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​1. That One Time, Way Back, When the Doc and I Made a Deal
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​Five and a Half Months Ago

I scampered down the narrow hallway, chased by the echo of my sneakers slapping on concrete. The doc was waiting for me. Hopefully. If she hadn’t gotten distracted by something and forgotten about our date.

Okay, it wasn’t a date date. Unless maybe it was?

This was late last May, just a few days into my summer internship with Dr. Frankenstein. I didn’t know her well yet, but I liked her, and I was pretty sure she liked me. You know how sometimes when you meet someone, you just get the feeling you’re going to be best friends? To be honest, I got that feeling a lot. Like, all the time. But I was almost always right. So I was sure my new boss and I were going to be best friends before long.

The thing about this night was maybe we’d be more than friends before it was through. Special friends, if you know what I mean. After all, we were a couple of attractive young women spending most of our time together, just the two of us alone in an isolated facility with the miracle of science... Anything could happen. Fingers crossed.

The fluorescent lights buzzed and flickered in and out. There weren’t any windows in the dam, so random portions of the hallway popped in and out of total darkness. I pushed my glasses up my nose, peering into the gloom. We needed to get that sorted out. This lab had been converted from a literal power plant. Electrical issues were worrying.

Out of nowhere, a tingling ran up my arm—something like a static shock, but on the move. It almost made me drop the bundle I was carrying. Behind me, a door slammed open, then another. The doors in this hall were big, metal things, and their harsh clangs were like thunderclaps.

Fuck, man! Probably just a freak draft from the ancient HVAC system. I hadn’t actually noticed a breeze, but I was plenty distracted. My nerves were buzzing just thinking about where I was going.

Okay, not so much where I was going as what I was planning on doing there. A bondage session with my boss? Shit, that sounded problematic when I put it like that. But, no, it was cool. The doc was only six years older than me. And she was brilliant, which was super sexy. Not that chuckleheads weren’t sexy, too. Okay, most people were sexy. The point was, I was into the doc, and I was excited about a possible hookup. I wasn’t going to regret it. Well, maybe if things got awkward between us I might regret it a little, but I didn’t think that would happen. Most of my exes were still among my best friends, and I didn’t see why the doc would be any different.

To be fair, expecting a bondage session—or expecting to hook up at all—might have been an overly optimistic assessment of the situation.

Okay, this was what I knew: In the first place, the doc had liked my videos on social media. Not a big deal. Lots of people liked my videos. I wasn’t an influencer or anything, but the internet was a good way to make sure all my friends got to see my cute outfits every day.

In the second place, the doc wanted to teach me stuff. No, not like that, ha ha. (Well, maybe like that after all, as it was turning out?) I was technically just here at the lab to be a research assistant, but I wasn’t going to complain about also getting free private lectures in advanced biochemistry and neuroscience from the woman who proclaimed herself to be the top expert in both fields. I mean, the doc didn’t even teach classes. She just did research full time. The university had invented a special position just for her and everything.

So. Two days before this maybe/maybe-not date, the doc had just wrapped up the first of those private lectures. As I finished jotting down everything she’d said while it was fresh in my mind, she mentioned one of my recent videos. She mentioned it really casually, like she was just making friendly conversation. But I could tell she wasn’t as relaxed as she wanted to seem. She studied me without blinking, and the corners of her mouth jerked back and forth between a grimace and a smile. It was kind of intense. The doc wasn’t what you might call a natural people person, but I figured she was trying her best.

In the video in question, I’d been wearing a sort of schoolgirl outfit—a white button-down and a pleated skirt. All I did in the video was tie my tie. So what, right? But, like, when I slowly pulled the knot up into my throat, tightening the tie around my neck... Well, I didn’t know if it came across in the vid, but I’d sure felt sexy. So it was gratifying when the doc brought up that video in particular. Gratifying, but also kind of weird because, hey, was my boss coming on to me?

Then what she said was, “It would be appropriate, during these student-and-teacher sessions of ours, for you to wear such an outfit.”

I laughed hard enough that I snorted.

She didn’t crack a smile, though. She glared at me until I held back my laughter. Then her anger vanished, and she let herself smile this genuine, satisfied smile she got sometimes—the smile that came with a playful twinkle in her eye.

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, “it would please me, Ms. Igor, if you were to embrace your role as student in the future and dress accordingly.”

“Yeah, right.” I didn’t think she was serious. Sure, I liked that she was comfortable talking like this with me even though I was her intern. It was flattering, and kind of exciting, for her to basically be teasing me about how sexy I was. But obviously she was only joking around.

“Sure,” I joked back, “I’ll wear a schoolgirl uniform for you—when you let me handcuff you and tie you up.”

Long story short, the doc hadn’t been joking. She really wanted me to wear that outfit for her. Like, she really wanted me to. Without any hesitation, she agreed to my “offer,” acting like I’d been serious. I knew she knew that I’d been joking, and she knew I knew she knew. But nobody laughed.

At least not at first. After we sat tensely with our bargain long enough for it to sink in that this was really going to happen, a rumbling started in her chest. For a second I thought maybe she was trying to clear her windpipe. Then she hummed, and said, “A-ha,” and, “Mwa ha ha,” and it just kept building up over, like, two whole minutes, until she was screaming with triumphant laughter that didn’t reach her eyes. Then she stopped suddenly and dismissed me like nothing unusual had happened. The doc was eccentric like that.

So here I was, schoolgirl uniform folded and stacked neatly in my hands, with a cord of nylon rope on top, and handcuffs in my back pocket. They were real cop handcuffs, too. A friend of mine knew a guy who’d pinched them from Oxeye PD. As for the rope, I’d spent a few hours the night before reading up and watching tutorials. My practice knots had seemed pretty good, but it was hard to tell without anyone to test them on. I could understand how none of my roommates had wanted to act as my bondage practice dummy, but come on. Help a girl out, right?

I hesitated in front of the metal bedroom door. Technically, that was my bedroom in there. I didn’t live here; the house I rented with a few of my best friends was in town, on campus. But town was a two hour drive from the dam in good weather, and the doc kept strange hours, so it was probably going to be convenient to have a place here at the lab to crash. The doc had a room, too, of course. The dam was huge. But my room was basically empty except for furniture, so we were using it as our classroom. I hadn’t tried the bed yet.

Yet.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. “This is really happening.”

I knocked as I cracked open the door and stuck my head in.

The doc sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed, working on a laptop in front of her. She looked nice, more put together than usual. She’d done her makeup in heavy shades of lavender and charcoal that stood out boldly against her pale complexion. Her hair, which she wore in an electric-white bob, was wavy, neatly styled for a change.

At the foot of the bed, there was a new addition to the room’s furniture: an antique school desk. It looked like it might be a tight squeeze for me. I was short, but I wasn’t little.

Also, there was a new security camera in the corner of the room. I wondered if the doc was watching its feed on her laptop.

“Hi, boss!” I shuffled into the room and waved.

“Bah!” She didn’t look up, scowling at her laptop. “It’s almost time for us to begin. Why are you not dressed?”

I was dressed. I was wearing the sort of thing I usually wore up here at the dam—a lab coat over my T-shirt and shorts. The doc was dressed similarly, in shorts, a light, baggy sweater, and a lab coat that fanned out over the bed behind her. Her shorts were a lot shorter than mine, and her long legs were folded in a pale knot I wouldn’t have minded getting tangled up in.

“Do you mean—?” I proffered my stack of clothes and waggled my eyebrows meaningfully.

She finally looked up, inspecting my bundle from a distance. Her frown slowly turned up into a pleased grin, and she closed her laptop.

“Yes, good.” Then she frowned again and barked, “Change at once.”

“Nope!” I countered cheerfully. “That’s not the deal. I’ll play dress up for you”—I plopped my bundle down on the school desk—“after you’re handcuffed and tied up.”

I fished around in my pocket for the handcuffs, then scurried across the room to place the key on top of a dresser where it would be safe.

“Very well.” The doc’s tone was uncharacteristically rough. She cleared her throat, then pushed aside her laptop and slid over to sit at the side of the bed near me. “If that is what it takes to make you comfortable with me, then I am willing to comply.”

She held out her wrists, hands in tight fists, palms up. On her left wrist, a hint of warm pastels peeked out from beneath her long sweater sleeve. The edge of a tattoo, I thought.

I reached out, intending to push her sleeve up to have a look, when she caught my attention by sucking in a sharp breath. I hadn’t realized how tense she was.

Her breath hissed out slowly, and she relaxed her hands. Her delicate fingers opened like a timelapse of flower petals in the morning sun.

Hey, that was how it seemed to me, okay? The doc had pretty hands. It was going to be fun to play with them, wrapping them up under rope. But first things first.

“What do you mean by ‘willing to comply?’ Look, boss, we’re having fun here, right? If you don’t want to get tied up, that’s cool with me. I’ll still change into my uniform for you. Honestly, I’ve been looking forward to it.”

I winked, to make sure it was clear that I meant that last part to be sexy. I had a high-pitched voice, and sometimes I worried I was too dang cute for my own good. It’s hard to be sultry when you’re adorable.

“Bah!” The doc huffed and rolled her eyes, then snatched the handcuffs out of my hands. “Do not mistake me for one of the fumbling, experimenting youths to whom you are no doubt accustomed. I am Dr. Von Frankenstein, and I will have my way! We both know why we are here tonight—”

Actually, I had some burning questions about that, but I was going to let her finish.

“—so do not waste my time by wavering in your convictions. A bargain was struck. I expect you to fulfill your obligations, Ms. Igor. I will be restrained, as it was so agreed in all particulars. I will be handcuffed. I will be tied. I will be completely at your mercy, and I will be sorely disappointed if you do not prove capable of conducting yourself accordingly.”

She slapped a cuff onto her own wrist, over her lab coat sleeve. Then she twisted around, falling onto the bed, slithering in a tangle of lab coat as she managed to get the other wrist cuffed.

“Well okay then!” I said. “I guess you take this kind of stuff pretty seriously. I’ll do my best, boss. Promise.”

“Oh, and Igor,” she said, her tone softened, “my safeword is oxytocin. Repeat it for me.”

I did, enjoying the bounce of the word.

“Thank you. Now”—she gestured with her head toward the school desk, where my cord of rope waited—“you may begin.”

* * *
[image: ]


I’d probably used too much rope, but I was having fun. I’d stood the doc on her feet, then cocooned her in a net of knots and taut rope, over the top of her clothes and handcuffs.

She was swaying a little now, struggling to keep her balance with her legs bound tight together down to the ankles. Ropes cinched her loose sweater tight, showing off hard nipples. The doc’s breasts were oversized for her skinny frame, and it was hard to look away from the way my ropes cut into the softness of that magnificent chest.

“Not too bad for my first time, eh doc? Er, sorry, doctor.”

Her breathing was quick and shallow. Almost panicky. She didn’t say anything, though. I guessed that if she was uncomfortable, she would have said something. Or at least she would have said something if she didn’t want to be uncomfortable. Yeah, I was sure her quick breathing was excitement.

“Damn.” I let out a short cackle. “Usually I’ve got to play with someone’s clit for a while to get her to pant like that.”

I surveyed my bondage work and found my attention kept going back to her breasts. My heart thumped in my ears with the thought of touching them. I could just circle one nipple with my fingertip, really lightly. Make the doc plead for more. Could I manage that—make the indomitable Dr. Von Frankenstein plead?

My hand had already risen nearly to her chest before I noticed what I was doing and stopped myself, freezing in place.

Incidentally, neither of us had said a word about the security camera in the corner of the room. There were cameras all over the dam. The doc was paranoid about security. Her work was a big deal. Like, too big. Earth-shattering shit. No one other than myself knew anything about her planned Monster project, or about the Prometheus Engine that we were already building together. No one outside would ever know anything about what happened in Frankenstein’s lab. That was why I wasn’t concerned about that camera.

But, the thing was, that particular camera hadn’t been there two days ago. It wasn’t there for security. She’d installed it for tonight, to watch us.

To watch us do what, though? My hand was still hovering in midair, itching to touch the doc’s breasts. She stared down at me, bound and helpless to move, her breathing developing a stuttering quiver. My fingers wiggled indecisively. The sexual tension in this room was electric. Unless that was just me projecting my own enthusiasm. Okay, sure, the doc hadn’t even taken off her lab coat when she’d slapped those cuffs on over two layers of sleeves. But she had given me a safeword. I knew I wasn’t going to be the one to stop if she didn’t say it. I was already writing a to-do list in my head of all the things I wanted to try before she said that safeword.

We could keep this up all summer.

Wait, that would be three months. Shit, that was a long time. I liked the idea of having time to play around a lot, but all summer? That sounded... serious. I was only nineteen years old. I was not looking for serious.

And, considering what the doc kept in the walk-in freezer, I figured her for a romantic. Definitely not the sort to move on easily from a relationship.

I pulled my hand back, and the doc gasped out a Bah!

“What are we doing here, boss? I mean, are you and I—”

“We are,” she interrupted impatiently, “as you so eloquently observed, having fun here.”

“Okay, cool.” My spine and shoulders relaxed into my usual comfortable slouch. I hadn’t realized I’d been holding tension. “So this is a sex thing, yeah?”

She closed her eyes and steadied her breathing. “I myself am in no position to make objections to any desire which your heart may crave. You may do everything with me, or nothing—so long as you do so with sufficient confidence and authority to complement my impaired role. Of course, I do have the evening’s lecture prepared. We must not allow ourselves to be so sidetracked as to neglect your education. But there is time enough. Summer nights may be short, but that is a problem for the outside world. This night can be as long as we make it. Do with me as you will.”

“Yeah, boss. Can do! But, like, what about—”

Something tugged on my hair, making me yelp. That happened sometimes. My orange hair was long, with unruly curls. When I wore it loose like this, it managed to get tangled in just about anything—my lab coat’s buttons, the fibers of my shirt collar, you name it.

When I yelped, the doc’s eyes shot open. The way she stared over my shoulder, one eye twitching, you’d think something was in the room with us.

“You okay, doctor? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Ghosts are a scientific impossibility.” She snapped her gaze to me, glaring with a vicious scowl. “Do not ever peddle charlatanry in my presence again. Is that clear?”

“No problem,” I said cheerfully. The doc’s temper flared up unexpectedly like that a lot, but it didn’t bother me. She was just super passionate about her interests, which was cool. “Consider that idiom removed from my vocabulary. Back to the fun now, yeah?”

“Please,” she rumbled, still scowling.

It was time for me to fulfill my end of the bargain. Time to change my clothes. She probably expected me to leave the room and come back in costume. Maybe she hoped I’d change right here in front of her. I hoped she hoped.

I wanted to get her panting again. And I’d read somewhere that seduction was about anticipation.

“Turn around,” I ordered. It felt wrong, telling Dr. Frankenstein what to do, but wrong in a fun way. “Face the bed.”

She slowly inched her way around, feet barely able to move, balance precarious, until she was facing away from me.

I kicked off my sneakers, and took off my lab coat. The doc couldn’t see me, but she’d know I was taking my clothes off. I reached past her to lay the coat on the bed.

Now for my shirt. The doc’s breathing was already getting heavier. She knew what was coming.

The security camera had a clear view of me. It had to be recording, right? I shook off my nerves, wiggling my entire body, hopping from foot to foot.

“Here we go,” I muttered, talking myself up. “Yeah, okay. Fuck.”

I pulled off my T-shirt. The doc twisted her head around to get a peek at me in my bra, and I clutched my shirt to my chest.

“Hey, no fair! Face forward.”

She raised an eyebrow and ignored my order.

“Face forward or I’ll blindfold you. Yeah, that’s the ticket. Do you want a sack tied over your head all night?”

She seemed to
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