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“I did not ask for the nature you’ve thrust upon me,” the fiery redhead hissed at the man who had once presumed to be her master and now stood before her in awe of both having achieved the scientific breakthrough he had sought and, worse, the debilitating fear he felt as he stood before it, powerless beneath the once submissive and dutiful eyes that were now turned upon him in such a heat of molten fury.

And something else...

Hunger!

A need that was not for the sustenance of food.

Even if it was all too plain to the professor whose creation she was that she revelled in this new and authoritative persona his own chemical genius had, as she said, “thrust upon her”.

Not only was she more authoritative but she also seemed to have undergone a leap of intellect when compared to the former timid and obliging housekeeper she had been before he used her as a human guinea-pig.

And without her consent.

An abandonment of long-held ethics for a scientific curiosity and desire to benefit humanity that had led to the pass in which he now found himself.

For the woman who stood and regarded him so imposingly, naked form a source of both fear and a most unwelcome desire to her former master, was undoubtedly...

EVIL.

And becoming purer in her malevolence each time she took over what remained of his hapless and ignorant housekeeper’s soul and  form.

The takeover becoming more frequent with each passing day as he worked feverishly on a serum that would reverse the unholy transformation his meddling had wrought.

“You wished to eradicate evil in the heart of man and have succeeded only in unshackling it from the goodness that kept it at bay in the dark recesses where it lurked.”

Her laughter, far from high-pitched and maniacal, was low, sultry, and provocative; almost as if she savoured the future ahead of her and the atrocities she would wreak. 

Bare nipples upon what her master could only acknowledge – even with the distance a scientific and academic mindset necessarily maintained – were a pair of truly incredible breasts were hard at the prospect she described. 

This as he watched, aforementioned detachment weakening, a slender hand gliding downwards to fetch a throaty laugh from her lips when it made contact with the lips of her sex beneath the flaming red bush standing sentinel above it.

Self-recriminatory and growingly terrified as he was of his incarnation, the one-time master could do nothing but stand and stare as she ran a finger the length of her gash and then held it out to him, sopping and indecently fragrant, as his eyes bulged and his nostrils twitched.

Then, as she inserted it into his unwilling but unresisting mouth, she placed a hand upon shoulder and began to exert pressure.

Pressure that took him to his knees, even as she ensured the finger in his mouth remained in place that he might – to his own disbelief and mortification – continue to both taste and suck as if were no more than infant in adult clothes being pacified by some demonic governess.

“That is my good boy,” she cooed at him in a way that held more of mockery than affection – all mockery, in fact.

“Things are going to change around here very soon. And I am convinced you will not be pleased by those changes.”

Even as he continued to suck upon her finger, the man of science still found time to question how he felt unable to disobey her.

Was it a side-effect of his own serum that endowed her with this power to render him obedient to her will?

And if so, could it be reversed before she finally took complete control of his housekeeper’s body and there could be no reversal?

His thoughts were interrupted as the finger was withdrawn from his mouth and he felt her hand grip the hair at the back of his head.

“As you seem to like sucking upon your new master’s finger,” she told him, yanking his eyes up to hers and revelling in the power she now wielded in his regard, “I have something much more interesting for you to show your respect.”

He felt her grip upon his hair tighten and watched as she swivelled upon her bare heels to present him with...

.
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There were three of them nursing brandies around the club’s roaring fireplace.

Distinguished looking men whose academic opinions were much sought after.

But only one of them was speaking at that moment, holding court as the others followed his every word with expressions ranging from disbelief to repugnance, unsure as they were whether his tale was fictional or factual in nature.

The warped sexuality at the heart of the tale serving only to heighten their repugnance and distaste – even as it held their attention of a more base kind.

Along with disbelief and a desire to continue listening.

The club itself was indistinguishable from any number of “Gentlemen’s Clubs” - from London’s Carlton House Terrace in which it resided, to its counterparts throughout the capital itself – though it was unlikely a story of the kind being told would be found in any of the environs belonging to its counterparts.  

And would if it were to be found, be a tale spoken in the same hushed tones it was spoken of now; despite the fact it was mid-afternoon and the club was almost deserted but for the three of them and a single retainer required for the serving of drinks and, if called for, cheese and water-biscuits.

All of the men were in their late-sixties or headed there and were alike in both learning and temperament; the speaker himself being a man of a sombre and unsmiling countenance as well as – again, just like his listeners before the fireplace - a man who was somewhat backward in both sentiment and imagination. 

Judgemental must go without saying, as he was also a man with but the most limited experience of those more physical and metaphysical adventures likely to enliven what would otherwise be a long and drab life – though it must be said, and in spite of his own emotional aridity, that he had been known at times to help rather than punish and reprove those he found in extremis and be sympathetic, rather than allow his natural and judgemental disposition a free rein.

Such was the case now.

At sixty-nine, he was the elder of his two companions by just one year and three respectively; even if the foam of white resting upon the high forehead cresting the dome of his skull was a little more arctic than the snow-capped peaks upon the heads of those whose eyes and ears were trained upon him.

His name was Cedric Winterton and his professional life had been spent within the various and more elevated branches of academe as at first a teacher and, now, lecturing on the less than pulse raising topic of the higher mathematics – though, to listen to him on it, there could surely be no more exciting and worthy way to spend a lifetime than in the study of such a “perfectly beautiful” subject. 

And yet, for all his personal dryness, Professor Winterton was a modest man and loyal to a fault to those who fell under the limited umbrella of his friendship; friends who shared a lack of family and, mostly, followed similarly dry occupations and interests as himself. 

Professor Winterton being a man well-known and respected for not being given to tittle-tattle or the repeating of unfounded allegations.

Which made his willingness to speak in such a frank and baldly sexual way of a younger friend and one-time pupil in such a... personal  ...way – though he neglected to mention him by name - all the more surprising to the men listening who had known him on at least “clubbable” terms for a decade and more. Their surprise made a little less complete in the presence of the man’s obvious agitation and concern and the realisation he needed to either confide his story to someone or burst. Even if their opinion was that the story was indeed fictional and the normally dry professor had been so taken with it or so credulous he simply had to relate its contents to others.

In this, the two listening men were wrong; but it would be only the passing of time and reportage that would reveal their error to them.

The younger friend in question of whom the listeners were in ignorance, being none other than Dr. Alistair Purbeck, M.D., D.C.L., L.L.D., F.R.S. At one-time a gifted mathematician and, now – though not perhaps for much longer - an even more gifted and respected researcher into the causes of those ailments, physical and mental, with which even the healthiest of are afflicted from time to time. A respected researcher who was not in the best of places on either score himself. 

After having sworn both to secrecy in respect of what he was about to confide to them – despite the fact he named no names - and feeling vindicated in the sharing of a secret he had thus far kept to himself by the knowledge newspapers and gossip would soon make it common currency, Professor Winterton had waited for their brandy-tumblers to be refilled, ensured they could not be overheard, and began his tale.

A tale that would end in the public ignominy, sexual shame, and ultimate downfall of his youngest friend.

“I am not in possession of an end to my story at this time and, when I am, I do not suspect it to prove of a happy kind, but soon, perhaps later this evening, perhaps, myself and the world will know more.”

Having no belief in the truth of the outlandish subject their friend was laying before them and having given no inkling he had the least gift for storytelling, the two listeners were in quite a confusion as to whether what they were hearing was real or imagined.

The professor’s next words not helping them any.

“In the meantime, however, I shall relate to you those events with which I am familiar...”
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