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Chapter 1: Antarctica, Winter 1982 (the Antarctic Winter that has daylight, though, because it’s hard to see what’s happening when it’s dark all the time)
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Stark cliffs of black stone stand against the all-encompassing white of the Antarctic snow and ice, the only things moving are a sled dog, galloping through the powdery drifts, and a sleek black helicopter following doggedly on its trail. A man, Norwegian, hangs out the open side of the helicopter, peering ahead against the snow-glare, seeking the tiny figure of the racing dog. The pilot, also Norwegian banks and darts the helicopter through the sky to great dramatic effect, though with little practicality, since helicopters almost certainly travel a lot faster than dogs do.

The Norwegians will be the first to die. Perhaps due to a hangover of the English-speaking world feeling belittled about being beaten to both poles and the Northwest Passage by Amundsen? Hanging from a helicopter, bearing a Heckler & Koch HK93A2 semi-auto rifle—which has somehow been brought onto the Antarctic continent in contravention of the Antarctic Treaty of 1961 which banned military activity and arms except for firearms suitable for hunting seals for the purpose of survival, where they might serve as sources of either fuel, or food for dogs or men—the doomed Norwegian pumps hot lead across the icy landscape, in pursuit of the dog, a sled dog brought to the Antarctic wilderness to aid in their mission. Now hunted from the sky.

Ahead, the American Scientific Research Station appears, and the dog runs right towards it. 

––––––––
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AT THE AMERICAN BASE, Randy McRaunchy sits in his spartan hut, pondering the struggles of the white male, playing chess against a computerised adversary, and fondling his rock-hard member. He scowls broodingly at the screen’s glowing green representation of the game board, grunts, and pecks his next move out onto the computer keyboard.

“Rook to knight 6,” the computer’s modulated feminine vocals sound through the hut, “Checkmate! Checkmate! Checkmate!”

Randy zips his fly, then hoiks the computer from the desk and tosses it out the door into the snow. As he stands in the open doorway, necking whiskey, he hears the roar of a helicopter, and steps out to investigate—Randy is the helicopter pilot, so if someone else is flying a helicopter here, that’s a problem. All the other members of the American expedition also emerge from their various fortresses of manly solitude to see what all the noise is about.

The Norwegian pilot brings the helicopter down to land a short distance from the American base, and the two men emerge, weapons in hand, as the Americans manning their base gather around the dog, which leaps up to paw and lick at them frantically.

The Norwegians shout something in Norwegian, which the Americans are incapable of understanding, as it is not in American. Brought low by the ancient curse of the Tower of Babel, and sundered from the understanding of their fellow men, the Norwegian gunman produces, and then fumbles a grenade. The Norwegian pilot ploughs forward through the snow, toward the dog and the Americans. The grenade explodes, and then the helicopter explodes. One of the Norwegians also explodes.

The Norwegian pilot decides to use a mode of communication which Americans understand, he raises his gun and attempts to shoot the dog. He misses. He shoots an American instead, who falls to the ground, groaning in agony. Another one of the Americans becomes very excited, and returns fire, shooting the Norwegian. He collapses to the ground, groaning in Norwegian, and falls still. He is dead.

Randy McRaunchy looks at the exploded mess of the helicopter, then at the dead Norwegian’s dead body splayed across the snowy ground. He scowls, furrowing his masculine brow under his thick head of long and flowing hair, which signifies his male vigor and strength in isolation from wider society, rather than being an expression of femininity. He looks at the dog, and scowls some more.

“I wonder what that was all about,” says Clunk, the American in charge of the American sled dogs. “I better put this dog in the kennel with our dogs. C’mon, boy.”

Randy McRaunchy scowls after Clunk and the dog as they cross the snow, and turns to Doc, the expedition doctor, and grunts.

“Alright,” Doc says, “You’re right. We should go over to that Norwegian base and see what’s going on. Let me get my doctor bag.”

Randy grunts and scowls and heads over to the American helicopter to prepare it for flight. 
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Chapter 2: Would You Believe, Something Bad Happened at the Norwegian Base, That’s Probably Why those Guys Were Acting So Weird
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Randy and Doc spend the short flight in contemplative, manly silence. The silence becomes more grim and manly as they approach the Norwegian base, and notice several things that aren’t as they ought to be: most of the base is badly damaged by fire and exploded. They exit the helicopter and enter the Norwegian base. There is a lot of ice and snow within the structure, and also dead bodies.

They go through the building, room by room. There is also a lab with a large block of ice with chunks carved out of it. “That’s probably nothing important,” says Doc, but Randy only grunts and scowls.

Heading out the other side of the Norwegian base, they find more dead bodies strewn across the snow, Doc stops to check the first one, and finds him blue and frozen stiff, and dead. Randy passes Doc where he crouches. On the snow in front of him is something horrific. Looking at it, Randy can hardly tell what it might have once been, its limbs are twisted and monstrous, fingers that bend the wrong way, and more elbows than most people have. Two heads seem to be melted together, as though two men were fused, cheek to cheek in the midst of unbearable agony, or ecstasy. Most alarmingly, it has an enormous cock and balls, so huge that they have torn through the tough fabric of the rugged Antarctic clothing with the force of its erection. The thing is dead, but the cock is thick, purpled and veiny, and looks as though it could twitch into monstrous life at any moment, as if those balls the size of fists could squeeze up, and pump out bucketloads of monster cum.

Randy grunts, and scowls down at the massive dong, reaching into his pocket to reassure his own cock that it isn’t deficient in any matter of length or girth, it’s just that the thing lying dead on the ground in front of him is an unnatural freak. He definitely does not imagine what it might be like to feel that thing in its full and terrible glory. 

Walking slowly, with a wide stance so he doesn’t crush his rapidly growing erection, he moves around to view the thing from the other side. The cock head is smooth and shiny, the ripples of the frenulum are glossy with ice. Like a great black eye, the piss hole stares back at Randy, or maybe it’s more like a mouth, yawning open. Wanting to be filled. It’s just the right size that he could fit his cock inside it, fuck that monster cock from the inside, fill it up with his hot cum.

Randy shakes off the hypnotic gaze of the monstrous cock as Doc moves to stand beside him.

“Holy shit,” Doc says. “I guess we better bag this guy up and take him back to the lab. Find out what the hell is going on here,” he turns to head back into the Norwegian base, waddling a bit to accommodate his own hard-on.

It isn’t until the body bag is zipped up, that massive cock and balls at least covered, though they make a clear imprint against the fabric of the bag, that Randy can relax a little, his boner easing slightly. He grunts and helps Doc carry the body bag back to the waiting helicopter. They leave the rest of the dead bodies where they are. They probably would’ve wanted to be left out in the snow, anyway. They are Norwegians, after all.
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Chapter 3: Autopsy: Also I Realise That I Don’t Remember Any of These Characters’ Names And There Are SO MANY of Them!
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Back at the American base, they get the monstrous thing and its elephantine cock and balls into the medical room, and all the men gather around to watch as the body bag is unzipped, and the thing is revealed in all its mutated glory. Every one of them pops a boner at the sight of that cock and balls, now slick and glossy with the ice beginning to melt. The rest of the thing is raw and red, burned and frozen.

The awkwardness is palpable, as each man shifts his stance to give his raging hard-on room to breathe, and shifts his eyes to make sure that no-one else has noticed how the glistening, gargantuan cock and balls on the table holds his attention in its hypnotic power.

“Someone better do an autopsy on that freak,” says Garry, who’s in charge.

Doc uses a scalpel from his doctor bag to cut open the deformed and monstrous creature on the table. It is defrosted enough that he can, with some effort, shift the enormous member aside to access the abdominal region. The room echoes with hurriedly sucked in breaths, and Doc has to stand with his knees wide like a cowboy to keep from strangling his downstairs business.

As the scalpel opens the abdominal cavity, the red and glistening mass of semi-thawed entrails glitter under the examination lights. Doc pushes his hand into the incision and begins lifting out organs and examining them, fingering their slippery contours, and exploring the
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