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Foreward

The story of Frankenstein is one that resonated with me for many reasons. It was not the horror of the tale that stood out, but the humanity. I saw someone who was unfairly labeled “monster” and had the potential to be perhaps more human than his creator. I saw a man with flaws, but I still saw a man.

Victor Frankenstein was the monster in my eyes. In this, my version of the story, I reveal what I believe to be his true nature.

I was first inspired to write Frankenstein: Unleashed while talking to a friend. We were discussing classic monster movies and books. I said, “Wouldn’t it be awesome if the monster stole the heart of Frankenstein’s fiancée for different reasons?” We both laughed, but we were also both drawn to the idea.

Within two months, I had to start writing. I was working on another book at the time, but Lucian (you will meet him soon enough) would not shut up. He woke me in the middle of the night, ready for his story to be told.

I’ve written this book under the name T.K. Hardin, just as I did for Dracula: In the Flesh. This is once again to let my readers know to expect erotic horror.

Though this book has what I feel is a very touching romance, there is also a good bit of horror. So, prepare yourself, there will be blood.


-  Red Dawn, writing as T.K. Hardin
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Elizabeth

Visions

July, 1798

Geneva, Switzerland

All my life I have had visions. At times this is a gift, and others, a curse. This ability was once my grandmother’s. Now, it is mine. Visions most often come to me in my sleep. Oh, to dream as others do! What joy to awaken from an awful dream and know that it was nothing more. I have no such comfort.

I awakened early in the morning, drenched in a cold sweat. Twice now I have seen horrible murders. I know not who is being slain. However, I see what is done to them. I see it all.

Last night’s dream began with a young man painting. He was at work on a portrait of a lovely young woman. I was so captured by the image of her that I did not notice someone creeping up behind him until the last moment. It was as if I watched from a corner of the room and could do nothing.

The larger man, who crept in silently, reached for him and in an instant the painter’s neck was broken. The sickening crack it made haunts me. But that was not the worst of it! One would think I could awaken when I wished, but not so. It was as if I was being forced to see the entire grisly act.

He laid the painter out on the floor and spread a piece of clean cloth beside his body. I tried to get a better look at the murderer, but his long hair covered most of his face. I know only that he is very large and has dark hair.

I gasped as he pulled an instrument from his coat pocket and plunged it downward toward the painter’s face. He pulled the instrument back again and the painter’s right eye hung from the apparatus. The sound as he did this was that of overripe fruit being smashed and though I wanted desperately to look away, I could not. I felt as though I would retch. 

At last the murderer had finished his grisly task. He placed the eyes on the clean cloth and wrapped them gently. Just when I thought I would get a look at his face, something woke me.

The owl outside my window seemed to be asking the same question as I, “Who?” Who is this man and why is he in my dreams?

Perhaps this is a curse upon my family because we are witches. If my aunt Caroline was still alive, I would ask her. My cousin, Victor, never knew of his mother’s gift. Caroline, like all the women in our family, was a witch. That is part of the reason she took me in after my mother, her sister, died years ago. She feared someone would learn my secret and have me put to death. Caroline did not have visions; however, she practiced the craft longer than I and could have perhaps given me some insight. She once told me that the last to have visions in our family was her mother. Unfortunately, my grandmother died when I was a baby.

I loved my aunt dearly. Grateful though I am for her taking me in, I cannot help thinking she would be alive if I had never come here, to Castle Frankenstein. When I was eleven years old, I nearly died from scarlet fever. While nursing me back to health, Caroline fell ill as well. She never recovered. Truly, neither has Victor. With every year since her passing he has become more distant. It was his mother’s dying wish that Victor and I should marry. At the time, I could think of no one I would rather spend my life with.

Though he is six years my senior, Victor and I have always been close. That is, until the past few years. As children, he was my dearest friend. We spent countless hours roaming about the castle grounds, observing every flower, and counting butterflies. I first noticed a change in him while he was away at university in Ingolstadt, Germany. There he studied science and philosophy. Having exhausted the castle’s extensive library, he felt he must go elsewhere to learn more. After his mother died, however, he became obsessed with knowledge in regards to life and death. Several times before he left I caught him poring over books of occult sciences.

I do not know the exact nature of his studies nor what changed. I only know that two years after he left, his letters suddenly stopped. His father, Alphonse, and I began to fear the worst when a letter finally arrived from Victor’s close friend, Henry Clerval. He informed us that Victor had been working very hard and taken ill, but was recovering well.

I assumed that once he recovered, Victor would resume his correspondence with me. I was mistaken. I also assumed that after he returned from his studies he would fulfill his mother’s wishes and proceed with our wedding. I was wrong again.

It has been six years since he came back from Ingolstadt and though our betrothal continues, I doubt we will ever marry. I’m not complaining. I still love Victor, but not as I feel I should if I am going to spend my life with him. I do not wish to dishonor Caroline’s memory, but now, I barely know the man I promised to marry. I have often wished that someone new would come into my life. Victor would say I am overly romantic, but I want to be swept off my feet. I want a dashing hero to rescue me from this loneliness. I want someone to love me, to see me. I want to be known in a way that no one has ever experienced before. Castle Frankenstein is beautiful, but I long for something more. A few times, I have nearly cast a spell to show me such a man. But I remembered Caroline’s warning. “Everything comes with a price.” Did I truly want to pay the price for casting a spell for my personal gain? No, I did not. The more powerful the witch, the greater the price for a self-serving spell. Caroline cast a spell to aid in my recovery when I had the fever. She did this not so much for me as for herself. Caroline saved me because she loved me. The cost was her own life.

I once thought I could have all that I long for with Victor, but I know that will never happen. Something commands his attention fully, leaving no place for me. This obsession, whatever it may be has taken a toll on him. He has grown very pale, for he never goes outside any more. And though he is still handsome, he has become too thin. The only person he regularly spends time with is Henry.

Victor moved all his things into the east wing of the castle upon his return. However, he spends most of his time in a cottage on the south side of the estate. The cottage was at one time reserved for servants. However, Alphonse moved the servants into Castle Frankenstein years ago. “They take care of the place,” he said. “They deserve to live in it.”

Victor barely speaks to me unless we are in a social setting. To make matters worse, his younger brother, William, spends his time drinking and whoring.

Alphonse denies the truth of this, but I know it is so. If it were not for myself, Victor’s father would have no one to keep him company at all. Once more, that is not a complaint. He has been a father to me. I never knew my own father and I love Alphonse dearly.

I have two friends in this world, Alphonse Frankenstein and my maid, Justine Moritz. When Justine came into my room that morning, I almost told her about my dream. But what would I say? Justine does not know I am a witch and I cannot bring myself to tell her. “A secret that could end your life should be guarded closely,” Caroline told me. I agree.

So, I sat on the bed, wondering how to cope with what I had witnessed this time. A few nights before I saw the same tall, dark man murder someone else. Once again, I did not know who he killed, but this time he removed their heart. I closed my eyes tight against the memory of it. I could still hear the bones breaking. I could still smell the blood. As surely as I have ever known anything, I know these visions are real. Someone somewhere is being murdered exactly as I have seen it, and I can do nothing but watch.
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Chapter Two
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Victor

My creation

“I said kneel.”

The woman hesitated and I raised my hand as if to strike her. Instantly, she obeyed my command.

“I hate breaking in new whores,” Henry said.

“Silence. It is your turn next.”

I cracked the whip against my palm for emphasis and the whore cringed. I would leave no permanent mark on her body. It was her fear I desired.

She was tied quite thoroughly. Still, I checked her restraints once more, if only to prove to her that she was going nowhere. Her ankles were bound separately and connected with a long, silk scarf. I never use chains the first time. Her wrists were tied in the same fashion: however, they were also connected to the scarf around her neck. Every time she pulled her hands apart, she choked herself.

Her eyes were green, not brown like Elizabeth’s. But her hair was perfect. Long, blond, and lustrous.

Madam Morris knows what I like. She sent this girl, whose name I do not recall, as a gift. Henry brought her to me, not an hour ago. Madam Morris was, no doubt, wondering where I have been of late. My weekly visits to her brothel have stopped.

Before tonight, I had not seen Henry in months either. Our relationship is unusual to say the least.

I ran the whip over the whore’s back, allowing her to feel the soft leather. This whip was not meant for the punishment Henry enjoys. He comes to me for his pain and I use him for my pleasure.

I bent close to her and said softly, “What is your name?”

“Call me what you wish my lord.”

“Master.”

“Beg pardon, my lord?”

“Call me Master.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied immediately. Smart girl.

“You speak quite well, and I detect an Italian accent. How did you come to be a whore?”

“My family lost its fortune, Master. We were ruined. I had no wish to starve.”

“Hmm. So, I have the pleasure of whipping a lady this evening. At least, you used to be. I will call you, Liz. Tell me, Liz, what do you fear?”

She hesitated and I sighed in frustration. “Not all your fears, girl. What are you afraid of in this moment?”

She trembled as I ran the whip up and down her spine.

“I am afraid of you, Master.”

Though I wanted to contain my emotions, I could not stop myself from smiling.

“Excellent,” I said. “Why do you fear me?”

“I am afraid you will flay the skin off my bones.” Her voice was soft, her fear exquisitely displayed in her eyes, though she would not look at me directly.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She lifted her face to me and her bottom lip trembled.

“What do you see when you look at me? Leave nothing unsaid.”

“You are very handsome, Master,” she said, stumbling over her words. “Your hair is like gold, your eyes bluer than the sky—“

“I know what I look like. You only describe the surface. I doubt my golden hair or blue eyes frighten you.”

She looked down at my boots, no longer able to meet my eyes. “Your hair is not threatening,” she confessed. “It is your eyes I fear. There is cruelty in them such as I have never seen.”

I laughed, dismissing her observation, even as her words made my cock hard.

“I am a surgeon, and very knowledgeable about the body,” I said. “Had I the desire, I could fillet you like a fish.”

Her entire body shook with my words. “I am sorry, Master. Forgive my offense.”

“You have not offended me, girl, and I have no use for your skin, fair though it is.”

On impulse I cast the soft whip aside and took my riding crop in hand. Henry’s eyes lit up with excitement.

“I have changed my mind,” I said, pointing at him. “You will go first tonight.”

“Yes, Master,” he said, rising at once.

Henry moved swiftly to kneel at my feet. As he kissed my polished black boot he asked, “What would you have me do?”

“Remove your shirt and go to the cross.”

My dungeon is located in a cellar, in the farthest corner of the east wing of Castle Frankenstein. Henry was familiar with the reasons for this location. However, while he removed his shirt, I decided to inform the whore.

“Liz? Do you realize how far we are from another living soul?”

“I did not give it much thought before,” she admitted.

I was certain her knees were beginning to hurt as she knelt on the cold stone. In spite of this, she did not move.

“The servants reside in the main part of the castle,” I explained. “Even so, no one ever comes to my dungeon unless I bring them here. I can do whatever I wish, and there is not a soul to hear your screams.”

She began to cry softly as I turned my attention back to Henry.

What I called the cross was like an “X” turned on its side. I secured his wrists to shackles that were already in place. As I knelt to restrain his feet, the whore emitted a soft gasp. It took me a moment to realize what caused her alarm. She was staring directly at Henry’s back.

I ran my hand over the raised scars along his back. Some were slightly pink, but most had long ago faded to white. Henry trembled as I touched him, but I knew it was not with fear. He ached for my wrath.

“Oh, yes,” I said, smiling with wicked delight. “This is not Henry’s first visit to my dungeon.”

Tears spilled down her lovely face, but she asked no questions.

“What is your real name?” I asked.

The question seemed to surprise her. It did me as well. The names of whores had never been of import.

“Sherry, Master.”

I take much pleasure in being called Master, especially by a beautiful woman. She was not as fair as my Elizabeth, but Sherry would suffice. Someday, when my latest project is complete, I will fulfill my promise to Elizabeth and my mother. Until that time, I do what I must. As I looked at Sherry, quivering, naked, and bound on the floor, it was easy to envision Elizabeth there in her stead. Will she ever know my true self? Only time will tell.

“Watch closely, Sherry. You are next.”

I took my usual stance and touched the whip against Henry’s back, lining up my stroke. My first blow was light, yet it echoed in the large chamber.

“Tell me what you need,” I instructed.

“I need the pain, Master.”

I hit him again and he took it with little effort. This time a small pink line appeared on his skin. I continued in this fashion, varying my force until a fine sheen of sweat caused Henry’s skin to glisten in the dim light.

I paused to turn the wick up on the lantern and saw that Sherry was shaking violently. Whether from fear, cold, or the strain of maintaining her position, I did not know. It could be the latter, for as I whipped Henry, I lost track of time.

I rolled up my sleeves and struck him again, hard.

“Yes,” he cried. “Make me bleed.”

“Silence, you miserable wretch! I decide if there will be blood.”

I struck him again and again, and my rage took over. I thought of my failed creation in Ingolstadt and punished him for my mistake. The body was perfect, pieced together from the very best. And yet ... I could not make him live.

This time would be different.

“I will not fail again!” I yelled.

With my final strike, I came to my senses and realized Henry was unconscious. Long, red lines crisscrossed his back and blood ran onto his trousers. Sherry was openly weeping, and I was covered in sweat.

I removed my shirt and tossed it aside. Henry gasped as I tossed water onto his bloody back.

“You fainted,” I said.

“Forgive me, Master.”

“You did well,” I said softly.

He nearly fell when I removed his shackles. I handed him a clean towel. “You are bleeding.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“Are you ready, Sherry?”

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, shaking uncontrollably.

I bent down and removed the scarves from her wrists.

“Bend forward and put your hands on your arse.”

“Master, please—“

“Do it.”

I moved behind her and took up the soft whip again while she obeyed my command. Her face and shoulders were pressed into the stone floor and her arse was in the air.

“Reach back and spread your quim.”

She obeyed, though her trembling grew worse.

“Are you ready for my strike?”

She was beautiful, shaking, and crying, with her cunt spread wide. I almost came just watching her.

“Please, don’t I—“

Before she finished I smacked her across the arse and she screamed. Her cry of fear was all it took to push me over the edge. I came hard and for a moment was lost to the ecstasy.

I was about to thank her for a job well done when I realized she had fainted.

“I have never seen anyone so afraid,” Henry said.

“Yes. It was marvelous.”

We moved her to the cot in the corner. By the time Henry and I had cleaned ourselves and I treated his wounds, Sherry was still unconscious. I was growing impatient. I had work to do; they needed to leave.

I walked over and slapped her in the face. When she awoke, startled, I tossed a pouch of coins onto her chest.

“You did well. Now, get the fuck out of my dungeon.”

“Sir?”

“Oh, and thank Madam Morris for me.”

“Come on,” Henry said. “It is best to leave when he gets like this.”

Yes, leave. My work cannot be put off any longer.

I left Henry and Sherry to their own devices and made at once for the cottage where all my equipment is stored. I have transformed the place into a sizeable laboratory. Since the cottage is located on the back of our property, no one ever disturbs me there.

After years of preparation and research, I have begun to create a new specimen. While I was in Ingolstadt, I studied the human body extensively. It was also during my studies of the mind that my friend Henry (who went to university in Germany as well) helped me to understand something about myself. It is probably obvious to anyone else, but the revelation was profound to me. Ever since my mother died I have wanted to bring her back to life. Of course, I realize this is not possible. She has been dead for too long.

“But,” I began to wonder, “what if it was possible to return life to the newly dead?”

Such a discovery would set the world on its ear. Not to mention make me look like a god. I wish I could say that my intentions were pure. That I wanted to prevent anyone else from suffering a life-altering loss as I did. But that is not true. I wanted to bring life to the lifeless simply to prove that I could. The body is a machine, like any other, and I set out to understand what made it work.

Studying medicine as I did, it was not too difficult to acquire parts from cadavers. In fact, I was able to gather most of what was necessary this way. I began to search for what I needed. I had a particular image in mind and would settle for nothing less than perfection.

In two months’ time, I had assembled a man. His design was a bit more crude than I had intended, but he would serve his purpose. Try as I might, I could not bring him to life. Failure is not something I am accustomed to. After I disposed of the body, I was ill for months. Henry nursed me back to health, though I never told him what my affliction was.

After returning to Castle Frankenstein, I had nearly abandoned my hope of creating life when I went into Elizabeth’s room one morning. I am not sure what made me enter her chambers, I knew she was downstairs. Perhaps it was fate. I noticed the bottom drawer of her wardrobe was slightly ajar. When I reached down to close it, I saw the corner of a book.

Elizabeth and I both love to read and often share books. So, I thought nothing of opening the drawer to inspect this one. The book was very large and bound with dark green leather. I ran my hand over its surface, inspecting the strange seal on the cover.

I went back to the door and locked it behind me to ensure that I would not be interrupted. Elizabeth was downstairs talking to my father, and when I left them, they were about to take a walk over the grounds.

After only a few moments’ inspection I understood that the volume in my hands was Elizabeth’s family grimoire. Imagine my surprise when I saw the names of the family witches recorded there and my mother, Caroline, was among them.

I have always read quickly, but I knew there was too much for me to finish in the short time Elizabeth would be gone. I turned once more to the back of the book where the names of the witches were recorded.

“Only females inherit the power,” was written at the top of the page.

“Nonsense,” I scoffed.

My mother’s side of the family had at least a hundred witches recorded before Elizabeth’s name! I suppose most men would be alarmed to discover they had lived their entire life in the presence of witches. I was upset that such power had been hidden from me. I had no doubt that, with this knowledge, I could have brought life to my creation. I also had no doubt that I needed to find a way to read this book without Elizabeth finding out.

Over the course of the next month, I snuck into her room whenever possible and removed the book. I was careful to never be seen with it and to return it after no more than two hours. I copied page after page of spells, enough to start a book of my own. Why had my mother not used this power to save herself? The thought was infuriating. To have such abilities at one’s fingertips and not use it! Perhaps I was wrong and my mother did not have the power to carry out the necessary spells. I hope that is true.

After I finished with Elizabeth’s grimoire, I began to search for other such books. Through various channels, I was able to acquire a book of necromancy. I seek a way to combine my knowledge of science with magic. I see no reason the two cannot work together for the greater good. I also see no reason why I cannot have some of my mother’s power. After all, I share her blood. I refuse to believe that not having a cunt would prevent me from tapping into the magic inherent in my bloodline!

As I entered the cottage, I locked the door behind me. The book of spells I copied from Elizabeth sat beside the volume on necromancy on a table near the door. I ran my hand over the black surface of the necromancy book before taking it with me into my work room.

The full moon will soon be upon us, just as it should be for the ritual to work. The preparations are nearly complete. The painter’s eyes floated in a jar on the side table. They were preserved in a solution of my own design, as was the heart collected a few nights before.

I hired a man a week ago to gather these ingredients for me. I gave him specific instructions and a great deal of money. I did not hire him because he asked no questions, nor because of his skill. I approached him at first based solely on his appearance. He is tall, well-muscled, and very handsome. Tonight he will collect what he believes to be the final piece of the puzzle. What he does not realize is that he is the final piece.

I selected the painter’s eyes, for I want my creation to see beauty in all things. I chose the heart from a young man, because I want his heart to be pure. Tonight he will bring me the brain of an educated man, a doctor to be exact.

My father informed me in conversation that an old acquaintance of mine, who is visiting from Ingolstadt, is staying at an inn not far from here. We studied together and spoke often simply because we both had family in Geneva. Though I know him well, I cannot say I ever liked him. However, his brilliant mind will not be wasted.

The man I hired will return with the brain tonight and then I must find a way to subdue him. I wonder what I should call him. I made a point not to learn his name. His name is irrelevant; all that is important is the body. Yes, he really does have the perfect body.
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Chapter Three
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Elizabeth

Revelations

As I had tea with Alphonse that afternoon, I could hardly keep up with the conversation. My mind was elsewhere. I could not stop thinking about Caroline and the spell she cast to save me. Why did it cost her life?

“Did you hear what I said, dear?” Alphonse asked.

He ran a hand through his long grey hair and added more sugar to his tea. Though the elder Frankenstein is now in his fifties, he is still very handsome. It is clear where Victor got his good looks. I often forget that Alphonse is a baron because he does not act like the other nobility I have met. He is kind, thoughtful, and in most things, selfless.

His blue eyes pierced me as he awaited my answer.

“Yes, you said another man has been found murdered in the village.”

He nodded, seeming relieved that I was paying attention after all. Actually, I knew what happened because I saw it, not because he told me the news. Jacob, his manservant, had gone into the village on an errand and brought back the latest gazette. Alphonse loves a good scandal. It gives him something to think about. A mind like his must be kept sharp. But for all his cleverness, he has not devised a way to leave Caroline’s memory behind, nor take another wife.

“Quite grisly,” he continued. “The first victim’s heart was removed and the second, his eyes.”

Alphonse kept talking, making theories as to who the killer might be and what his purpose was. Considering that I had seen the murder’s vile acts in my dreams, I suppose I should have paid closer attention to Alphonse’s ideas. Yet all I could do was wonder why Caroline had died as a result of her spell. It was not fair!

Why after all these years was I bothered now? Because before I had merely accepted it? This was no longer the case. Last night, I dared not sleep. Instead, I removed the family grimoire from its hiding place and began to read. By my estimate, the book is at least seven hundred pages long, with each new generation adding their own spells on the many blank pages located throughout.

As the eldest daughter, my mother, Bethany, owned the grimoire before Caroline. It passed to Caroline when my mother died and she took me in. To this day, I do not know exactly what killed my mother; I was only two when it happened. I used to dream of the day when the grimoire would become mine. I believed it would be passed to me when I was of age, not because of death. When I looked at its surface my heart would flutter as I imagined the forbidden knowledge it contained.

When Caroline died so suddenly, after casting the spell that saved me, my feelings toward the book and magic changed. I began to look upon it with dread. For many years the book remained in the bottom drawer of my wardrobe and I rarely touched it. Not long ago, I placed it in a trunk with some of Caroline’s things and there it has remained. Only recently have I considered using magic again. As a child I used to cast simple spells for luck or to attract butterflies. I recalled these last night. Even though these spells were the work of a child, they were most certainly self-serving and I never once paid any sort of price.

My desire to know more is what drew me to the book. I remembered how strongly Caroline cautioned me against using magic for personal gain. She also made it very clear that the stronger the witch, the greater the price. Was there no price for me because I was only a child and had no power of any consequence? I had to know.

What I found was most unexpected. I turned through each and every page. Naturally, I did not have time to read them all in one night. Most I simply flipped past. However, the witch who wrote each spell often signed her name at the bottom. I was quite surprised to see Caroline’s name signed to a powerful love spell. The most powerful spells are often performed on the full moon. Not only was this spell to be used only during the full moon, but it called for a few drops of the practitioner’s own blood. In that instant I knew why my uncle has never been able to move on with his life, or to take another wife. Caroline used blood magic on him! He is bound to her, even in death.

Not all of the spells were dated, but this one was. I knew very well when my aunt and uncle met because he spoke of it often. This spell was dated exactly one month before they ever met. I put the book aside for a moment, not knowing what to think.

All actions have consequences; that is a simple fact of life. Were Caroline’s lessons meant to confer no more than this? Perhaps she only intended to caution me against using magic for foolish or petty reasons.

You cannot get more selfish than a love spell, can you? I would say that is most definitely using magic for personal gain. Upset by this new knowledge, I continued to look through the book. At last I found a few scribbled pages on “the price of magic.” It was written a few generations back by a woman whose name I had never heard before.

“All things come with a price. This is known. Every spell performed for personal gain will cost the practitioner to some degree. However, most never even realize they have paid the price. Perhaps they have a difficult day and the price is paid in full. Or they are ill for a time. Such is the way magic works.”

I skipped ahead, looking for any information that might help me to understand what happened to Caroline. Why was she able to perform love spells, yet saving the life of a child was her downfall? It made no sense.

“The greatest rules to be cautious of are these. Never harm anyone with your magic. Never alter the course of history. For these you will pay the highest price. The more powerful the witch, the greater the cost. Use caution, my sisters, in all things.”

The words made no more sense today than they did last night.

Alphonse poured me another cup of tea as he asked, “Are you well, Elizabeth? You seem pale.”

I found it easy to offer him a genuine smile, for I love him sincerely. “I did not rest last night.”

His smile was kind. “Shall I have Justine make some of your aunt’s famous sleeping tea for you this evening?”

Why had I not thought of that? “I suppose it might help.”

Our conversation wondered to many things, one of which was the unseasonably cool weather. Then, Alphonse said something that changed everything.

“July should be much warmer. ‘Tis as if we were never meant to have a summer,” he said, laughing softly.

That was it! “Never alter the course of history,” the book said. Like a flash of lightning, everything was suddenly made clear to me. My mother’s name was signed at the bottom of a fertility spell.

I was never supposed to be born! I was brought into this world by magic and when I caught the fever it was time for me to die. Saving my life was not selfish simply because my aunt loved me, I was wrong to ever think this. Caroline further altered history by saving the life of a child that was never meant to be. I am the cause of both their deaths!

This knowledge was too much for me. One moment I was sitting at the table, the next I heard a crash and I was on the floor. The next thing I knew, Alphonse was lifting me in his arms.

“Are you all right? Elizabeth, what happened?”

He laid me down on a settee nearby and placed his palm against my forehead as if to check for fever.

“I was never meant to be born,” I mumbled.

My uncle took my hand and looked near tears. “Do not say such things, dear. If you were not here, who else would I have tea with?”

He was joking, but his words were no less true. His life was a very solitary one, all because of the blood magic my aunt had used. Alphonse was a good man. He deserved a good woman in his life.

About that time William entered the room.

“My God, what is going on?” he asked.

It was rare for him to make an appearance at all. Mostly, he kept to his rooms, as did Victor. I pitied their father more each day. He had two sons who still lived with him and yet I was his only companion most days.

William looked nothing like Victor or Alphonse. He had his mother’s dark hair and green eyes as well as her fine cheekbones. William was stunning to say the least. That is one thing all the Frankenstein men seem to have in common.

“Elizabeth fainted,” Alphonse explained.

“I am fine,” I said.

I might as well be, for I could not share with them the reason for my distress. I would try to contain my emotions until I was alone. The shock of what my mother and my aunt had done was quite a revelation. My hands trembled when I moved to sit up. The knowledge that I was only here as a result of magic was a lot to take in.

“You do not look fine,” Alphonse said softly.

“Nonsense, father. She always looks fine,” William said.

“Are you actually leering at me?” I could not believe the words left my mouth. Ever since William came of age, I had not cared for the way he looked at me. He made me uncomfortable, as if I were an object to be possessed and not a being with thoughts and emotions.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Pleasure. Pain. Possession.
Red Dawn

T.K.HARDIN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





