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Naked netball teams, girls' bulging knickers, firm breasts topped with erect nipples, naked buttocks inviting the whip, tight pussies well-juiced in arousal... Professor Sexton Snide was a fiendish sex maniac, his mind perpetually riddled with thoughts of filth. One glimpse up a girl's skirt, one flash of a triangular patch of ballooning panties, and his penis stiffened, his full balls heaved and rolled.

Professor Snide was far madder than any mad professor, far crazier than the infamous Baron Frankenstein, far more insane than insanity itself. He worked like a man possessed in his castle, only emerging from his laboratory to prowl around the local village in search of girls to lure to his dungeon.

Rumours concerning his diabolical work were rife, and the people of the village, who'd nicknamed him 'Doctor Sex', had come to regard him with suspicion and disdain. Girls disappearing for a few days at a time, strange noises emanating from the bowels of the castle - the villagers locked up their daughters and gave the Professor, and the castle, a wide berth.

But, unbeknown to the villagers, Professor Snide had spent three years designing and constructing an ingenious machine - a brain wave transference machine that would ensure the young ladies of the village pulled their knickers down for him as and when he desired sex.

His machine was designed to record the alpha waves emanating from the male brain and induce the patterns into the female brain. His seemingly crazy notion was that the female would think and behave as the male, perpetually crave sex as the male does. Once transformed, the village girls would flock to him in their droves, stripping off and demanding sex.

His meticulous research had revealed that there was a worldwide gap in the market for rampant, sex-crazed nymphomaniacs. If the device worked, he'd not only have his sinful way with the delectable village girls, but earn a fortune from transforming men's prudish wives and girlfriends into sex-mad whores. There'd be no shortage of money, or juicy pussies!

His machine ready for testing, the Professor sat at his bench in his disorganized laboratory, rubbing his chin pensively. His unruly black hair cascading over his lined forehead, his lips furling into a slight grin, he turned and gazed longingly at Hollie Hocks, his young assistant. Focusing on the girl's rounded buttocks billowing her tight skirt as she walked across the lab, he massaged his cock through his trousers, pondering on her incredible prudishness.

In her early twenties, her dark hair drawn back and tied in a ponytail, she had great potential, he reflected. Her hair let down and a little makeup applied to her pretty face, she'd be very attractive. Naked, her pubic hair shaved, her dripping sex slit gaping, she'd be horny in the extreme - extremely fuckable.

He'd like to have sunk his teeth into the alluring globes of her bottom, into the fullness of her firm breasts - but Hollie wouldn't have teeth anywhere near her beautiful body. Teeth, tongues, fingers, church candles, vibrators, cucumbers, penises... Especially penises! Hollie would have nothing of the sort - yet!

She was single and undoubtedly a virgin, and he wondered whether she masturbated in her bed at night, slipped her slender fingers between her fleshy cunny lips and rubbed her swollen clitty to orgasm. Perhaps she pressed a vibrator against her solid clitoris and took herself to mind-blowing climaxes. Probably not! he concluded.

Many times he'd tried the subtle approach, wooed her, asked her out to dinner, suggested that they have a drink in the village pub. He'd even offered to pay her the last six months' salary he owed her if she accompanied him to his living quarters in the west wing. But all to no avail. Hollie was determined to keep her knickers and bra firmly in place - and her hymen!

But the Professor was devious, insane, and maniacal in the extreme - and not one to give up easily. Driven by his insatiable thirst for sex, he viewed Hollie as a challenge - a challenge that he'd taken on with dynamic enthusiasm and a neurotic obsession. He often slipped his cock out and wanked, imagining his penis driving deep into the girl's tight cunt as his spunk shot from his pulsating knob and splattered the floor. He imagined many things during his wanking sessions - pussy cracks, rounded breasts firm in youth, his knob spunking down girls' throats... But not least, he imagined slipping his solid cock between Hollie's beautifully rounded buttocks, driving his swollen knob deep into her tight bottom-hole and sperming her bowels.

His quest in life was to convert the girl from a reserved prude into a sex-crazed nymphomaniac - and fuck her senseless. Every day, he imagined her moist sex valley, his lapping tongue tantalising her pink inner flesh, licking her ripe clitoris to massive orgasms. He imagined bending her over the bench, her thighs parted, his tongue licking the small bridge of skin between her lust holes. With his incredible machine, his fantasises, he hoped, were about to become reality.

Successfully recording his own alpha waves, he now needed a guinea pig, an unsuspecting woman to test his equipment. Hollie, believing the machine to be a device for correcting the deranged brain patterns in the mentally insane, was the ideal candidate - the only candidate. But he had to convince the girl that no harm would come to her, that his intentions, for a miraculous change, were honourable. He had to lie to her, but lies came easily. Lies came as easily as spunk!

"Miss Hocks," he said, rising to his feet as she walked towards him. "Miss Hocks, I want to come... I mean, the time has come."

"What time?" she asked, her sea-green eyes frowning as she stared at her crazy boss.

"It's half past eleven."

"No, what time has come?" she repeated, raising her eyebrows and shaking her head despairingly.

"The time for you to come... Er... The time of the revelation!" he chuckled, rather too excitedly.

"I don't know what you mean, Professor Snide. The revelation?"

"The transformation, Miss Hocks. You are to be my first victim... Er, you are to test my equipment."

"But I'm not mental!" she protested as he reached up to a shelf and grabbed a helmet sprouting a dozen wires. "You told me that your machine will bring sanity to the insane, I'm not insane."

"No, no... What I need to do is record your alpha wave patterns. Being a highly intelligent, intellectual and mentally unstable... stable young woman, your brain patterns will be the blueprint for my patients - for the mentally insane."

"But..."

"I wonder why it's called a blueprint? Why not red or green?"

"But..."

"Blueprint. The word must be the product of a deranged mind."

"But..."

"Your insanity will bring my patients sanity. Or is it the other way round?"

"But..."

"But, but, but. What's the matter with you, Miss Hocks? Don't you want to go down in history? You'll be in the Guinness Book of Criminal Records for playing your part in ridding the world of madness. Sit on the chair and I'll slip my helmet into your mouth... I mean, onto your head."

Sitting down, her hands clasped, Hollie looked at the Professor with suspicion as he placed the helmet on her head. Working with him for three years, she'd learned never to trust him. She'd only been at his laboratory for two days when he'd asked her to slip her panties off and lie on the rack with her ankles and wrists chained, her legs wide apart. In the name of medical science, he'd wanted to measure the length and breadth of her vaginal canal. Had she not spied him masturbating in the rack chamber with a vibrator earlier that morning, shooting his sperm all over the flagstones - in her naivety, she'd probably have complied with his request.

Over the years, he'd come up with one excuse after another to examine her vagina. To help females the world over, to discover the root cause of hysteria in women, to establish a link between the size of the clitoris and clinical insanity... There wasn't one excuse he'd missed in an effort to get his hands up her skirt, his fingers up her tight pussy. Hollie knew the Professor well, but did she know him well enough?

"I won't pass out, will I?" she asked nervously as he moved to the control panel, his long fingers hovering over a switch.

Only when I fuck you and take you to a shuddering orgasm! "No, of course you won't pass out, Miss Hocks. All I'm going to do is record your brain patterns and then screw your tight..."

"I'm not sure that I want to do this, I might become a zombie," she complained.

"Hopefully, you'll become a rampant... You'll feel no ill effects whatsoever. Now, to ensure that I won't be inducing corrupt brain patterns into my lunatical patients, I have to ask you a few questions before I begin. How often do you masturbate?"

"I never masturbate!" she cried, her hand held to her pretty mouth.

I do! "Good, good. I wouldn't want my female patients to become hooked on masturbation, addicted to multiple orgasms and forcing church candles up their tight... I do apologise, my mind ran away with me. Tell me, when did you last have it off? What I mean is, when did you last have inter sex of course?"

"Inter sex of course?"

"I'm sorry, my brain's not working properly. I deduce from my deranged thinking that my brain never works properly during times of great sexual excitement."

"Sexual... I've often wondered about you, Professor - about the workings of your brain."

"As have I, Miss Hocks - as have I!" he sniggered wickedly. "It would appear that I've inherited certain traits from my grandfather, Lord Sanatorium, which cause me to... I won't go into my sexual behaviour in public toilets. Tell me, when did you last have sex in a public toilet? Er... Sexual intercourse?" When were you last fucked?

"I... I've never had sexual intercourse in a public toilet, or anywhere else, for that matter."

"You haven't lived, Miss Hocks!"

"Are you sure that this isn't one of your snide tricks, Professor Snide?"

"One of my snide tricks, Professor Snide? Goodness me, what do you think I am?"

"I don't think, Professor - I know!"

"Fuck me backwards! I mean... You have the golden opportunity to help women, and you're talking about snide tricks in public toilets? You leave me speechless - dumbfounded, even! Don't you want to go down on me... Go down in history?"

"Yes, but I know you of old."

"Of course you don't, I'm only thirty-five."

"Not that sort of old. The other day you asked me to expose my breasts so that you could take photographs. What normal man would ask such a thing of an innocent girl?"

All normal men. "Not ordinary photographs, Miss Hocks. I wanted to take Gamma ray photographs to determine muscle development in the female breast. With my revolutionary tit... Revolutionary breast developer, silicone implants will soon become a thing of the past, antiquated, antique - archaic, even. I must stress that my sole intention is a soul-felt intention solely to help women."

"Your sole intention is to help yourself to women's..."

"Oh ye of little faith, Miss Hocks!"

"Talking of faith, that nun from Our Lady of the Wretched Nunnery will be here soon."

"Ah, Sister Elizabeth. The poor child came to me out of desperation."

"She came to you because she'd seen your advert."

"Of course she didn't. The advert I placed in Church Weekly offering free hands-on spiritual healing to ladies had nothing to do with it. Her faith failing, her belief in God waning, she came unto me as a last resort before offering her naked body as a sacrifice to Satan."

"She's mad!"

"We're all mad to a greater or lesser degree, Miss Hocks. In fact, I'd go as far to say that some are madder than others and others madder than some."

"I couldn't agree more, Professor!"

"Loosely translated, that means that we're all madder than each other."

"That doesn't make sense."

"Nothing makes sense, I'm afraid. Anyway, Sister Elizabeth will benefit greatly from alpha wave engineering. Unlike you, Miss Hocks, she has great faith in me, unshakable faith, undying lust... I mean, trust. My machine will increase her devotion to the church, strengthen her belief in God and immeasurably enhance her good work." And have her begging me to fuck her wet mouth.

"How?"

"Well... She'll become more... Let's get on; we're not here to discuss what nuns get up to in public toilets."

"I don't want to be your guinea pig."

"I must warn you that murder has crossed my mind, Miss Hocks."

"Oh!"

"As my assistant, you'll assist me by assisting me."

"I want a verbal agreement stating that..."

"Of course you don't. Verbal agreements aren't worth the paper they're written on."

Flicking the switch on the control panel, Professor Snide rubbed his hands together as the machine whirred and streaks of blue light flashed around the dungeon. Wide-eyed, Miss Hocks bit her lip and stared at her boss. Noticing the evil glint in his eyes, she was sure that she'd fallen into a trap. She should have known better, she reflected as her head began to spin, but it was too late to turn back. Whatever the devious fiend had planned for her, it was too late.

"There!" he grinned, switching the machine off. "That wasn't too bad, was it?"

"No, no, I suppose not," she murmured hesitantly as he removed the helmet. "But I'm not sure..."

"Trust me, Miss Hocks. Trust me as you would the Devil... Er... As you would God."

"I feel... I feel sort of peculiar."

"Interesting. Tell me, how's your libido?"

"My libido? What's that got to do with anything?"

"I omitted to mention that there might be a minute, minuscule, minimal, meagre side-effect. To be correct, I should say, a major, maximum, massive fucking side-effect! Sorry, I..."

"What sort of side effect?"

"Er... You might feel uncontrollably sexual, horny, really dirty and beg me to..."

"What have you done to me?" she stormed, leaping off the chair.

"Done? I've done nothing, other than record your brain patterns."

"I... I feel like a woman."

"You are a woman."

"Yes but..."

"Silence, Miss Hocks!"

"Why?"

"What's that ringing sound?"

"It's the doorbell."

"Ah, the bells, the bells. That's probably Sister Elizabeth. If it is her, show her into the lavatory... the laboratory. If it's not her, then don't show her in."

"How can I show her in if it's not her?"

"You can't."

"Then, why say don't show her in if it's not her?"

"My mind works in mysterious ways, Miss Hocks." As will yours!

As the young woman staggered up the stone steps, Professor Snide slipped his erect penis out of his trousers and pulled his foreskin back. Examining his swollen purple knob, he grinned. "You'll soon be up her virginal cunny!" he chuckled wickedly, running his hand up and down his solid veined shaft. "And when I've finished constructing my machine of all machines, my Gamma ray penis developer, you'll grow to at least fourteen inches long!"

Hearing footsteps and muffled voices approaching, he hurriedly concealed his twitching cock within his trousers. With a nun nearing the lab, this was no time to have a wank, to splatter the stone floor with his spunk. "Later," he murmured as Hollie led the nun down the steps. There again, flashing his cock in front of a nun...

"Greetings, Sister Elizabeth," he smiled, wondering how tight and wet her pussy was. Do you fuck yourself with church candles?

"Hallo, Professor Snide," she replied, her pale face framed by her starched wimple. "I haven't come too early, have I?"

"You haven't come at all - yet!" he chuckled in his devilment.

"I'm sorry?"

"There's no need to apologise."

"I'm sorry?"

"Don't mention it. How's your faith today?"

"Waning terribly," she replied sullenly.

"Good. Oh come off all ye unfaithful. Er... Sit down and we'll begin the treatment, the hands-on spiritual healing. You didn't tell the Mother Superior of your hazardous visit to my humble commode, did you?"

"No, I did as you suggested and said that I was going for a walk in The Forest Of The Dead."

"Wise, most wise. So, no one knows that you're here?"

"No one, only God."

"I'm pretty sure you won't find Him floating around these parts. Miss Hocks, would you kindly leave me with my patient, please?"

"Yes, of course, Professor."

"Make some tea for the horny little... For the Sister, and I'll call you after I've administered the healing."

"Milk and sugar?"

"No, a cup of tea, Miss Hocks. Do try and pay attention."

"Certainly, Professor."

"Hollie put the kettle on, Hollie put the kettle on, we'll all have tea!"

"Are you feeling all right, Professor?" the perplexed nun asked.

"Er... Yes, yes I'm fine. I have a tendency to display signs of acute clinical insanity during times of great sexual excitement."

"Sexual excitement?"

"Er... I mean... It's nothing to worry about."

Placing the helmet on the nun's head, Professor Snide pondered on Hollie. She'd not grabbed his crotch as he'd expected her to after the treatment. Disappointingly, she'd not changed at all! The nun might be more susceptible to the male brain patterns, he mused in his evilness, standing by the control panel and flicking the switch. These were early days, he concluded as the machine whirred and the lights flashed. There were bound to be teething problems, problems with sinking his teeth into Hollie's firm buttocks.

"Are you all right?" he asked Sister Elizabeth as she moved uneasily on the chair. Would you care to suck my cock?

"Yes, I think so," she smiled nervously. "Why do I have to wear a hat with wires coming out of it?"

"It's... it's part of the healing process. Have faith, Sister."

"Will it be long?"

"About fourteen inches! Er... It's done!" he grinned, flicking the switch. "God's work is done." The work of the Devil! "How do you feel about your religion? Has your resolve been strengthened by the spiritual healing?"

"I feel the same as before."

"No change at all?"

"None."

"Fuck it! Er... Please, excuse my obscene language - it's most unlike me to swear. It may take a while for the healing to have an effect," he enlightened the naive woman as he removed the helmet. "You'll probably find that you'll see God in the form of another person."

"What do you mean?"

"You might see me as God's gift to... As I was made in the image of Satan... The image of God, you'll probably worship me as you do God."

"Why would I do that?"

"Inexplicably, we all do inexplicable things at times, Sister. I blame religion."

"Do you?"

"But, of course. There's nothing like religion to spark off a few bloody wars and cause countless deaths and rape and pillage and looting and..."

"You shouldn't blame religion for..."

"Sit on the couch over there and Miss Hocks will bring you a nice cup of milk and sugar. There's no charge, I always give my victims a drink - it's part of my impeccable service."

Standing before the woman as she sat on the couch, the Professor projected his hips, displaying his bulging trousers to the young nun. Scratching his head as he realized that she wasn't responding, he called for Hollie to bring the tea in. Something had gone very wrong, he concluded as the girl carried a tray into the laboratory. The females should be fighting over his cock by now, both desperate to suck his swollen knob and drink his sperm. Back to the bloody drawing board.

"The assistant will pour you a nice cup of tea," he said, sure that some sort of change must have occurred within the women's brains.

"I'm not the assistant!" Hollie returned peevishly as she placed the tray on the bench.

"Of course you are."

"I'm your assistant."

"That's what I said, Miss Hocks. Please, don't try to complicate simple issues."

"You said the assistant."

"That's right, you're the assistant. Have you suffered a prolapsed brain?"

"No!"

"Then, pull your knickers... Pull yourself together."

"I'm not an object."

"Yes you are." An object of carnal desire.

"I'm a human being."

"Define an object, Miss Hocks."

"What?"

"If my pornographic mammary serves me incorrectly, an object is defined in the dictionary as a material thing that can be seen or touched. I can see and touch you, so..."

"You're not going to touch me!"

I'll fuck you in a minute! "I was speaking metabolically, Miss Hocks. This is getting us nowhere, the definition and etymology of certain words contained within the English language is not our concern. Please, sit beside Sister Elizabeth and calm yourself."

"I'd like to fuck your wet cunt," Hollie said unashamedly, turning to the nun as she sat down.

"And I'd like to fuck your wet cunt!" the sister grinned, provocatively licking her succulent lips.

"You can't fuck each other!" Professor Snide gasped. "Good grief, you're both women!"

"A woman is quite capable of having herself fucked, Professor!" Hollie returned firmly.

"Yes, but only by a man."

"I am a man," the nun said.

"So am I," Hollie rejoined.

"But you're both..."

His words tailing off as he realized what had happened, Professor Snide headed for his office. The women thought like he did, like a male, craving the female form. "Shit!" he murmured, sitting at his desk and swigging from a bottle of scotch. "Shit and fuck!" Rubbing his chin, he pondered on the situation. They weren't lesbians per se, they were men in women's bodies. What a cock up. What a cunt up!

Holding his head, he realized that he should have had the insight to know what would happen. Male brain patterns induced into a female brain... "I could be arrested for manufacturing lesbians," he breathed, recalling an unfortunate incident involving the police and two girls from the village. "Locked up for creating female homosexuals. No, male lesbians... Fuck!"

There was no turning back, he mused, swigging from the bottle again. Hollie's brain patterns had been replaced with his, hers were forever lost. And the poor unsuspecting nun... Fuck the nun! "Now there's a thought!" Grabbing the phone, he rang his friend and confidant, Professor Spasm.

"Spaz, it's Snide," he said as the Professor answered.

"Sexton, how are you?"

"Severely fucked."

"It that a Freudian petticoat, or have you had sexual intercourse with another man?"

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"Have you had your arse knobbed by a man's knob?"

"No, no... I've transformed two women... It doesn't matter what I've done, I need your help."

"Anything, as long as it's not an arse-knobbing you're after."

"Of course I don't want a bloody arse-knobbing! What are you, some kind of sexual deviant?"

"Of course!"

"I'm pleased to hear it. Do you know any nymphomaniacs?"

"Not off the wrist... I mean, off hand."

"Fuck."

"Are you saying that you want a fuck or that you've been fucked?"

"I haven't been fucked, I do want a fuck, and I'm fucked."

"Fuck me!"

"Certainly not. Do you know any nymphos?"

"There's our au pair, she's got huge tits and she's pretty randy."

"Excellent! Send her over to my lab."

"Why?"

"I need her brain."

"You can't take her brain, Sexton! How will she survive without a brain? What devious and devilish plans do you have for my not so innocent au pair?"

"I'm not going to remove her brain, you fool!"

"I could understand it if you needed her fanny, but her brain? You're not going to stick your cock in her ear and fuck her brain, are you?"

"Don't be ridiculous! Just send her over."

"OK, I'll order her to repair to your dungeon forthwith."

"Great!"

"With or without cunny juiced wet knickers?"

"Without, preferably. I'll talk to you later, Spaz, much later - years later. On second thoughts, I might never talk to you again."

"I'll look forward to that, Sexton."

Banging the phone down, Professor Snide returned to the lab to discover the nun kneeling on the floor between Hollie's parted thighs, licking the girl's delicious vaginal crack. Gasping, her eyes closed as she reclined on the couch, Hollie was oblivious to the Professor as he gazed at the lesbian licking. This proved one thing, he reflected happily - although he'd made a cock up, the machine certainly worked!

Watching the fanny fingering and clit sucking, Professor Snide pulled his solid penis out of his trousers and began wanking. Breathing heavily as his organ throbbed and twitched, he wondered whether, at long last, the time had come to shove his cock up Hollie's cunt and sperm her cervix. But no, a man wouldn't want his cunt fucked by another man, he concluded. What the hell am I thinking? She's a bloody woman!

"Professor Snide!" a male voice echoed from somewhere above the dungeon.

"Fuck! Er... Coming!" he replied, slipping his cock into his trousers and dashing up the stone steps. There's no peace for the wicked!

"Professor Snide, I presume," a uniformed police officer said as Snide walked along the corridor.

"Do you?"

"Do I what?"

"Presume."

"Er... Yes, I presume that you're Professor Snide."

"Intriguing."

"Are you Professor Snide?"

"Without being presumptuous, presumably, your presumption is correct."

"Yes, right. I'm DI Peel, I'm here in connection with..."

"That rings a bell!" the Professor chuckled.

"Pardon?"

"Peel, ring as in rings a bell. Sorry, just my little joke."

"Very droll, Professor. I'm here in connection with the big bad wolf."

"The big bad..."

"I mean, a series of crimes."

"Crimes of a criminal nature?"

"A series of crimes of a most serious criminal nature, Professor."

"Er... There are no missing nuns here, if that's what you're looking for."

"Missing nuns?"

"And I was nowhere near the public toilets the yesterday."

"No, no... It's been brought to my attention that you live here. Do you deny that?"

"No, definitely, emphatically and categorically not."

"You don't live here?"

"Yes, in the west wing. The wing to the west, although it faces east - to be more accurate, east west. I used to live in the north wing but I had to move out because of the south wind. I tried the east wing but when the wind was coming from the south east, I had to..."

"Yes, all right, Professor. Have you heard or seen anything suspicious of late?"

"Apart from the headless lady who wanders around the castle in the dark of the night seeking revenge for the loss of her clitoris, no, I haven't."

"The headless lady... Professor Snide, I have to tell you that there's a ruthless thief on the loose in this area."

"My God, you mean to say that an employee of the Inland Revenue has escaped?"

"No, no! A ruthless thief has escaped from the prison on the wild and windy moor. We're dealing with espionage, Professor Snide."

"Good grief, whatever next?"

"I have no idea, I'm not psychic."

"Thank God for that. Not that I've anything to hide, of course."

"Yes, quite. He, or she, steals company secrets, plans and drawings."

"He or she?"

"Due to a phenomenal phenomenon, the gender of the escapee was never determined."

"How odd."

"Knowing that you carry out some sort of devilish research work here, I thought it best to bring the matter to your immediate attention immediately."

"It's a shame you couldn't have brought the matter to my immediate attention earlier. Anyway, thank you for letting me know. I'll keep my flies open... My eyes open."

"Give me a call should you suspect anything untoward, Professor."

"I will. And, thank you once again."

"I'll see myself out."

"Er... How did you see yourself in?"

"Your butler, he directed me to your laboratory."

"Ah, Lucifer."

"That's an unusual name for a butler."

"He's an unusual butler."

"Obviously! Good day, Professor."

As the officer left, Snide rubbed his chin. A thief on the loose? he pondered. Why bother to go all the way up to the castle to say that a thief had escaped from prison? There was more to the Inspector's visit than met the eye, he concluded. What was the real nature of DI Peel's untimely, uninvited and unwelcome visit? There hadn't been any girls missing from the village for a while, not since the ill-fated incident behind the reference shelves in the library involving...

"What the hell..." he gasped as the nun flew along the narrow corridor in a state of disarray, crashing through the oak door leading to the castle above. "Sister, come back!" Dashing into the lab, discovering Hollie flush-faced and looking extremely guilty, he frowned and scratched his head. Something was afoot, he mused - skulduggery, even!

"Why did Sister Elizabeth flee the castle in a state of disarray?" he asked.

"I... I suggested something terribly immoral concerning her bottom-hole and the broom handle, and she fled in a state of disarray."

"Something terribly immoral, Miss Hocks?"

"I can't bring myself to talk about it. I behaved in a most uncharacteristic manner."

"It's uncharacteristically unlike you to behave in an uncharacteristic manner, Miss Hocks."

"I'm sorry, it won't happen again."

"If it does, I have to warn you that your buttocks will be severely whipped."

"Yes, Professor."

"Now, where were we?"

"I don't know."

"Ah, the police officer."

"Where?"

"He's gone, Miss Hocks."

"Who has?"

"The police... Take a grip on yourself, woman. You're displaying acute signs of clinical insanity."

"I'm sorry, Professor - I'm still feeling somewhat peculiar. What did the police want?"

You're supposed to be feeling somewhat randy. "I've been talking to a police officer about the Inland Revenue. Allegedly, a thief... Ah, you must be the au pair," he smiled, turning as a pretty girl appeared in the doorway and trotted down the steps.

"Yes, I am she. My name was Helga," she replied. "My master is telling me that you are wanting me to come."

"Christ, yes! Er... I mean... Miss Hocks, will you leave me alone with this young tart... Young lady for a while, please?"

"I'd rather you left me alone with her!" Hollie said huskily, her eyes transfixed on the ravishing beauty's deep cleavage.

"Miss Hocks, please restrain yourself! As it is, there's a ruthless thieving Inland Revenue employee on the loose, and espionage is rife. What with uncharacteristic behaviour, hermaphrodite thieves wandering the wild and windy moor, and nuns fleeing in states of disarray - I don't know what things are coming to!"

"Sorry, Professor. I... I couldn't help myself."

Chuckling as Hollie left the lab, Professor Snide turned to face the pretty au pair. The job in hand was simplicity itself, he mused. Record the girl's brain patterns, induce them into Hollie's brain, and voila - the perfect female sex machine! As for the nun... Fuck the nun! Should any incidents arise from the nun's weird sexual cravings, he'd deny all knowledge of the woman. Denial was better than admission, he ruminated, recalling an incident behind the bike sheds at the approved school he'd attended. It always pays to lie.

"Now, Helga, what I want you to do is sit on my... Sit on this chair," he instructed his gullible victim.

"My master is telling me that you are needing my brain," she said as she obediently sat down. "I am needing my brain, you cannot be needing it also as well."

I'm needing your cunt! "No, I don't want your brain, Helga - I have one of my own, thank you. All I want to do is record your brain patterns. I'll just slip this helmet onto your pretty head, like this, and we're ready. Old Spaz reckons... I mean, Professor Spasm tells me that you're randy, is that right?"

"Randy? What is randy?"

"Well, sexual."

"Ah, sex! Yes, I am very sex!"

"Good, good!" I'll soon have your knickers off and my tongue up your wet cunt. "Now, this won't take a minute."

Flicking the switch, Professor Snide decided to keep the little beauty prisoner in the castle for a few days in order to have his wicked way with her. In her late teens, she'd be tight, hot and wet, he mused as the machine whirred. Apart from his cock, it was high time his King Dong vibrator saw the light of day - and the dark of a vaginal canal!

"Have you ever been thrown to the lions?" he asked, flicking the switch and removing the helmet.

"Thrown to the lions?" she echoed, shaking her long blonde hair loose.

"It's an old English custom. What do you know of medieval English history?"

"I am knowing nothing of evil history."

"You've not read about the rack?"

"What is this rack?"

"You'll see, Helga - you'll see. Follow me and I'll show you to the tea room."

Ushering the girl into the torture chamber, Professor Snide closed and locked the huge oak door, imprisoning the distressed maiden. Ignoring her cries, he rubbed his hands together gleefully, chuckling wickedly as Hollie appeared in the doorway and asked what the commotion was about.

"She wanted to look around the torture chamber," he grinned, his wide eyes darting between the locked door and Hollie. "Sadly, the door closed behind her and seems to have locked itself."

"We must release her!" Hollie cried, trotting down the steps.

We must fuck her! "All in good time, Miss Hocks - all in good time. Procrastination is a virtue, remember that."

"But..."

"There are no buts. Due to your inexplicably inexplicable behaviour with Sister Elizabeth, you leave me no choice other than to administer my treatment again. Please remove your knickers and sit... I mean, please be seated."

"I don't want..."

"Miss Hocks, I have to warn you that the rack hasn't been used for centuries. Well, for a few days. How tall are you?"

"Five eight."

"Unless you wish to be six eight, I suggest you do as I ask without further delay."

"But you said that procrastination is a virtue. That's why I was procrastinating."

"You'll be masturbating by the time I've... Just sit down, Miss Hocks."

"Yes, Professor."

Inducing Helga's alpha wave patterns into Hollie's brain, Professor Snide hoped that, at long last, he'd be able to slip his penis deep into her virginal pussy hole and fuck her rotten. Three long years of planning, scheming, wanking, designing and building his machine... He couldn't wait much longer for the wet welcoming heat of her tight cunt!

Twiddling the controls as his heavy balls rolled, he eyed his assistant shrewdly. She'd obviously not yet realized what his machine was really for, but she'd soon find out. And she'd soon discover what her juicy cunt was for, and her tight bottom-hole and her succulent nipples and her mouth and her...

"All done," he smiled, flicking the switch and removing the helmet from the dazed girl's head. "How do you feel?" Are you desperate for my cock?

"I will be feeling strange inside," Hollie replied with Helga's accent. "Why do I not properly speak? What are you done with my mouth?"

"Don't worry about your mouth, it's your fanny I'm interested in! I mean... Tell me, do you feel sexy?"

"Ah, sex! Yes, I feel very sex!"

"So far so good," Snide murmured, eyeing the swell of the girl's breasts billowing her tight blouse. "Would you like me to fuck you?"

"I am lesbian!" she cried.

"You are what?"

"I am lesbian!"

"My God, Helga's a bloody lesbian!"

"May I be licking her cunny?"

"No, you may bloody not! You'll be thrown to the lions for your wicked lesbianism!" he yelled, dragging her across the lab and bundling her into the torture chamber. "How the hell can I create the perfect female sexpot when I'm surrounded by bloody dykes!" Back to the bloody drawing board.
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Chapter Two
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Professor Snide's desire for sex with a nymphomaniac was becoming dangerously high. Failure after bloody failure, he cursed inwardly as he paced the laboratory floor. There was only one thing for it, venture into the village and nab a horny girl, preferably an ignorant farm worker's ignorant sex-starved daughter.

As he walked down the steep cobble path and approached the village, several windows slammed shut and women gathered their children, ushering them into the small terraced cottages. Stopping as he noticed a girl sitting on a wall with her legs apart, the tight crotch of her red panties bulging with her sex lips, he flashed her a smile. Her long blonde hair cascading over her pointed breasts, her succulent lips pouting, she grinned salaciously at the Professor.

"You're Doctor Sex from that castle up there, ain't you?" she asked in her country-bumpkin accent.

"Indeed I am, Miss," he replied, his cock twitching, his balls rolling. "Tell me, what are your plans for today?" Masturbation with a cucumber?

"I ain't got no plans."

I have. "You're ideally suited for my... I have a great cervical affection for village girls."

"Cervical affection?"

"And a great mammary teat affection. How would you like to see my cock? I mean, my castle?"

"Me dad says I ain't to go nowhere near the castle."

"Your father sounds like a wise man. But I'm sure he'd be only too delighted to have his delectable daughter shown around the castle."

"Me dad says that 'e'll fuckin' well kill me if I goes anywhere near the fuckin' place."

"He's obviously a man of many words, an educated man. Oh well, it's your loss, my horny little beauty - not mine."

Walking on, Professor Snide stopped outside the village stores and post office, wondering whether to place a card in the window advertising free tours around the castle dungeon for horny girls. Pondering on the idea as he entered the shop, he pretended to look at the souvenirs and gifts arranged on the shelves as two middle-aged women began whispering about him.

"That's that Frankenstein man!" one said excitedly.

"Doctor Sex, from the castle!"

"What's 'e doin' down 'ere in the village?"

"Looking for victims, I shouldn't wonder. You know, they never did find Mrs Gallbladder's pussy."

"I reckon 'e took the poor thing. Cut it up, more than likely."

"Is 'e a vivisexualist?"

"Yes, 'e must be. My Dennis reckons that 'e keeps girls in 'is dungeon."

"Really?"

"That's what my Dennis says, and 'e knows what 'e's talkin' 'bout - 'e knows lots 'bout girls does my Dennis."

"Ladies," Professor Snide grinned, turning to face the women. "You don't know the half of it. I don't just keep girls in my dungeon, I strip them naked and stretch them on the rack."

"Oh, you evil man!" they shrieked in unison as they fled the shop.

"And then I eat their naughty bits for supper!"

"Professor Snide!" the fat post mistress snapped from behind the counter. "If you wish to purchase something, then do so, but please refrain from frightening my customers away."

"The senile old bats asked for it."

"That's as maybe, but you should learn to turn the other cheek."

"With your ugly face, I'm surprised you don't frighten the customers away."

"How dare you speak to me like that!"

"You should learn to turn the other cheek."

"Er... yes. As you're here, you can take this. It's a telegram from London."

"Oh, thank you. What does it say?"

"It's about your castle being a grade one listed building and... I mean, I have no idea what it says. I don't read other people's telegrams."

"Tell me, Post Mistress - do you fuck?"

"Do I...? Get out! Get out!"

Chuckling as he left the shop, Snide read the telegram as he ambled along the street. "Professor Snide, stop. I have it from a reliable source that your grade one listed castle is to be returned to the state, stop. The thieving fascist bastards are out to get you, stop. Your old friend, stop. The Purple Baron."

Screwing the telegram up, the Professor walked along the cobble path in the direction of the castle. "What dastardly deed is the government planning against me?" he breathed as he passed the girl sitting on the wall. Stopping, he turned and gazed at her pretty face, her pouting lips. Lowering his eyes, he focused on her bulging panties as she deliberately parted her legs further.

"You shouldn't sit like that," he smiled, his penis stiffening as he imagined pulling her panties to one side and tonguing her sex crack, lapping up her flowing juices of lust.

"I like sittin' like this," she replied, provocatively licking her luscious lips. "Your castle... you'll show me round?"

"But, of course, my young beauty! Follow me and I'll show you far more than my castle. What's your name?"

"Clarissa."

"Step this way, Clarissa." Like a lamb to the slaughter!

Slipping off the wall, the girl followed the Professor up the hill to the foreboding castle. There was no way she was a lesbian, he mused, imagining her naked in a haystack with a farm boy's cock thrusting in and out of her tight cunt. An ideal candidate for the alpha wave machine, he'd induce her alpha wave patterns into Hollie's brain and create the perfect female sexpot. The horny dumb blonde was heaven-sent!

Leading Clarissa into the castle, the Professor was met by the tall, stooping frame of his butler. The man's beady eyes darting this way and that, Snide gazed at him with suspicion, wondering whether he'd been down to the dungeon and interfered with the prisoners. Lucifer knew the rules about interfering with girls in the dungeon, and the punishment should he break them - non-surgical removal of his bollocks.

"I detect trouble," the Professor said pensively. "Have you been drinking again?"

"Only a little, sir. Just two bottles of vodka."

"You really must stop getting pissed, Lucifer. What's happened during my absence?"

"Sir, there's been an intoxification... A communication," Lucifer slurred, shielding his eyes from the shafts of sunlight streaming into the castle as he closed the doors.

"A communication? Are you saying that someone's contacted us from beyond the grave?"

"A mysterious gentleman calling himself the Prince of Darkness telephoned."

"Ah, that'll be the Purple Baron. What did he say?"

"He's coming down from London on the next train. It seems that he has important news concerning the castle."

"Despite your drunken state, from what you've told me, I deduce that the Purple Baron is coming down from London on the next train bearing important news concerning the castle."

"An amazing deduction, Professor."

"I'm an amazing man."

"Your powers of deduction leave me stunned."

"My powers of seduction are pretty good, too. Right, I have work to do."

"Er... Professor, may I ask whether you'd mind me going out again tonight?"

"Where to?"

"The village graveyard, sir."

"Ah, the village graveyard. Of course, Lucifer - of course!"

"Thank you. I'll be back before sun up."

"For your sake, I hope you are."

"By the way, I've not seen Miss Hocks for some time."

"No, no, she's... she's tied up at the moment. That will be all, Lucifer."

"Yes, sir."

Leading Clarissa down to the dungeon, the Professor rubbed his hands together as his penis twitched expectantly. This was more than a stroke of luck, he reflected, taking the girl's arm as they walked down the steps to the laboratory. She really was heaven-sent - or hell-sent!

Deciding to determine her level of horniness before recording her brain patterns, he led her into the rack chamber. Her short skirt riding up her shapely thighs as she leaned over the awesome-looking rack and examined the chains and pulleys, her tight knickers following the contour of her rounded buttocks, clearly outlining her anal crease, he cast his eyes over her curvaceous thighs and grinned.

"Tell me, Clarissa, what do you think of my dungeon?"

"It's creepy. Are you really mad, like what they say in the village?"

"Totally mad, completely and utterly insane!" he chuckled. "What else do they say about me down in the village?"

"They reckon you're a sex fiend."

"Their reckoning is most accurate."

"What's that bangin' noise?"

"That's my assistant. She's locked in the... she's working in the torture chamber."

"I thought you was gonna show me round your castle?"

"I will, Clarissa - I will. But first, I want to show how the rack works. Climb onto the wooden frame and lie on your back."

"You ain't gonna do nothin' to me, are you?" she asked, her panties disappearing up her bottom crack as she clambered onto the rack.

"No, I ain't gonna do nothin' to you." Apart from tongue your sweet cunt hole. "That's it, lie on your back and I'll fix the chains to your ankles and wrists. You'll enjoy this."

Eyeing the girl's tight skirt following the slight swell of her sex mound as he chained her wrists and ankles, the sex-crazed Professor could barely contain himself. His cock solid within his trousers, his heavy balls full, he cranked the iron handle, stretching her arms and legs, spreadeagling her body. Her mounds and crevices vulnerable to his every whim, he grinned wickedly as she struggled and begged to be released.

"All in good time, Clarissa - all in good time. I'm going to pull you knickers down and have a look at your sweet pussy crack."

"No! You ain't gonna..."

"I wouldn't want to be forced to turn the handle and stretch you until your vaginal canal is two feet long. Just allow me to look at your sweet cunny slit, and then I'll release you."

"But..."

"I have to warn you that there's something very wrong with me, Clarissa," he murmured mysteriously.

"What?"

"I have a peculiar obsession with hot, wet pussies. I love them!" he chuckled. "God, how I love eating pussy and drinking cunny milk! On second and third thoughts, there's something very right with me."

Lifting the protesting girl's skirt up over her stomach, he tugged her red panties down her firm thighs and gazed longingly at her sex slit. Her sparse blonde pubes springing to life, her pink inner petals unfurling between her fleshy outer lips as she wriggled and squirmed on the rack, he leaned over her tethered body and kissed her swollen outer labia.

"Mmm, you smell nice," he murmured, pushing his tongue out and licking her moist, pink inner lips. "And you taste wonderful!"

"Stop it!" she cried as he parted her swollen sex hillocks, exposing her ripening clitoris. "You mustn't look at me fanny!"

"I must! I have never seen such beauty! And you're so wet!"

Tearing her flimsy panties in half, he tossed the garment to the floor, laughing uncontrollably as his male desires got the better of him. Whipping his solid penis out of his trousers in his sexual frenzy, he climbed onto the rack and positioned himself between the girl's splayed thighs. His purple knob pressed between her warm love lips, he drove his shaft deep into her tight sex hole, gasping as her wet inner flesh gripped his organ like a velvet-jawed vice.

"God, you've got a tight cunt!" he breathed.

"And you ain't 'alf got a big cock!"

"All the better to fuck you with, as the well-hung wolf said to Granny Smith. I reckon that Little Red Riding Hood fucked rotten, don't you?" he asked, wondering what the Inspector meant by the big bad wolf.

"You're weird!"

"Indeed, I am. Ah, ah! How sweet your cunt! Tell me, Clarissa, have you ever been fucked before?"

"Loads of times. But I don't want you fuckin' me!"

"But I am fucking you. I'm going to fuck your sweet cunt and spunk up you."

"No!"

"Yes!"

Ramming his glistening shaft in and out of her tightening sex sheath, his swinging balls slapping her tensed buttocks, he looked down at his solid cock. The girl's love lips spread wide to accommodate his massive penis, her swollen clitoris exposed, the beautiful sight sent a shudder through his body, a tremor through his heavy balls. Impaling her completely on his granite-hard cock, he ground his pubic bone against hers, his knob massaging her cervix as she whimpered and writhed in her sexual ecstasy. Unable to hold back, his sperm suddenly gushing, jetting from his pulsating plum, he repeatedly withdrew his glans and drove into her spasming cunt, gasping as the girl reached her mind-blowing climax.

"You beautiful little tart!" he cried, battering her hot cervix with his purple-headed warrior. "Christ, you dirty little sexpot!"

"Oh, oh me cunt!" she gasped as he repeatedly thrust his cock deep into her spasming vaginal canal. "Oh, me lovely cunt!"

"You'll have a bloody good bottom thrashing after I've fucked you!"

"No!"

"Yes!"

His balls draining as his pistoning cock squelched within her drenched cuntal duct, he finally stilled his trembling body, breathing deeply in the aftermath of his crude fucking. With Clarissa's brain patterns, Hollie would open her legs and beg him to screw her, there was no doubt about it! But, even though he'd have Hollie to fuck, he'd hang on to Clarissa for a few days - or a few years!

"Professor Snide!" Lucifer called from above. "Professor, there's a policeman here about a missing girl!"

"Fuck and shit!" Snide cursed, pulling his cunny-juiced cock out of the girl's spasming vaginal sheath and leaping off the rack. "Er... Tell him that I'm out on important business!"

Zipping his trousers as he left the rack chamber, the Professor leaped up the steps and locked the door to the dungeon. Wondering what to do as he descended the steps, he scratched his head and rubbed his chin. What with Clarissa, Hollie and the au pair all taken prisoner, he knew that he'd gone over the top. And where the hell had the nun got to? Fuck the nun!

"He won't go away!" Lucifer called, tapping urgently on the door. "He says that he knows you're down here with the girl!"

"Fuck and shit! Tell him that I'm dead! Better still, tell him to shag off!"

"I can't do that, sir! I'll be arrested for gross misuse of the English language."

"Think of something, Lucifer - use what's left of your brain and bloody well think of something!"

After spending two hours in hiding, Professor Snide unlocked the dungeon door and cautiously ventured upstairs to the banqueting hall. The police officer had gone, but the only way to ensure that he wouldn't return was to send Clarissa home. "What a tragic waste of a fine fanny! Of all the rotten luck!" he breathed, pondering on Clarissa's tight, hot, wet cunt. "Fuck and double fuck!"

"Ah, there you are, Lucifer!" he growled as the man materialized in the doorway. "Why are you staggering? Are you drunk again?"

"Only a little, sir."

"Only a little? Look at the state of you, you're completely pissed."

"Yes, sir. I do apologise."

"Don't let it happen again, and don't get pissed either - and you can lay of the drink, too. Did the police officer leave or did you murder him to death?"

"He left, sir."

"Fucking bollocks! I do wish you'd show a little initiative, Lucifer. You should have thrown him to the lions."

"We don't have any lions, sir."

"How observant of you. Listen, I have a minor problem - to be exact, a fucking major problem. In the dungeon, there are three females - Miss Hocks, a well-spermed girl from the village, and an au pair from a far off land."

"Really, sir?"

"Yes, really. I took it upon myself to stretch the village girl on the rack, rip her knickers off and fuck her rotten."

"Would she be the girl reported missing from the village, sir?"

"Yes, and to make matters worse, she's the village girl who's been reported missing from the village. Miss Hocks and the au pair aren't a problem because, firstly, they're not missing from the village, secondly, I haven't fucked them, and thirdly, I have a shrewd idea that they want to fuck each other."

"Is that possible, sir?"

"Physically, no - mentally, yes. I can only come up with one answer concerning the village girl, I'll have to hook her up to my machine and erase her memory."

"Remove her breasts?"

"Her memory, you damned fool!"

"Is that wise, sir?"

"It's most unwise, but I can see no other option."

"This is rather a mess, if you don't mind my saying so."

"It's a tragic tragedy. If only I hadn't allowed my rampant thirst for sex to get the better of me... It's no good looking back, what's done is done. The girl's been stretched, her knickers torn asunder and her cunt well and truly fucked and spunked."

"The police officer said that he'd be back later, sir."

"Shit! I blame you for this, Lucifer."

"Me?"

"You should have murdered him, or killed him - or both. However, all is not lost. When he returns, lock him in the keep."

"Not the keep, sir!"

"Yes, the keep."

"Satan, have mercy on us!"

"Just do it, Lucifer. And stop talking bollocks. Satan have mercy on us, indeed. Right, I have things to attend, namely, the village girl's wet cunt. What's that ringing sound?"

"The telephone, sir."

"Is it? Ah, yes. I'm not stupid, I realized that it was the phone. What do you think I am, senile?"

"No, sir."

"Where are you going?"

"To answer the phone, sir."

"Yes, yes... Good man, you're efficient in the extreme."

There was no time to waste on police officers, the Professor mused as Lucifer answered the phone. There was work to be done, the transference of Clarissa's brain patterns to Hollie's brain. Although he'd enjoyed fucking Clarissa, it was Hollie he wanted, craved for three years. A conquest, a challenge...

"Sir, the call is for you," Lucifer said, holding his hand over the mouthpiece.

"Who is it?"

"DI Peel."

"Fuck!" he breathed, grabbing the receiver and slapping his butler around the head for not telling Peel that he'd gone out. "Professor Snide here."

"Ah, Professor. Does the name Clarissa mean anything to you?"

"Indeed it does, Inspector. It's a girl's name."

"Yes, but do you know a girl of that name?"

"I know a girl named Hollie. My mother's name was... What was my mother's name?"

"That wasn't what I asked you, Professor. There's a girl missing from the village. She was seen walking towards your castle with you earlier today."

"With you?"

"No, with you."

"That's what I said, Inspector. If she was walking with you, then how come you don't know where she went?"

"She was seen walking with you, Professor. Not me as in me, but you as in you."

"Me as in you? Oh, you mean, you as in me. Yes, that was my assistant, Miss Hocks. We'd been into the village to buy a jar of Vaseline, several large candles and a length of rubber hose."

"The witness assured me that the girl was Clarissa."

"No, it was Miss Hocks."

"Clarissa."

"Miss Hocks."

"This is getting us nowhere, Professor. I intend to come to your castle with a search warrant later today."

"You don't need a warrant to search the castle, I'll take you on a guided tour. Ten pounds, and I'm losing money."

"Right, I'm on my way. Goodbye."

Turning to his butler as he replaced the receiver, Professor Snide pondered on the secret tunnel running through the castle walls. DI Peel would never find the concealed entrance, he mused - Clarissa would be safe in the tunnel. The au pair hadn't been reported missing so she wouldn't present a problem. He'd free her after he'd fucked her, he decided. It was only fair to fuck her as she'd travelled from afar to experience the delights of England, English nobility - or knobility.
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