a reading of Lolita, would
believe her, rob her and all women, again, of any power they
do have; indeed of greater power than men, over men. If it is power
women want, does it matter if it is rested in the body or the mind,
or in some socially constructed fabrication of make-believe
equality, which, one day, as we write these words, will fall apart
like a pack of cards?

Of course, being post-enlightenment
"rationalists", they will argue all this away, blur it amidst a
morass of pseudo-rationalist feminine rhetoric, and in the very
process deny nature, deny the body, and obfuscate the reality,
justify their ineptitude of old age, and shift blame, as the
Freudians did, onto runaway rampant male lust or the socialized
need for a father-figure. (And who socialized them, mother?)
And in so doing, they will deny the lust and therefore the power of
women, of cunt. Women have got a particular power of their own,
if only they knew it, and you can't unravel those two threads, sex
and power, so neatly; they're tightly entangled, it doesn’t mean
anything to unravel them.*

Of course Mark could deny the incident; it
was his word against Samantha's, but who would they believe?
Procedurally, judicially, they just might have to find him
innocent, but who would they believe…? It would never
occur to any of them that a man accused of such an act might be
innocent, and that it would result in heartbreak to see ideals
distorted into a ghastly punitiveness. Sexual "harassment" has gone
off the rails, not so much because charges are trumped up, but
because it's damaging, and damaging people.*

He could even argue that he refrained from
sex with Samantha, despite her initiative and invitations. Of
course they would argue, somewhat rhetorically, that he should have
stopped it the moment he realized the bodily proximities. Indeed,
he should not have had a girl student in his office with the door
locked, and certainly not at 6pm—as though sex only occurs after
dark. And he was already aware that she may have had a crush on
him.

Exactly! That's why he tried to deal with an
apparently emotionally "vulnerable" girl in a way that consoled
her, not crush her. What—simply report her to the Bitch Brigade, to
the Vengeance Squad, and have her bureaucratized, mentally
ostracized, and traumatized? This was a sensitive, sweet Samantha
Guimoi who acted on what she had been taught, and felt. We have
a cock-eyed view of human relations. We think of relationships in
terms of people who fuck—not in terms of their emotional
content.*

What would you do?

Women, of course, generally—and the
tree-trunk ladies and evil incarnates in particular—would respond
by following the rules: cut the situation, report the incident,
prosecute and persecute, maintain their chastity. But would
they? Unless you are there, you can't see what you
would do, and when you are there, you can't see
clearly what to do. Women have small heads, also.

But in any event, how would most matrons
know, when few, if any, strapping young studs would ever make a
pass at them? Is it ignorance by such women that makes them
incarnate evil into every non-flattering male, or jealousy and
envy?

And why stop it? Because of Mark's "power"?
What power? Who had the power to seduce, and then to squeal? Who
had the power to cry Wolf!? And why stop a relationship, even
fleeting, if it was consensual? Would they ask why she didn't stop
it? Was there a real fear that Mark would give her a high grade in
her Course—in that case, another manifestation of her power to
demand it? Were they afraid that such favouritism turns an
innocent girl into a prostitute? Or is it simply a legitimation of
the tree-ladies' own inadequacies—their inadequacy to deal with
their own declining sexuality and sexual power, the inability to
deal with their unspoken wanton desire?

Why stop it?

Administratively, Mark knew he had broken the
rules; but as a human, he knew he had responded in a human and
humanistic way.
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These were questions and issues that clouded
Mark's mind as he also began to reflect on his move to this
campus—one of several owned by UNI—about 15 months earlier, and for
what reason things had changed… to the point of how he met
Samantha, of tonight's incident, and of what the future might
hold…

 


 


[* Helen Garner.]


 Chapter
2

PRISTINE

Moments that change the fate of our lives
forever.

 


In 2002 Mark had transferred
from the School of Scumbags, as he fondly called it, to a much
larger school and nicer campus within the University of No Ideas.
In his new location, at the School of Human Ineptitude, he was part
of a small group who taught Asian Studies—what he had been trained
in and had yearned for over the last 5 years since arriving at UNI
where he had been teaching half-baked, hybrid mickey-mouse Courses
on health to disinterested wanna-be communication/media aspirants,
and even worse, wanna-be nurses who couldn't spell 'Nurse', or a
handful of wanna-be teachers from the Education Faculty, and only a
cut above the would-be-Nightingales.

But now, at the Bunksville campus, he was
responsible for co-ordinating and teaching an introductory subject
for freshlings (First Year students), as well as a 2nd year
subject, both in first semester, beginning in March; and in the
second semester, beginning late July, he taught one or two 2nd or
3rd year Asian subjects.

He looked forward to this change of
disciplines; a change from teaching dull Communications
students—naïve hopefuls who wanted to be radio journalists or movie
stars—and even duller Nursing students who should be sent back to
the wards to get a taste of real life and blood. His challenge,
then, and indeed it was at times a real challenge, was to inspire
such infructuous mentalities with the variety and complexity of the
social world through a watered-down version of the rudiments
of Sociology, Anthropology and Asian studies, and even History
which was, for students, well, history, since UNI was not renown
for attracting the better (and least the best) students.

But his new location enabled him to link his
research, his passions for Asia and anthropology, with his
teaching, and to present his skills, enthusiasm and inspiration to
a somewhat self-select group of students, many of them of Asian
descent—commonly called ABCs, Australian Born Chinese, although
many were actually Filipino, Indian, Vietnamese, Turkish, etc.

The new campus, too, was physically better;
it actually had buildings, and gardens, a cafeteria, and, from his
office window, which overlooked the main entry pathway, he could
actually see students, some of whom even dared to talk to one
another or form groups for study and socializing. Good grief! Some
even actually sat on the park benches—yes, there were places
to sit!—and actually read !!

His previous campus had been nicknamed by all
and sundry as the "drive-in, drive-out university". From the
doorway of his old office all he could see was windswept fields,
and a sea of cars in the bleak black bitumen carpark before they
all regularly departed. By ten in the morning the carpark would be
full; by 2pm it would be empty; students would park near Building 6
(there were only six buildings on the campus) that cost an
outrageously $6 million to build, yet leaked liked a sieve and
nothing electrical worked, then go to classes, then leave. There
was nowhere to sit, mingle, socialize. Those brave enough to
traverse the brownsnake-infested fields and negotiate the winds and
the occasional kangaroo, fox and wasp might make it to his office,
where they would find Mark welcoming of human company. Yes, to Mark
some students were human.

His best friends there, were, in fact, the
Security Guards, with whom he was on a first-name basis. They
regaled in stories of ineptitude and scumbagging, such as a
previous VC contemplating a map of the campus on which she would
stick pins willy-nilly with exclamations of "Build here!" or
"This will be the new auditorium!" These, of course, never
eventuated for, largely, want of money.

Perhaps more sinister was the case of the VC
at the time Mark was encumbered who paid thousands of dollars to
refurbish a university 4-bedroom house with the ostensible motive
of providing postgraduate student accommodation; this enabled the
value of the house, land, or whatever, to increase or be
rezoned—Mark could never fully understand the story or
rationale—and then literally demolishing it with bulldozers. You
figure.

Mark could never decide if this was worse
than a VC at another Funiversity who ordered the shooting of
several ducks because they had "attacked" a disabled person; or the
case of yet another VC (or was it the same guy?) who spent $30,000
of Funiversity money renovating just the bathroom in his free house
that went with the job—and that was when petrol was less than a
dollar a gallon! It was rumoured that he had gold-plated fixtures
installed….

Nevertheless, this windswept insect-ridden
campus into which he had stumbled was a far cry from previous
universities at which Mark had worked, including one of Australia's
leading institutions. At such latter places there was collegiality
all round—well, so he naively thought—facilities and resources, and
Departments in which he felt he belonged—well, so he naively
thought.

But at UNI, most especially at the Windy
Swept Snake-pit campus, he was thrown in with a mob of misfits,
rejects and retards, a motley collection, mostly psychologists, who
no doubt did their degree in psych because they had a psychological
problem or two: if not screaming queens and control freaks, then
pseudo-lesbian men-haters, untheoretical wanna-be empiricists, or
the overly moralistic who exuded sexuality: and/or those who were
simply F A T—so fat that their legs rubbed together down to
their knees, and their arse was so far up their back that they
needed a step ladder to get their giant knickers on.

Mmmm…who did we miss?... The melodramatic,
the hypochondriacs, the shirkers and exploiters, the niche
marketeers, and those who wanna-make-u-feel-guilty……

Mark had had somewhat of a checkered career
over about 15 years, always regretting his politically naïve
understanding and position at his first fulltime job as Associate
Lecturer (or Tutor, as they were called then). Having held that
contract for 5 years, other forces eventually had connived to oust
him on the pretence that the position was no longer needed, whereas
in reality they wanted to eradicate Associate Lectureships and get
more for their money by creating full Lectureships, and appointing
their cronies. Apart from that conniving, there were other politics
afoot, combined, as is often the case within organizations, of
personality clashes.

For instance, Mark had always presented as
professional and fair, helpful and generally friendly. But because
he was new and junior the secretaries would often show no respect
toward him, even to the point of putting a spider in his mail,
ignoring him when he came to ask them something, or denigrating him
in front of students. They were more than gatekeepers; they were
indeed the dragons the gate was meant to exclude. The two
secretaries had been there quite a while and had cultured good
relations with other staff, and often presented themselves as
hardworking and indispensable, when in fact they often sat around
and did nothing other than gossip.

One lecturer there, in particular, had an
outward—some would say charismatic—personality, and was
popular with students and, especially, the secretaries. But all was
not professional: at one time he had miscalculated his work
load with 300 freshlings, and at year's end had about 300 essays to
grade. His solution was to simply assign the same grade to the
essay that the students had received for a mid year exam. He even
contemplated—if not in deed—just throwing the essays up into the
air: those that landed face up got a Credit, others a mere
Pass.

On other occasions it came to Mark's
attention, directly, that this lecturer would gather around him a
small cohort of Honours (4th year) students, selected on the basis
of their femininity and attractiveness, and hold rather long
"seminars" with them. Some of these would take place outside on
grassy knolls where issues of sexuality would be discussed under
the pretence of "philosophy", ideology or social constructivism, or
take place in his rather large office, complete with settee and
comfy chairs. In one instance Mark had walked in to such a
"seminar" to find one such girl massaging the lecturer. Since so
much rides on a good Honours grade, one would have to question the
ethics of these situations.

One of the students confided in Mark about
some of the questionable practices in those "seminars", but Mark
could do nothing; any complaint had to come from the student. But
she, too, wanted her Honours Degree, and she did nothing about it,
having resigned herself to the fact that she would soon be out of
it, and, in any case, no one would believe her.

How wrong she was on this last point, as Mark
tried to convince her that in fact the Bitch Brigade at that
University (every academic institution has one) would probably
"over" believe her—although he didn't use those terms to the
student because he was, now, at least a little politically astute,
hoping the occasion would be grounds to get rid of this quite
obnoxious colleague.

Other rumours soon became apparent, until
quite unexpectedly the lecturer "retired" on the acclaimed grounds
of taking up private and more lucrative consultancies. But Mark had
his own suspicions that the lecturer had left amidst student
complaints that were essentially muted by higher authorities…

Another lecturer, LeRoy, once confided in
Mark that every year he had a crush on one or two students, and
asked of Mark if he ever had certain "favourite" students. To this
remark Mark, of course, answered "No", not wanting to reveal
anything of himself that was both personal and, within the
institution, taboo.

It was very odd, for several reasons, that
this lecturer, in particular, would make such a confession. LeRoy
was a sociologist and political scientist who was so orientated
toward rationalism that he was a good contender against Dr. Spock
(of the Vulcan kind). Outwardly he was rather emotionless and
hyper-rational, which probably came from him continually re-reading
Max Weber's works in the original German as bedtimes stories to his
cute prepubescent kids! It was doubly ironic—or perhaps even
paradoxical—that LeRoy was heavily into research on the social
construction of emotions. I am sure LeRoy could rationalize all
this, without emotion no doubt, but at that time Mark was but an
Associate Lecturer, a tutor, under the direct supervision of LeRoy,
who was an Associate Professor. What academic in his right mind
would confide to an underling of being bewitched by young nubile
freshlings! Such information could end up in a book!

As much as the Bitch Brigades of the Academy
may wish that sex had never been invented, there is a lot of
fucking that goes on in the Academy.

Amongst Mark's travails at various
funiversities there was an obvious case of a Baltic student, at
UNI, who wore such short pants that she had to shave. She
attended one of Mark's Courses, where she would sit quietly like
the typical blonde bimbo with various parts of her anatomy on show.
In the end she failed to hand in all her assignments and was
awarded a pending grade—indefinitely (only at UNI !). A year
later—yes, a year later—she came to Mark, intruded into his
bodily space, and ever so seductively asked if she could complete
the assignments and thus the Course. Perhaps she was not quite sure
how Mark would respond, nor he of how she would respond to any
alternative arrangements, but certainly, Mark felt, it was on her
mind, for she returned the next day seeking and belabouring further
instructions, clarification and advice for the completion of the
work, all the time invading his body space, except one.
Essentially, it was as if she was making the task more difficult
than it was, to test Mark's resilience to her sexuality.

But she was not the only girl who took this
tact with Mark. Another student, let's call her Jane, also was very
quiet in class and, it would seem, physically nothing out of the
ordinary. In fact, quite plain. She, too, had failed to complete a
major assignment at the end of Mark's class. She came to his office
to see what could be done, and it became obvious that she was
reluctant to take on such a major assignment late in the day, and
was busy with "other" things. Mark was not particularly interested
in this girl, as a girl, but only insofar as she was a student. In
a personal style that was non-intimidating but also sought to
hammer home the academic requirement that she must complete the
assignment, he commented that there were only two ways to do
it:

"Just do the assignment. Even if you fail it,
you would still pass the Course with the cumulative marks", he told
her in his professional tone.

"But I want more than a pass, I think I am
better than that", she replied.

"Well, you know what they say: an A for a
lay!" He thought this would stop her from procrastinating and get
on with just doing the essay or, if she wanted something better, to
put some effort into it.

"So what does that mean?"

"In other words, if you really want the good
grades then do the work! The only other way would be, I guess, as
others might suggest, to sleep with the lecturer. So you better get
cracking on that essay." This last comment was to tell her the
options, but simultaneously foreclose on the second option.

At that point Jane left, only to return 10
minutes later.

"Is it true they say that, what is it….an A
for a lay?"

"Look, Jane, you told me you have been busy
working because you live away from home and have to support
yourself, I appreciate that; so you have fallen behind in the
work…"

"There's been more uni work than I thought
there would be…"

"I know, but the choice is yours; either
somehow do the essay and give up some work for a while, or don’t do
it and fail. I can give you an extension, but I have to be equal
and fair, others have reasons, too, for extensions."

"Or, I can give you a lay? Is that
right?"

"Are you asking, or suggesting…" Mark tried
to splutter, now somewhat taken by surprise by Jane's
forthrightness.

"I don’t have a lot of time, just tell me if
I sleep with you that you'll give me a High Distinction?"

"I didn't say that. I said that I suspect
some girls sleep with academics and get, shall we say, some help
with their work. If you are suggesting you and I have sex in return
for me giving you a high grade, then I think you should go away and
think about if that is really what you want to do. So why don’t you
come back about 5 o'clock and we can talk about your essay."

Mark was being very cautious and
non-committal; he didn’t really know much about this student;
perhaps she was positioning him for blackmail. Be that as it may,
he was not particularly interested in having sex with her.

Again Jane left, and again returned within a
short time.

"So, you're free at five pm?"

"Yes. I would have finished teaching by
then."

"Where? Here?"

"Yes, I'll be in my office, here."

"I'll be back at 5 o'clock." With that she
left, and, once again, on time, she came back at 5pm.

"OK, I'm here", she announced. "Where will we
go?"

Although Mark had had some anticipation,
Jane's candidness still surprised him.

"Slow down. So,…so, you want to have sex and
I give you a HD?"

"That’s what you said, an A for a lay."

Some further negotiations occurred, because
Mark was uncomfortable in giving Jane a High Distinction in her
freshling year; it would look odd, given that she was not the
brightest student and it would not be consistent with her grades in
other Courses nor amongst those students in Mark's own Course. For
these reasons she agreed to accept a Distinction, with a grade of
75%. But Jane was no fool, nor all so trusting: she made Mark sign
a change-of-grade form that she could use to get the higher grade
if Mark reneged on his side of the bargain—although he certainly
had no intention of defaulting.

Some further negotiation and small talk
ensued, from which Mark learnt that Jane's employment was in fact a
high-class escort girl for wealthy men in Melbourne, so she
claimed. She claimed to get about $2,000 a night from any one
escort, but only did it once or twice a week to support herself.
Her flat mate, also a student, also did the same.

After about 30 minutes, with Mark still
nervous and a little bit shy, he said, "Well, are we going to do
this, or not?"

At this point Jane, who had been sitting
quietly and obediently as she had done in class throughout the
semester, and perhaps as an escort girl, got up, came to Mark, sat
on his lap, and started tongue kissing him. He was quite taken back
by her actions and forthright foray into the sexual act. She
slipped her hand into his pants, and it took only a few moments for
Mark to respond by caressing her breasts, kissing her, and sliding
his hands toward her fountain. She stood up, slipped off her
jumper, then top. Mark joined her, unclasping her bra to reveal
glorious, oh so glorious, well shaped white breasts with pink
nipples, beautiful breasts that were never evident in the classroom
setting. She slipped off her jeans and panties; he pushed her onto
his desk, wiping all the papers and pens and paraphernalia from the
table top to the floor. With complete abandonment they embraced and
fucked, first on the desk, then doggy style with Jane bent over the
table, then moved to a sofa chair, then to the floor; he licked her
juice; she was wet. He embraced her, fondled her and sucked her
bosom, time and again deep-throat kissed her, he could feel her
voluptuous tongue in his mouth; he caressed her and….all the things
one does in a moment of blissful abandonment….. She was wet.

For Mark this was incredible, it was surreal.
He would never have thought that this rather petite, austere,
bespectacled girl would reveal a passion and a body that would
belie the plain Jane image. He would never have thought that he
would be in a situation of complete abandonment, as though the
whole scenario was Hollywood-staged.

But not-so-plain Jane and other encounters
were to be in the future, at UNI and elsewhere.

Jane was not the only instance of in
flagrante delicto in which Mark ever engaged: there was the
student with no knickers who sat throughout a whole 2 hour tutorial
showing her cunt, under the table; and another similarly at McWorri
University. Another, at UNI, later confessed she often had
"convenient" sex, at which Mark's brilliant mind boggled. Another,
again at UNI, and whom Mark found quite attractive and sexy,
finally indicated at their last tutorial, held at Hogsbreath
café in celebration, that she was going over to another patron in
the bar to chat him up, to get some money….

Then there was a male student, at yet another
university, who very belatedly attempted to enroll in Mark's
Course, pleading that he had suffered a medical problem (a detached
retina, no less—they do come up with good excuses!) Mark
refused his admittance, arguing it was six weeks into the Course;
but this fellow was persistent, so persistent that he sent a very
young, very attractive Barbie-doll like girl to Mark's office to
plead his case. Oh what a chance he missed! No doubt this girl had
been sent with instructions to do whatever Mark pleased. But it was
not a matter of Mark being no longer so naïve, but rather being
naively professional, and despite his little head doing a lot of
the thinking, his integrity and professionalism won out. Oh what a
chance he missed!

On the other hand, there were professors who,
like Le Roy, dropped their guard: Professor Harry, for instance,
tried ever so "subtly" to probe Mark if "anything" ever happened
with young students, and how one could use these opportunities;
another, at UNI, was clearly playing the field, always announcing,
in never-so-subtle ways that even UNI students could get the drift,
that he was divorced or separated, lived in a large 4 bedroom cold
house on his own, in which there was plenty of space for "guests".
Get the drift?

But we get ahead of ourselves…. And we
digress from the "pristine" image of the academy, of
Funiversities.

In the meantime, following Mark's loss of his
position at his first job at the highly prestigious university—a
loss with which the staff union did nothing to help him—he moved to
another university, continuing not only his teaching and research
but also his pastoral role. Students always seemed to be inclined
to bring him their problems—health problems, family issues,
personal, academic, and even sexual.

One freshling, Sue, developed a crush on him
within a few weeks; she was quite frank in revealing this to him
one day in his office. He could have easily taken advantage of the
situation, but chose instead to pull out his wallet and show her
photos of his wife and baby. But this did not prevent Sue from
talking to him about very personal matters, including her plans to
lose her virginity.

Sue had a boyfriend, whom she had only
recently met, and also a student at the same university. Both were
virgins, she said, and wanted to experience sex for the first time,
together. Although, and because, her father was a medical
practitioner, she had gone to a distant practitioner to obtain the
contraceptive pill; she and her boyfriend then booked a hotel room,
and spent the night together. She had asked Mark if this plan was
feasible, and later came to him with what had happened on her first
night. Frankly, she was greatly disappointed, as she felt her
boyfriend had no idea of what he was doing in bed—perhaps he should
have been at UNI ?

So, what's that they say about youth being
wasted on the young?

These and more stories would come to his
office-cum-confessional over the following twelve months,
before Mark left of his own accord on the grounds that he was far
away from his young family.

He then moved to UNI on a 23-month contract.
Nearing the end of that term he found himself amidst a major
"restructure"—the first of umpteen to follow over the next eight
years—and union pressure to grant tenure to any academic who had
been in the institution for two or more years. Oh, how so
conniving. Mark's contract was one month short of the required
twenty-four; so, a strong argument had to be put by the School of
Scumbags to retain him, on probation yet again, for another
twelve months. Oh so kind of the Scumbags! They were not interested
in Mark as a person, as a lecturer, as having something to
contribute; their concern was to retain the position; he
just happened to be, coincidentally, in the position, and certainly
the "odd" man out in a school of scumbags that largely consisted of
pseudo-psychologists, Headed by a gay lecturer and a pseudo-lesbian
(ie. man-hating) Deputy. It was not that Mark had anything against
alternative sexualities, it was more a matter of a motley
collection of bizarre misfits in a school of rejects.

Nevertheless, he held in there for about 5
years, finally getting tenure after several reviews and unending
probation—3 years probation, all up, to be precise. Then came the
opportunity to be promoted to Senior Lecturer, after documenting
all his achievements over the last several years, a task which took
more than a month.

His Head of Department failed to support him
as strongly as he might, and so Mark failed on this first occasion
to be promoted. He had to wait another two years (another
UNI new rule) before he would be eligible to apply again. By that
time he had moved into the School of Human Ineptitude at the
Bunksville campus.

The Bunksville campus, to which he had moved,
had a convenient arrangement of buildings and garden pathways. He
could move from his office to the cafeteria, to classes, or to the
library via various routes, to enjoy the sunshine on cool days, or
undercover in time of inclement weather. And everywhere he went he
was affronted by "real" students—as real as they could get at
UNI—many with whom he quickly became acquainted. And the library,
although dreadfully under-resourced, was a minute's skip away
instead of the 10 minute drive by car or shuttle bus of the
previous wind-swept campus.

The introductory Asian subject that he was to
teach held lectures and tutorials on three campuses, scattered
across the metropolis. Mark was responsible for two of the
campuses, and so with little co-ordination with other staff he set
about devising both an easy but exciting, challenging and
inspiring subject, with various assignments for assessment,
including a short 10-minute multiple-choice in-class exam at the
end of the semester, accompanied by a cask of wine.

Of course no one had bothered to tell him
that there should
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