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Chapter
One

Ice. Nothing but
cold, inhuman ice. Where was the warm, hot flesh, burning with
desire, moist with longing, eager to melt before a passionate
will?

Robert Walton wondered what had possessed him
to captain this desperate ship lurching along on its ill-conceived
voyage through the land of mist and snow. He gazed off into the
distance of the frozen wasteland before him. Far out on the white
north Atlantic —on the western horizon —Robert imagined the speck
he saw moving across the floes to be a human being. A person like
himself —desperate for companionship. Eager for solace against the
chilly winds that were a day-to-day reality. Eager for the fires of
passion to ignite and envelop the body and transcend the soul.

But, of course, that spec was no homo sapien.
Impossible. An hallucination. Likely an animal, a seal perhaps, or
some sturdy bird suited to this unfortunate climate was what he had
seen.

Damn! he thought. What had brought him here?
Some pathetic sense of adventure? An urge to display his metal, to
prove himself a man in charge? A man who could seek out the perfect
being to be the Psyche to his Eros, the nail to his driving
hammer.

He glanced around his ship, staring at the
various low-life crew members sullenly performing their tasks. His
money had paid for this vessel, and their wages, and yet only
yesterday they had threatened mutiny. He had taken the cat to a
dozen backs, flailing flesh hardened by wind and salt water until
his fury was spent and the decks were painted red. And yet in his
heart, he suspected his crew of more sanity than he himself
possessed. For what was the point of sailing these inhospitable
seas, questing for friendship in love? For months his only contact
had been Billie, the cabin "boy", a wiry, humorless eighteen year
old who barely warmed his bed at night. Billie, a female disguised
as a male, performed well enough yet lacked a certain élan, as the
French would say.

"Dogsled approaching from the East, Sir," the
crewman at the crow's-nest called.

Robert hurried starboard. "Good God!" he
shouted. Then, "You men, hurry! Over the side and halt that sled.
The driver has collapsed."

Indeed, the bundled figure strapped to the
rear of the sled appeared to have fainted. Either that, or he was
dead.

Half a dozen sailors leaped over the side of
The Virgin to block the path of the run-away dogs. Five
white, grey and black huskies with haunting pale eyes dragged the
dead body of a sixth dog along, as well as the packed sled complete
with a driver incapable of control. Within ten minutes the strong
crewmen had the wild dogs subdued. The driver was unstrapped and
hauled onboard The Virgin and brought immediately to the
captain's quarters below deck.

"Heat the stones," Robert ordered Billie,
"and wrap him in furs. This man needs attention. His limbs are blue
and I don't doubt he'll lose a few digits."

Billie did as instructed, covering the
comatose man with lambs wool blankets and slipping the sizzling
stones into wool cases which she positioned against the stranger's
flesh. Robert directed the lass to mix a hot toddy. The captain
tilted the mug of warm rum against the frozen man's icy lips. Some
of the sweet drink made it down his throat. Within moments his lids
parted and glacial blue eyes stared into Robert's brown ones.

"We must find them!"
the stranger whispered. "Before it is too late." With that his eye
lids dropped and he slept for the next two days.

"I'm fine. Fit as a
fiddle," Victor Frankenstein declared, struggling to get to his
feet.

"If you were a fiddle, your casing would have
cracked long ago from the severity of the temperatures," Robert
said. "I suggest you lie back and gather strength."

The suggestion was unnecessary, however,
since the weakened Herr Frankenstein did not have the ability to
sit much less stand on his own. When his legs gave in, he did
indeed fall back onto bed.

"Billie!" Robert called.

The slim young woman who imitated a slim
young man ducked her head through the door at the top of the steps.
"Captain?" The voice was high, but most of the crew thought Billie
simply a late developer; none suspected a female aboard ship. Had
they, chaos would have reigned. Billie would have no doubt enjoyed
the plowings, since the girl was insatiable, if rather coarse.
Robert had seen her eagerly getting her rear hole plugged in a
darkened galley by more than one sailor, who suspected nothing and
believed that the behind in question belonged to a lad and not a
lass.

"My guest has need of your services."

A grin spread across Billie's ruddy-cheeked
face. A toothless grin, for she had often scrapped with the heftier
port barmaids long before Robert's ship left Glasgow two months
ago. Every tooth in her head had been knocked out. Rather than this
being a tragedy, Billie declared the incident a blessing in the
long run. And, in fact, that hollow cavity of pleasure did not make
her ugly, but oddly increased her beauty. That mouth consisting of
only pink flesh, worked wonders over a swollen cock. It had
convinced Robert to take her aboard and those same eager gums were
the remedy he had in mind now for the ailing Dr. Frankenstein.

Billie was already undressed, facing the bed,
her slim back to her master, who sat on the three foot long bench
used for various purposes. In the dim light of the gas lamp,
Billie's slim but full-cheeked behind glowed only a faint pink.
Robert had been so preoccupied with his visitor of late that he had
neglected his duties.

"Billie!" he called sharply. The girl turned.
Yes, the proof of it was on her insolent face. Not only had she the
expression of one simply performing a task, like scrubbing the
deck, but her nipples betrayed her. They were neither hard nor
pointed. The entire impression was lack-luster. Robert had no
intention of looking bad before his guest by sending an inferior
lifeboat to the rescue.

He pointed to his lap. "Over the knee. Now!"
A glint of excitement flashed in the girl's dark eyes, followed by
a look of longing. She hurried across the small room. But when she
reached him, she stopped and looked confused.

"Captain, sir..."

"What is it?"

"You've no implement. Shall I fetch your
razor strop?"

"I've two good natural implements, hardened
enough, as you will soon recall. For your insolence, you will taste
each of them. Now, must I tell you again? Over the knee!"

Billie bent forward and then fell across his
lap in an awkward manner. Her toes and fingertips touched the
floor, allowing her lush behind to curve over the side of his right
leg.

The flesh quivered in anticipation. He felt
her body hot through his pants. His cock stiffened immediately and
strained against the fabric. He ran a hand over first one cheek and
then the other. Billie trembled in anticipation. In the bed against
the wall, Victor Frankenstein managed to prop himself up, watching
eagerly.

The ship's captain slid a finger down the
crack in Billie's welcoming ass. The bottom hole seemed to open
like a little mouth when he passed over it. He traveled further,
cutting between her moist hot nether lips. His hand felt the heat
rise from her like heat emanating from the round-bellied coal stove
in the corner of the room. He intended to stoke that fire, though,
so that she would provide a sufficient level of combustion to warm
his chilled guest properly.

Billie required little preparation, and he
gave her none. His palm smacked her cheeks, one after the other, in
quick succession. "There's nothing like the sound of flesh on
flesh," he said warming to the delightful task. His visitor
nodded.

Smack! Smack! Each in turn. As the moments
passed, the cheeks reddened. Billie moaned, at first softly, soon
louder. Little cries joined the cracks and seeped through the
portholes, a fine musical blend of pleasure and pain. Soon those
fleshy cheeks were dancing and Billie was singing in harmony. A
quick glance at Frankenstein assured Robert he had his guest's full
attention.

One of Robert's strengths was his hands. The
flesh was hard but not calloused. He had yet to find the bottom
that would not tire before he did. As he spanked the jiggling
cheeks, Billie's legs flew out. She now held on only by her hands
propping her up against the floorboards. She kicked wildly as he
whaled the daylights out of her disobedient little ass. Now the
cheeks resembled a brilliant Atlantic sunset. No doubt her cries
could be heard throughout the ship. He expected every member of the
crew had one hand inside his pants.

Across the room, Frankenstein's mouth lay
open and his eyes bulged. He was warm, no doubt, having tossed off
the covers. Sweat covered his naked body and his cock stood thick
and hard and throbbing in his hand. Robert noticed the gold nipple
ring affixed to his left tit and, in passing, wondered about
it.

The glow on Billie's bottom turned the color
of blood, although no skin had been broken. Her sobs filled the
room, bathing the walls in the moisture of desire. He felt the
insides of her thighs and discovered them slick.

"Up!" he commanded.

Billie stood on shaky legs. The nipples of
her pert breasts had hardened to fleshy pebbles. Obviously his
efforts had proven effective. But she could do far better than that
for his guest.

"Over the other knee!"

Her face —wet with tears —looked shocked, but
also delighted. "Captain, sir, I beg you —"

"Silence!" It was a game between them. She
would beg him to cease, all the time wanting more. And he would
satisfy her wants and needs because in the end she would satisfy
him with that mouth that was like no other.

He pointed severely and she moved around him.
From this side Victor Frankenstein had a far healthier view of her
flaming derriere.

"Fortunately I am ambidextrous," Robert
enlightened him, and at once set to on Miss Billie's fanny from
this new perspective.

Her flesh was cosy and hot to the touch. This
spanking would last her a day or two, that was certain.

His left hand was perhaps a bit more
powerful, which is why he'd saved it. Each smack resounded around a
room otherwise silent save for Billie's wails. Robert felt the
pressure at his crotch becoming unbearable and regretted this
tanning would not benefit him.

He smacked and smacked the trembling cheeks,
spanking with a full swing, enjoying the feel of her bottom
moulding to the shape of his hand at the moment of connection.
Again, Billie let her legs fly up into the air while she balanced
against the floor boards. Her hips bucked and her mound knocked
against his leg in time to the punishment, adding to her
excitement. No doubt Frankenstein had a good gander at her wet
cunny.

Finally, regretfully, Robert finished. He
could have continued, but his guest was about to be overcome with
enthusiasm.

"Attend to Herr Frankenstein," he instructed
Billie, who got quickly to her feet and hurried across the room.
She bent at the waist and placed her hands on the bed on each side
of Frankenstein's body. Then she lowered her toothless mouth over
that swollen hot rod and began to lap and suck the juices out of
him.

Robert's intention had been to be the
gracious host, simply allowing his guest to enjoy his hospitality.
But the sight of Billie's fiery ass poised in the air one moment,
then bobbing with her movements the next, her legs spread so that
the red cunny lips, saturated with moisture, twinkled in the lamp
glow as if inviting visitors, well, all of it proved too much for
him.

He unbuttoned his trousers as he stood and
had his own rod deep in that cunt fast. She closed on him
immediately. The heat inside matched the heat of her ass cheeks. He
banged against that sore bottom, his cock sliding in and out of her
tight, rippling flesh. The room filled with the sounds of Victor's
moans as Billie's talented mouth slurped and coaxed out his creamy
seed.

The three came together in a sound that
resembled waves breaking over the shore. Victor cried out. Billie,
her cunt-like mouth full of pulsing penis, moaned loudly as her
vagina contracted sharply. Robert let his head fall back and a roar
escape his lips as he rammed deep into her tight inferno one final
time.

Billie cleaned the men with her ever-hungry
mouth and, once she'd resumed her masculine disguise, departed,
climbing the steps, her no-doubt burning bottom swaying in complete
and joyful liberation.

Robert poured two glasses of Jamaican rum and
handed one over to Frankenstein.

"A rare wild flower," Victor said, downing
his liquor in one gulp. "A definite asset to a ship's captain."

"If you mean she has the rough beauty of a
weed garden that requires wildflower reseeding on a regular basis,
yes, that is true. I find her willing enough. That is not the issue
with Billie. More, it is that she is too pedestrian in her tastes,
lacking finesse, as you Swiss would say." He refilled
Frankenstein's glass and they drank in silence for several
moments.

"Now that you've regained your voice, Doctor
Frankenstein, for I learned of your profession from your papers
which I took the liberty of examining when we thought you near
death, perhaps you'll enlighten me. What is a man of obvious
breeding doing this far north? On the frozen ocean? And alone?"

Frankenstein eyed him, an appraising look,
one that showed curiosity and questioned the fabric of which the
speaker was made. "I might ask you the same thing. You are
obviously not a career sailor, but of the aristocratic class, like
myself, and yet you captain a vessel." Frankenstein's voice was
firmer than the situation called for, perhaps made so by recent
exertions. Still, an obvious battle of wills could ensue, should
Robert allow that to happen. As it was, he felt in control of the
situation, and of his position here on his boat, his territory.
This man, despite the hint of power in his eyes, was no threat. At
least not for the moment.

"If you must know, my plan had been to travel
the North Atlantic and cross east to the North Pacific. True, this
is a long way around, and a difficult passage, but I am searching
the world for a partner, one who will join me in my unusual
passions and engage with me in any manner I choose. Before you
inquire, someone of a finer disposition and temperament than our
Billie. I am not concerned with gender —male or female will do
equally. What I seek has more to do with constitution on the
outside and subtlety on the inside."

A spark of recognition glinted in
Frankenstein's eyes, followed by a hollow laugh. All this was
accompanied by a nod of understanding. "The moment I awoke and laid
eyes on you, Captain Walton, I saw as if in a mirror. You and I are
alike, which is a pity, since I am here as a living example of such
passionate goals gone awry."

"And how is that?"

"If you will permit me, I shall tell you a
story, a long tale that will take time to repeat. But once you have
heard my experiences, I think they will alter your own goals
somewhat, if not completely."

"Well, now that we are caught in the ice
floes, waiting for enough of a thaw to sail either ahead or back,
other than struggling to subdue the mutinous blackguards who call
themselves my crew, and struggling equally to keep under control
the melancholy fueled by a wild nature such as my own barely fed in
this environment of scarcity, I have little else to do. I expect a
good tale will entertain me, if nothing more, and might even be a
distraction from the longing which possesses me night and day. Go
ahead. Tell your story. What have I to lose?"

"What, indeed? A question I once recall
asking myself when I was perhaps more naive."

Suddenly his face became excited, his tone
equally so.

"You know, we are all unfashioned creatures,
half made up. I once had a friend, no, a lover, the most nobel and
intense of beings. Now I have lost everything. But, if you will
indulge me, I shall begin my tale of woe."

 



Chapter
Two

I can only tell you,
Robert, that I am the product of an honorable family of scientists,
and therefore have no excuse for my actions. I was born in Geneva,
the eldest of two sons, to parents who adored and indulged me. I
cannot fault them for my dark nature.

Our family has a long and illustrious
history, for is not the name Frankenstein itself indicative of the
rocks which make up the landscape and of which our ancestral home
had been built?

I was destined to carry on the tradition and
study the physical sciences at university and at eighteen attended
Oxford.

As a child I'd been attracted to the theories
of Cornelius Agrippa and Paracelsus, and, of course, Albertus
Mangus. Simple ideas by today's standards, and yet they had
absorbed my young mind and fired my creative spirit.

When I entered university, though, these
ancient scholars were complimented by the latest scientific
theories and I began to see the universe in a fuller perspective
and to sense the possibilities. If you had been able then to
unearth secrets I kept even from myself, what would have been
revealed was that I searched for the Philosopher's Stone, an Elixir
of Life no less.

Of course, to utter this would have been
heresy in an institute of higher learning. For all intents and
purposes, though, I was a model student, and quite brilliant, as my
professors were inclined to inform me.

The summer before my second year at Oxford,
during the school holidays, I went vacationing at Lake Como with my
parents. My kind-hearted mother discovered a girl in the market
place, so thin from malnourishment she could apparently not feed
herself. The girl was, though, of good breeding. Her father,
recently deceased, had been a Milanese nobleman; her mother, who
had died just after the girl's birth, had also been of the upper
class. An unfortunate set of circumstances had deprived this orphan
of her rightful fortune, and mother took pity on her.

This girl was twelve months older than my own
nineteen years, and as lovely and fair a thing as I'd ever seen.
Hair the brightest living gold, and enormous eyes like a cloudless
blue sky contributed to her waif-like quality. Her full lips were
sensual and, I suspected, sweet, and right from the start I longed
to taste them.

On hearing her story, my mother virtually
adopted Elizabeth, and she returned with us to Geneva. The
arrangement worked well on all counts, since my mother had always
wanted another female in a household congested with males.

Elizabeth proved to be intelligent as well as
beautiful.

Her curiosity knew no bounds. She was
adventurous and liked to investigate where others feared to tread.
This appealed to my scientific thrust, as I was an investigative
type myself, although not nearly as daring as she. I was soon to
discover that she also possessed an appetite for sensory
stimulation, and experimented constantly with ways to heighten
experience.

I do not believe she had been in our home two
weeks when we were alone together breakfasting in the gazebo one
sunny morning. My father and brother were away, and mother was down
with a cold.

I picked up the sterling tea pot of
just-boiled water a servant had brought us and, distracted by
Elizabeth's airy chatter, burned my knuckle against the blazing
metal. A small cry escaped me. Elizabeth fell silent and watched me
avidly. Embarrassed by my outburst, I ignored the pain and
continued pouring my tea. I was just sipping the warmth and comfort
from my gold-rimmed china cup when she said in her sweetly
seductive voice, "Victor, show me your manliness."

Hot tea sputtered from between my lips. I
stared at her, aghast. Those taunting but lovely eyes of blue
sparkled daringly in the sunlight.

"Unless, of course, you're embarrassed," she
added.

"I am not embarrassed," I declared,
although in truth I was. It had occurred to me already that
Elizabeth was far more experienced than me. Still, this I would not
admit. "I shall show you my family jewels if I can see your mons
veneris."

She laughed, a light, sparkling sound that
caused her body to quiver and her golden curls to jiggle. In truth,
she looked fetching and I longed to kiss her. "I'll show you these
mountains first," she said, slowly unbuttoning her dress from the
high neck down.

I cannot adequately express the tension
within me as her flesh came into view. I had not seen a woman's
breasts before, at least none I remembered, and as each tiny pearl
button slid through the hole and exposed more fair skin, then the
shadowy valley between the two mountains swelling above them, my
heart beat faster. I could not breathe. My palms grew sweaty. I
felt a pressure at my groin. Each mountain became more and more
bathed in the sunlight. And then those gorgeous circles of
strawberry fields emerged, with the reddest, ripest fruit of all at
the delicious peaks.

"Would you like to touch them?" she
asked.

My mouth was dry but I managed to nod.

"Then give me your hand."

Without being aware of it, I reached out my
hand and touched one of those warm mountain ranges. Her hand led my
fingers from the firm flesh of the hillside, here hot, here cooler,
the undersides hotter still, and moist, then to the soft areola to
the sassy hard red nub at the tip. The moment I touched it, her
lips parted and a moan filled the screened-in enclosure. It seemed
to me the fleshy nub became even firmer as I rubbed my fingertip
across it.

And rub it I did. I used all my fingertips,
then my palm. I fondled and toyed with this magnificent region for
what seemed an eternity. All the while Elizabeth squirmed in her
seat as though my every movement sent a spasm through her. Then
instinctively I took the nipple between my thumb and first finger
and pinched hard. Elizabeth's back arched as she thrust her eager
little tittie towards me for more.

"Oh Victor!" she cried. "If only your lips
and teeth would speak to me as strongly!"

At first I thought she wanted words from me,
but my aching member sent me a message that this was a silent
language she wished to hear. My head moved forward.

"Lick my tittie," she whispered.

I did.

The taste of it was like fleshy honey, sweet,
so sweet I wanted more. Within my trousers, my cock longed to be
free of his restraints and find a liquid of his own to taste. I was
about to use my entire mouth to devour that delight when suddenly a
hand blocked my lips. I looked up into her blue eyes fringed in
pale, wispy lashes.

"First, Victor, you will show me what you
have to offer."

I knew what she meant. She wanted to see my
cock, now swollen to capacity with excitement. I was terrified to
reveal him, afraid that one glance from her would unlock the
floodgates.

I reached out for her nipple again, thinking
that the pleasure I would bestow would make her forget the request.
A hand slapped my face soundly.

The slap stung me more emotionally than
physically, although she was surprisingly strong.

"You will unlock that mystery now, sir, or
you will not savor my delicacies!"

Oddly, that slap combined with her demanding
words did not dampen my ardor, but inflamed it beyond my ability to
control myself. My body betrayed me. I spewed all that was in me
into my pants.

Elizabeth, of course, knew well enough what
was going on.

I expected the worse, that she would laugh at
me. She did not disappoint. Both of my cheeks reddened in shame.
I'd lost all honor before her. I wanted nothing more than to slink
away. In fact, I began to stand, to retreat to the house, to my
room, if only to clean myself up.

"Stop right there, sir," she said in a cold
voice. "You have not been dismissed." Whatever possessed me, I
cannot say, but I did obey her.

"You have shown yourself worse than an
animal, incapable of control. How will you ever satisfy a woman if
you cannot maintain yourself at the crucial moment."

I know my face flared again from the neck up,
and yet I could do nothing but accept this tongue lashing, feeling
myself inadequate on all counts.

Suddenly her features shifted. She looked
playful again. "There is a way you may redeem yourself and your
pride, if you are man enough."

"How is that?" I asked in a trembling
voice.

"Unbutton your trousers and drop them to the
floor."

"But if mother should look out the window
—"

"You're of age, you know. But if you are
still a momma's boy, then I'm wasting my time with you."

I felt dumb before her. Of course I was no
longer a child, but a man. And the gazebo was fairly well hidden.
Besides, my mother's eyesight was not good at a distance.

All of these rationalizations confirmed to me
that I wanted to obey Elizabeth, more than anything. I found myself
undoing and dropping my trousers. Now my full but spent manhood
stood half-heartedly before her, sticky with my recent
emission.

Tenderly, Elizabeth leaned forward and licked
at the liquid. Then she leaned back. "Salty," she decided. "Yet a
bit sweet as well." She licked again, which no doubt confirmed her
first opinion. Soon she had me licked clean.

I must admit that the actions of her tongue
revived my fellow considerably. When he had risen to the occasion,
she lapped at his head and licked up and down the shaft in a
different manner entirely. Her tongue even found my testicles and
worked at them, licking and sucking, she took them one at a time
into her mouth, sucking and rolling them until they were high and
firm.

I stood with eyes closed, fists on my hips,
struggling to keep the sounds from being released into the air,
feeling for all the world like a king, no, a demi-god, being
attended to by the fairest nymph in all of heaven. The pleasure her
full lips and warm tongue gave me was exquisite. I felt a delicious
pressure in my groin that increased moment by moment. And when her
mouth covered my cock like a warm duvet, I believed I had died and
entered a state of eternal bliss.

My bliss was just about to abandon itself to
ecstasy when a searing pain blazed across my right ass cheek.
Instantly I gasped and jerked forward, thrusting my cock deeper
into her mouth. The pain stayed with me, increasing because of its
continuous presence. One of her arms locked around me, holding me
in place.

I glanced behind to see the belly of the hot
sterling silver teapot she held pressed against my bottom cheek.
The muscles beneath the singed flesh hopped around, trying to avoid
what they could not avoid.

In truth, I suppose I could have simply
shoved her hand away. But again, as before, the pain only added to
my pleasure in a diabolical manner. It was as though I were caught
in a chasm where two sensations rippled through me with equal
intensity, so equal that to lose one would mean to lose the other.
I could not decide which I preferred and because of that and the
fear that both would end, I struggled to hold on to each.

The tension in me had to break. I came in a
full blast into Elizabeth's mouth, shooting round after round of my
seed down her receptive throat.

When it was over and the hot pot had been
removed from my steaming ass cheek, Elizabeth demurely rebuttoned
her dress, stood and headed towards the house as though this had
been an ordinary breakfast. Part way up the rose path, she turned.
I stood dumbly, my trousers still around my ankles, the fire in my
behind and the wondrous feeling of satisfaction consuming me. I had
never seen such angelic beauty as what stood before me. She smiled
at me up through those pale lashes, her eyes traveling up and down
my bare parts, lingering in the area of my groin. I could not move.
I was in a kind of after-shock of ecstasy.

"The moon will be full tomorrow evening,
Victor, and you will meet me at midnight here. Between now and then
you must not relieve yourself, else I shall know it and punish you
exceedingly." She smiled a little, as though she did not believe me
capable of restraint; at that moment I vowed to prove myself. She
turned, her delicate figure moving briskly up the path. I could
only imagine the delights which lay beneath the layers of the
fabric of her skirts.

Now, alone in the gazebo, naked from the
waist down, I felt the after effects. My ass cheek throbbed in
pain. A quick glance showed a round burn mark made by the blazing
metal, already blistering. I knew that would be uncomfortable for
days to come, especially when I was forced to sit at meals and in
the evening, during the long and boring family recitals. Still,
that pain reminded me of Elizabeth and the joy I had encountered at
her hands and would no doubt experience again. Even the thought of
our tryst the following evening brought my fellow to his feet
again. His longing, the ache in my balls, and the burning ass flesh
carried me through the day and a half of torment until I should be
subject to Elizabeth's will once more.
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