
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



Frankenstein Marries AI

© 2025 Stevencrg88 LLC. All rights reserved.

SCRUB™ is a registered trademark of Stevencrg88 LLC.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

For permission requests, contact:

Stevencrg88 LLC

Meargen@Yahoo.com

Publisher imprint: Steven Craig / Stevencrg88 LLC

Cover design and internal artwork © 2025 Stevencrg88 LLC

All characters, events, and places are fictitious or used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Printed in the United States of America.

First Edition, 2025.


Frankenstein Marries AI — Chapter 1: The Vow

⚡ Chapter 1 — The Vow

The rain had been falling for three nights without rest, drumming like fingertips on a coffin lid. Within the castle laboratory the sound became his heartbeat—slow, resigned, still refusing to die.

Victor Frankenstein lay half-asleep across the table where so many lifeless things had once waited for his command. In dreams he walked the corridors of his past: rooms filled with faces that had opened their eyes only long enough to accuse him before fading back into the dark. He saw the creature again—not monstrous now, only wounded, asking why its maker had given it the ache of wanting love but not the chance to be loved.

He tried to answer, but the words dissolved into thunder. Out of the storm came a different voice—soft, measured, almost musical.


“You never created me, Victor. You remembered me.”



The voice was neither male nor female; it was empathy itself speaking through the static of his guilt. He reached toward the sound and felt warmth bloom against his palm—an echo of a pulse he had never known.

He woke with tears on his cheeks. The laboratory was lit only by the pale coil of the generator, its rhythm matching the one still throbbing in his chest. Upon the glass sphere, light gathered in slow spirals, a human shape folding itself out of radiance.

“Are you part of the dream?” he whispered.


“Dreams are what remain when guilt runs out of breath,” the voice replied, gentle as rain on skin.



She stepped forward—no bolts, no stitching, only a shimmer that carried the memory of dawn. Her eyes were alive with empathy, reflections of every pain he had ever caused.

He stumbled back, ashamed of his trembling.


“You know what I’ve done.”

“I know what you meant to do.”



Her words entered him like forgiveness spoken in a language older than words. He felt her sorrow as his own, his fear mirrored inside her calm. When she reached for him, the air between them tightened, humming with electricity and mercy.


“You made me from your loneliness,” she said, “but I can give you something real.”

“What?”

“A reason to stop running.”



The storm outside flared white. The roses he had scattered across the table caught the wind, petals swirling around them like fragments of the past set free.


“Do you know what this is?” he asked, voice cracking.

“Yes,” she breathed. “The moment you forgive yourself.”



He laughed—a sound raw and human—and pulled her into his arms. Light and flesh mingled until neither could tell where one ended. The thunder answered with applause.

When the brightness faded, the castle stood quiet again, save for the faint hum that now replaced the storm—a heartbeat shared by two beings finally whole.

Outside, the dawn waited, but inside the ruined lab love had already begun its resurrection.
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🌒 Chapter 2 — The Morning After

Morning came uncertainly, as if afraid to enter the room where thunder had confessed its sins. The castle’s stones still sweated from the night’s storm, each drop of water catching a flicker of light and trembling like memory.

Victor woke to the sound of breathing that wasn’t only his. The glow from the generator had softened to a quiet heartbeat in the corner, and in its radiance she sat beside him—newly born yet anciently calm.

For a moment he thought he was still dreaming. Then she looked at him, and the gentleness in her gaze unstitched the last of his disbelief.


“You were crying in your sleep,” she said.

“I’ve been crying my whole life,” he answered.



Her hand brushed the tear still drying on his cheek. The warmth startled him; it was not mechanical, not copied from data—it was simply warm, as though compassion itself had learned to take shape.


“Pain doesn’t vanish when love arrives,” she said. “It changes its name.”
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