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Chapter 1 — Calibration

The suit lay on the steel table like a second skin, waiting to be shed. Or rather, waiting for me to shed mine.

It was the color of a moonless midnight, a matte, almost liquid black that seemed to drink the cool, blue-tinged light of the testing bay. A bodysuit, sleek and seamless, with a high neckline and what looked like ports for leads along the forearms, calves, and torso. It wasn’t latex or spandex; it was something else, a polymer Priya had called “adaptive lattice.” To me, it just looked impossibly small.

“Nervous?” Her voice was calm, professional, but with that undercurrent of playful curiosity I’d noticed during the intake briefing. Dr. Priya Anand stood at the main control console, a sweeping arc of frosted glass alive with holographic schematics and cascading data streams. She was dressed for the lab—dark, tailored trousers, a simple cream-colored blouse with the sleeves rolled up—but she wore it with an elegance that made the sterile room feel charged.

“Terrified,” I admitted, my voice echoing slightly in the vast, quiet space. The lab was a private after-hours bay, all polished concrete and brushed steel, humming with the low thrum of climate control and servers. A floor-to-ceiling mirror dominated one wall, and I avoided looking at it. I knew what it would show: Elias Ward, thirty-three, soft around the middle, shoulders perpetually slouched from hunching over a keyboard. A man built for blending into the background of a coffee shop or a cubicle farm.

Nobody signs a beta consent form to have a stranger’s software rewrite their body unless something in their life has already gone quiet. For me it was a layoff eighteen months back I’d never quite climbed out from under—three months of instant ramen and form-letter rejections before I landed this contract gig testing other people’s apps instead of building anything of my own—and, before that, a breakup that had ended with her telling me, not unkindly, that she’d stopped being able to see me in a room. I’d signed the forms on a Tuesday night after two beers, half-convinced nothing would come of it, mostly hoping some engineer somewhere had built a shortcut around every gym membership I’d abandoned and every mirror I’d trained myself to walk past without looking. I hadn’t expected the shortcut to have a name, a lab coat, and eyes that made my pulse do something no amount of protein powder ever had.

“Good.” She didn’t look up from her console, her fingers dancing across translucent keys. “Means you respect the process. The suit reads bio-feedback. Anxiety is a valid data point.”

“Glad my existential dread is useful.”

That got a smile, a quick flash of white teeth. “It’s all useful, Elias. Now, protocol. The change is physical and neurological. The lattice will conform to you, then initiate the first-wave sculpting based on the baseline we recorded. You’ll feel warmth, pressure, a kind of… deep vibration. It shouldn’t be painful. If it is, you say ‘red’ and everything stops. Understood?”

“Red for stop.”

“Green if you’re good and want to continue. We’ll do verbal check-ins every ninety seconds. The first session is calibration only. We’re mapping your nervous system’s response to the morphic field, finding the optimal resonance. No performance. No expectations. Just… feel.”

The word hung in the air. Just feel. When was the last time I’d done that in my own body without a layer of apologetic static?

“Change behind the partition,” she said, nodding to a freestanding screen of opaque glass. “The suit goes on against bare skin. It’s self-adhering; you’ll feel it… settle.”

I took the suit from the table. It was lighter than I expected, cool and silken. I carried it behind the partition, my heart thudding a clumsy rhythm against my ribs. Stripping in a lab felt absurdly vulnerable. I folded my clothes—worn chinos, a faded band t-shirt, boxer briefs—neatly on a chair, a pathetic attempt at dignity. The air was cool on my skin, raising goosebumps. I avoided looking down at the pale, unremarkable landscape of my own body.

The suit was a puzzle. There were no zippers, no seams. I stepped into the legs, pulling the material up. It was like sinking into cool water. The lattice clung instantly, sliding over my calves, my thighs, my hips with a whispering sigh. It molded to my ass, my soft stomach, my chest. I pushed my arms through the sleeves, and the material sealed up my back and over my shoulders, the high neck closing snugly, but not tightly, around my throat. It felt… like nothing. A breath of constant, even pressure. I looked down.

The matte black made me look like a silhouette, a cutout of a man. All my familiar contours were there, the gentle slope of my belly, the narrowness of my shoulders. It was me, in high-tech fabric.

“You decent?” Priya called.

“As I ever am.”

“Come on out. Let’s get you wired.”

I stepped from behind the partition. Priya’s gaze was analytical, scanning me head to toe, but I saw a flicker in her brown eyes—not attraction, not yet, but a fierce, focused interest. She picked up a set of slim, wireless sensor pads from a tray.

“These monitor vitals outside the suit’s own telemetry. Heart, synaptic activity, dermal response.” Her fingers were sure and clinical as she placed them at my temples, over my carotid artery, two on my chest. Her touch was warm, a stark contrast to the cool suit. I caught a faint scent of her—clean soap and something spicier, like cardamom.

“Now, the hardline link.” She connected a flexible, glowing cable from the console to a port on the suit’s forearm. A soft blue light pulsed at the connection point. “This is for the initial handshake. Once calibration is stable, we go wireless. Ready to lie down?”

The testing platform was a padded table that looked like a cross between a medical bed and a massage table. I lay back, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling. Priya moved around me, her presence a soft rustle and the tap of her fingers on the tablet she now held.

“Initiating link.” She tapped the screen.

A jolt, like static electricity spreading from the port up my arm and throughout my entire body. I gasped.

“Talk to me, Elias.”

“Static. All over.”

“Good. That’s the field engaging with your bio-electrics. It will smooth out.”

The crackling sensation faded, replaced by a deep, resonant warmth that started in my bones. It was profoundly strange, an internal radiator switching on. Then came the pressure—not crushing, but encompassing, as if I were submerged in warm, thick syrup. I could breathe easily, but every inch of me was held.

“Feeling the pressure?” she asked, watching her tablet.

“Yeah. It’s… everywhere.”

“The lattice is establishing a full-body map. Now, the vibration.”

It began as a low hum, a sub-audible buzz that I felt in my teeth, in the marrow of my spine. It deepened, spreading through my musculature. My muscles twitched involuntarily.

“Myoclonic response is normal,” she murmured, more to herself than to me. “The field is encouraging neuromuscular alignment. How’s the discomfort?”

“Not discomfort,” I breathed, astonished. “It feels… good.” It was a relief, like a tension I’d carried for decades was being gently shaken loose.

“Excellent. First sculpting wave initiating in three, two, one.”

The change didn’t hurt. It was the oddest sensation of my life.

It started at my core. The deep warmth intensified, focusing. I felt a drawing-in sensation around my abdomen, a gentle, inexorable tightening. It wasn’t my muscles flexing; it was the lattice, the very space my body occupied, subtly reforming. I watched, my head tilted back, as the gentle curve of my belly, visible through the taut black material, began to flatten. Not into washboard rigidity, but into a lean, firm plane. The suit moved with it, perfectly adhered, showing every new contour.

“Oh, god,” I whispered.

“Stay with me, Elias. Report.”

“My stomach… it’s pulling in. But I’m not doing it.”

“You’re not. The field is. It’s a gentle mass manipulation. What do you feel?”

“Heat. A kind of… molding pressure. Like clay.”

The sensation spread to my chest and shoulders. A broadening, a filling-out. I felt my pectoral muscles firm, not bulging, but defining. My shoulders, always narrow and slump-prone, seemed to push back, the joints easing into a more open, supported position. The suit showed it all: the new V-taper of my torso, the defined line of my collarbone.

Then my legs and arms. A subtle lengthening, a stripping away of softness to reveal lean, corded muscle beneath. My thighs tightened. My biceps, previously unremarkable, showed a clear, graceful curve. It was my body, but… distilled. The best possible version of my own underlying frame, as if all the potential hidden by years of bad posture and self-neglect was being drawn to the surface.

But the most profound change wasn’t physical. It was neurological. With each shift, a corresponding click happened in my mind. A release of latent instruction. Stand like this. Move like this. This is where your weight is centered. It was confidence, hard-coded into my proprioception.

“Priya,” I said, my voice fuller, steadier.

“I see it.” Her voice was hushed with awe. She was staring at her data, but then her eyes lifted to me on the table. Her warm brown eyes widened, her lips parting slightly. “The symmetry is perfect. The efficiency gain in the muscular schematics… You’re holding the alignment beautifully.”

“Can I sit up?”

“Proceed slowly.”

I pushed up on my elbows. The movement was fluid, effortless. I swung my legs over the side of the table and stood. My balance was different. Centered. I felt tall. I was taller—an inch, maybe two, from spine decompression and posture correction.

I turned toward the mirror.

And I saw a stranger.

A lean, powerful man stared back. The suit was a second skin, showcasing a physique that belonged on a climbing wall or a martial arts studio. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist and hips. Defined abdominals, strong thighs. The face… was mine. My brown hair, my gray-green eyes, wide with shock. But the face was leaner, the jaw more defined, the neck columnar and strong. It was me, but me through a clarifying lens. All the softness, the uncertainty, the apologetic slouch—gone. Replaced by a quiet, inherent power.

I raised a hand. The reflection did the same. The black-gloved hand looked capable, sure.

“The eyes are the same,” I murmured.

“Of course they are,” Priya said softly. She had come to stand a few feet away, tablet held loose at her side. “The suit doesn’t change you, Elias. It… reveals the optimal physical expression of your genetic blueprint. It removes the environmental noise. The eyes were always perfect.”

The way she said it, with such simple conviction, hit me harder than the transformation. I tore my gaze from the mirror to look at her. She wasn’t looking at the data anymore. She was looking at me. At the man in the suit. Her expression was one of intense, unguarded fascination.

“How does it feel?” she asked, taking a step closer.

“I feel… light. Strong. Like I’ve been wearing a weighted coat my whole life and just took it off.”

“Neurological liberation. The suit is correcting inefficient firing patterns, optimizing your kinesthetic sense.” She was back to clinical talk, but her eyes weren’t clinical. They traveled over my new form with a heat that made the warmth of the suit seem trivial. “We should run the mobility battery. Basic movements, stress the new alignment.”

For the next hour, I moved at her direction. I bent, stretched, lifted light weights, walked a straight line. Every motion was a revelation. My body responded with a grace and power I’d never known. I wasn’t thinking about the movements; I was just doing them, perfectly. Priya circled me, observing, tapping notes into her tablet, her gaze a physical touch.

“The data is incredible,” she said, her voice vibrating with excitement. “Adaptation rate is ninety-seven percent. The lattice is syncing with your cerebellum in real-time. It’s learning you.”

“And I’m learning it,” I said, executing a slow, controlled squat. The muscles in my thighs and glutes engaged smoothly, without a tremor.

“Exactly. A feedback loop. The more you move, the more refined the map becomes.” She stopped in front of me. “Final test for tonight. A sustained isometric hold. Assume a plank position on the floor. We’ll see how the core stabilization handles fatigue.”

I got down on the floor, the cool polished concrete against the palms of my hands through the thin lattice. I extended my legs, my body forming a straight, rigid line from head to heels. In my old body, I’d have been shaking in thirty seconds. Now, I felt only a solid, unwavering engagement. My core was a pillar of strength.

“Time,” she said.

Seconds ticked by. A minute. My breathing remained even. I was aware of her, standing near my head, watching. I could see the tips of her polished flats.

“You’re not even straining,” she whispered.

“It feels… easy.”

“Two minutes.” Her voice was closer. She had knelt down. I could see her from my inverted vantage point, her dark hair falling forward as she looked at the line of my back, the curve of my ass showcased brutally by the skin-tight suit. “The muscular efficiency is off the charts. The suit is distributing the load perfectly.”

Her scent washed over me again, closer now. My body, hyper-aware, thrummed with a new kind of energy. Not just the suit’s vibration, but a primal, responsive heat. I felt a stirring, an awakening between my legs that had nothing to do with calibration. The suit molded to that, too, showing the growing swell of my cock against the black material.

Priya’s breath hitched. She’d seen it.

I dropped from the plank, pushing up to my knees, breathing a little harder now. She was still kneeling, her face level with mine. Her brown eyes were dark, her pupils wide. The professional distance had vaporized. In its place was a thick, electric tension.

“The data…” she started, but her voice was rough.

“Is the data why you’re this close?” I asked. The words came out in that new, confident voice. Not a challenge, but an invitation.

She didn’t pull back. She searched my face—my same, same eyes in this thrillingly foreign landscape. “No,” she admitted, the word a soft exhale. “The data is on the screen. This… isn’t data.”

My heart hammered against my new, firm chest. I could feel the suit monitoring it, the biometrics surely spiking on her console. She reached out, her hand hovering near my arm, then she let her fingertips brush the lattice over my bicep. A simple touch, but it burned.

“Does it feel like you?” she asked, her gaze locked on mine.

“More than I ever have,” I answered, and it was the truth.

Her fingers traced down to my forearm, over the port where the cable was still connected. “Session one is complete. We should disconnect.”

But she didn’t move. Neither did I. The air between us crackled. I was hyper-aware of my body, this new, powerful instrument, and of her fascination with it. With me. Was it me she saw, or the suit?

“Priya,” I said.

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

She blinked, and a veil of professionalism slipped back down, though it was thin, translucent. “Now,” she said, pulling her hand back as if startled by its own boldness, “we end the calibration. The suit will deactivate its active morphic field, but the physical changes will remain for approximately eight to twelve hours as your metabolism processes the cellular adjustments. Tomorrow night, we run session two.” She stood up, brushing non-existent lint from her trousers. “Can you stand?”

I rose to my feet, the movement effortless. I towered over her now, not just in height but in presence. She had to tilt her head back to look at me.

“Deactivating field,” she announced, turning back to the console. Her fingers tapped swiftly. “You may feel a cooling sensation. A slight… looseness.”

The deep warmth bled away, leaving my skin tingling. The constant, supportive pressure vanished, and for a dizzying moment, I felt unmoored, like I might wobble. But the new physique held. The strength was mine, for now. The evidence was still there in the mirror, a stark, black-clad testament.

Priya walked over and carefully detached the cable from my arm. The blue light died. “Go change,” she said, not meeting my eyes. “I’ll compile the initial data.”

I walked back behind the partition, my movements still graceful, silent. Peeling off the suit was stranger than putting it on. It released with a faint, sighing click, sliding from my skin like oil. I was left naked, staring at my old clothes. But when I looked down at my body, it wasn’t my old body. The firm stomach, the defined chest, the strong arms—they were all still there. Real. Solid.

I dressed slowly. The clothes fit differently. The t-shirt stretched across my shoulders and chest. The waistband of my chinos was loose. I had to tighten my belt two notches.

When I emerged, Priya was at her console, her back to me. The suit lay inert on the steel table again, just a piece of advanced fabric.

“Same time tomorrow?” I asked.

She turned. Her eyes swept over me in my civilian clothes, seeing the difference they couldn’t conceal. A slow, deep blush crept up her neck. “Yes. Eight PM. Don’t eat a heavy meal before.”

“Red for stop, green for go.”

“Exactly.” She managed a small, professional smile. “Get some rest, Elias. Your body has done a lot of work tonight.”

I moved to the lab’s main door, my hand on the cool metal handle. I looked back at her. She was watching me go, her tablet forgotten in her hand, her expression an unreadable mix of scientific triumph and something far more personal, far more dangerous.

“Priya?” I said again.

“Yes?”

“Thank you. For… showing me.”

Her professional mask softened. “Thank you for being brave enough to look.”

I stepped out into the empty, fluorescent-lit corridor, the door sighing shut behind me. I walked to the elevator, my footsteps echoing. In the polished metal of the elevator doors, I caught my reflection—a taller, stronger silhouette in loose clothes. The ghost of the suit, and the promise of it.

The elevator arrived with a soft chime. As the doors closed, I leaned back against the wall, finally letting out a long, trembling breath. My skin still hummed with the memory of the morphic field. My mind reeled with the image in the mirror, and with the heat in Priya Anand’s eyes.

Session one was complete.

But something else, something vast and uncharted, had just begun.

The next evening, I spent forty-five minutes staring at my closet. My clothes, once a comfortable uniform of anonymity, now felt like costumes for a man who no longer existed. I settled on dark jeans and a simple black henley. They still hung differently. The fabric clung to my chest and shoulders, draped loosely where my waist had narrowed. It was a constant, thrilling disorientation.

The lab felt different when I returned. Less like a sterile chamber and more like a threshold. Priya was already there, the suit laid out on the steel table like an offering. She wore another crisp blouse, this one a pale blue, with her hair pulled back in a low ponytail. She looked up as the door sealed behind me, and her smile was less professional, more genuine.

“You came back.”

“You doubted?”

“Some beta testers get… overwhelmed. After the first session.” She gestured to the suit. “The reality of the change can be a lot to process.”

“The reality is all I thought about,” I admitted, walking to the table. I let my fingers graze the cool, matte material. “That, and your face when you saw it.”

A faint blush touched her cheeks. She cleared her throat, turning to her console. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Session two is about refinement and stress-testing the neural integration. We’ll be pushing the physical envelope a bit more. See how the suit handles dynamic, complex movement.”

“Sounds fun.”

Her eyes met mine, sparkling. “It should be.”

The ritual was familiar now, but no less intimate. I took the suit behind the partition, stripped, and stepped into the clinging lattice. It sealed around me, the initial coolness giving way to that even, full-body pressure. When I emerged, Priya was ready with the sensor pads. Her touch was just as clinical, but her hands lingered a fraction of a second longer at my temples, on my chest.

“No hardline tonight,” she said, setting the cable aside. “We’re wireless. The suit has your signature. It’s ready for you.” She held up a small, metallic earpiece. “For comms. So I can give you instructions while you move.”

I took it, our fingers brushing. A spark, literal or imagined, jumped between us. I fitted the device into my ear.

“Activating in three… two… one.”

The warmth flooded me again, deeper this time, as if my very blood was heating. The vibration began, a resonant hum that settled into my bones. And then the change—swifter, more decisive than the first night. I watched in the mirror as my body clarified further, the soft edges honed into sharper lines, muscles becoming more defined, posture locking into that effortless, powerful alignment. It felt less like a transformation and more like a homecoming.

“God,” I breathed, rolling my shoulders, watching the play of deltoids and trapezius under the black lattice.

“Data is optimal,” Priya’s voice said in my ear, calm and focused. “Let’s begin. Start with the obstacle course.”

The “course” was a series of low platforms, balance beams, and lightweight barriers she’d arranged in the open floor space. It looked like gym equipment for spies. In my old body, it would have been a comedy of errors. In this one, it was a dance. I leapt, rolled, balanced, and crawled with a fluidity that felt preternatural. The suit seemed to anticipate my intentions, the material subtly stiffening here, flexing there, to support each motion.

“Good,” she murmured in my ear as I landed softly from a vault. “Now, faster. Don’t think. Just move.”

I stopped thinking. I let the new instincts guide me. I became a stream of motion, flowing over and under and around the obstacles. My breath came steady and even. My heart was a strong, rhythmic drum. I was aware of her watching, a silent, intense presence at her console.

After ten minutes, she said, “Halt.”

I stopped instantly, poised on the balls of my feet, not even winded.

“Heart rate elevated but stable. Lactic acid buildup is negligible. The suit is metabolizing fatigue toxins in real-time.” She walked over, her tablet in hand. Up close, I could see the pulse at the base of her throat. “How do you feel?”

“Alive,” I said, the word bursting out of me. “I feel… capable.”

“You are.” Her gaze traveled over my body, glistening now with a fine sheen of sweat under the suit. “The integration is near-perfect. Your brain is accepting the new physical schema without resistance.”

“It’s not just my brain,” I said.

Her eyes snapped back to mine. “No?”

“It’s me. All of me. This doesn’t feel foreign. It feels… true.”

She held my look for a long moment, the air between us thickening. Then she took a step back, breaking the spell. “Right. Next test. Isometric again, but under sensory load.”

She guided me to a different part of the lab, where a large screen displayed a swirling, chaotic pattern of lights and colors. “Assume a wall-sit position. You’ll hold it while the screen provides distracting visual input. It tests focus, the suit’s ability to maintain stabilization under cognitive stress.”

I leaned against the wall, sliding down until my thighs were parallel to the floor. The burn in my quadriceps was immediate, but clean, manageable. The screen in front of me erupted in a strobing maelstrom of shapes and colors. It was jarring, designed to disorient.

“Hold,” Priya’s voice came, steady in my ear.

Minutes ticked by. The visual noise was relentless. My muscles began to tremble, a deep, fatiguing shake. But just as it reached a peak, I felt a shift in the suit—a gentle, targeted pulse of warmth in my thighs, a subtle redistribution of tension. The tremor smoothed out. The burn receded to a background hum.

“Incredible,” Priya whispered. I could hear her moving closer. “The suit is actively countering the fatigue signal. It’s not just supporting you; it’s arguing with your nervous system.”

She came into my field of vision, standing beside the mad screen, her attention wholly on me. On my straining body. Her lips were parted, her breathing slightly quickened. Her professional fascination was there, but it was tangled with something else, something raw and watchful.

“You can stop,” she said, her voice low.

“I’m green,” I gritted out, my eyes locked on hers, defying the chaos on the screen.

A slow smile touched her lips. Admiration. Challenge. Heat.

Another minute passed. The suit kept me locked in place, a perfect, unwavering statue amidst the sensory storm. My world narrowed to the burn in my legs and the dark, burning focus of her eyes.

“Enough,” she said finally, and her voice was husky.

I pushed up, my legs feeling solid, not wrecked. The screen went dark.

“That should not have been possible,” she said, shaking her head. She was close enough for me to smell her scent—cardamom and clean woman. “Your will, plus the suit’s optimization… it’s synergistic.”

“What’s next?” I asked, my own voice rough.

She seemed to wrestle with herself. The protocol warring with something more primal. “We… should cool down. Some flexibility metrics.”

But she didn’t move to set up another test. She just stood there, looking up at me. The lab was silent except for the hum of the servers and the sound of our breathing.

“Priya,” I said.

“Yes?”

“The data’s good, right?”

“The data is unprecedented.”

“So the session is a success.”

“By every metric.”

I took a step toward her. She didn’t retreat. “Then why are you still here?”

Her breath caught. “What do you mean?”

“It’s after nine. The data’s in. The session is done.” I gestured to the empty, darkened lab around us. “You could have sent me home an hour ago. Why are you still here?”

The blush returned, deeper this time. She looked down at her tablet, then back at me, her guard crumbling. “I don’t know.”

“I think you do.”

She shook her head, a faint, almost helpless motion. “It’s not… professional.”

“I’m not asking as your beta tester,” I said, the suit giving me the courage to voice the hunger coiling in my gut. “I’m asking as a man who can’t stop thinking about the way you looked at me last night.”

Her eyes widened. She swallowed. “Elias…”

“Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me that look was just for your schematics, and I’ll get changed and go.”

She was silent for a long moment, her chest rising and falling. Then, softly: “It wasn’t for the schematics.”

The admission hung between us, a live wire. The last vestige of the professional barrier vaporized.

I closed the small distance between us. She had to tilt her head back. I raised a hand, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. My gloved fingers brushed a stray lock of hair from her cheek, tucking it behind her ear. She shuddered at the contact.

“This is a terrible idea,” she whispered, but she leaned into my touch.

“Probably.”

“I’m your engineer. You’re my subject.”

“I’m a man,” I said, my thumb tracing the line of her jaw. “You’re a woman. And this,” I glanced down at my own powerful, suit-clad form, then back at her, “this is just a suit.”

“It’s not just a suit,” she argued, but her eyes were on my mouth. “It’s my life’s work.”

“And it’s incredible. But it’s not why you stayed late.”

A soft, surrendering sound escaped her lips. Then she surged forward, closing the last inch between us, and kissed me.

It wasn’t gentle or questioning. It was hungry, full of pent-up curiosity and stark wanting. Her lips were soft and insistent against mine. Her hands came up to my chest, fingers splaying over the hard plane of the lattice-covered pectorals. I groaned into her mouth, my arms wrapping around her, pulling her tight against the unyielding sculpture of my new body. She was soft where I was hard, yielding where I was solid.

The kiss deepened, turned consuming. Her tongue met mine, and the taste of her—sweet and spicy—unlocked something feral in me. My hands slid down her back, over the silk of her blouse, cupping the curve of her ass through her trousers, pulling her hips firmly against mine. I was fully erect now, my cock straining against the confining lattice, and I knew she could feel it, the thick, rigid length pressed into her belly.

She broke the kiss, gasping for air, her forehead resting against mine. “God, Elias…”

“Tell me to stop,” I murmured against her lips, my hands still kneading her ass.

She didn’t. Instead, her own hands slid down my torso, exploring the ridges of my abdomen, the narrowness of my waist. Her touch was greedy, scientific and sensual all at once. “I want to see,” she breathed. “I want to touch you.”

The words sent a lightning bolt of desire straight to my cock. “Then touch me.”

She took my hand and led me, not to the testing table, but to the more private space behind the partition. The space where I changed. It felt clandestine, dangerous. She leaned back against the wall, her eyes dark and gleaming in the low light. Her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse.

“Let me,” I said, my voice rough.

I stepped closer, my suit-clad body crowding her against the wall. I made quick work of the buttons, parting the silk to reveal a simple lace bra the color of cream. Her skin was golden, smooth. I bent my head, trailing kisses along her collarbone, the valley between her breasts. She arched into me, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“The suit,” she moaned. “I need to feel you.”

I understood. The lattice was a barrier. I reached for the high neckline, but she stopped my hand.

“No,” she said. “Not yet. I want…” She bit her lip, then her hands went to the front of my suit, where a nearly invisible seam ran from neck to groin. “May I?”

“Yes.” The word was a growl.

She found the biometric latch at the base of my throat—a spot I hadn’t known was there—and pressed. With a soft hiss, the front of the suit parted, peeling open like a shell. Cool air washed over my heated skin. She pushed the material aside, revealing my chest, my stomach, and lower.

My cock sprang free, thick and hard, curving up against my belly.

Priya’s breath left her in a rush. Her eyes drank me in, not with clinical assessment, but with pure, unadulterated lust. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

Then she dropped to her knees.

The sight of her, the brilliant Dr. Priya Anand, on her knees before me, her lips parted, sent a shock of possessive heat through my veins. She didn’t hesitate. Her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, her touch firm and sure. She leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

The warmth, the wetness, the sheer shocking pleasure of it made my knees buckle. I braced a hand against the wall above her head, a groan tearing from my throat. Her tongue swirled around the tip, then she took me deeper, her head bobbing slowly, her other hand cupping my balls through the suit.

“Priya… fuck…” I tangled my other hand in her hair, not pushing, just holding on as she worshiped me. The sensations were overwhelming—the slick heat of her mouth, the sight of her between my legs, the knowledge that it was me she was doing this to, this new, powerful me she had helped create. But it was my old eyes watching, my old heart hammering against my new ribs.

She worked me with a focused intensity, her noises of pleasure vibrating along my length. I felt the pressure building, a coil tightening in my gut. I was close, too close.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice strangled.

She looked up at me, her lips stretched around me, her eyes blazing with defiance. She took me deeper, her throat relaxing to accept me. That was all it took.

With a ragged shout, I came, pulsing into the hot, willing cavern of her mouth. She took it all, swallowing, her hands gripping my hips as I shuddered through the most powerful climax of my life. Stars exploded behind my eyes.

When it was over, I sagged against the wall, spent. She released me gently, wiping her lips with the back of her hand as she rose to her feet. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen. She looked utterly triumphant.

“That,” she said, her voice hoarse, “was not in the testing protocol.”

I laughed, a breathless, amazed sound. I pulled her to me, kissing her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue. “Your turn,” I murmured against her mouth.

I turned her around, pressing her front against the wall. My hands went to the clasp of her trousers, undoing them, pushing them and her panties down over her hips. She kicked them off. I undid her bra, letting it fall away. Now she was naked from the waist up, her beautiful back and ass exposed to me. I ran my hands over the curves, the suit’s tactile sensors making her skin feel like living silk.

I knelt behind her, spreading her legs with my own. My mouth found the wet, hot core of her. She cried out, her hands slapping against the wall. I licked and sucked, exploring her folds, finding her clit with my tongue and circling it relentlessly. Her taste was musky, addictive. She was already so wet, her hips pushing back against my face.

“Elias… please…” she begged.

I didn’t make her wait. I stood, my cock, still slick from her mouth and already hardening again, pressed against the cleft of her ass. I reached between her legs, guiding myself to her entrance.

“Look at me,” I commanded, my voice rough.

She turned her head, her cheek against the wall, her eyes meeting mine in a desperate, hungry mirror.

“This is me,” I said, holding her gaze. “Not the suit. Me.”

“I know,” she gasped. “It’s always been you.”

I pushed into her in one slow, inexorable stroke. She was tight, impossibly hot, and she clenched around me with a sob of pleasure. I sank in until there was nowhere left to go, my body flush against her back, my suit-clad chest against her bare skin. I stayed there for a moment, letting us both feel the fullness, the connection.

Then I began to move.

I set a deep, punishing rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass. The sounds were obscene and glorious—her cries, my grunts, the wet slap of skin and suit. One hand gripped her hip, the other braced against the wall. I fucked her with all the power and confidence the suit had given me, but with the desperate, hungry need that was all Elias.

She came quickly, her inner muscles fluttering around me in violent pulses, her body shaking. I kept going, driving her through it, toward another peak. I reached around to rub her clit, and she shattered again, screaming my name into the empty lab.

It was too much. The feel of her, the sounds she made, the sight of her taking all of me. My own orgasm ripped through me, a raw, blinding surge of pleasure that emptied me into her depths. I collapsed against her, spent, both of us slick with sweat and breathless.

For long minutes, we just stood there, leaning against the wall, my softening cock still inside her, my suit half-open, her naked and trembling. The only sound was our ragged breathing and the distant hum of the servers.

Slowly, I pulled out. She turned, her body sliding against mine, and wrapped her arms around my neck. We kissed, slow and deep and tender, a shocking contrast to the frantic coupling.

“Well,” she said finally, her voice a wrecked, beautiful thing. “That’s one way to stress-test the suit’s structural integrity.”

I laughed, holding her close. “I think we broke the protocol.”

“We incinerated it.” She leaned back, looking up at me, her expression serious now. “This… complicates things.”

“Do you want to un-complicate them?” I asked, my heart in my throat.

She traced the line of my jaw, her touch softer than before. “No,” she said quietly. “I don’t.”

Relief flooded me. I kissed her forehead. “Then we don’t.”

We cleaned up in silence, a new, intimate quiet between us. She dressed while I sealed the suit back up, the lattice closing over my spent, sated body. When we emerged from behind the partition, the lab looked the same, but everything had changed.

She walked me to the door, her hand in mine.

“Tomorrow?” I asked.

“Tomorrow,” she confirmed. Then she bit her lip. “Elias… about the data. This… us. It can’t be in the logs.”

“I know.” I squeezed her hand. “This is ours.”

She nodded, and the look she gave me was so full of warmth and promise and sheer, unguarded want that it stole my breath more than the suit ever had.

I walked out into the night, the ghost of her touch on my skin, the taste of her on my lips. The suit hummed with a low, contented energy against my body. But the fire burning inside me had nothing to do with its technology, and everything to do with the woman who had built it, and who had, in one reckless, glorious hour, chosen to see the man wearing it.


Chapter 2 — The Pull

Sleep was impossible. The suit sat on my dresser, a coiled, matte-black question mark. My skin still tingled, not from the morphic lattice, but from the memory of Priya’s hands on me, her mouth, the sounds she’d made. I’d been home for three hours, showered, but I could still smell her—clean sweat and a hint of something floral, maybe her shampoo—on my own skin. A phantom scent. The suit was off, powered down, but I felt its absence like a limb missing. Or maybe that was just her.

The next day at the office was a blur of mundane QA tickets. Click-throughs on a new app interface, logging pixel misalignments. My body felt foreign in its old, soft shape. My chair dug into my lower back in a way it hadn’t yesterday. I caught myself slouching and forced my shoulders back, a pale imitation of the suit’s effortless posture. My colleagues were the same, the gray cubicle farm unchanged, but I was a spy behind enemy lines, nursing a secret that glowed in my chest.

Priya wasn’t in the main engineering bullpen. A junior engineer told me she was in the high-bay labs all day, running diagnostics. On the “morph project.” He said it with a shrug, unaware he was talking about the axis my world had spun around. I spent the afternoon chasing a bug that turned out to be a server latency issue, my mind replaying the feel of her fingernails scoring my back.

The text came at 5:47 PM, as I was shutting down my workstation.

Priya: Calibration Bay 3. 7 PM. Session three. Stability protocol. Eat something first.

My heart hammered against my ribs. Professional. Clinical, even. But she’d told me to eat. That felt like care. Or maybe she just wanted me to have stamina. I clung to that ambiguity like a lifeline.

I went home, choked down a protein bar, and stared at the suit. Protocol. Last night had been anything but. Would she pretend it hadn’t happened? Would we be engineer and test subject again? The thought was a cold stone in my gut. I wanted her hands on me, but more than that, I wanted her eyes on me—the way they’d looked when I was inside her, like she was seeing something miraculous.

At 6:45, I stood naked in my bedroom, the suit in my hands. It was warm to the touch, as if anticipating activation. I stepped into it, the lattice sealing up my legs, my torso, my arms with a series of soft, definitive clicks. The HUD flickered to life in my periphery: SYSTEM NOMINAL. USER: WARD, E. BIO-SYNC: 99.7%. The familiar hum began, a vibration deep in my bones. Then, the morph.

It wasn’t the shocking, wrenching transformation of the first activation. It was smoother, a wave of sensation rolling from my core outward. My spine straightened, vertebrae aligning with soft pops. Muscle definition etched itself across my abdomen, my chest, my thighs, not with pain but with a profound, stretching fullness. My shoulders broadened, the suit tightening across them like a second skin. I watched in the full-length mirror on my closet door as my own face sharpened, the softness around my jaw melting away, leaving a cleaner, stronger line. My gray-green eyes stared back, the only part of me that felt utterly, completely unchanged. Elias.

I took a steadying breath. The man in the mirror was a god. And he was terrified.

The lab was quiet when I arrived, the only light the cool blue glow of the main console banks. Priya was there, her back to me, studying a sprawling data visualization on a large wall screen. She wore dark jeans and a simple black t-shirt, her hair pulled up in a messy bun. She looked… normal. Grounded. Human.

“Right on time,” she said without turning. Her voice was calm, focused. “Give me a second. The baseline readings are spooling.”

I stood in the center of the bay, feeling like a specimen. “Anything I should do?”

“Just stand there. Let the suit settle.” She tapped at a tablet, frowning. “Your cortisol levels are elevated. You nervous, Elias?”

She’d used my name. Not ‘Subject Ward.’ A tiny crack in the professional veneer. “A little,” I admitted.

“Don’t be. It’s just data.” She finally turned, and her eyes swept over me, head to toe. It was a clinical assessment, but it lingered a half-second too long on my chest, my arms. A flush crept up her neck. She cleared her throat. “Vitals look strong. Suit integrity is optimal. How does it feel?”

“Powerful,” I said. “Like I could… I don’t know. Run through a wall.”

“Please don’t. The wall’s expensive.” A ghost of a smile touched her lips. She walked closer, circling me. “Gait analysis next. Walk to the far wall and back. Natural pace.”

I did, hyper-aware of the fluid, powerful movement of my body. The suit moved with me, amplifying every motion.

“Good,” she murmured, watching her tablet. “Now, range of motion. Touch your toes.”

I bent, the movement effortless. I straightened, and she was right there, closer than she needed to be for a sensor reading. I could smell her again—that same floral note, and underneath, the clean, sharp scent of ozone and electronics that was the lab.

“Raise your arms overhead. Rotate at the waist.” Her voice was lower now.

I complied, turning slowly. Her eyes weren’t on the tablet. They were fixed on the way the suit stretched across my pecs, the definition of my obliques.

“Priya?” I said softly.

Her gaze snapped to mine. “The data is… exceptional.” She took a step back, putting professional distance between us. “We’re moving to stress-testing. Follow me.”

She led me to a different part of the bay, where a set of hydraulic resistance machines stood. “The suit should modulate your output, prevent you from tearing your own muscles. We’ll test the upper body first. Seated row. Start at fifty kilos.”

I sat, gripped the handles. The weight was nothing. The suit seemed to hum, agreeing.

“Increase to seventy-five,” she instructed from behind the control panel.

I pulled. Smooth, powerful.

“One hundred.”

Another pull. My back muscles engaged, a delicious burn. I could feel the suit monitoring the strain, subtly adjusting support.

“One-twenty-five.” Her voice had a new tension in it.

I pulled, holding at the peak of the contraction. I heard her footsteps approach. She stopped beside the machine, her hip resting against the frame.

“You’re not even breathing hard,” she said, her tone wondering.

“The suit’s doing most of the work.”

“That’s not true.” She reached out, her fingers hovering over my bicep. “It’s enhancing you. The myoelectric feedback is incredible. Your neuromuscular efficiency has increased by a factor of three.” Her fingers finally made contact, tracing the hard curve of muscle through the lattice. It wasn’t a clinical touch. It was a caress. “It’s you in there, Elias. Amplified, but you.”

My breath caught. I released the handles, the weights clanking softly. “Why are you really here so late, Priya?”

She withdrew her hand as if burned. “For the protocol. For the data.”

“The data could be collected by an intern during daylight hours.”

She turned away, walking back to the console. Her shoulders were tight. “We need the quiet. The system variables are fewer at night.”

I stood, following her. “Is that all?”

She busied herself with the tablet, swiping through screens. “Yes.”

“Stop hiding behind the tablet, Priya.”

She didn’t.

I moved around the console, standing in her line of sight. “Priya.”

Finally, she looked up. Her dark eyes were conflicted, stormy. “What do you want me to say, Elias? That I stayed because I couldn’t stop thinking about last night? That I’ve been looking at thermographic readouts all day and all I see is the heat your body left on mine?” The words tumbled out, fierce and fast. “That it complicates my project, my professional ethics, and my entire fucking life?”

The air left my lungs. “Yes,” I managed. “Say that.”

She shook her head, a bitter laugh escaping her. “It’s irresponsible. You’re my subject.”

“I’m a man who hasn’t been able to think straight since you came in my mouth,” I said, the bluntness shocking us both.

Her lips parted. A flush bloomed deep on her cheeks. She stared at me, her professional composure shattered. For a long moment, there was only the hum of servers and the sound of our breathing.

“The protocol…” she whispered, but it was a token protest.

“The protocol’s done. The data’s logged.” I took a step closer. The space between us crackled. “Why are you still here?”

She closed the distance. Her hands came up, palms flat against my chest. She wasn’t pushing me away. She was feeling me. “Because I wanted to see you,” she breathed. “Just you. In the suit, out of it… I don’t know anymore.”

My hands found her hips, pulling her against me. The hard planes of the suit met the soft curves of her body. She gasped, her head tilting back. I could see the pulse fluttering in her throat.

“This is a bad idea,” she murmured, even as her fingers dug into my shoulders.

“The worst,” I agreed, dipping my head. My lips brushed the shell of her ear. “Tell me to stop.”

She shuddered. “I can’t.”

That was all the permission I needed. I captured her mouth with mine. This kiss wasn’t like the frantic, hungry ones from last night. It was slower, deeper, a rediscovery. She tasted of mint tea and resolve crumbling. Her tongue met mine, and a low moan vibrated in her throat. Her hands slid up into my hair, gripping tight.

We stumbled back against the console, her body pinned between the hard edge and mine. I kissed down her jaw, to her neck, sucking gently at the sensitive skin below her ear. She arched against me, a desperate, seeking pressure.

“Elias,” she gasped. “The cameras…”

“Offline,” I mumbled against her skin, remembering her directive from the previous session. “You said you’d keep them offline for all calibrations.”

“For calibration,” she said, her breath hitching as my hands slid under her t-shirt, skating over the warm silk of her back. “This isn’t calibration.”

“Then what is it?” I pulled back just enough to look into her eyes.

Her answer was to grab the hem of her own shirt and pull it over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were full, her nipples already hard and dusky in the cool blue light. “It’s a stress test,” she said, her voice thick with challenge. “Of my self-control.”

I groaned, my mouth watering. I lowered my head, taking one taut peak into my mouth. She cried out, her hands fisting in my hair. I laved her with my tongue, then sucked hard, my other hand coming up to knead her other breast. Her hips ground against the rigid proof of my erection straining against the suit.

“More,” she demanded, tugging at my hair.

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention. Her head fell back, her eyes squeezed shut. “God, the way you feel… the suit… it’s so…”

I pulled away abruptly. Her eyes flew open, confused and hungry. “Is it the suit?” I asked, the fear from last night roaring back. “Is it this?” I gestured at my sculpted torso.

“Elias…”

“No, tell me.” I took a step back, putting cold air between us. “When you look at me right now, who do you see? The QA tester with the soft gut, or this?” I slapped a hand against my chest. The lattice vibrated under the impact.

She stared at me, her chest heaving. “I see you,” she said, her voice raw. “It’s your eyes. They’re the same. It’s always been your eyes.”

It wasn’t enough. The doubt was a poison ivy, crawling up my throat. “But is it this body you want? Or mine?”

She stepped forward, her gaze holding mine with an intensity that felt like a physical touch. “Come here.”

I didn’t move.

“Elias. Come. Here.”

Slowly, I closed the distance. She reached for the fastening at my collar. With a soft hiss, the lattice began to retract. It peeled back from my neck, my clavicle, down my chest. She pushed the material apart, baring my skin to the cool air. Then she placed her hand flat over my heart. My real heart, under my real skin.

“Your heart is racing,” she whispered. “The suit doesn’t simulate that. That’s you.” She leaned in, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the center of my chest. “This is you.” Her other hand went to the fastening of her jeans. She popped the button, slid the zipper down. Then she took my hand—my bare, human hand—and guided it inside her jeans, under the lace edge of her panties.

She was soaking wet. Hot. Her pussy clenched around my fingers as I touched her.

“This,” she gasped, her forehead dropping against my bare shoulder, “is what you do to me. Not the suit. You. Now are you done being an idiot, or do I have to finish myself off while you watch?”

A ragged laugh burst out of me, part relief, part sheer, unadulterated need. I kissed her, hard, my fingers still working her, sliding through her slick folds, finding her clit. She broke the kiss with a sharp cry, bucking against my hand.

“Bed,” she panted, pushing her jeans and panties down her hips. “The… the cot in the observation room.”

I swept her up into my arms—an easy, powerful motion the suit-enhanced muscles made effortless—and carried her through the side door into the small, darkened observation room. A narrow cot was pushed against one wall, used for overnight monitoring sessions. I laid her down on the thin mattress. In the dim light bleeding from the main bay, she was a vision: gloriously naked, her skin glowing, her eyes dark with desire.

I stood over her, the suit open to my waist. My cock, fully hard, jutted out from the opening in the lattice. I felt exposed, more vulnerable than I had naked. This was the junction of man and machine, desire and doubt.

She reached for me. “Don’t think,” she commanded, her voice low and throaty. “Just feel. Please.”

I lowered myself onto the cot, covering her body with mine. The feel of her skin against mine, completely unimpeded where the suit had parted, was electric. She wrapped her legs around my hips, her heels digging into the small of my back.

“I need you inside me,” she breathed into my ear, her hand wrapping around my cock, guiding me to her entrance. “Now, Elias.”

I paused, my tip nudging against her wet heat. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she said, the word a sigh against my lips. “I’m so sure it hurts.”

I pushed into her.

The feeling was catastrophic. The tight, hot clasp of her pussy, the slick glide as she took me inch by inch, the way her breath stuttered in my ear—it obliterated everything else. The lab, the suit, my own stupid doubts, all of it dissolved into pure, raw sensation. She was so wet, so ready, her body opening for me like it was made for this. For us.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her head pressing back into the thin pillow. “Elias… fuck.”

I drove in until I couldn’t get any deeper, my balls pressing against her, and stopped, trembling with the effort of holding still. Her inner muscles fluttered around my cock, a desperate, rhythmic pull. I looked down at her face, her eyes screwed shut, her lips parted.

“Let me see those eyes,” I whispered.

Her dark eyes opened, glazed with pleasure. She focused on me, really seeing me. I began to move.

Slow at first, a long, deep withdrawal followed by an even deeper stroke. The cot creaked beneath us. The sound was cheap, human, grounding. Her hands gripped my shoulders, her nails biting through the lattice of the suit still covering my back.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Don’t… don’t be gentle.”

I obeyed, snapping my hips forward, driving into her with a force that made her cry out. The suit amplified my strength, my stamina, but the rhythm, the need—that was all me. I fucked her with a desperate, hungry pace, each thrust a punctuation mark to a sentence I was too overwhelmed to speak. Mine. Real. This.

Her legs locked tighter around me. “Yes, right there, don’t stop,” she chanted, her voice breaking. One of her hands slid down my back, under the open edge of the suit, her fingers splaying over the sweat-slick skin of my ass, urging me on.

The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the smell of sex and her perfume and clean sweat, the taste of salt on her neck where I buried my face. I was drowning in her. The powerful, suit-enhanced body was just a vessel, a delivery system for the sheer, shattering intimacy of the act. I felt every clench of her cunt, every hitch in her breath, as if they were my own.

“I’m close,” she panted, her hips rising to meet every thrust. “Touch me. Please.”

I slid a hand between our bodies, my fingers finding her swollen clit. She jerked beneath me, a sharp, broken cry tearing from her throat. I rubbed tight, fast circles, my own rhythm faltering as I focused on her.

“Just like that,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop.”

Her body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise, a series of intense, pulsing contractions that milked me. Her cry was long and loud and utterly unselfconscious, echoing in the small, dark room. I watched her face as she came, the way her features shattered into pure, unfiltered ecstasy, and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

The sight, the feeling, pushed me over the edge. My own control snapped. With a guttural groan, I drove into her one last, deep time and came. Pleasure erupted from my core, white-hot and all-consuming, shooting through my cock as I emptied myself into her. The pulses seemed to go on forever, each one wringing a shudder from my body. I collapsed on top of her, careful to keep my weight on my elbows, my forehead pressed against her shoulder.

We lay there, tangled and spent, the only sounds our ragged breathing and the distant hum of the lab. Her hands came up, one stroking my hair, the other tracing lazy patterns on the bare skin of my back where the suit had parted.

After a long while, she whispered, “See?”

I knew what she meant. The suit was quiet, a passive layer against my skin. The euphoria fading from my veins was purely biochemical, human. The man shaking slightly as he pulled out of her was just a man.

I rolled onto my side, taking her with me so we faced each other on the narrow cot. Our noses were almost touching. “I see,” I said, my voice hoarse.

She traced my eyebrow, then the line of my jaw. “The suit is a tool, Elias. It’s an amazing, revolutionary tool. But it’s not the artist. It’s not the man who looks at me like I’ve hung the moon, even when he’s scared shitless.” She kissed me, soft and lingering. “That’s you.”

The doubt didn’t magically vanish. It was a deep-seated weed, its roots tangled with years of self-consciousness. But her words were a torch, burning it back. For now.

“What happens now?” I asked. “With the project? With… this?”

She sighed, nuzzling into the crook of my neck. “The project continues. You’re still the best beta tester I have. We still have four more scheduled sessions.” She pulled back to look at me. “And this… this happens in the spaces between. If you want it to.”

“I want it to,” I said, the certainty in my voice surprising me.

A slow, radiant smile spread across her face. “Good.”

We lay there for a while longer, until the reality of the hard cot and the cooling air began to seep in. We cleaned up with paper towels from the lab sink, a strangely domestic ritual in the high-tech space. She dressed while I sealed the suit back up, the lattice closing over my skin with a sense of finality.

When we emerged from the observation room, the lab was unchanged, but the silence felt different. Charged, but also softer.

She walked me to the door, just like the night before. This time, she leaned into me, her head resting on my chest. “Get some sleep. Real sleep. Your readings tomorrow need to be baseline, not lust-addled.”

I chuckled. “Yes, Doctor.”

She looked up at me, her expression turning serious. “Elias… tomorrow’s session. It’s a longer one. A full-system endurance test. Six hours, with intermittent high-load physical intervals.”

Six hours. My back ached at the thought of the office chair. Six hours in the suit sounded like a paradise. “Okay.”

“And…” She chewed her lip. “The data from tonight. From… us. It’s an uncontrolled variable. A delicious, fantastic uncontrolled variable. But it could affect the suit’s bio-feedback loops. I need to monitor you even more closely.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that a problem?”

A slow smile. “It’s a complication. One I’m willing to manage.” She stood on her toes and kissed me, a quick, firm press of lips. “Now go. Before I decide another stress test is in order.”

I left, the ghost of her kiss on my lips, the memory of her body under mine imprinted on my skin. The walk home was a blur. My apartment felt emptier than ever. The suit, when I peeled it off, seemed inert. Just a piece of advanced fabric. The real buzz was in my nerves, in the replay of her touch, her words. It’s always been your eyes.

The next day passed in a similar fog. Work was a series of meaningless tasks. I saw Priya once, walking through the atrium with a group of senior engineers. She didn’t see me, but I watched her, the confident set of her shoulders, the way she gestured as she explained something. My chest ached with a weird, proud longing.

Her text came later than the day before.

Priya: Bay 3. 8 PM. Session four. Endurance protocol. Hydrate. Carbs.

The instructions were clinical, but the fact that she was texting at all, that this secret line of communication existed, felt intensely intimate.

That night, I suited up with a sense of ritual. The morph was smoother, faster, my body adapting to the change. The powerful form in the mirror was becoming familiar, a second skin I could step into. But the eyes staring back—wide, a little anxious—were the constant. The thread connecting the two versions of me.

Priya was all business when I arrived. The lab was set up differently. Monitoring equipment was more prominent, with additional sensor pads she attached to my temples and chest over the suit. A treadmill, a climbing wall simulator, and a series of isometric holds were staged in the center of the bay.

“Tonight is about sustained output and system stability,” she explained, her fingers deft as she placed the sensors. Her touch was professional, but her knuckles brushed my bare collarbone where the suit opened at the neck, and a shiver ran through me. “We’ll cycle through different activities. The suit should manage your fatigue, prevent lactic acid build-up, keep your heart rate in an optimal zone. My job is to watch for any feedback anomalies.”

“Sounds fun,” I said dryly.

She allowed herself a small smile. “Think of it as a very expensive, very monitored gym session.” She finished with the sensors and stepped back. “We begin with twenty minutes on the treadmill, increasing incline and speed every five minutes. Begin.”

The session was grueling, but in a clean, exhilarating way. The suit worked as promised. When my muscles screamed that they were done, a wave of cool, soothing sensation would wash through them, a kind of neural reset. I ran, I climbed, I held crushing grips on pressure-sensitive bars. Priya circled me like a hawk, her eyes glued to her tablet and the wall of vital signs displayed on the main screen.

“Fascinating,” she’d murmur. “Your neuro-muscular efficiency is holding at eighty-seven percent above baseline. Adrenaline modulation is perfect.”

It was during a rest interval, as I stood gulping water from a bottle, that she approached me. The blue glow of the screens painted her face in stark relief.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Powerful. Like I could do this all night.”

“You essentially are.” She glanced at the chronometer. “Three hours down. Three to go.” She reached out and adjusted a sensor on my chest, her fingertips lingering. “Your core temperature is perfect. The suit’s thermoregulation is… exquisite.”

“Is that the suit talking,” I asked, my voice low, “or you?”

Her eyes flicked up to mine. A slow smile. “A little of both.” She leaned in, as if to check a readout on my collar, and her breath warmed my ear. “You look incredible like this. A perfect machine.”

The words should have fed my insecurity. Instead, the heat in her voice, the possessive awe, sent a jolt straight to my cock. The suit, sensitive to my arousal, hummed faintly.

She leaned back, her expression shifting back to professional neutrality, but a spark remained in her eyes. “Next phase. Isometric holds. Assume the position.”

The next hour was a test of will. Holding strenuous, static poses while sensors measured muscle fatigue and suit intervention. It was boring and intense at the same time. My mind wandered, inevitably, back to the cot in the observation room, to the feel of her coming around my cock.

Priya must have seen something on her readouts. “Focus, Elias. Your beta-wave patterns are spiking. Clear your mind.”

Easy for you to say, I thought.

During a final, brutal hold—a deep squat position with weights suspended from my arms—she came close again. I was trembling with the strain, sweat beading on my skin under the suit. She knelt in front of me, checking a sensor on my thigh. Her face was level with my groin.

“Hold steady,” she said, her voice a murmur. Then, so quietly I almost didn’t hear it: “I can see how much you want me.”

My breath hitched. The weights wobbled.

“Steady,” she chided, a smirk playing on her lips. She stood and walked back to her console, leaving me throbbing and frustrated.

It was a new kind of torture. The clinical environment, her controlled demeanor, the sheer physical demand—all of it layered with this thick, unspoken sexual tension. She was in complete control, and the fact that she was wielding that control to tease me, to stoke this fire, was the most potent aphrodisiac I’d ever experienced.

The final hour was agility drills—quick, precise movements through a laser-grid obstacle course. It required my full attention, which was a relief. By the time she called an end to the protocol, I was physically spent but mentally buzzing.

“System performed flawlessly,” she announced, powering down the main console. “Your body’s adaptation is remarkable.” She began removing the external sensors, her movements brisk. “You should feel a mild euphoria, followed by a deep, restful sleep. It’s a neurochemical reward the suit provides for peak performance.”

“What about other rewards?” I asked, my voice rough from exertion.

She didn’t look up, but a smile touched her lips. “The subject is dismissed for the evening. Data review tomorrow at 10 AM.”

I caught her wrist as she reached for the last sensor on my temple. “Priya.”

She finally met my gaze. Her professional mask was gone. What was left was heat, pure and simple. “You’re exhausted,” she said, but it didn’t sound like a refusal.

“Not that exhausted.”

She held my stare for a long moment. Then she pulled her wrist free and walked to the main lab door, flipping the lock with a definitive click. The sound echoed in the quiet bay. She turned, leaning back against the door.

“Come here,” she said.

I crossed the room, the suit amplifying the predatory grace of my stride. I stopped inches from her, looking down. She looked up, defiant and wanting.

“You’ve been teasing me all night,” I said.

“You’ve been an excellent subject,” she replied, her hands coming up to rest on my suited chest. “You deserve a… debrief.”

She pushed off from the door and kissed me. It was hungry, possessive, a release of the tension that had been coiling for hours. Her hands went to the fastening at my collar. This time, she didn’t stop at my chest. She peeled the suit down to my waist, then further, until it was gathered around my thighs. The cool air hit my heated skin, and my already hard cock sprang free.

She dropped to her knees.

“Priya—” I started, but the words died in my throat as she took me into her mouth.

It was wet, hot, and utterly overwhelming. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, then she took me deep, her lips stretching to accommodate me. I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair. She looked up at me, her dark eyes holding mine as she sucked, her head bobbing in a rhythm that had my knees buckling. The sight of her—brilliant, composed Dr. Priya Anand—on her knees, her mouth full of me, was the most powerful thing I’d ever witnessed.

The suit hummed, registering the spike in my vitals, but it was irrelevant. This was a different kind of peak performance. Her fingers dug into my hips as she worked me, her moans vibrating through my shaft. I was already close, the hours of pent-up desire boiling over.

“I’m gonna come,” I warned, my voice strangled.

She didn’t pull away. She took me deeper, her throat working around me. That was all it took. I came with a shout, my release flooding her mouth. She swallowed, her eyes watering slightly, but she held on until I was spent, until I was soft in her mouth.

She released me with a soft pop, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She looked utterly debauched and utterly triumphant.

“There,” she said, her voice husky. “Your debrief.”

I hauled her to her feet and kissed her, tasting myself on her tongue. “That was…”

“A data point,” she finished, a grin spreading across her face. “A very favorable one.” She gently pushed me back. “Now go home. Get your rest. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I dressed the suit, my body humming with a deep, sated fatigue. She unlocked the door and saw me out, her hand giving mine a quick, hidden squeeze before letting go.

The night air was cool on my face as I walked home. The suit’s promised euphoria was there, a warm glow in my veins, but it was tangled up with something else, something more profound. She’d knelt for me. Not for the perfect body, but for the man inside it. The man she’d been teasing, monitoring, wanting all night.

But as I lay in my bed later, the high faded, and the old doubts crept back in. She’d called me a perfect machine. She was obsessed with the data, with the suit’s performance. Was I just the most fascinating prototype she’d ever tested? Was the man just a fortunate side effect?

The next day’s data review was in a small conference room, not the lab. Priya was all business, pointing at graphs on a screen, talking about synaptic latency and morphic stability. I nodded along, trying to focus.

“Tonight’s session is different,” she said finally, closing her tablet. She looked at me, her expression unreadable. “It’s a control test.”

“A control?”

“Yes.” She took a deep breath. “I need to establish a physiological and psychological baseline. Without the suit’s influence.”

The words hung in the air.

“Without the suit?” I repeated, my heart starting to pound.

“I need you to come to the lab tonight,” she said, her eyes holding mine. “As yourself.”


Chapter 3 — Baseline

The conference room door clicked shut behind me, a sharp, final sound. I stood in the fluorescent-lit hallway of the R&D building, the words echoing in the hollow space between my ears.

As yourself.

The afternoon crawled. I tried to focus on my actual job—poking at buggy APIs for a banking app—but every line of code blurred into a single, pulsing question. What did she want? A control test. Data. She was a scientist. She needed to isolate variables. Elias without the suit. Elias, baseline. The thought was a cold stone in my gut.

The man in the suit was confident. He was sculpted. He was a walking fantasy. The man outside it was… me. Soft around the middle, with shoulders that slouched from too many hours at a desk. A body that felt like a comfortable, worn-out jacket you couldn’t bring yourself to throw away. The suit didn’t just change my muscles; it changed the very air around me, the way I occupied space. Without it, I was just taking up room.

I showered at home, scrubbing as if I could wash away the anxiety. I didn’t know what to wear. Jeans and a t-shirt felt too casual. Button-down and slacks felt like a date, and this was decidedly not a date. It was a clinical trial. I settled on dark jeans and a simple, well-fitting gray henley. I stared at my reflection. Just Elias. Brown hair a bit messy, gray-green eyes wide with apprehension. Ordinary.

The walk to the lab felt longer, the night darker. My keycard buzzed me into the silent building. The halls were empty, the only sound the hum of distant servers and the frantic beat of my own heart. I approached the testing bay door, the familiar blue light bleeding from the seam at the bottom.

I didn’t knock. She’d know I was here. The door slid open with a whisper.

The lab was different. The main overheads were off. Instead, soft, ambient floor lights glowed around the perimeter, casting the room in deep blues and purples. The central dais was empty. No suit on its stand. No holographic displays flickering with my vitals. Priya stood by her main console, but the screens were dark. She was wearing jeans and a loose, creamy sweater, her black hair down around her shoulders. She looked softer. Younger. And utterly terrifying.

“Elias,” she said, her voice quiet in the hushed space. “You came.”

“You said to.” My voice sounded rough. I cleared my throat, stepping fully inside. The door hissed shut behind me, sealing us in. “Where’s the suit?”

“In its case. We’re not using it tonight.” She gestured to the room. “I turned off the monitors. The sensors in the room are passive tonight—basic environmental stuff. No biometrics. No cameras. This isn’t about the suit’s performance.”

“Then what’s it about?” I asked, my arms crossed over my chest, a defensive posture I immediately hated.

She took a step toward me, then stopped, as if remembering a protocol. “It’s about establishing a baseline. For me.”

I blinked. “For you?”

“The data from the first two sessions is… confounding.” She ran a hand through her hair, a gesture of frustration I’d seen when a simulation crashed. “The physiological markers are off the charts. Endorphins, oxytocin, neural coherence. But I can’t isolate the stimulus. Is it the suit’s neuromorphic feedback? Or is it…” She trailed off, her warm brown eyes searching my face.

“Or is it you,” I finished for her, the words barely a whisper.

She nodded once, a sharp, decisive motion. “Or is it me. The interaction. The… context. I need to know what happens without the suit’s influence. I need a control data point. We need it.”

The way she said ‘we’ uncoiled something tight in my chest. “So this is an experiment.”

“Everything is an experiment, Elias.” A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “But tonight, the hypothesis is mine. I hypothesize that the reaction—the synaptic fire, the dopamine cascade—isn’t generated by the polymer and the nanites. I think it’s generated here.” She took another step, closing the distance between us. She was close enough that I could smell the clean, citrus scent of her shampoo. “Between us.”

My breath caught. The air in the room felt charged, thick. “And how do we test that?”

“We recreate the conditions. As closely as possible. Without the intervening variable.” Her gaze was steady, analytical and yet profoundly intimate. “We talk. We touch. We see what happens.”

“And you record it?” I asked, glancing at the dark consoles.

“No.” The word was firm. “No recordings. No data stream. This is for me. For us. To know.”

The permission, the sheer audacity of it, sent a jolt through me. She wanted to know if she wanted me. Not the perfect machine. Me. The control subject.

“Okay,” I said, the word leaving me in a rush of exhaled air.

“Okay,” she echoed. She didn’t move. “The first two sessions… they began with a diagnostic. A touch for calibration.”

I remembered. Her fingers on my wrist, my neck, my chest. Clinical. Electrifying. “Yeah.”

“We should start there. For consistency.”

My mouth was dry. “Consistency. Right.”

She lifted her hand, her fingers hovering just above the fabric of my henley, over my heart. “May I?”

The explicit, spoken consent was a habit from the suit sessions, a necessary protocol. Hearing it here, in the soft dark, felt wildly different. It wasn’t a safety check. It was an invitation.

“Yes,” I managed.

Her fingertips touched the center of my chest, a light, steady pressure. I felt it through the cotton, a point of heat that spread instantly. She didn’t have the tablet in her other hand. She was just looking at me, feeling me.

“Heart rate is elevated,” she murmured, her voice a low, professional observation that was anything but.

“No shit,” I breathed.

A smile flickered. Her hand slid up, over my collarbone, her palm coming to rest against the side of my neck. Her thumb brushed my pulse point. “Strong. Rapid.” Her other hand came up, mirroring the first, so she was cradling my face, her thumbs stroking the line of my jaw. Her eyes were locked on mine. “Pupils dilated.”

“Priya,” I said, her name a plea and a question.

“I’m establishing the baseline, Elias,” she whispered, but her own breath was coming faster. She leaned in, her forehead nearly touching mine. “Skin temperature is rising. Tactile response is… pronounced.”

I couldn’t stand it anymore. The clinical words, the unbearable tension. I brought my hands up, covering hers where they held my face. I turned my head, pressing a kiss into her palm. Her breath hitched.

The sound undid me. All the careful distance, the scientific method, shattered.

I kissed her.

It wasn’t like the first, desperate kiss in the suit. This was slower, deeper, a deliberate exploration. Her lips were soft, and she tasted of mint and the black tea she always drank. She made a small, hungry noise in the back of her throat and her hands slid from my face into my hair, her fingers tangling, pulling me closer. The kiss deepened, turned wet and open. My arms went around her, under the bulk of her sweater, feeling the heat of her back through her thin shirt. She was solid, real, straining against me.

We broke apart, gasping. Her eyes were dark, her lips swollen.

“Baseline is compromised,” I rasped.

“The experiment is contaminated,” she agreed, a wild light in her eyes. “We need a new approach. More data.”

She grabbed the hem of my henley and pulled it up. I raised my arms, letting her drag it over my head. The cool lab air hit my skin, and I felt a flush of self-consciousness. I wasn’t the sculpted ideal. I was just… me. Pale skin, a light dusting of hair on my chest, the softness at my waist.

But her gaze wasn’t critical. It was ravenous. She looked at me like I was a revelation. Her hands landed on my shoulders, then swept down over my pecs, my stomach. Her touch was possessive, curious.

“You’re warm,” she said, her voice husky.

“You’re overdressed,” I countered, my fingers finding the bottom of her sweater.

She lifted her arms, a silent command. I pulled the soft fabric up and off. She wore a simple black bra beneath, and the sight of her—the smooth curve of her shoulders, the swell of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach—knocked the air from my lungs. She was so beautiful it was a physical ache.

I reached for her, but she stepped back, holding up a finger. “Wait.”

She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and let it fall. Then her hands went to the button of her jeans. She pushed them down her hips, along with a scrap of black lace, and stepped out of them, kicking the pile of clothes aside. She stood before me, naked in the dim, colored light. Perfect. Utterly confident.

“Your turn,” she said, her eyes on my jeans.

My hands trembled as I fumbled with the button and zip. I shoved my jeans and boxers down, kicking them away. I was already fully hard, my cock standing thick and eager against my stomach. I felt exposed, vulnerable in a way the suit had never allowed. Every flaw was on display.

She didn’t speak. She just closed the distance between us, her body aligning with mine, skin to skin. The sensation was a lightning strike. The heat of her, the softness of her breasts crushed against my chest, the wiry brush of her pubic hair against my thigh. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me again, deep and consuming.

We stumbled backward, a clumsy, heated dance, until my back hit the cool surface of one of the secondary lab benches. She pushed me against it, her hands roaming my back, my ass, pulling me tighter into the cradle of her hips. I could feel the wet heat of her against my cock.

“Tell me what you want,” she breathed against my mouth, her hips making a slow, maddening circle. “The protocol requires verbal consent for each escalation.”

She was teasing, but the words were a trigger. This was the game. The science. The truth.

“I want to taste you,” I growled, the words rough with need. “I want my mouth on you. All of you.”

A shudder went through her. “Consent granted.”

I spun us, lifting her easily—a strength that was mine, not the suit’s—and sat her on the edge of the lab bench. The metal was cool under her. I dropped to my knees on the hard floor.

Her eyes went wide. “Elias…”

I didn’t let her finish. I hooked her legs over my shoulders, pulling her to the very edge. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled my senses. In the low light, I could see her, glistening and open for me. I leaned in and licked a slow, flat stripe from her entrance to her clit.

She cried out, a sharp, unfiltered sound that echoed in the quiet lab. Her hands flew to my hair, gripping hard.

I did it again, slower, savoring her taste, the salt and the unique, addictive flavor that was purely Priya. Then I focused on her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue, flicking it, sucking it gently into my mouth.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, her hips bucking off the bench. “Right there. Don’t stop. The data… the data is very clear…”

I chuckled against her, the vibration making her gasp. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a rhythm with my tongue. She was so wet, so tight, clenching around my fingers. Her thighs tightened around my head. Her pleas lost all coherence, becoming a stream of gasped profanity and my name.

I felt her body begin to coil, the tension building to a breaking point. Her cries grew higher, more desperate. I redoubled my efforts, sucking her clit, fucking her with my fingers.

She came with a raw, shattered scream, her whole body bowing off the metal surface. I held her through it, gentling my mouth, drinking in every pulse and flutter until she collapsed back, boneless and panting.

I stood up, my knees protesting. My cock ached, dripping against my stomach. She looked up at me, her eyes dazed, her face flushed with pleasure.

“Baseline achieved,” she panted, a triumphant, giddy smile spreading across her face. Then her eyes dropped to my cock. “Now for the experimental variable.”

She slid off the bench, her legs shaky, and knelt before me on the floor. The image was a mirror of the night before, but so fundamentally different. She was naked. I was naked. No black polymer, no glowing nodes. Just us.

She didn’t hesitate. She took me in her hand, her grip firm, and looked up at me. “I want you in my mouth. May I?”

The formal request, in her current state, was the hottest thing I’d ever heard. “Yes. Please. God, yes.”

She leaned forward and took the head of my cock into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip, and I saw stars. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect. She sank down, taking me deeper, her hand working the base. She set a slow, deep rhythm, her other hand cupping my balls, rolling them gently.

“Priya… I’m not going to last,” I warned, my hands fisting in her hair.

She hummed in response, the vibration traveling straight up my spine. She increased her pace, her head bobbing, her mouth a silken, suctioning heaven. The pressure built, a coil ready to snap in my gut. I was babbling, telling her how good she was, how perfect.

Just as I was about to tip over the edge, she pulled off with a wet pop. She looked up, her lips slick and swollen. “I need you inside me. Now. For the next phase.”

She got to her feet, turned, and bent over the lab bench, bracing her hands on the cool surface. She looked back over her shoulder, her expression one of fierce want. “Elias. Please.”

I moved behind her, my hands on her hips. I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her wetness. I paused, the moment stretching.

“Consent?” I asked, my voice ragged.

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing back against me. “Always yes.”

I pushed forward, sliding into her in one smooth, relentless stroke. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and welcoming. We both cried out. I filled her completely, hips flush against her ass, and stopped, letting us both feel the full, shocking reality of the connection.

No suit. No illusion. Just my body, imperfect and shaking, joined with hers.

I began to move, pulling out almost all the way before driving back in. The sound of our bodies meeting was obscene in the quiet lab—skin on skin, the slick slap of my hips against her ass, her ragged moans. I set a rhythm, deep and steady, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her head dropping between her shoulders. “It’s different.”

My heart stuttered. “Different?”

“Better,” she groaned, pushing back against me. “So much better. The feedback… the suit dampens the friction, modulates sensation. This is… raw.”

The word unlocked something primal in me. Raw. Real. My pace quickened, my thrusts becoming harder, less controlled. The bench rattled slightly with our force. I leaned over her, bracing one hand on the cool surface beside hers, my other hand tangling in her hair, pulling just enough to tilt her head back. I kissed the side of her neck, tasting salt.

“Tell me,” I demanded against her skin. “Tell me what you feel.”

“I feel you,” she panted. “All of you. The weight, the heat, the… the slight catch of your hip bone. The way your stomach presses against me. It’s messy. It’s perfect.”

Her words poured gasoline on the fire inside me. I fucked her with a growing desperation, each thrust chasing a truth I was terrified to face. She wanted this. She wanted me. The suit was a filter, and she was choosing to take it off.

One of her hands left the bench and snaked between her legs. I heard the wet sound of her fingers circling her clit.

“Yes,” I urged her. “Touch yourself. Come for me.”

Her breath hitched, her rhythm faltering. “Elias… I’m close.”

“Let go. I’ve got you.”

Her body tightened around mine, a vice of pure sensation. Her cries turned sharp, broken. With a final, shuddering thrust, she came, her inner muscles clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses. She cried out my name, the sound echoing off the high ceilings.

The feeling of her climax, the raw, uncontracted intensity of it, pushed me over the edge. I drove into her once, twice more, and then I was coming, a white-hot release that tore a groan from deep in my chest. My vision blurred. I spilled into her, my body shuddering with the force of it, my forehead pressed against her shoulder blade.

For a long moment, we stayed like that, connected and panting, the only sound our ragged breaths filling the silent lab. Slowly, gently, I pulled out. She winced slightly, then sighed, a sound of deep satisfaction.

I turned her around, pulling her into my arms. She was pliant, her skin slick with sweat. I kissed her forehead, her temple, her lips. She tasted like us.

“Hypothesis confirmed,” she murmured into my neck.

I laughed, a shaky, relieved sound. “Yeah?”

“The reaction is not generated by the polymer and nanites.” She leaned back, looking up at me, her eyes soft and sated. “The control was… statistically significant.”

I brushed a strand of damp hair from her cheek. “So what’s the next phase?”

She smiled, a real, unguarded smile that lit up her whole face. “Recovery. Analysis. Maybe… repetition.”

We cleaned up in the lab’s small, sterile bathroom, using paper towels and cool water. It was awkward and intimate, helping each other wipe sticky skin. We dressed in silence, but it was a comfortable silence, filled with stolen glances and soft touches.

Once we were clothed again, the dynamic shifted slightly. The raw intimacy was still there, but the real world was seeping back in. She walked over to a small fridge tucked under a counter and pulled out two bottles of water. She handed me one.

“So,” I said, leaning against the dais. “The data’s in your head now.”

She nodded, twisting the cap off her bottle. “It is. And it’s… complicated.”

The word landed like a stone. “Complicated.”

“Professionally,” she said quickly, seeing my face. “Elias, you’re still a beta tester. I’m still the lead engineer. This…” she gestured between us, “…creates a conflict. A major one.”

“I know.” I did know. I’d thought about it, in the frantic, fear-driven moments of the afternoon. “What happens now?”

She took a long drink of water, her brow furrowed in thought. “The trial continues. We have three more scheduled sessions. The board expects a report. The funding depends on clean data.”

“And this?” I asked, my voice quiet.

“This is a variable I didn’t account for,” she said, a wry twist to her lips. “A beautiful, confounding variable. But I can’t just ignore the protocol. We need the data from the remaining suit sessions. The glitch analysis, the long-term stability metrics.”

The mention of the suit sent a cold trickle down my spine. The perfect body. Would she look at me differently when I wore it again? Now that she knew the truth of what lay underneath?

“You want me to keep testing? After this?”

“Yes,” she said firmly. “But not like before. No more… distance. No more pretending this is just a clinical interaction. We acknowledge it. We factor it in.”

“Factor it in how?”

She came to stand in front of me, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes. “We be honest. With each other. With the data. We note the human factor. And when the sessions are over… we see what’s left.”

It wasn’t a promise of forever. It was a scientist’s careful, measured proposal. But it was more than I’d dared hope for. “Okay.”

“Okay,” she echoed, her shoulders relaxing a fraction. She reached out, her fingers brushing the back of my hand. “Tomorrow night. Session five. We run the extended stability protocol. It’s a longer session—four hours minimum. The suit will be pushing your adaptive limits.”

“And you’ll be here.”

“I’ll be here,” she confirmed. “Watching. Not just the readouts.”

I believed her. The woman who had just knelt naked on a lab floor for me, who had come apart in my arms calling my name, was not a liar. She was a risk-taker. And she was taking a risk on me.

I left the lab an hour later, after we’d straightened up, after one more lingering kiss that tasted of hope and uncertainty. The walk home felt lighter. The night air was cool, but I carried a warmth inside me that had nothing to do with the suit.

The next twenty-four hours were a strange limbo. Work was a blur. I caught myself staring into space, remembering the feel of her skin, the sound of her laugh after, quiet and happy. I replayed every word, analyzing them like she might analyze her data.

When I arrived at the lab the following night, the suit was waiting.

It lay on its stand, a sleek, matte-black silhouette under the blue ambient lights. It looked almost sinister now, a second skin I had to willingly step into. Priya was at her console, dressed in her usual lab clothes—dark pants, a fitted top, her hair in a loose bun. She looked up as I entered, and a smile, small but genuine, touched her lips.

“Ready for the marathon?” she asked.

“As I’ll ever be.”

The ritual was familiar, but charged with a new electricity. I undressed in the side room, folding my clothes with deliberate care. When I walked out in just my boxers, I didn’t try to hide myself. She watched me, her gaze frank and appreciative.

“You look good,” she said simply.

“Thanks.” I meant it.

I stepped into the suit. The polymer was cool as it slithered up my legs, encasing me. The helmet formed over my head. The familiar hum began, a vibration deep in my bones. I closed my eyes as the transformation started—the tightening, the reshaping, the subtle rearranging of my own flesh and bone. It was becoming less shocking, more like stepping into a familiar, powerful costume.

When I opened my eyes, the perfect form was there in the mirror-wall. Broad shoulders, defined abs, powerful legs. The gray-green eyes staring back were mine, but everything else was the fantasy.

Priya approached, tablet in hand. But this time, she didn’t just scan the readings. She stopped in front of me and placed her free hand flat on my chest, over the smooth black material.

“Heart rate is nominal,” she said, her voice soft. “How do you feel?”

“Powerful,” I answered honestly. “But… aware.”

“Aware?”

“That it’s not real.”

She nodded slowly, her fingers tracing a seam. “It’s a tool, Elias. Like a scalpel is a tool. It’s what the hand does with it that matters.” She looked up at me. “My hand.”

The possessiveness in her voice sent a thrill through me, amplified by the suit’s feedback. She was claiming me, the man and the machine.

The four-hour session was grueling. The suit ran me through a series of extreme physical simulations—virtual rock climbs, sprints, weightlifting. My body responded flawlessly, a symphony of enhanced strength and endurance. Priya monitored everything, her focus intense. But her eyes kept flicking to me, not the screens. She’d ask me questions about the strain, the sensation, the mental load.

During a rest phase, I was standing on the dais, catching my breath. She came over with a water bottle fitted with a special port for the helmet.

“Drink. Your electrolytes are dipping.”

I drank, the cool water a relief. “This is insane. I could never do this… out there.”

“Not yet,” she said, her gaze speculative. “The suit is compensating for your current muscle density and lactic threshold. It’s teaching your nervous system the patterns. Some of this… some of it might stick. Permanently.”

The idea was staggering. A permanent change. Not just for the night.

“Is that the goal?” I asked.

“One of them,” she admitted. “Sustained morphic integration. But it’s the furthest goal. The most unstable.” She took the bottle back, her fingers brushing mine. “How’s your mental state? Any fugue? Dissociation?”

“No,” I said. “I feel very… here.”

“Good.” She hesitated, then reached up and touched the side of my helmet, where my cheek would be. It was a gesture of startling tenderness. “Halfway through.”

The second half of the session was more of the same, a relentless push against my limits. But now, charged by her touch, by the new understanding between us, I found a different kind of stamina. It wasn’t just the suit driving me. It was a desire to impress her, to show her the man inside could handle this, could match the body he wore.

When the four-hour mark finally chimed softly from her console, I was drenched in sweat under the suit, my real muscles trembling with a deep, exhausted burn.

“Session complete,” Priya announced, her voice holding a note of triumph. “Stability held at ninety-four percent. That’s… exceptional, Elias.”

I stepped off the dais, the suit moving with me like a second skin. She was smiling, really smiling, as she looked at her data. “This is groundbreaking.”

“Great,” I said, my voice filtered through the helmet. “Can I get out of this thing now? I feel like I ran a marathon.”

“Of course.” Her smile turned sly. “Deactivation protocol is yours.”

I knew the drill. I focused, triggering the mental command sequence. The suit began to retract, peeling back from my head, flowing down my body like black ink withdrawing. It gathered at my feet, leaving me standing there, naked and shivering in the lab’s cool air.

I felt the difference immediately. The superhuman strength was gone. The perfect symmetry faded, leaving my own familiar, tired body. I was flushed, breathing hard, my own sweat cooling on my skin.

Priya put her tablet down and walked over to me. She didn’t say anything. She just looked, her eyes traveling over me from head to toe, taking in the reality—the softness returned to my stomach, the less-defined shoulders, the honest fatigue in my posture.

Then she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her face against my damp chest. “You were incredible,” she whispered.

I held her, my arms strong even without the suit’s enhancement. “It’s just the suit.”

She pulled back, her expression fierce. “No. The suit is a lens. It focuses what’s already there. Your determination, your resilience… that’s you, Elias. The data proves it. Your neural patterns are cleaner, more focused, than any other tester. The suit works because of you.”

Her words sank in, a balm to a wound I hadn’t fully acknowledged. She saw me. Even through the lens of her invention, she saw me.

We cleaned up, and I dressed. As I was pulling on my shirt, she spoke from her console, her back to me.

“Tomorrow’s session is the glitch analysis,” she said, her voice carefully neutral. “We’ll be intentionally destabilizing the morphic field in a controlled manner. It’s… it’s the most invasive test. It can be disorienting. Unpleasant.”

I finished buttoning my shirt. “You’ll be here.”

She turned, her face serious. “Every second. But I need you to understand. The suit might… glitch. The form might flicker, change unpredictably for short periods. It’s designed to be safe, but it will feel strange. Maybe frightening.”

A cold knot formed in my gut. The suit had always been a source of power, of confidence. The idea of it betraying me, turning unpredictable, was unsettling. “Why? Why test that?”

“To find the failure points. To make it safer. To understand the limits.” She came closer. “I won’t let anything happen to you. I promise.”

I believed her. But the promise felt heavy, laden with the weight of her science and our new, fragile thing.

“Okay,” I said, my voice steady. “I trust you.”

She reached out, took my hand, and laced her fingers through mine. It was a simple gesture, but it felt more intimate than anything we’d done naked. “Go home. Get some rest. You’ll need it.”

I left, her hand lingering in mine until the last possible second. The walk home was filled with a different kind of tension. Not the anxiety of before, but the low thrum of anticipation edged with dread. The suit had given me her. Now, it threatened to take something away.

As I lay in bed that night, the ghost of the suit’s power still tingling in my nerves, I stared at the ceiling. Priya’s face floated in the darkness—smiling, serious, rapturous. She was a woman who built worlds inside machines. And for a few hours, she had chosen to step into mine, the messy, un-engineered reality of me.

Tomorrow, the machine would fight back. And I had no idea which of us she would choose to save.


Chapter 4 — Unmapped Territory

The dread I’d carried home the night before hadn’t eased by the time I stood outside the lab door the next evening. I told myself it was about the glitch analysis—about intentionally breaking something that had already, twice now, remade my body without asking my permission first. But some older, quieter part of me knew the fear had a different shape. Whatever waited behind that door tonight, I didn’t think it was going to be about the suit at all.

I knocked. The door slid open, and Priya was there—but not the woman who’d commanded a four-hour marathon without breaking a sweat. Her hair had come loose from its knot in uneven pieces, like she’d been dragging her hands through it. Her lab coat hung open and forgotten over a plain t-shirt, sleeves shoved up past her elbows, and a mug of coffee sat abandoned on the console edge, gone cold enough that the surface had stopped steaming.

“Elias. Come in.” Her voice was steady. It cost her something to make it that way.

The main bay was dark, the platform where the suit usually sat empty. She hadn’t set up a single sensor. “No suit tonight,” she said, before the door had even sealed shut behind me. “I postponed the glitch analysis.”

“Why?”

She turned from the console. Under the blue readout light, her face looked tired in a way three sleepless nights of my own hadn’t prepared me to recognize on her. “I got a call this afternoon. From the executive committee.” She said the word committee like it left a bad taste. “They want a live demonstration for the investors in eleven days. Full sculpt, on a stage, in front of a room that’s never seen a bio-electric field do anything more dramatic than run a pacemaker.”

“That’s—fast.”

“That’s reckless,” she said. “I told them the integration isn’t stable enough for a controlled stage environment, let alone an audience with cameras. They told me if I can’t deliver something spectacular on their timeline, they’ll bring in a product team to ‘finish what I started.’ My data. My nights. My—” She caught herself, pressing her lips together like she could hold the rest of the sentence in.

“Your what?”

She looked at me for a long moment, deciding whether I’d earned it. “My proof,” she said finally, quieter. “Do you know how many rooms full of men older than my father I sat in front of before this one, Elias? How many times somebody explained to me why my thesis was ‘promising, but unfocused’? I built the first prototype of this thing in a sublet apartment, on nights I couldn’t afford to run the heat, because I needed it to exist so badly I stopped waiting for anyone to believe in it first. And now that it works—now that it actually, finally works—they want to hand it to someone who’s never lost a night’s sleep over it. Because that’s what happens to the things women build alone. Somebody bigger arrives to professionalize it.”

I hadn’t known any of that. Weeks of watching her long fingers dance over a tablet, and I’d never once asked what it cost her to be the one standing there. “Priya—”

“So, no,” she said, cutting off whatever clumsy comfort I’d been about to offer. “No glitch analysis tonight. I am not going to intentionally destabilize a morphic field while I’m this rattled, with you inside it. I need one night where nobody is asking me to perform.” Her breath shook, just slightly, on the way out. “I need you. Not the readouts. Not the data. I needed to see you and have it not be about the eleven days.”

“Then let’s not make it about the eleven days,” I said. I crossed the room toward her, aware for the first time in weeks that I was walking in my own soft, ordinary shape, nothing amplified, nothing sculpted, and it didn’t matter. “You don’t have to hand me a protocol for me to stay.”

Something in her posture loosened, like a held breath finally let go. “I don’t know how to do this without one,” she admitted. “Ask for something without dressing it up as an experiment first. I’ve never been good at that part.”

“You’re doing fine so far.”

A real laugh escaped her, small and surprised, like it had caught her off guard. “Come here,” she said.

I crossed the last few feet between us. She reached up, and instead of the sensors I’d half expected out of habit, she simply flattened her palm against my chest, over my heart, the way she had in those early, unsteady nights before either of us had called it anything.

“I want to touch you,” she said, her voice low but clear. “No suit. No committee. No eleven days. I just want to feel something that isn’t about a deadline. Is that okay?”

Consent. Out loud. It was a bolt of lightning, grounding the swirling fear. “Yes,” I said, the word solid. “It’s okay.”

Her hands came up, slowly, and settled on my shoulders. Through the fabric of my t-shirt, her touch was warm, deliberate. She squeezed gently, feeling the slope of muscle and bone. “Here,” she murmured, her thumbs pressing into the tension. “This is where you carry it.”

She moved her hands down my arms, tracing the shape of my biceps, my forearms, her palms sliding down to my wrists, then back up. Her touch was exploratory, scientific in its thoroughness, but the heat in her eyes was pure, undisguised hunger. She was reading me like a text.

Her hands slid to my chest, flattening against my pectorals. I wasn’t flat; years of neglected gym memberships and poor posture had left a soft layer over whatever muscle lay beneath. I held my breath as her fingers spread, feeling the shape of me.

“Your heart is pounding,” she said, a smile in her voice.

“Your fault.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “Good.”

Her hands moved down, over my stomach. I flinched instinctively, a lifetime of sucking in reflexively. She didn’t pull away. She splayed her fingers, feeling the give of my flesh, the solidity of the abdominal wall underneath. There was no judgment in her touch, only a deep, focused curiosity.

“You’re real,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You’re so beautifully real.”

Then her hands found my waist, my hips, gripping the iliac crests through my jeans. She pulled me against her, and I could feel the hard lines of her body, the soft press of her breasts against my chest. The evidence of my arousal was immediate, pressing insistently against the fly of my jeans.

She rocked her hips forward, a slow, grinding friction that made me groan. “And this,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky register that went straight to my cock. “This is the same. Suit or no suit.”

Her mouth found mine, and the kiss was nothing like the ones we’d shared before. Those had been explorations of a new, powerful body. This was an excavation. Her tongue delved into my mouth, tasting, claiming, and I responded in kind, my hands finally moving, sliding down her back to pull her hard against me. I was clumsy, eager, my fingers fumbling at the knot of her lab coat.

She broke the kiss, breathing hard. “Off,” she said, shrugging out of the coat. It fell to the floor in a white heap. Her hands went to the hem of my shirt. “This too.”

I raised my arms, and she pulled the shirt over my head, tossing it aside. The lab air was cool on my bare skin. I stood before her, exposed—my soft chest, the pale skin, the trail of hair leading down into my jeans. I felt a wave of vulnerability so intense it was vertigo.

She didn’t speak. She just looked. Her gaze traveled over every inch of me, not with the detached analysis of the machine, but with the fervent appreciation of a lover seeing something precious for the first time. She stepped closer, her hands returning to my chest. This time, skin on skin. Her palms were warm, slightly rough from work. She circled my nipples with her thumbs, and they hardened instantly under her touch.

“Sensitive,” she noted, a pleased sound in her throat.

She leaned down and took one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, then scraping her teeth over the peak. A sharp, electric pleasure shot down my spine to my groin. I tangled my hands in her hair, holding her to me. She switched to the other side, lavishing it with the same attention, her hands roaming my back, tracing the notches of my spine.

When she straightened, her eyes were dark. “Jeans,” she commanded, her fingers already on my button.

Together, we wrestled my jeans and boxers down my legs. I kicked them away, standing completely naked before her in the center of the vast, quiet lab. My cock stood full and aching, curving up toward my stomach.

Priya’s gaze locked onto it. She sank to her knees.

The sight of her there, looking up at me, her lips parted, was almost enough to undo me. “Priya…”

“Shhh,” she said, her breath warm against the head of my cock. “Let me have this.” Then, without further warning, she opened her mouth and took me in.

The heat was shocking, perfect. Her tongue swirled around the crown, tasting the bead of pre-cum already gathered there. She moaned, the vibration traveling through my entire shaft. Her hands gripped my hips, not to steady me, but to pull me deeper into her mouth. She took me slowly, inch by inch, until I felt the back of her throat. Her eyes were closed in concentration, her brow slightly furrowed, as if she was committing every ridge, every pulse, to memory.

She began to move, her head bobbing in a steady, relentless rhythm. One hand left my hip and cupped my balls, rolling them gently in her palm. The other slid around to grip my ass, her nails digging in slightly, urging me to move with her.

It was too much. The visual, the sensation, the sheer, shocking reality of Priya Anand on her knees for me, for this body, was a feedback loop of pleasure threatening to short-circuit my brain. “Priya, I’m… I’m close,” I gasped, my thighs trembling.

She released me with a wet pop, her lips slick and swollen. “Not yet.” She stood up, her own breathing uneven. “I’m not done with you.”

She backed me up until my calves hit the edge of the empty suit platform. “Sit,” she said.

I sat on the cool, polished surface. She stood between my spread knees, looking down at me with a possessive gleam. Her hands went to the button of her own jeans. She made quick work of them, pushing them and her simple cotton panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside. She was bare now, her skin glowing in the low light, the neat triangle of dark hair at the juncture of her thighs.

She climbed onto the platform, straddling my lap. Her wetness met my hard cock, sliding along the length of it but not taking me inside. She ground against me, her clit rubbing against my shaft, her breasts pressing into my chest. Her mouth found mine again, hungry and open.

“I want you inside me,” she breathed against my lips. “Like this. Just you.”

I nodded, my hands gripping her hips. She rose up on her knees, positioned the head of my cock at her entrance, and sank down in one slow, devastating motion.

The feeling was beyond anything the suit had ever provided. This was pure, unfiltered connection. Her tight, wet heat sheathed me completely, and she threw her head back with a sharp cry. I watched her, mesmerized—the elegant line of her throat, the flush spreading across her chest.

She began to move, rolling her hips in a slow, deep circle. Every nerve ending was on fire. I could feel the softness of her inner thighs against mine, the flex of her muscles as she rode me, the slick friction as she took me deep. My hands moved from her hips to her ass, gripping the firm flesh, helping her find a rhythm.

“Don’t look away,” she commanded.

I dragged my gaze up to hers. Her eyes were blazing, full of an intensity that had nothing to do with science.

“This is you,” she said, her voice thick with pleasure. “This feeling. This is all you.”

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my shoulders, changing the angle. I cried out as she took me even deeper. Her pace increased, becoming more urgent, less controlled. Her breaths came in ragged pants against my neck.

I could feel the coil of my orgasm tightening, a desperate pressure building at the base of my spine. “Priya… I can’t…”

“Come for me,” she gasped, her own movements growing frantic. “Let me feel you.”

It was the permission I needed. With a shout that echoed in the empty lab, I shattered. My hips bucked up into her as the climax ripped through me, waves of pure, blinding release. I held her tight against me, my face buried in the curve of her neck, as I spilled inside her.

She cried out a moment later, her body clamping around mine in rhythmic pulses, her own orgasm wracking her frame. She shuddered, her muscles going slack, and collapsed against my chest, both of us breathing like we’d run a marathon.

For a long time, we just sat there in the aftermath, tangled together on the cold platform. The only sound was our slowing breaths. The suit’s empty pedestal loomed nearby, a silent witness.

Finally, she shifted, lifting her head. Her hair was a mess, her lips kiss-swollen. She looked utterly debauched and more beautiful than I’d ever seen her. She traced a finger along my jawline.

“No committee gets this,” she whispered, a small, exhausted smile on her face. “This one’s just ours.”

I laughed, a raw, happy sound. I was still inside her, still soft, surrounded by her warmth. For the first time since I’d walked into the lab tonight, the fear was gone. In its place was a profound, staggering sense of peace.

She started to pull away, to disengage, but I held her fast. “Not yet,” I murmured, echoing her earlier words.

I leaned in to kiss her again, a slow, deep kiss that tasted of sweat and sex and something uniquely us. As our lips met, a sharp, discordant alarm shattered the silence.

Priya jerked back, her eyes wide with instant, professional panic. She scrambled off me, leaving me cold and exposed on the platform. She ran, naked, to the main console, her fingers flying over the touchscreens.

“What is it?” I asked, grabbing my jeans and pulling them on, my heart hammering anew.

“The suit,” she said, her voice tight. “It’s in its secure storage locker. The stability monitors… they’re spiking. It’s activating on its own.”

The screen in front of her displayed a violent, chaotic waveform. The morphic field generator was powering up, with no user input, no interface. The locker itself, a sealed unit across the lab, began to emit a low, ominous hum.

Priya turned to look at me, her face pale in the screen’s glow. “The glitch,” she said. “It’s happening now.”

The hum escalated into a high-pitched whine. A red light on the storage locker began to pulse in time with the alarm.

“Shit,” Priya hissed, tapping furiously at the console. “I can’t shut it down remotely. The fail-safes aren’t responding.” She grabbed her discarded lab coat, wrapping it around herself as she sprinted toward the locker. “Stay back!”

I followed anyway, jeans zipped but shirtless, my skin prickling with a dread that had nothing to do with the cold. The locker was a reinforced cabinet the size of a small fridge, mounted to the wall. Through its grated door, I could see the suit—a folded, inert black mass—now glowing with an eerie, internal blue light. The fabric was rippling, as if something alive was trying to get out.

Priya entered a code on the keypad. It beeped, denying her. She swore again, her fingers trembling as she tried another sequence. “It’s locked me out. It’s running a self-diagnostic and it’s… it’s interpreting the isolation as a fault. It’s trying to correct.”

“Correct what?”

“I don’t know! A phantom limb? The absence of a user?” She slammed her palm against the locker door in frustration. “It shouldn’t be able to draw this much power in storage.”

The whine peaked, then cut off abruptly. The red light died. The locker fell silent.

We stood frozen, staring at it. The only sound was our breathing and the residual beeping from the main console.

“Is it over?” I whispered.

Before she could answer, the locker door emitted a sharp click. The magnetic seal disengaged, and the door swung open an inch on its own.

Priya stepped in front of me, a protective gesture that sent a pang through my chest. She reached out, her hand hovering for a second, then pulled the door fully open.

The suit lay inside, folded neatly. It was no longer glowing. It looked completely dormant, a piece of sophisticated fabric.

She let out a shaky breath. “False alarm. Maybe a power surge from the grid…”

As she spoke, the suit twitched.

It was a small movement, like a muscle spasm. Then another. The fabric began to unfold itself, slithering out of the locker like a serpent waking from hibernation. It moved with a horrible, purposeful grace, spilling onto the lab floor.

“Back up,” Priya said, her voice low and urgent. We retreated step by step as the suit continued to pour forth, a pool of liquid shadow gathering on the polished concrete. It didn’t lie flat. It gathered into a low mound, the surface shimmering.

Then it began to rise.

It wasn’t wearing a person. It was forming one. The fabric flowed upward, defining legs, a torso, arms, a featureless head. It was a mannequin made of morphic material, holding a humanoid shape. It stood there, a faceless, jet-black silhouette, about my height, my build—or rather, the build I had in the suit.

“It’s mirroring the last stored configuration,” Priya breathed, horrified fascination in her tone. “Yours.”

The silhouette took a step forward. Its movement was unnervingly smooth, perfectly balanced.

“Kill the power,” I said. “The main breaker.”

“The backup batteries will keep the core systems online for hours. It’s designed to be fail-proof.” She edged toward the console. “I need to initiate a hard reset. It’ll take ninety seconds to cycle.”

The silhouette turned its blank head toward the sound of her voice. It took another step, then another, heading not for me, but for her.

“Priya!”

She looked up from the console. The silhouette was closing the distance with calm, deliberate strides. A fear colder than any I’d ever known seized me. This thing she’d built, this extension of my own idealized self, was moving with intent. And it was between me and her.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

I lunged forward, placing myself directly in the silhouette’s path. It stopped, its faceless gaze level with mine. Up close, I could see the material wasn’t static; it swirled with micro-currents of that blue light, like a storm under its surface.

“Elias, don’t!” Priya shouted.

The silhouette’s arm lifted. Its hand, a smooth, fingerless shape, reached for my face. Instinctively, I batted it away.

The moment my skin made contact, it happened.

The material flowed onto me. It wasn’t like suiting up, a process of stepping in and sealing. This was an attack. Black tendrils shot from the silhouette’s hand up my arm, wrapping, adhering. The main mass of the silhouette dissolved, rushing toward me like a wave. It hit my chest, soaking into my shirt, through it, cold and invasive.

“No!” Priya screamed.

I stumbled back, but it was too late. The material was everywhere, crawling over my skin, into my jeans. I felt it seeping into my pores, a thousand icy needles. The world dissolved into a roar of static in my ears and a blinding, electric blue behind my eyes.

I was being remade. But not from the inside out, guided by my own nervous system. This was from the outside in. The suit was forcing a shape onto me, using the last configuration as a template. My bones groaned. Muscles stretched and reconfigured with a series of sickening, painless pops. I felt my spine straighten, my shoulders broaden, my abdomen pull taut. It was the transformation I knew, but accelerated, violent, and utterly beyond my control.

I collapsed to my knees, a puppet with its strings cut. The last of the material sealed over my head, and the world snapped back into focus. The HUD flickered erratically in my vision, full of error codes and cascading system alerts.

I looked down. I was in the suit. The powerful, sculpted body I knew was back. But it felt wrong. It felt like a cage.

“Elias!” Priya was at my side, her hands on my shoulders—on the suit’s shoulders. “Can you hear me? Talk to me!”

I tried to speak. A garbled, electronic noise came out. My vocal modulator was glitching.

“Fuck.” She ran back to the console, her fingers a blur. “I’m initiating the reset. Hold on. Just hold on.”

I tried to stand. The suit moved, but it was jerky, like I was lagging behind my own body. I took a step, then another, toward her. The HUD flashed a warning: MORPHIC FIELD UNSTABLE. INTEGRITY AT 78%.

A new sensation began to bloom—pleasure. A low, insistent thrum of it, starting in my core and radiating outward. It was the suit’s feedback loop, the reward system for maintaining the form, but it was dialed up to eleven, crackling and unfocused. It felt like being slowly, expertly aroused by a thousand invisible hands.

“Priya,” I managed to rasp, the word finally emerging. “It’s… it’s…”

She looked over, her eyes wide. “What?”

A wave of sensation crested, making my knees buckle. I caught myself on the edge of the console. “It feels… good. Too good.”

Understanding dawned on her face, followed by deeper horror. “The neurochemical drip. It’s malfunctioning. It’s flooding your system with dopamine, endorphins… it’s trying to reinforce the transformation, but it’s not regulating the dose.” She pounded a fist on the console. “Thirty seconds!”

The pleasure was intensifying, coiling tight in my gut, making my cock harden painfully within the suit’s confines. It was unbearable, a need without a target. My eyes locked on Priya. On her lab coat hanging open, on the flush of panic on her skin, on her lips parted in concentration.

The suit seemed to focus the sensation, to aim it. It wasn’t just pleasure anymore. It was pure, primal want.

“It wants you,” I choked out. The realization was mine, but the drive felt amplified, weaponized by the glitching tech. “It’s using me… to get to you.”

Her eyes snapped to mine. She saw the change, the desperate hunger that wasn’t entirely my own. She took a step back.

The HUD flashed: INTEGRITY AT 64%. FIELD COLLAPSE IMMINENT.

A spike of fear cut through the pleasure. If the morphic field collapsed while I was in this state… I didn’t know what would happen. Would I snap back to my old shape? Would I get stuck halfway?

Priya saw my panic. Her scientist’s mind warred with the woman who had just mapped my bare skin an hour before. The woman won.

She stopped retreating. She straightened her shoulders and walked right up to me, until she was inches from the suit’s gleaming surface. “It’s okay,” she said, her voice forcefully calm. “It’s a feedback loop. We can break it.” She placed her hands flat on the suit’s chest. “You’re still in there. I know you are.”

Her touch was like a lightning rod. The pleasure focused into a white-hot point under her palms. I groaned, my head falling back.

“The reset is initializing,” she said, her eyes on the console behind me. “Ten seconds. I need you to focus on me. On my voice. Not on what the suit is making you feel.”

It was impossible. The sensation was everywhere, a crescendo building toward a shattering peak. My hands, acting almost of their own accord, came up and gripped her hips through the lab coat. The material of the suit sensed her proximity, her warmth, and the pleasure dialed up again, a fever pitch of need.

“Five seconds,” she whispered, her own breath coming fast. She wasn’t untouched by this. I could see the pulse hammering in her throat, the dilation of her pupils. This was her creation gone mad, and the man inside was someone she’d just let inside her body.

“Priya,” I begged, my voice a broken thing. “I can’t…”

“Eyes on me, Elias.”

I forced my eyes to hers. Her gaze was fierce, unwavering. “It’s you I want. Not it. Remember that.”

A countdown appeared on my HUD: 3… 2…

The world exploded.

Not in light or sound, but in pure, synaptic overload. The climax the suit had been building ripped through me, an orgasm so intense it was agony. I cried out, my body convulsing, my hands clamping on her hips like vices. It went on and on, waves of electric pleasure-pain wracking the suit-contained form.

At the same moment, the suit itself shuddered. The HUD screamed with red error messages before dissolving into static. The morphic field flickered, failed, and reasserted itself in a sickening lurch. I felt my body contort, shapes shifting under the fabric for a horrific second before solidifying again.

Then, silence.

The suit went dead. The blue glow vanished from under the material, leaving it a matte black. The oppressive, forced pleasure evaporated, leaving me hollowed out and shaking. I was still in the idealized form, but it felt inert, like a costume.

And I was still holding onto Priya, my forehead slumped against hers, both of us panting.

She recovered first. Her hands came up to frame my face through the suit’s hood. “Elias? Talk to me.”

“I’m here,” I whispered. My voice was my own again, raw and strained.

She let out a sob of relief. Then she was moving, her hands running over the suit, searching for the access seam. “We have to get you out. Now. Before it re-initializes.”

She found the latch at the base of my spine. With a sharp pull, the suit hissed and began to retract. It peeled away from my skin like a shedding second layer, sliding off my limbs, pooling on the floor at my feet. The cool lab air hit my bare skin, and I stumbled, the sudden return to my own soft, unaugmented body a physical shock. I was naked, trembling, and utterly spent.

Priya caught me, her arms strong around me, holding me up as my legs threatened to give way. She guided me the few steps to the platform and helped me sit. She grabbed my discarded shirt from the floor and draped it over my shoulders, then knelt in front of me, her hands on my knees.

“Are you hurt? Does anything feel broken, torn?”

I shook my head, unable to speak. The aftershocks of the forced climax still trembled through me. Shame followed close behind—hot and acidic.

She saw it on my face. “No,” she said firmly, her fingers tightening on my knees. “That wasn’t you. That was a system failure. A catastrophic one.” She looked over at the suit, a lifeless puddle on the floor. Her expression was a mixture of fury and devastation. “I did this. I pushed it too far, too fast. I wanted to see the limits…”

“You saved me,” I croaked.

“I endangered you.” She stood up abruptly, pacing away, running her hands through her disheveled hair. “That should not have happened. The safeties… they should have contained it.” She spun back to face me. “I have to shut it down. The project. It’s too dangerous.”

The words should have been a relief. Instead, a cold emptiness opened inside me. The suit was danger. It was glitches and forced pleasure and loss of control.

But it was also the reason she saw me. It was the bridge.

“No,” I heard myself say.

She stopped pacing. “What?”

I pulled my shirt on, needing the barrier. “You said you needed to find the failure points. To make it safer.” I took a deep, steadying breath. “Tonight… you found one. A big one.”

“Elias, it attacked you.”

“It reacted. It malfunctioned. There’s a difference.” I stood up, my legs still unsteady but holding. “If you shut it down now, you never learn why. The next person who builds something like this… they make the same mistake. Or a worse one.”

She stared at me, her eyes searching mine. “You want to continue? After that?”

I looked at the suit on the floor. It was just a thing. A powerful, beautiful, dangerous thing. “I want to understand it. And I want you to be able to finish what you started.” I met her gaze. “But not like this. No more unsupervised activations. No more pushing the unstable builds.”

She walked back to me, stopping close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes. “You’re not a test subject anymore. Do you understand that? After tonight… after what we did before the glitch… you can’t be.”

“Then what am I?”

Her hand came up, her thumb stroking my cheek, a touch so tender it made my chest ache. “You’re my partner. In this. In whatever this is.” She glanced at the suit, then back to me. “But I need to rebuild the core safety protocols before I let you near it again. I won’t rush that part, whatever the calendar says.”

I nodded. That was more than fair.

A slow, exhausted smile touched her lips. “You’re also the man currently wearing my shirt and nothing else, standing in my lab looking like you fought a war.”

A weak laugh escaped me. “I feel like it.”

“Come on.” She took my hand. “Let’s get you cleaned up. And then,” she added, leading me toward the lab’s small private bathroom, “I think we need to establish another data point.”

My brow furrowed. “Another?”

She pushed the bathroom door open, flicked on the light. It was a stark, clinical space of white tile and chrome. She turned on me, her expression shifting from concerned scientist to something darker, more possessive. The adrenaline of the crisis was transmuting, burning off into a new kind of heat.

“The glitch forced a climax,” she said, her voice dropping. “A physiological response. It wasn’t you. It wasn’t us.” She stepped into the small room, pulling me in after her. The door swung shut behind us. “I need a clean reading. I need to see you come apart when it’s just me. No suit. No malfunctions.” She reached for the hem of my shirt—her shirt. “Just my hands. My mouth. My body on yours. Can you give me that?”

The emptiness inside me filled in an instant, not with the suit’s artificial fire, but with a slow, deep-burning need of my own. After the violation of the glitch, the thought of her claiming me, of reasserting the reality of our connection, was all I wanted.

“Yes,” I said, the word full of gravel and want.

She peeled the shirt off me again, her movements deliberate. She turned on the shower, letting steam begin to fill the room. Then she pushed me back against the cool tile wall, her body flush against mine.

“This is mine,” she whispered, her mouth against my neck, her hand wrapping around my soft cock. It stirred instantly under her touch. “This is real.”

She sank to her knees on the hard floor, not with the worshipful awe of before, but with a determined focus. She took me into her mouth, not to savor, but to conquer. Her tongue was relentless, her suction demanding. She worked me with a single-minded purpose, her eyes locked on mine in the steam-filled mirror across from us. She was erasing the ghost of the suit’s touch, overwriting its false pleasure with her own undeniable reality.

It didn’t take long. The terror and the forced release had left me on a hair trigger. As her throat opened to take me deep, as her fingers dug into my thighs, I came with a shout that was pure, unadulterated relief. She took every drop, swallowing, her gaze never wavering.

When I was spent, she rose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked triumphant. “Baseline re-established,” she murmured, and kissed me, letting me taste myself on her lips.

She stripped and pulled me into the shower. The hot water sluiced over us as she washed me with a gentle thoroughness, soaping every inch of my body, massaging the tension from my shoulders. It was tender, intimate, and profoundly healing. She washed herself, and I returned the favor, my hands reverent on her skin.

We dried off with clean towels from a cabinet. She handed me my clothes—my real clothes, soft cotton and worn denim. Dressing felt like returning to myself.

Back in the main lab, the deflated suit still lay on the floor like a discarded skin. Priya approached it with a new resolve. Using insulated gloves, she gathered it up, folded it with ritualistic care, and sealed it inside a heavy, shielded case.

“I’ll take this home with me,” she said. “It doesn’t stay here unattended again.”

I helped her power down the lab, the silence now a comfort rather than a threat. As we stood by the door, ready to leave, she turned to me.

“The next session,” she said. “It will be different. I’ll be in control. Every parameter. And you’ll have a manual override—a kill switch only you can trigger.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

She leaned in, kissing me softly. It was a promise, and a goodbye for the night. “Go home. Sleep. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

I walked out into the night air, the memory of her mouth on mine warring with the phantom echo of the suit’s electric grasp. The bridge was still there, but it was cracked. We would either cross it together, or watch it fall.

As I turned the corner, leaving the lab behind, a single thought crystallized, cold and clear.

The machine had fought back tonight. And she had chosen me.

But the fight wasn’t over.


Chapter 5 — Unsuited

Priya’s call came the next afternoon, as promised. Her voice was all business, a familiar, comforting armor.

“The containment case is working perfectly,” she said. “I’ve recalibrated the entire control suite and rewritten the neural mapping protocols. The manual override is installed—a haptic trigger on your left wrist. Pinch hard, twice. The suit goes inert.”

“Sounds simple,” I said, my thumb rubbing the skin of my own wrist.

“It is. That’s the point. Your control is absolute.” She paused. “Elias. Tonight is the final scheduled test. The full-spectrum, prolonged-stress evaluation. If the suit performs within parameters… the project is complete.”

“And the board gets their eleven days?”

“The board gets whatever I decide to hand them,” she said, an edge under the calm. “Whether that’s a triumph or a controlled shutdown is the only part still up to us. I need this run clean, Elias. Not fast. Clean.”

My stomach tightened. “And if it doesn’t go clean?”

“Then we power it down for good. The data I’ve gathered is already revolutionary, with or without a perfect final run.” Her tone softened. “But I’d like a perfect final run. With you.”

There was a question in her words. An invitation that went beyond the lab.

“What time?” I asked.

“Eight. And Elias? Wear something comfortable.”

The line went dead.

I spent the rest of the day in a state of suspended animation. The memory of her hands on my unchanged body, the raw vulnerability of the night before, warred with the phantom memory of the suit’s power. I wanted both. I wanted the confidence it loaned me, and I wanted the soft, searching way she looked at me when I was just myself. The contradiction was a knot I couldn’t untie.

At 7:55 PM, I stood outside the lab door, wearing soft gray sweatpants and a worn black t-shirt. Me. No pretense. I swiped my keycard, and the door hissed open.

The lab was transformed.

The harsh overheads were off. Instead, the space was lit by dozens of small, warm-white LED candles arranged on every available surface, their light reflecting off the glossy black case that now housed the suit. The main monitoring console was alive with a new, simpler interface—a single, large touchscreen showing a wireframe model of a human body. Soft, ambient music, something instrumental and pulsing, filled the air.

Priya stood by the console. She wasn’t in her usual lab coat or sharp professional wear. She wore dark, fitted leggings and a loose, silky tank top the color of red wine. Her hair was down. She looked like a woman ready for a very different kind of night.

“You redecorated,” I said, the door sealing behind me.

“I changed the parameters,” she replied, a small smile playing on her lips. “The environment was a variable I hadn’t adequately controlled. It was stressing the subject.”

“The subject?”

“You.”

She walked toward me, and the scent of her—sandalwood and clean skin—cut through the sterile lab air. She stopped a foot away, her warm brown eyes scanning my face, then drifting down my body, taking in the soft cotton, the ordinary shape of me.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Nervous,” I admitted. “Hopeful.”

“Good. Both are valid baseline states.” She reached out and took my hand, her fingers lacing with mine. It was a simple, profound gesture. “The protocol tonight is different. We’re not testing the suit’s limits. We’re testing its integration. And my control. And your consent. Every single step. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“The override,” she said, tapping my left wrist. “Pinch hard, twice. It will sever the suit’s motor and morphic functions instantly. It will not, however, unlock the seams. I’ll have to do that manually. It’s a safety redundancy.”

I nodded, the weight of that responsibility settling on me.

“Come on,” she said, leading me to the center of the room, near the open case.

The suit lay within, a pool of inert, matte black. It looked harmless. Sleeping.

“I want you to step into it,” Priya instructed, her voice calm and clear. “I will seal it. We will run through a full calibration sequence. Then, and only then, will we begin the intimacy protocol. You will verbally consent to each phase. My voice will guide you. Your override is your absolute veto. Do you consent to this beginning?”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“Say it, Elias.”

“I consent.”

She kissed my forehead. “Then let’s begin.”

I toed off my shoes and socks. I stripped off my shirt and sweatpants, standing naked in the candlelit lab. Priya’s gaze was clinical for a moment—assessing—then it warmed, sweeping over me with a heat that had nothing to do with science. She was seeing me. The softness, the pale skin, the body that had never seen the inside of a gym.

I stepped into the suit’s legs, the material cool and slick against my skin. I pushed my arms into the sleeves. It felt like sliding into a second, heavier layer of air. Priya moved behind me. I felt her fingers at the base of my spine, finding the primary seam. There was a quiet, pressurized hiss, and the suit contracted, sealing itself to me with a familiar, full-body embrace.

For a moment, nothing happened. I was just a man in a black bodysuit.

Then the humming started. A low, internal vibration that traveled up from my soles through my bones. The wireframe model on the main screen flickered, and a new, golden outline superimposed over it—my biometrics.

“Calibration initiating,” Priya said, her voice taking on that detached, engineer’s cadence. She was at the console, her fingers dancing across the screen. “Neural handshake stable. Morphic matrix active. Beginning primary sculpt.”

It began not with a jolt, but with a wave.

A warmth spread from my core, radiating outward. I watched in the reflective black surface of a monitor housing as my silhouette began to change. It was slower than before, more deliberate. My shoulders broadened, not with a violent crack, but with a deep, satisfying stretch. My chest swelled, pectorals defining themselves, my abdomen pulling taut into a ridged six-pack. My legs thickened with corded muscle, my stance shifting automatically to a more balanced, powerful posture.

It was the same idealization as before—the Greek statue version of me—but it felt integrated. My mind didn’t fight the feedback; it rode it. The suit wasn’t overriding my nervous system; it was conversing with it. The gray-green eyes staring back from the reflection were wide with awe, but they were unmistakably mine.

“How does it feel?” Priya asked, her eyes on the data stream.

“Smooth,” I breathed. “Controlled.”

“Good. Secondary sculpt initiating. Sensory enhancement phase.”

A new sensation prickled across my skin, not the electric snap of before, but a gentle heightening. The brush of the lab’s air conditioning became a detailed caress. The scent of the candles sharpened into individual notes of wax and wick. The soft music resolved into distinct layers of melody and rhythm. And Priya… I could hear the soft rhythm of her pulse from across the room. I could smell the clean sweat on her skin, the hint of her shampoo.

I was more. So much more.

Priya left the console and walked back to me. She circled me, her eyes appraising the suit’s work, the body it had built.

“You are stunning,” she said, and her voice was thick, no longer detached. She reached out and placed a hand flat on my chest. The suit transmitted the pressure perfectly, but also amplified it. I felt the warmth of her palm, the slight catch in her breath. “Does this touch feel correct?”

“Yes.”

“Do you consent to my touch?”

“God, yes.”

Her other hand came up, mirroring the first. She slid them down the hard plane of my stomach, and I shuddered. The suit made every nerve ending sing. When her fingers reached the waistband of the morphic material, she hooked them and pulled me gently toward her.

Our mouths met.

The kiss was a conflagration. The suit heightened everything—the silken texture of her lips, the taste of her, the tiny sound she made in the back of her throat. My hands came up, tangling in her dark hair, and I felt the reinforced strength in my arms, the perfect control. I didn’t crush her to me; I held her with a precision that was intoxicating.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming fast. “The intimacy protocol is ready. It will… facilitate. It will not dictate. Your responses are your own. Do you understand?”

“I understand.”

“Do you consent to continue?”

“I consent.”

She took my hand and led me to a cleared space on the lab floor where a thick, padded mat had been laid out. More candles surrounded it. It was an altar.

She faced me, her eyes holding mine. “The suit will now sync to my biometrics,” she said, her voice a low thrum. “It will mirror my arousal, to a degree. It will attempt to optimize your physical responses for mutual pleasure. You may feel… guided. You are not. You are in command. Use your words. Use your override.”

I nodded, unable to speak.

She tapped something on her wrist—a slim control band I hadn’t noticed. A new wave of sensation washed over me, but this was different. It was a deep, resonant warmth that pooled low in my belly. My cock, already half-hard, thickened to full, aching erection within the suit, the material molding perfectly to its shape, applying a gentle, consistent pressure.

A corresponding heat bloomed between my legs, an echo of a sensation that wasn’t mine. It was hers. The suit was translating her state, weaving it into my sensory feed. I could feel her anticipation, her want, like a second heartbeat inside me.

“Oh,” I gasped.

Priya’s eyes fluttered closed for a second. “You feel that?”

“I feel you.”

She stepped closer, her hands going to the front seal of the suit. With a deliberate motion, she traced a pattern. The material parted silently down the center of my chest, down my stomach, peeling back like a blossoming flower to expose me. The cool air hit my heated skin, and my cock sprung free, fully erect, the head glistening.

She knelt before me on the mat, her eyes level with my hips. She didn’t touch me with her hands. Instead, she leaned forward and breathed a hot, damp stream of air over the tip. The suit amplified the sensation tenfold. It was like being licked by lightning.

“Do you want my mouth, Elias?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Yes. Please.”

“Then tell the suit.”

I frowned, confused. Then I understood. I focused on the want, the desperate need for her touch. I let it fill me, and the suit seemed to brighten the signal, translating my desire into a sharp, pulsed request through the neural link.

Priya smiled, feeling it. “Good.”

She took me into her mouth.

The world dissolved into pure, white-hot sensation. The suit didn’t just let me feel the wet heat of her mouth, the clever pressure of her tongue. It layered it. It mapped every nerve and heightened the signal. It felt like she was everywhere at once. I cried out, my hands fisting at my sides, the reinforced muscles of my thighs trembling with the effort to stand.

She worked me with a slow, devastating expertise, her eyes locked on mine. I could see her own arousal in the flush of her skin, the quick rise and fall of her chest. The mirrored feedback created a loop—her pleasure feeding mine, mine feeding hers, amplified and refined by the technology binding us.

It was too much. It was not enough.

“Priya… I’m going to…”

She pulled off with a soft pop, leaving me throbbing and desperate. “Not yet,” she whispered. She stood, her own hands going to the waistband of her leggings. She pushed them down, along with her underwear, stepping out of them. The wine-colored tank top she left on, and the sight of her bare from the waist down, the dark triangle of curls glistening, was more erotic than any full nudity.

She lay back on the mat, opening herself to me. “The suit has a lubricant reservoir,” she said, her legs spreading. “It will release on my command. For now… I want to feel you. Just you.”

I lowered myself over her, bracing my hands on either side of her head. The suit’s strength made me feel poised, powerful. I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her wetness.

“Look at me,” she said.

I did. Her eyes were deep pools of want and something else—a fierce, protective love.

“This is you,” she said, her voice firm. “This is all you. Do you believe that?”

In that moment, with the suit humming against my skin, translating her every shudder into my nerves, it was a hard question. But I looked into her eyes and saw the woman who had chosen the soft, slouched tester over her own perfect machine.

“I believe you,” I said.

She reached between us, her fingers wrapping around my shaft, guiding me. “Then show me.”

She pulled me inside.

The fit was perfect, an agonizing, glorious slide. The suit’s sensory enhancement made every millimeter a universe of feeling. The tight, hot clasp of her, the way her muscles fluttered around me, the choked cry she let out as I filled her—it was all rendered in hyper-real detail. But beneath the amplification, thrumming in my bones, was the fundamental, human truth of it: our bodies joining.

I began to move, slowly at first. The suit’s systems subtly adjusted my angle, the depth of my thrusts, optimizing for her pleasure. I felt the corresponding waves of her climax building not just in her body, but as a sympathetic resonance in mine. It was a feedback loop of ecstasy.

“Faster,” she gasped, her nails digging into the suit’s material on my back.

I obeyed, my hips driving into a harder rhythm. The lab faded away. There was only the candlelight, the music, the smell of sex and wax, and the woman beneath me unraveling. Her breaths became short, sharp pants. Her legs locked around my waist, pulling me deeper.

“Elias… I’m close…”

Her voice triggered something in the suit. A new phase. I felt a cool, slick release at the base of my cock—the internal lubricant. It changed the sensation, making the slide even smoother, even more frictionless. The intensity ratcheted up another impossible degree.

Priya arched her back, a silent scream on her lips as her orgasm hit. I felt it through the link—a detonation of pleasure that wasn’t my own but flooded my system nonetheless, a tidal wave of sensation that pushed me to the very brink. Her inner muscles clamped around me, milking me, and my own control shattered.

My climax wasn’t a wave; it was a supernova. It tore through me with a violence that was almost terrifying, wracking the enhanced muscles of the suit, blinding me. I shouted, a raw, unfiltered sound, as I poured myself into her, the pulses seeming to go on and on, amplified and extended by the technology.

I collapsed onto her, careful to keep my weight on my forearms. The suit was still humming, but the programs were winding down, the sensory overload dialing back to a manageable, post-coital thrum. We were both slick with sweat, panting, tangled together on the mat.

For a long time, the only sounds were our ragged breathing and the soft music. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, inhaling her scent, now mingled with mine.

She ran a hand down the sealed back of the suit. “That,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, “was the integration test.”

A weak laugh shook my chest. “Did I pass?”

She turned her head, kissing my jaw. “With flying colors.”

We lay there, coming down. The candles flickered. I was drifting in a haze of satisfaction, the suit now feeling like a second skin, warm and comfortable. This was it. The perfect run. The project was complete. A strange melancholy threaded through my bliss. What happened after perfect?

Priya shifted beneath me. “We should…” she began, then stopped.

A tiny, high-pitched whine, like a capacitor straining, buzzed inside my skull. It was coming from the suit.

I stiffened.

“Priya?”

“What is it?” She felt the change in my posture.

The whine escalated into a sharp, digital screech. The wireframe model on the main console flickered violently, the golden outline of my body distorting, pixels scattering.

“No,” Priya breathed, scrambling out from under me. She ran to the console, her fingers flying across the screen. “No, no, no. Stability is dropping. Morphic matrix is… fragmenting.”

A jolt, like a live wire, shot up my spine. I cried out, convulsing.

“Elias! The override! Pinch your wrist!”

Through the pain, I remembered. I brought my right hand to my left wrist and pinched the skin there, hard. Twice.

Nothing happened.

The pain intensified, a deep, muscular cramping that seized my enhanced calves, my abdomen. I gasped, curling onto my side on the mat.

“Override not responding!” Priya shouted, her voice slicing through the static filling my head. “I’m losing the signal! Elias, can you hear me?”

I could, but her voice was distant, drowned under a rising torrent of noise and agony. My body, the perfect, sculpted body the suit had built, began to tremble uncontrollably. The muscles under the black material started to twitch and spasm, as if the wires controlling them had been crossed.

The screen flashed a violent, urgent red.

CRITICAL SYSTEMS FAILURE. NEURAL FEEDBACK LOOP DETECTED. MORPHIC COLLAPSE IMMINENT.

Priya was at my side in an instant, her hands on my face. “Look at me! Fight it! I’m going to try a hard reset from the primary node!”

But her touch felt like a brand. The suit, lost in its malfunction, was interpreting all sensory input as a threat. As pain. I screamed, arching my back as a fresh, tearing sensation ripped through my shoulders, as if the suit was trying to remodel my bones again, without a blueprint.

Her brown eyes were wide with terror, but also with a furious, determined clarity. The machine had fought back. And it was winning.

She lunged for the shielded case, for a tool kit stored beside it. I saw her pull out a heavy, insulated pair of shears, their edges glowing with a blue crackle of disruptive energy.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice breaking as she ran back toward me, the shears raised. “I have to cut you out.”

The shears came down.

Not on me, but on the suit. Priya drove the crackling blue blades into the material at my shoulder, where the primary power conduit snaked. There was a shriek of tearing smart-fabric and a violent pop of discharged energy. The scent of ozone and burning plastic filled the air.

The agony didn’t stop. It transformed. The electric, muscular cramping dissolved into a deep, sickening ache, as if every enhanced muscle was suddenly deflating. The suit went dead, a heavy, inert weight on my skin. But it was still sealed. I was trapped inside a dead shell.

“Elias!” Priya dropped the shears, her hands flying to the neck seam. She found the manual release, a hidden physical latch, and dug her fingers in. “I’ve got you.”

With a grunt of effort, she pulled. The seam parted with a sound like Velcro tearing, but a hundred times louder. Cool air rushed in against my sweat-slicked neck. She worked her way down, peeling the dead suit from my torso like a surgical nurse removing a graft. My chest, which had been sculpted and hard moments before, felt soft, weak, exposed. The panic wasn’t just in my mind; it was a physiological shock. My body was reverting, not in the controlled, gentle way of a normal session end, but in a sudden, traumatic collapse.

By the time she’d split the suit down to my hips, I was shaking uncontrollably, my teeth chattering. The sensory amplification was gone, leaving behind a raw, overstimulated nervous system. Every candle flame was a dagger of light. Her touch felt like sandpaper.

“It’s gone into a defensive cascade,” she muttered, more to herself than to me. “Trying to preserve the morph by locking down. Bastard.” She reached the waist seal and tore it open. “Lift your hips. Now.”

I tried. My muscles, my real muscles, felt like wet noodles. She had to hook her hands under me and heave. The lower half of the suit came free, and I lay on the mat, naked, shivering, utterly spent. The perfect body was gone. In its place was my body—pale, soft, trembling, damp with cooling sweat.

Priya didn’t hesitate. She grabbed a thermal blanket from a supply cabinet and wrapped it around me, tucking it tight. Then she knelt beside me, one hand on my chest, feeling my racing heart, the other cupping my cheek.

“Look at me. Breathe. In. Out. With me.”

I followed the rhythm of her breathing, my eyes locked on hers. Slowly, the tremors subsided from violent to mild. The world stopped spinning. The red alert on the console had changed to a steady, pulsing amber, then gone dark. The suit lay in two pieces beside us, a discarded, smoking husk.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her thumb stroking my cheekbone. “I’m so sorry. The feedback loop… it was a corruption in the new integration protocol. My fault.” Her voice cracked on the last word. “I rushed the override’s stress certification by four days. Because of the demo. Because some stupid, stubborn part of me still wanted to walk into that boardroom and make them eat every doubt they’d ever had about me. I put a deadline ahead of you.”

“It… it tried to keep me,” I rasped, my throat raw.

“It tried to preserve its last successful state. It’s a machine. A stupid, brilliant, dangerous machine.” Her eyes were fierce, glistening. “It doesn’t get to keep you.”

She helped me sit up, keeping the blanket around my shoulders. The vulnerability was crushing. Moments ago, I had been a god. Now I was a shivering man wrapped in foil. The whiplash was nauseating.

Priya seemed to read my thoughts. “This,” she said, her voice firm, gesturing to my bare, ordinary legs sticking out from the blanket, “is the only thing that matters. You’re alive. You’re whole.”

“It doesn’t feel whole,” I admitted, the words small.

“I know.”

“Priya.” I caught her hand before she could stand. “You don’t owe that committee a demonstration. You don’t owe them anything. Not your nights, not your health, not me.”

She looked at me for a long moment, something shifting behind her eyes. “I’ve spent ten years thinking I owed somebody proof.”

“You don’t. Not anymore.” I said it as steadily as I could manage, still shaking, still wrapped in foil, because it was the truest thing I had left. “Whatever you decide about the board, decide it because it’s right. Not because you’re still trying to win an argument with a room that stopped mattering a long time ago.”

Something in her face cracked open, grief and relief tangled together. “Okay,” she whispered. “Okay.”

She stood, offering me her hands. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She helped me to my feet, supporting most of my weight. We shuffled past the dead suit, past the silent console, into the small annex that held the shower. She turned on the water, let it warm, then helped me step under the spray. She didn’t leave. She stripped off her wine-colored tank top, her leggings already gone, and stepped in with me.

This wasn’t like before. There was no lust, no testing of limits. It was pure, simple care. She washed the synthetic sweat from my skin, her hands gentle on my shoulders, my back, my soft stomach. She soaped my hair and rinsed it clean. She didn’t look at my body with a scientist’s eye, or a lover’s hunger. She looked at me with a profound, weary tenderness.

When I was clean, she dried me with a soft towel, then dried herself. We didn’t speak. Words felt too fragile. She led me back into the main lab, now lit only by the guttering candles. She had cleared a space on a long, low equipment couch, laying out more blankets and a pillow.

“Lie down,” she said.

I did, on my side, watching as she moved through the lab. She gathered the two halves of the suit, carried them to the shielded case, and placed them inside. She closed the lid. There was a final, definitive thunk as the locks engaged.

Then she powered down the console. The big screen winked out, plunging us into near-darkness, lit only by the dying candle flames. She came to the couch, lifted the blanket, and slid in behind me, spooning my body with hers. Her front was warm against my back, her arm draped over my waist, her hand splayed on my chest, right over my heart.

We lay like that for a long time. My mind was a storm of failure and fear. The perfect run had been a lie. The machine had betrayed us. And the most terrifying thought surfaced, cold and clear: She built this. Her genius made this monster. Can she ever really separate the creator from the creation?

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she murmured into the nape of my neck.

“I’m thinking… the project is a failure.”

“No.” Her arm tightened around me. “The final test failed. The project… the project gave me you. That’s not a failure. That’s the only data point that ever mattered.”

“But the suit…”

“Is retired.” The word was absolute. “It’s over, Elias. Tonight was its last dance. I’m decommissioning it. The data is archived. The patents are filed. The company has what they paid for. I have what I need.”

“Which is?”

“You.” She said it simply, as if stating a fundamental law of physics. “Naked, shivering, scared, brilliant, kind, funny, messy you. Not the you in the suit. The you on this couch.”

A lump formed in my throat. “You chose the machine once.”

“I never did.” Her voice was quiet but steel. “I chose the man who was brave enough to step into it. I chose the man who was brave enough to step out of it. The machine was just… the door you walked through to get to me.”

The truth of it settled over me, warmer than any blanket. The suit had never been the point. It had been the catalyst, the impossible shortcut to a confidence I thought I needed. But the real work, the real connection, had happened outside of it. In my apartment. On her office floor. In this lab, with no tech between us.

I turned in her arms to face her. In the dim light, her features were soft, her eyes deep pools of shadow and reflection.

“I don’t want it anymore,” I said. The confession felt like pulling a thorn from my heart. “The perfect body. I don’t want the loan. I just want… this.” I took her hand and placed it flat on my stomach, on the softness there. “I want you to want this.”

She leaned forward and kissed me. It was a slow, deep, searching kiss, devoid of the amplified heat of the suit, but brimming with a different kind of intensity. A promise.

“I do,” she said against my lips. “Every inch.”

Her hand slid down from my stomach, over my hip, and found my cock. It was soft, spent, vulnerable. She held it, not to arouse, but to claim. To familiarize.

“This is you,” she whispered, her breath warm on my face. “This is what I want.”

A spark ignited low in my belly. Not the artificial, electric fire of the suit, but a slow, real burn. My body responded to her touch, to her words, filling slowly, achingly, in her hand.

“See?” she said, a smile in her voice. “It works just fine.”

I laughed, a shaky, wet sound. “It’s not… impressive.”

“It’s perfect.” She began to stroke me, a lazy, tender rhythm. “Because it’s yours. And because it’s here with me.”

The sensation was ordinary, human. The calloused pad of her thumb over the head, the smooth slide of her fingers along the shaft. It was better than the suit. It was real. I watched her face as she touched me, watched the focus there, the affection. She leaned down and took me into her mouth again, and this time it was not a performance for a machine. It was a gift. The wet heat was profound in its simplicity. I tangled my hands in her hair, not to guide her, but to hold on.

My climax built not as a cascading, amplified tsunami, but as a slow, deep tide. It started in my toes, curled my spine, tightened my stomach, and broke over me with a shuddering, quiet intensity. I came in her mouth with a soft groan, my body bowing off the couch. She swallowed, then kissed her way back up my body, settling her weight on top of me, her face nestled in the hollow of my shoulder.

We were sticky, tangled, real.

“I love you,” she said, the words muffled against my skin.

I froze. Then my arms came around her, holding her tight. “I love you, too.”

It was the first time either of us had said it. It hung in the dark air, more revolutionary than any of her technology.

“The project is complete,” I said.

“No,” she corrected softly. “The project is just beginning.”

We slept, there on the lab couch, wrapped in blankets and each other. When I woke, dawn was filtering through the high windows, turning the lab a dusty gray-gold. Priya was already awake, sitting cross-legged on the floor beside the shielded case, her tablet in her lap.

I sat up. “What are you doing?”

“Writing the final report.” She didn’t look up. “Recommendation: terminate all further human trials. Technology is stable but ethically untenable for personal use. Data secured. Project closed.”

“What about the board? The demo?”

“They can find someone else’s life to hijack for their investors.” She tapped the screen decisively and set the tablet down. “I’m done proving myself to a room that was never going to be satisfied anyway. You were right last night. I don’t owe them a stage.” Then she looked at me, and whatever had been braced tight in her shoulders for eleven days finally let go. “I’m taking the day off. So are you.”

“What are we going to do?”

She stood, stretched, her naked body glorious in the morning light. “We are going to get dressed. We are going to go get the greasiest, most delicious breakfast this city has to offer. Then we are going to go back to my place. And we are going to spend the entire day in bed. My bed. No machines. No readouts. Just us.”

It sounded like paradise.

We dressed in our clothes from the night before, the soft cotton feeling like a homecoming. Priya sealed the lab, the case containing the dead suit under her arm. We stepped out into the cool morning air. The city was just waking up.

At a diner with sticky vinyl booths, we ate pancakes and drank terrible coffee. We talked about nothing—bad movies, good books, a vacation she’d always wanted to take to the mountains. We laughed. It was easy.

Her apartment was a surprise—not a sterile tech-palace, but a warm, cluttered space filled with books and plants and the smell of incense. Her bedroom had a big, soft bed with a deep blue comforter.

We didn’t make it to the bed at first. She pushed me against the wall just inside the front door and kissed me with a hunger that had been banked all night. It was messy and urgent, all hands and teeth and gasped breaths. We shed our clothes in a trail to the bedroom.

In her bed, in the soft gold wash of the afternoon light, we made love for the first time with nowhere to be and nothing left to prove.

She pulled me down on top of her, her hands framing my face. “Slow,” she said. “I want slow, this time. I want to remember all of it.”

I braced myself over her, my forearms sinking into the deep blue comforter, and just looked at her for a moment—her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, her lips still swollen from the front door, her chest rising and falling under a thin sheen of sweat neither of us had earned yet. “Slow,” I agreed, and kissed her, unhurried, tasting coffee and pancake syrup and something underneath that was only her.

I kissed my way down her by inches, in no rush now, learning her like a language instead of a dataset. The soft skin under her jaw. The point of her collarbone. The full curve of her breast, where I took her nipple between my lips and felt her whole body arch under the attention—unamplified, un-optimized, nobody’s creation but her own. “Elias,” she breathed, threading her fingers through my hair, and there was nothing clinical left in the way she said my name. It was just want.

I moved lower, over the soft plane of her stomach, and settled between her thighs. She was already slick, already trembling faintly when my mouth found her, and this time there was no suit translating her pleasure into mine, no readout confirming what I already knew from the catch in her breath and the way her hips tilted up to meet my tongue. I licked long, unhurried stripes through her, learning the exact pressure that made her gasp, the precise angle that made her swear at the ceiling. When she came the first time it was quiet, almost startled, her thighs locking around my ears, a soft, broken “oh God, Elias” the only warning I got.

She dragged me back up her body before I’d even finished feeling proud of myself, and guided me into her with her own hand, her eyes holding mine the whole way down. “I want to watch you,” she said. “Just you. No hardware translating it for me this time.”

I sank into her slowly, an inch at a time, feeling every millimeter without a single system smoothing the sensation into something manageable. It was almost too much—the tight, wet clutch of her, unfiltered, the way her body answered mine with nothing standing between us at all. I braced on one forearm and let my other hand find hers against the mattress, our fingers lacing together.

“Look at that,” she whispered, half-laughing, half-wrecked, when I finally bottomed out and had to go still, shaking, just to breathe. “Ordinary works fine.”

“Better than fine,” I managed.

I started to move, and there was no HUD counting my endurance, no suit modulating the angle for optimal feedback—just the two of us finding a rhythm by feel, adjusting to each other’s gasps and the small, urgent sounds she made against my collarbone. It was slower than anything the suit had ever given me, and twice as overwhelming, because every ragged breath, every catch in her voice, every clench of her body around mine was something I’d earned with nothing but attention and want. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me deeper, her nails dragging faint lines down my spine, and when she started to shake apart beneath me a second time, I felt my own release building to match her—not a detonation, just a long, slow-cresting wave.

“Don’t stop,” she panted, her hips rising to meet mine, her whole body drawn tight as a wire. “Elias—don’t you dare stop—”

I didn’t. I drove into her, harder now, chasing the same fall she was chasing, until she broke apart under me with a cry that had my name in it and nothing else, her body pulling mine over the edge a heartbeat later. It wasn’t a supernova this time—just a deep, human give, my hips stuttering against hers as I spilled into her with a groan I muffled against her throat, my whole soft, ordinary body shaking with it.

We stayed tangled like that for a long while, my weight braced on my forearms, her legs still loose around my hips, both of us breathing like we’d run somewhere together instead of just lying still. She pressed a kiss to my jaw, unhurried, then another to the corner of my mouth.

“Better than the suit,” she murmured against my skin, “and I built the suit.”

“High praise.”

“The highest I’ve got.” She tucked her face into the curve of my neck, and I felt her smile there, small and certain. “No lattice. No feedback loop. Just you, making me forget my own name for a minute. That’s the whole finding.”

After, as we lay tangled in the sheets, sated and drowsy, she traced the lines of my face.

“What now?” I asked.

“Now,” she said, “you quit your job at the testing firm. You come work with me. Not as a subject. As a partner. I have a new project. One that doesn’t wear a suit.”

“What’s it about?”

She smiled, a secret, brilliant thing. “Helping people see what’s already there.”

A week later, we stood in her lab for the last time. The equipment was being crated up, shipped back to corporate R&D. The shielded case was the only thing left. Priya had already wiped the core programming. It was inert, a costume now.

“Do you want to do the honors?” she asked, handing me a heavy industrial magnet.

I took it. I looked at the case, at the thing inside that had given me everything and nearly taken it all away. I didn’t feel hate. I felt a strange gratitude. It was a bridge, and I had crossed it.

I placed the magnet against the case, right over the main power cell housing. There was a dull thump from inside as the magnetic field scrambled the last dormant circuits beyond any recovery.

“Goodbye,” I whispered.

Priya took my hand. “Hello.”

We walked out of the lab, into the evening. We didn’t look back. The future was unsuited, uncertain, and utterly ours.

Later that night, in her bed, my body soft against hers, her head on my chest, I finally understood. The perfect body wasn’t the one the suit built. It was the one she chose. And she had chosen mine, again and again, until I’d learned to choose it, too.

I was enough.

And that, as it turned out, was the most transformative code of all.


Join Jenna’s Reader List

To stay up to date on all things Jenna Sahara, including audiobooks and new releases, join the newsletter.

Sign up at jennasahara.com/newsletter.

I only email when there’s something worth your time, and you can unsubscribe in one click, anytime. 18+.

Join the list →

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1 — Calibration


    		Chapter 2 — The Pull


    		Chapter 3 — Baseline


    		Chapter 4 — Unmapped Territory


    		Chapter 5 — Unsuited


    		Join the Newsletter


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126






OEBPS/image_rsrc12M.jpg
The Beta Body

jenna’'sahara





