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Excerpt

 


He bent me hard over the
examination table. Although I struggled, he grabbed both of my legs
in the crooks of his arms and pulled them apart. Then he moved me
into position until the lips of my pussy were touching the head of
his massive cock. It was then that I suddenly realized that I was
wet. My cunt lips were throbbing at the contact, and I could feel
my lubricating juices leaking onto his cock head.

 


Suddenly, I found my hips gyrating as
I rubbed my womanhood against his manhood. With a growl, he pulled
me onto his mighty fuckstick. "NNNNGGGAAHHH!!!" was what came out
of my mouth, as he buried himself deeper and deeper inside of me.
About the time he got half of himself into me, he started fucking
me good and hard. Much like an animal would fuck its
mate.

 


"UH! UH! UH! UH! UH!” He was pounding
me so hard, my one long "UUUUHHHH!" sounded like a series of short
ones, over and over. All I could do was grab onto the table and
hold on for dear life.

 


I had never had anything so large
inside of me in my life. I was no virgin – in fact, until this last
year, far from it – but even in my wildest dreams I had never
experienced anything like this. The next closest is probably a guy
in my sophomore year. And he was just shy of 9 inches. That's about
how much I had in me now – and there were five more to
go.

 


His cock was so thick that it was
rubbing against both my clit and my G-spot. After all, how could it
miss? Wave after wave of pleasure wafted through my body and I felt
an orgasm coming on. His massive hands were gripping me so tightly,
and pulling me on and off of his cock as he pumped it in and out of
me. The pleasure was indescribable...
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 Syndy Light

 



Chapter 1

 


 The world knows me as Victoria Franks. Dr. Victoria Franks.
But that was because of a subtle shortening of my surname by a
long-dead ancestor. That's the kind of thing that happens when one
of your forefathers does something the world considers heinous. You
know, like trying to raise the dead. That's right. If it hadn't
have been shortened I would be known as Victoria Frankenstein.
Funny thing. They spent two centuries trying to get away from the
last name, only to name me after the guy who tarnished it in the
first place.

 


Or did he?

 


It's hard to find information on my
family. A lot of it has been destroyed. The internet is useless,
too. All you find there is stuff about the book and the movies. And
the merchandising. It's too bad I don't get a cut. None of us
do.

 


But getting back to the movies. Only
one of them actually comes close to being accurate. And only about
one thing. I'll bet you can't guess which movie it is. Oddly
enough, it's that famous one – the black and white comedy made in
the 1970s by that funny guy who also made that balls in space
movie. And the one part?

 


If you've seen it, maybe you'll recall
the scene where they talk about how everything had to be bigger on
the creature. That included his… Well, his uh... "personality.” At
least, that's the conclusion I came to in my third year of medical
school. That was the year that I found my great great, etc.,
grandfather's journal. My own grandfather had just passed away, and
I found it while helping to clear out his house.

 


I found it in a crate marked "school
supplies," buried underneath several other crates, in his attic. I
was wise enough to stash it in the trunk of my car. Thankfully, I
took the whole crate. There were many other useful documents in
there as well.

 


I poured over everything. Usually on
the weekends, as I was still in school. Also, well into the summer.
It wasn't easy. There were a lot of old references that I had to
look up and other things that I had to piece together from the
syntax that my forefather was using. It didn't help matters that my
father wrote in German. 300-year-old German, at that.

 


But eventually, I was able to make
enough sense out of his writings. As I moved on to the other
documentation that was in the crate, I eventually realized that not
only had my forefather been successful at creating a new life out
of the spare parts of the dead, but that the creature may actually
be immortal.

 


And on top of that, the last notation
seemed to indicate that he was caught in an ice flow, and may be
frozen in a cave, somewhere deep below the Transylvania
countryside. By summer's end, I had made my plan.

 


The following summer, after my fourth
year of medical school, I would take a sabbatical to Europe and
locate him. I would then revive him. I would document everything,
publish it to the world, and change our understanding of life and
death, as we know it.

 



Chapter 2

 


 It was a long school year. And I'm not gonna lie, my grades
suffered a bit as I poured so much of my energy into my plan. But
what did I really need of school, if my idea to locate and revive
the creature succeeded? Besides, going from being a straight A
student to a solid B isn't that big of a deal. I really only kept
my studies up in case I learned something that I would need that
summer.

 


I became something of a hermit. I
didn't go out, and I rarely spent money that I didn't need to. I
was going to need it all. On the plus side, I wasn't going to need
nearly all the way-out equipment that my forefather needed. A lot
of it could be done with simple computers, as long as they were
programmed correctly. And, of course, the right
chemicals.

 


The one thing the movies did get right
was the final ingredient. Electricity. The kind of voltage that you
find in lightning bolts. But, if mother nature cooperated, I could
get that last piece of the puzzle for free. Now all I needed was to
find the body. And I had a very good idea just where he might
be.

 


And so I found myself that June in
Romania. Two days later, I was moving into a farmhouse out in the
Transylvania countryside that I had rented for the summer. It
wasn't a castle, but it was over 400 years old. To top it off, it
had a rather large barn. In a matter of a few days, I had converted
it into a working space. Best of all, I was away from prying eyes,
and close to the location of the network of caves where I'm certain
the creature still lay.

 


I have to say, I'm grateful for
technology. A smartphone with GPS and voice language translator
helped to keep my search a secret. On my third day of looking, I
located the entrance to the cave. Not too far in, and I realized it
would require some spelunking. Fortunately, I was experienced. The
cave was none too easy, with plenty of twists and turns. I gave up
after six hours, but I carefully mapped every inch I had passed
through. As I did on the next two days. I rested the day
after.

 


On my first day back, I went deeper
than on any day previous. The temperature in this part shouldn't
have changed as radically as it had, but it was definitely getting
colder. The further I traveled, the colder it got. I broke out my
cold weather gear and put it on. Within the hour I ran into
ice.

 


There was a huge wall of it – nearly
100 feet long – at the bottom of the particular tunnel that I was
in. I had modified a GPR – ground penetrating radar – system so
that I might be able to carry it and press it up against a wall, if
necessary. For several hours I sent pulse after radar pulse into
the ice, and monitored the feedback on my tablet. The power was
getting low, and I would have to start back soon. I figured I had
about three shots left. I pulled the trigger.

 


Something came back. It might've been
part of a leg. It might also have been just a log or a rock. I
moved the GPR up about a foot and a half. I pressed it against the
ice and sent another radar wave into it. A moment later came back
the image of part of a torso and what I believed to be a hand. I
had one shot left. I moved it up another 20 inches and pressed the
button.

 


It was, unmistakably, a head. I had
found my forefather's creature! The GPR died at that moment, but I
had all the evidence I needed. I marked the spot, packed my things,
and made for the surface.

 


When I got back to the farmhouse, I
analyzed all the data. The creature was buried nearly 12 feet deep
in the ice. I was going to have to melt a considerable amount of it
in order to reach him. Even then, I was going to need help to haul
him out, bring him to the surface, and get him back to the barn
without anyone local knowing about it. I was going to need someone
I could trust.

 


As it so happened, I had an old friend
who currently living in Germany. Wilhelm was the one that I used to
go spelunking with when we were in our teens. We were inseparable
for most of our youth. I never wanted to ruin our friendship by
trying to be more with him. He had joined the military and, while
stationed in Hamburg, had met a pretty local girl, and decided to
settle down there with her. He had just left the Army, and I was
hoping that he hadn't found a job yet.

 


"Wilhelm! It's Victoria. Yes, it has
been a long time. Look, I'm in Romania and I could really use your
help with a bit of heavy lifting. There is spelunking involved, so
bring your equipment... You will? That sounds great. I'll text you
the address... As soon as you can, please... Great! I'll see you
then."

 


Melting the ice proved very difficult
indeed. There was just so much of it. And, being in a cave, I
couldn't exactly just build a fire and keep it going. At the end of
each day, I had to wipe away as much of the water as possible, in
order to keep it from refreezing against the ice while I was
gone.

 


Finally, Wilhelm arrived. We hadn't
seen each other since I was sixteen, and he was eighteen. That was
eight years ago. I always thought that he was kind of cute, and if
only he wasn't my best friend… I will have to say the Army was very
good to him. He was larger, more rugged, and a lot more handsome
than the young man I remembered. And I found out that he had
recently broken up with the German girl.

 


"I'm very sorry to hear that,
Wilhelm," I said.

 


"It's quite all right. These things
happen. So, what have you found? And why do you need my
help?"

 


I couldn't help but grin like a
Cheshire cat. "I found IT!"

 


"It?" he asked. He thought for a
moment, and then his face lit up. "You don't mean…? It's real?" I
nodded. "This is incredible. So, it was all true?"

 


I sat with him before my laptop, and I
showed him all the data. I told him about the journal I found and
all the other evidence that I brought me here. When I was done, he
was stunned. "I just can't believe it."

 


"It's all there in front of you." I
would be lying if I said feeling his warm body next to mine didn't
feel good.

 


"So, where is it now?"

 


"It's in an old cave system, not too
far from here. The only problem is, is that it's under eleven and a
half feet of ice. Well, ten and a half now. It's taken me four days
to remove one foot."

 


He smiled. And I thought my grin was
wide. His was much larger. "It sounds like you've called the right
best friend," he said. "You know, I was in demolition in the Army.
A couple of well-placed charges will take most of that
away."

 


I jumped up, elated. "Come here
Wilhelm," I said, my arms outstretched. I gave him a big bear hug,
and he returned it. My, he had grown up big and strong. I suddenly
realized it'd been a very long time since I had known a man. I was
so preoccupied with the task at hand. I pushed him away. "We're
going to need supplies, aren't we?"

 


He nodded. "Don't worry, we won't need
much. And this is Romania, so it won't be that hard to
get."

 


I had trouble sleeping that night. I'd
like to say that it was all because we were close to getting the
creature out of the ice, but that wouldn't be the full truth. What
would be, is that I suddenly couldn't stop thinking about my
handsome best friend. It was only after I pleasured myself to
thoughts of him that I was able to sleep.

 


Jeez. Did he have to tell me he was
single? He's my best friend, he's my best friend.... Keep
repeating.

 


I felt much safer when Wilhelm went
down into the cave with me. "You've been coming down here all by
yourself?" he chided. "You should know better than
that."

 


I knew he was right. "I needed to keep
this a secret, and I don't know who to trust. Around here,
anyway."

 


"Well, I'm here now. From now on, we
go up together, and we go down together." I agreed again because he
was right. Besides, he was here, and there was no reason for me to
be alone. "It's getting cold," he said.

 


"It's not far," I replied. A moment
later, we came upon my cold weather gear. I had left it in the cave
so that I didn't have to carry it in and out all the time. We
dressed and continued in. Soon, we were at the spot. He looked over
my handiwork.

 


"Oh yeah, this would take you forever.
The deeper you go, the harder it will be for you to melt the ice. A
couple of blasts will bring you much closer. Let's get some
readings and we'll figure out just what we need."

 


Instead of trying to melt the ice, we
spent most of the day surveying not only the location of the
creature but the ice wall around it as well. The rest of the tunnel
in the area, too. Wilhelm was very thorough.

 


He made a few calls when we got back
to the farmhouse. "I'll be gone most of the day, tomorrow," he said
over dinner. "We can do the first blast on Thursday."

 


"Just one?" I asked,
hopefully.

 


"We'll need to do another complete
survey after the first explosion. Things will have changed
radically, and we don't want to have any surprises when we do the
second one." I understood and nodded. I thought to change the
subject.

 


"So, what happened between you and the
German girl? I thought you were living together," I said. He just
shook his head.

 


"Things happen. There's not much to
the story. How about you? Is there a man in your life? I remember
when we were younger, all the boys seemed to like you."

 


I laughed. "What boys?"

 


"All the boys in your neighborhood
liked you. I was always jealous. I wished I could attract women the
way that you attracted them."

 


"You're crazy." Wilhelm had to know
just how hot he was. Six foot four, and probably 220 pounds. All
muscle. Wavy blonde hair, and a smile that will melt your heart.
"Stop teasing."

 


"Teasing? Ah, you always were a
heart-breaker…" Was Wilhelm flirting with me? I thought I must've
been crazy. This was getting a little too real, and I decided to
change the subject again.

 


Wilhelm thought it best to go to get
the explosives by himself. His sources weren't exactly "on the up
and up," he said. Nervous types…

 


I was going a little stir crazy.
Funny, it hadn't been a problem before on my last day off. It
must've been knowing that I was so close. In a day, maybe two, I
was going to free my forefather's creature and have him back in my
makeshift lab.

 


I double checked all my equipment
during the morning. But after lunch, I was really hurting for
something to do. I noticed Wilhelm had not made his bed, so I
entered his room to make it. Lord help me, but when I picked up his
pillow, I couldn't help but inhale his scent deeply. I knelt by his
bed and sniffed at the fitted sheet where his body had laid. I
could smell his musk and it made me wet. I masturbated right there,
on his bed.

 


After I had come, I sucked my own
juices off of my fingers and sat up. I noticed that there were a
couple of crumpled up facial tissues in the bottom of the
wastebasket next to his bed. Funny, I thought, I don't remember him
having a cold, or even allergies. I picked one of them up by an
unused corner and held it up. It was obvious that it was used for
something other than mucus. So, I wasn't the only one who it
masturbated in his bed. I wondered who he thought of when he did
it.

 



Chapter 3

 


 Wilhelm went over the calculations once again, and then he
drilled a hole into the ice. He carefully filled it with plastic
explosives. The last thing he did was set a charge. "We've got two
minutes," he said, and we hauled ass back up the tunnel.

 


My heart was already pounding fast, at
the excitement of it all. He had calculated the minimum safe
distance, but we went further than that. There was a small alcove
in the tunnel – a natural safe spot for us, he said. We stood in
there and put on our safety goggles, and airport-quality earmuffs.
We stood, facing each other, and I couldn't help but grin at
him.

 


Even with protection, the explosion
was quite loud, and the ground shook violently. Wilhelm poked his
head around the corner. As he did, I pulled off my protective gear
and walked into the tunnel. "WHAT THE HELL…?" was all I heard, as
he grabbed me by the arm and yanked me violently back into the
alcove. He crushed my head into his chest and held me tightly.
Immediately, a huge cloud of dust and debris came shooting through
the tunnel. If he hadn't pulled me in, I'm sure I would've been
hurt. Probably quite badly. I immediately close my eyes and waited
for him to let me go.

 


I could feel his heart beating rapidly
in his warm chest. I loved how strong he felt. It was hard being
this close to him. Slowly, he relaxed his grip on me. He pulled off
his head in goggles. "Victoria! What were you thinking? I couldn't
bear the thought of you being hurt."

 


I could see by the look in his eyes
that he meant it. We had practically grown up together, and
now…

 


I don't know why I did it. Actually,
that's a lie. I know exactly why did it. Because I wanted to. I put
my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his head down. Then
I kissed him, and to my surprise, he kissed me back.

 


There was no stopping us now. All that
teasing and flirting we had done when we were teens. And the last
few days of close quarters. I now realized that who he was
masturbating was to me. We tore at each other's clothing, and soon
we were both naked from the waist down.

 


He knelt before me and lifted one one
of my legs, and slung it over his shoulder. He buried his tongue
between the engorged lips of my pussy and went straight for my
clit. The first touch caused my entire body to shudder, and I
shoved his face deeper into me. Seconds later, as his tongue
swirled around my love button, I came.

 


I gasped for breath and struggled to
keep upright, as he continued to suck and nibbled at my now
drenched pussy. I could feel his tongue slurping up every bit of my
lady cum. He was an expert, and within a few minutes, I was coming
again. Then he stood up. Again he hooked the hand underneath my
thigh, near the knee, and pulled it up and to the side. He bent at
his knees and lined his cock up against my inviting hole. A moment
later, as he looked deeply into my eyes, he entered me.

 


Again I gasped, and then I moaned.
There were few formalities, and he immediately began fucking me
deep and hard. He reached up under my coat and shirt and squeezed
my breasts over my bra. Seconds later, he had pulled it up and
exposed my tit. He grabbed it once again, squeezing firmly and
pinching the nipple between his fingers. Again I came.

 


When that orgasm had nearly subsided,
he pulled out of me and spun me around. I spread my legs apart and
bent over, propping myself against the wall with my hands and
presenting my pussy to him. He stepped up, and before I even
realized the head of his cock was against my lips, he was already
shoving himself in deep.

 


He fucked me good and hard, and I came
three or four more times before I finally heard him grunting. "I'm
going to come, Victoria," he warned.

 


I squeezed on his cock with my pussy
and told him "fill me with your seed, Wilhelm. I want to feel you
come inside of me!" And with that, he grunted and stiffened, as he
plunged his cock in deep. He was quiet for a moment, and then I
felt his white-hot jizz splashing inside of me. Seconds later, he
went back to ramming my battered pussy. And a moment later, I came
again.

 


He continued to fuck me until his cock
started to become soft. When he pulled it out, I stood up and
turned around. I could see it was still half-erect, and dripping
with a combined juices of our lovemaking. I got to my knees and
took it in my hand. I sucked it in and I cleaned it off. When I was
done, he asked me why I had done that. I shrugged. "No tissues," I
replied. "Now let's go check out what we've done."
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