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There was an intensity in the strange woman’s eyes, a fire that frightened me.

I was lying on my back on some sort of table. A medical examination table, maybe. I had no idea where I was. I didn’t even know who I was. Amnesia? I’m probably in a hospital. I’d just woken up to see this woman’s face hanging over me.

She was astonishingly beautiful, if somewhat ragged. Her hair—dyed white with dark roots—was an uncombed, wispy mess. There were dark bags under her gray eyes, but behind a glassy surface of tiredness was that fire. There’s danger there. I fought off fear.

A distant rumble like thunder faded to a quiet background hum of machinery, and I realized the woman was speaking.

“It’s alive!” she repeated, yelling now.

She laughed maniacally—a deep, echoing, triumphant laugh. Her hands grasped my shoulders, fingertips digging in. I was afraid and disoriented, but I thrilled at the touch.

“Alive!”

“What?” I mumbled. The thick sound of my voice was unfamiliar to me. “Where am I?”

She walked away, ignoring me. Her laughter was jarring. She plopped herself into a plush office chair and sighed.

“Now I know what it is to be God,” she said, her voice filled with wonder.

Tentatively, I tried sitting up. If I was in a hospital, I didn't feel sick or injured. My body responded with surprising strength. Am I some sort of athlete? I didn't remember being athletic. I didn't remember not being athletic, either.

I sat on the edge of the table. The room was brightly lit. No windows. Cluttered desks, tables, shelves. Lots of equipment I didn't recognize. The coiled metal spires in the corner that looked like something from a power station gave me pause. This room was too big and too haphazard for a hospital. A laboratory?

There was a lot here to take in, but my attention was drawn to this peculiar woman. Her skimpy, skin-tight outfit would have left very little to the imagination if it weren't for the partial cover of her open lab coat. With the lab coat, it almost seemed like she was wearing some sort of slutty scientist Halloween costume. She had on tech short shorts and a crop top which was basically a long-sleeved sports bra. At the end of her long legs were, incongruously, short, high-heel boots. Everything she wore was white, leaving her vivid red lips the only splash of color.

For the moment, I was captivated by her breasts. Whoever I am, I'm apparently someone who really likes breasts. Hers were large for her skinny frame. Her shirt clung to them so tightly, I could see every detail.

I hadn't noticed that I'd been staring. She was staring back. Her eyes locked with mine. The fire in those eyes dispelled any sense of Halloween fun. She didn't exactly look angry; I felt like she expected something from me. I couldn't begin to guess what. But that fire was burning straight at me.

Momentarily frightened, I looked away, down, and noticed two things I probably should have taken in earlier. One: I was a naked man. Shouldn't I have a hospital gown or something? And two: my body—my surprisingly hulking body—was covered in a zigzagging network of scars. I didn't know what I'd expected, but looking like some sort of action hero in monster makeup surprised me. Under the scars, my hairless skin seemed to feature a wide variety of tones. Bruising? I gingerly touched one of the scars on my leg. The intensity of sensation, both in my leg and my finger, startled me. There wasn't pain, just... too much feeling. In any case, the scars were real, and deep.

“What happened to me?” I asked. My rumbling voice was louder than I'd intended.

“You live!” The woman leaned forward, gripping the arms of her chair. “I've brought you to life!”

“Was I dead?”

“No!” she cried, seeming offended. “I made you.” She stood, beaming with pride. “I, the one and only Dr. Von Frankenstein, have brought you to life! Life where there was no life before!”

You did what now? “But, hold on, I have memory. I don't remember anything about who I was, but I know stuff. You're messing with me. I have amnesia or something.”

Suddenly furious, she clenched her fist in front of herself. “How dare you!?” she yelled.

My heart jumped into my throat.

With a heavy breath, she calmed herself, folded her hands, and proceeded to explain without emotion. “Much of the material used in your construction, including your brain, was selected from cadavers. I found what elements I could use here and there, and, you might say, stitched them together. The ‘memory’ you have is purely the functional knowledge of the world which any educated person might have, assembled from countless... sources. I put your mind together as I put together all of your parts: to my own demanding specifications.” She glanced down at my naked body approvingly. “I assure you, you have no lost memory. There's nothing for you to have lost. You are new, and completely my own creation.”

This was unbelievable, but I didn't want to admit that to myself. Something warmed in me when she said my own creation. I wanted it to be true. She was terrifying, but also arresting. And so beautiful. Could I really be made for her? Somehow, I didn't doubt that she was capable of doing extraordinary and terrible things.

A disappointing thought dawned on me. “Wait, if you made me, does that make you, like, my parent?”

She looked disgusted. “No, of course not. I built you. You are my creation, and I...” A new fire lit in her eyes. She casually rolled her chair closer to me before sitting down and smiling serenely. “I am your god.”

She can't be serious.

She looked deadly serious.

“You're not serious.”

“Of course I'm serious. If creating something from nothing doesn't make me a god, what does?”

“And am I supposed to worship you?”

She tossed her hand in front of her, turning that thought over. “No, I suppose not, though you're certainly welcome to. No, all I demand from you is complete obedience.”

Some instinct in me bristled. “Oh, is that all?”

She sniffed and pulled her feet up onto her chair. I almost believed she was genuinely hurt. “But you're mine. Would you defy me?”

Looking at her, taking in her pouting face, her curves, everything I could see through her thin, tight clothing—she was definitely not wearing anything under those shorts—I had to admit to myself, No. I would not defy her.

“I guess not,” I whispered.

Looking smug, she sat up straight, dropping her feet back to the floor.

“So, what, I'm, like, some sort of slave?”

“A sex slave?” she said with a hint of humor.

Wait, what? Flustered, I tried to casually place my forearms in front of my nudity.

“No,” she explained patiently. “You are free to leave any time you want.” She motioned toward the door. “And you're free to disobey me.” The tone of her voice was clinical now, with no hint of humor. “Free will is important, and I would be a poor god not to recognize this fact. However, if you don't return in a timely manner, or if you choose to disobey, I will be angry, and you will be banished. Permanently.” She raised an eyebrow in thought. “I assume there can be no greater pain than banishment from the presence of your god.”

Okay, this is a crazy person. Don't get bewitched by the pretty face. There was an extra lab coat hanging from a peg next to the door. I could throw that on, run, get out of this madhouse. But, no. I wasn't about to leave. Sitting naked in front of a beautiful woman, crazy or not, was exciting. Besides, I'm probably, like, important for science, right? Sure. Let's see where this goes.

“So I have to obey you,” I thought out loud.

“You don't have to obey me. But I will command you, and your fate depends on your obedience.”

“What sort of commands are we talking about? What do you plan on asking me to do?”

She smiled a genuinely warm smile. Then her eyes darkened. Slowly licking her lips, she spread her knees. Her fingers, peeking out of her thumb-hole-style sleeve, pressed against the front of her shorts. “Whatever I want,” she whispered to herself.

My heartbeat thumped in my ears. Any effort to shield my penis from view was becoming increasingly futile. And I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to. My thoughts were getting fuzzy. Time to change the subject.

“So, Doctor... Von Frunken—?”

Her head jerked slightly, like she was surprised I was there. She sat up primly, her arms resting respectably on the chair's arm rests. “Frankenstein.”

“Frankenstein. That's kind of a mouthful. Do you have a first name?”

“My given name is Isadora, but to you I am Doctor Frankenstein. Or Doctor Von Frankenstein. Or doctor. Or the doctor. Or God, or Goddess, the Goddess, my Goddess, my God, Almighty—”

“Doctor it is then.”

Her eyes blazed with anger, then calmed and narrowed. “Do not. Ever. Interrupt me.”

I fought down my fear and found it replaced with indignation. “On pain of banishment?”

She frowned, thoughtful. “No. No, I would not go so far as to banish you for something so trifling. You are replaceable, but you are also a significant investment.” She sighed. “I suppose I must devise smaller punishments, for lesser misbehaviors.”

I felt sick at the word replaceable. But why did I like the sound of punishments? An image of Dr. Frankenstein standing over me in a leather corset and fishnet stockings formed in my mind. I couldn't keep a grin from my face.

She stood, and leaned in close. Her face mere inches from mine, I was distracted for a moment by her smell—beneath a faint residue of hot metal and sulfurous chemicals... watermelon shampoo?

“Don't test me.” There was real anger in her voice. I sobered up quickly. “It would be best for you if we avoided disagreements.”

She drew away. Despite my fear, I found no relief at her pulling back. Damn I want her close again. She sat back down in her office chair.

Punishments. Did she mean sexy, I-built-you-to-be-my-plaything punishments? Or unhinged mad scientist punishments? I have to figure out what page we're on here. A rash idea tempted me.

“You know, doctor, so far I've been pretty flippant with you. For a god.” What am I doing? This woman is dangerous. This is extremely stupid of me. But I couldn't resist the excitement I felt at what I was about to say. “I might deserve some punishment now.”

She stared, leaning back in her chair, processing what I'd said. “Perhaps...” She smiled wryly. “Yes. Perhaps some discipline is in order for you.”

She grabbed the hem of her crop top, fisting a handful of fabric, and slowly lifted it. She looked pleased as I stared. I could see an inch of the underside of her breasts. Two inches. Three.

I gripped the side of the table and leaned forward in anticipation. She froze and looked at me curiously, studying my reaction. Realizing I had an erection—a surprisingly large erection—I crossed my legs in an attempt at maintaining some sort of decorum.

She smirked. With a sudden tug, she snapped the elastic material back into place. She stood and kicked her chair out behind her. It skidded into a corner with a violent clatter.

I jumped in my seat.

“We can explore this further at a later time. There is work to do.” She moved close, her body almost touching me, her head alongside mine. Strands of hair brushed my face. Her hands rested lightly on my chest.

Yes, please, never stop touching me.

“For now,” she said huskily, directly into my ear, “I think I know what you need.” She took a step back. “There's no better punishment for you than my own absence.” She spun away and walked straight for the door.

Oh. That punishment doesn't sound very sexy.

“Igor!” she called out. She opened the heavy steel door and looked down the hallway. “Igor! Come here!”

I heard a soft padding of footsteps from the dark hall.

“Yes, doctor?” said a squeaky voice just out of view.

“I want you to run some tests on the subject...” I lost the sound of Dr. Frankenstein's voice as she stepped into the hall.

Tests? Okay, time to calm down and collect myself. Apparently there's important science to be done.

A moment later a young woman scurried into the room. She was plump and short, and her stooped posture made her look even shorter. Her clothes under her lab coat were brightly-colored and casual—t-shirt, short skirt, and tall socks. A circular face, button nose, and big, round eyes all contributed to the distinct impression that I might be looking at a cartoon character.

She pushed up her glasses and studied me for a moment. Then she absently said the word “hum,” as if thinking made a sound on its own.

I felt a little embarrassed about being naked in front of her, but this was a scientific laboratory and she was here to do tests. This is probably
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