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Chapter 1: Termination Notice

Dr. Malcolm Reed's fingers trembled as they gripped his semi-erect cock, tugging with increasing desperation in the cramped confines of the executive bathroom stall. The fluorescent lights cast an unflattering pallor over his aging flesh, highlighting every liver spot, every sagging fold. At fifty-eight, his once-impressive member seemed to mock him, refusing to rise to the occasion despite the explicit video playing on his phone—a young woman with perky breasts bouncing enthusiastically on her partner's lap.

"Come on, you useless piece of shit," Malcolm hissed, his hand moving faster, grip tightening until it was almost painful. His thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading the meager drop of pre-cum in a futile attempt to ease the friction. Once upon a time, he could get rock-hard in seconds; now his cock lay obstinately limp in his palm, barely at half-mast.

He closed his eyes, trying to focus on the woman's moans emanating softly from his phone. His free hand slipped beneath his dress shirt to pinch his nipple—a trick that had worked in the past—but the sensation only highlighted how his once-firm chest had softened with age, the flesh yielding beneath his fingers in a way that made his stomach turn.

The phone in his pocket vibrated against his thigh. Malcolm ignored it initially, still desperately pumping his recalcitrant cock. When it buzzed again, more insistently, he cursed and withdrew his hand from his pants. His dick flopped pathetically against his thigh as he retrieved the device.

The email subject line hit him like a bucket of ice water: "NOTICE OF PROJECT TERMINATION - BIOSKIN INITIATIVE."

"Fuck!" The word echoed harshly against the bathroom tiles. Malcolm's stomach plummeted as he scanned the terse message from the new CEO, Jason Carter. Ten years of research. Ten fucking years of his life, dismissed in three cold paragraphs of corporate jargon. His cock, moments ago the focus of his frustration, now lay completely forgotten as a new, more profound impotence washed over him.

Malcolm tucked himself away with shaking hands, his fingers fumbling with his zipper. The bioskin was his life's work—a revolutionary technology that could change humanity forever. And this... this trust fund prick with an MBA was killing it without even understanding what he was throwing away.

Twenty minutes later, Malcolm stood outside Jason Carter's office, smoothing down his rumpled lab coat and running a hand through his thinning gray hair. His secretary—a young thing with lips plumped by fillers and a blouse that strained against her impressive chest—gave Malcolm an apologetic look as she buzzed him in.

"Dr. Reed to see you, Mr. Carter."

Jason Carter didn't bother standing when Malcolm entered. At thirty-two, he exuded the easy confidence of someone born into wealth and power. His tailored suit hugged a physique clearly maintained by expensive personal trainers, and his thick brown hair was artfully tousled in a way that probably cost more than Malcolm's monthly mortgage payment.

"Dr. Reed," Jason acknowledged, barely glancing up from his computer screen. "I assumed the email was self-explanatory."

Malcolm swallowed his pride. "Mr. Carter, I don't think you understand the potential of the bioskin project. We're on the verge of a breakthrough that could—"

"That could continue draining millions from our R&D budget with nothing tangible to show investors," Jason cut in, finally looking up. His eyes, cold blue and calculating, gave Malcolm a dismissive once-over that made the older man acutely conscious of his own appearance.

Malcolm felt naked under that assessing gaze—his stooped shoulders, the paunch straining against his shirt buttons, the liver spots dotting his hands. Next to Jason's vibrant youth, Malcolm felt ancient, decaying.

"Your father understood the long-term value of—"

"My father is dead," Jason said flatly. "And his sentimental attachments to pet projects died with him. Carter Pharmaceuticals isn't a charity, Dr. Reed. It's a business."

Malcolm leaned forward, bracing his hands on Jason's immaculate desk. "Just give me six more months. The bioskin technology is nearly complete—a synthetic organism that can completely reshape a person's physical form down to the cellular level. The applications are endless: burn victims, amputees, gender reassignment without surgery—"

"Spare me the science fiction, Doctor." Jason stood, making Malcolm painfully aware of the height difference between them. "The board has made its decision. Your funding ends this quarter."

Malcolm's hands clenched into fists at his sides, impotent rage coursing through him. "This is a mistake."

Jason circled his desk, standing close enough that Malcolm could smell his expensive cologne. "No, Dr. Reed, the mistake was my father allowing this fantasy to continue for a decade with nothing to show for it." His eyes flickered over Malcolm's body again, lips curling slightly. "Perhaps it's time to consider retirement. Focus on your... personal life."

The casual cruelty of the suggestion—as if Malcolm had anything resembling a personal life—made his throat constrict. The divorce eight years ago had left him with nothing but his work. No children. No hobbies. Just the cold comfort of scientific pursuit.

"The gala next week," Malcolm said desperately. "Let me present my latest findings to the board. If they're not impressed, I'll shut down the project myself."

Jason checked his watch—a Patek Philippe that probably cost more than Malcolm's annual salary. "We're done here, Dr. Reed. Security will oversee the clean-out of your lab by the end of the month."

Dismissed like a schoolboy, Malcolm found himself standing in the hallway outside Jason's office, the secretary avoiding his eyes as she answered the phone with practiced cheer. His chest felt hollow, his breathing shallow. Ten years of work. His legacy. Gone.

He was still standing there, stunned, when a hand fell on his shoulder. Malcolm flinched at the unexpected contact, turning to find Dr. Alan Peterson, his colleague from Neuropharmacology, looking at him with sympathy etched into his weathered face.

"Heard the news," Alan said quietly. "Carter's gutting half the research division. The vultures are already circling your equipment."

Malcolm's shoulders sagged. "I just need more time. The bioskin is almost ready for human trials. If that little prick would just listen—"

"Come on," Alan said, his hand still resting on Malcolm's shoulder, the warmth of human contact so rare that Malcolm found himself leaning into it slightly. "Let me buy you a drink. You look like you need one."

The departmental bar was nearly empty at this hour—just a few research assistants huddled around a table in the corner. Alan guided Malcolm to a booth in the back, his hand now resting at the small of Malcolm's back in a gesture that felt oddly intimate. Two scotches appeared before them, and Malcolm downed his in one burning swallow.

"There might be a way," Alan said after a moment, leaning in close enough that Malcolm could smell the coffee on his breath. "To save your project."

Malcolm snorted bitterly. "Carter made it clear. The decision's final."

"Carter's decisions tend to be influenced by what's between his legs rather than what's between his ears," Alan replied, his voice dropping to a whisper as he refilled Malcolm's glass from the bottle he'd brought to the table.

Malcolm raised an eyebrow. "Meaning?"

Alan's hand moved from the table to Malcolm's thigh, squeezing slightly as he leaned closer. The touch sent an unexpected jolt through Malcolm's body—not sexual, exactly, but a reminder of how long it had been since anyone had touched him with any kind of intent.

"Meaning our new CEO thinks with his dick," Alan murmured, his lips nearly brushing Malcolm's ear. "You know Reynolds, from Marketing? His daughter Emma is supposed to attend the gala next week. Pretty little thing, barely eighteen. Carter hasn't been able to take his eyes off her ass since she interned here last summer."

Malcolm frowned. "What's that got to do with my project?"

Alan's fingers tightened on Malcolm's thigh, edging higher in a way that made Malcolm tense. "Carter's weakness is young pussy. Everyone knows it. That intern from Legal last month? The blonde with the big tits?"

Malcolm nodded, remembering the girl—twenty-two or twenty-three, fresh out of college with legs that seemed to go on forever and a habit of bending over printers in short skirts.

"Carter had her bent over his desk the second day," Alan whispered, his voice thick with something that made Malcolm's skin crawl. "I heard it from his assistant. Said he could hear her through the door, begging for his cock. 'Fuck me harder, Mr. Carter,'" Alan mimicked in a high-pitched voice. "'Oh God, you're so big. It hurts so good.'"

Malcolm shifted uncomfortably, but Alan's grip on his thigh held firm.

"He made her come three times before he flipped her over and finished on those perfect tits of hers. Then he zipped up and went straight to a board meeting." Alan licked his lips. "She quit the next week. But she got what she wanted first—a recommendation letter that got her into Harvard Law."

"I don't see how this helps me," Malcolm said, though a dark idea was already forming in the back of his mind.

Alan finally removed his hand, leaving a phantom impression of heat on Malcolm's thigh. "Reynolds has Carter's ear. And Reynolds has a daughter who Carter would sell his soul to fuck. You need Reynolds to advocate for your project..." He let the implication hang in the air.

Malcolm drained his second scotch, the alcohol burning a path to his empty stomach. "Reynolds barely knows I exist."

"But he knows his daughter," Alan pressed. "And if you had her support..."

The idea was absurd. Unethical. Possibly illegal.

But as Malcolm walked back to his lab that evening, Alan's words echoed in his mind. The bioskin project was nearly complete—a synthetic organism that could completely reshape a person's physical form down to the cellular level. It had been designed for burn victims, amputees, those with severe deformities.

But theoretically, it could transform anyone into anyone else. Temporarily.

Standing in his lab, staring at the semi-translucent, flesh-colored bioskin floating in its nutrient bath, Malcolm made a decision born of desperation. If Carter wanted to dismiss him as a has-been, a relic of his father's era, then Malcolm would show him exactly what his "science fiction" could do.

He would become someone Carter couldn't ignore. Someone with the power that Malcolm had lost—the power of youth, of beauty, of sex.

He would become Emma Reynolds.


Chapter 2: Opportunity Knocks

Malcolm staggered into his lab early the next morning, head pounding from Alan's scotch and a night of fitful sleep. The sterile fluorescent lights made him wince as he collapsed into his chair, staring at the termination notice still open on his computer screen. The bioskin prototype pulsed gently in its nutrient bath across the room, almost taunting him with its perfection and unrealized potential.

"Fuck," he muttered, massaging his temples. Ten years of work, about to be dismantled because some trust fund brat with a hard-on for quarterly returns couldn't see beyond the next shareholder meeting.

His phone buzzed with a calendar notification: "Annual Carter Pharmaceuticals Gala - 7 PM Friday." Malcolm almost dismissed it before freezing, Alan's words from the previous night echoing in his mind. Reynolds has Carter's ear. And Reynolds has a daughter who Carter would sell his soul to fuck.

Malcolm's fingers flew across his keyboard, pulling up the company directory. David Reynolds, Marketing Director. A few more clicks and he was on the man's social media profiles. Malcolm had never bothered with such things before—science was his only mistress—but now he scrolled hungrily through Reynolds' photos, searching for any glimpse of the daughter Alan had mentioned.

There she was. Emma Reynolds.

Malcolm's breath caught in his throat. The girl was stunning—long chestnut hair cascading over smooth shoulders, a heart-shaped face with full lips perpetually caught in a half-smile. But it was her eyes that arrested him—intelligent, slightly mischievous, with long lashes that she deployed to devastating effect in photo after photo.

"Jesus Christ," Malcolm whispered, clicking through to Emma's own profile. His aging cock stirred for the first time in days as he scrolled through her pictures. Emma at the beach, her young body glistening with saltwater, the thin fabric of her bikini clinging to small but perfect breasts. Emma at a party, her dress riding high on creamy thighs as she laughed with friends. Emma in workout clothes, the tight spandex shorts outlining the perfect curve where ass met thigh.

Malcolm adjusted himself unconsciously, feeling a tightness in his groin that had become increasingly rare in recent years. There was something particularly enticing about the girl—not just her youth and beauty, but a vitality that radiated from every image. Her body was the embodiment of everything his had once been and would never be again—firm, responsive, alive with possibility.

He navigated to the company gala invitation list. Sure enough, Emma Reynolds was listed as David Reynolds' plus-one. If she attended, she would be in the same room as Jason Carter, the man who held Malcolm's future in his manicured hands.

A plan—unethical, dangerous, but potentially brilliant—began forming in Malcolm's mind.

His research led him deeper into Emma's social media presence. As he scrolled, he noticed something peculiar—a series of posts where Emma was tagged at a location called "Velvet Lounge," a club that Malcolm knew was notorious for its lax ID policies. More striking was what Emma was doing in these photos—holding what appeared to be ecstasy tablets, taking shots with men at least a decade older, dancing on tables in a state of clear intoxication.

"Well, well," Malcolm murmured, saving the incriminating photos to his computer. "What would Daddy think about these?"

But something else caught his eye as he continued scrolling—posts expressing her deep resentment toward her father's company. "Another day watching Carter Pharma exploit desperate people while Daddy plays yes-man to the trust fund brat #EatTheRich," read one particularly scathing caption. In another, she'd written, "Jason Carter just fired the entire research team working on affordable insulin alternatives. But sure, let's all celebrate his 'visionary leadership' at the gala next month. I'd rather die than be his corporate puppet #FuckCapitalism."

Recent photos showed her at what appeared to be a music festival—Coachella, according to the location tags. Malcolm frowned. The gala was in three days. If she was still at the festival...

His suspicions were confirmed by a photo posted just two hours ago—Emma in a barely-there crop top that exposed the undersides of her firm breasts and high-cut shorts that revealed long, tanned legs. Her flat stomach gleamed with sweat in the desert sun, a temporary tattoo of a butterfly placed tantalizingly close to the waistband of her shorts. The caption read: "Day 3! Not ready for this to end! 🎵✨🔥"

Malcolm's cock hardened painfully against his slacks as he studied the image. The shorts were so tight he could make out the outline of her pubic mound, the fabric probably damp with sweat in the festival heat. Her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her top, clearly braless in the desert sun. She looked exactly like the kind of young, vibrant woman who would catch Jason Carter's eye—everything Malcolm was not.

"You're supposed to be at the gala with your father in three days," Malcolm muttered, zooming in on Emma's face. The girl was beaming, carefree, a beer clutched in one hand and the other thrown around a shirtless young man with tribal tattoos covering his muscled chest.

A comment beneath the photo caught Malcolm's attention: "Dad's going to KILL you when he finds out you ditched the school trip! 😂" School trip. So that's what she had told her father.

Malcolm's fingers hovered over his keyboard. What he was considering was not just unethical but potentially criminal. But then again, his life's work was at stake. With trembling fingers, he navigated to Emma's profile and sent a direct message:

Emma, my name is Dr. Malcolm Reed from Carter Pharmaceuticals. I work with your father. There's an urgent matter regarding the gala on Friday that I need to discuss with you. Could you please contact me as soon as possible?

He included his phone number, then sat back, heart racing. The chances of her responding were slim. Why would a teenager at a music festival bother with a message from one of her father's colleagues?

To his shock, a response appeared almost immediately: OMG is my dad looking for me??

Malcolm typed quickly: Not yet, but he will be when you don't show up for the gala on Friday.

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then reappeared. Finally: How did you even find me?

Instagram. You might want to check your privacy settings if you're trying to hide a trip from your father.

A minute passed. Then: What do you want?

Malcolm considered his next words carefully. I need a favor. It involves the gala. I'd prefer to explain over a call if possible.

The response came quickly: Fine. Video call in 10. But if this is some creepy shit I'm blocking you and telling my dad.

Malcolm's heart hammered against his ribs. He hadn't expected to get this far so quickly. He hurried to the small bathroom attached to his lab, grimacing at his reflection. Bloodshot eyes stared back at him from a face lined with age and disappointment. He splashed cold water on his face, combed his thinning hair with his fingers, and straightened his lab coat. No amount of primping could hide what he was—a desperate old man clutching at straws.

When his phone rang with a video call, Malcolm's hands were slick with sweat. He settled into his chair, adjusted the angle to show his lab behind him, and accepted the call.

Emma Reynolds' face filled his screen, and Malcolm's mouth went dry. The photos hadn't done her justice. Her skin glowed with youth and health, her eyes bright despite what must have been days of partying. She was inside what looked like a small tent, the festival still audible in the background.

"So you're my dad's work friend?" Emma asked, her voice carrying a musical quality that made something twist in Malcolm's chest. "What's so urgent that you had to track me down at Coachella?"

Malcolm cleared his throat. "Thank you for taking my call, Emma. As I mentioned, I work with your father at Carter Pharmaceuticals. I lead the bioskin research division."

Emma's eyes widened slightly with what looked like genuine interest. "Bioskin? I've read about that online. Isn't that like, synthetic skin that can change your appearance?"

Malcolm blinked in surprise. "You... you've read about my work?"

Emma shifted position, the movement causing her crop top to slide significantly. Malcolm caught more than a glimpse of pale pink lace underneath—a bra that seemed too delicate to offer much support to her small but perfect breasts. She didn't bother adjusting it.

"I follow a bunch of science accounts," she said, absently twirling a strand of hair around one finger. "Your project was featured in New Scientist last year. It's actually pretty cool, unlike most of the bullshit my dad's company produces." She paused, eyes narrowing. "But that's not why you messaged me, is it?"

Malcolm forced his eyes back to her face, his cock now fully hard at the vision of youthful beauty before him. "No, it's not. The company gala is this Friday, and you're registered as your father's plus-one."

Emma rolled her eyes dramatically. "Yeah, about that. Not happening. These festivals only come once a year, and I'm not missing the final days for some boring corporate party where dad parades me around like his perfect daughter." She stretched, arms extending above her head, causing her crop top to ride up and expose a strip of taut midriff. The movement was unconscious but devastatingly effective.

Malcolm swallowed hard, his eyes drawn to that strip of flesh. "The problem is, the new CEO, Jason Carter, is making some significant cuts to research funding. Your father has his ear."

"Jason? Ugh." Emma wrinkled her nose, but something in her expression shifted. She bit her lower lip, teeth pressing into the plump flesh in a way that made Malcolm's pulse quicken. "He's such a creep."

"Creep?" Malcolm leaned forward slightly.

Emma adjusted her position again, this time definitely exposing the edge of her lace bra, the pale pink fabric a stark contrast against her sun-kissed skin. She either didn't notice or didn't care. "Yeah, he's always staring at my ass when I visit dad at work. Like, not even subtly." She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "Last summer when I was interning in the marketing department? He would, like, find excuses to brush against me in the hallway."

Malcolm's breathing quickened. "Brush against you?"

Emma nodded, her expression a mixture of disgust and something else—perhaps a hint of pride in her power over a powerful man. "You know, like his hand would accidentally brush against my breast when he was reaching for something, or he'd stand too close behind me so I could feel him against my back." She shuddered slightly. "He's hot, I guess, if you're into that corporate douche type, but he's like, old. Thirty-something."

The irony of her calling thirty-something "old" while speaking to a man of fifty-eight was not lost on Malcolm.

"The thing is," Malcolm continued, trying to keep his voice steady, "your father's support could save my project. And if you were at the gala, you might be able to influence how Jason views the research division."

Emma laughed, the sound light and musical. "You want me to flirt with Jason to save your job?" She leaned toward the camera, giving Malcolm another tantalizing glimpse of her bra as the neckline of her top gaped open. "That's kind of fucked up, Dr. Reed."

"That's not exactly—" Malcolm began, but Emma cut him off.

"Besides, I can't be in two places at once. I've got tickets for the final night headliner, and I've been waiting all year to see them." She sighed dramatically, pushing a hand through her tousled hair. "And if I don't show up, dad will know I lied about the college tour."

Malcolm's mind raced. This was his opening. "What if... what if you could be in two places at once?"

Emma stared at him, confusion wrinkling her brow. "What are you talking about?"

"The bioskin technology. It's designed to completely transform a person's physical appearance. With your DNA, I could create a bioskin that would make someone else look exactly like you. Sound like you. Even have your memories and personality traits."

Emma's eyes widened. "That's... that's insane. And totally illegal, right? Having someone impersonate me?"

Malcolm nodded, his mouth dry. "It would be a significant ethical breach, yes. But it would only be for one night, and it would literally save my life's work. Ten years of research that could help burn victims, amputees, people with severe deformities."

Emma was silent for a moment, her teeth worrying at her lower lip in that unconsciously sensual way. She shifted again, and this time Malcolm was certain the glimpse of bra was deliberate—a power play from a young woman accustomed to using her looks to get what she wanted.

"So who exactly would be wearing my face to this thing?" she asked finally.

Malcolm hesitated. "I would. The bioskin was my creation. I know exactly how to use it."

Emma burst out laughing, the movement causing her breasts to bounce enticingly beneath the thin fabric of her top. "You? No offense, Dr. Reed, but you're like, ancient. And you're a dude. There's no way you could pass as me."

"The transformation is complete," Malcolm said quietly. "Down to the cellular level. Voice, mannerisms, even basic instinct and muscle memory. The bioskin integrates with the user's nervous system and temporarily overlays selected personality traits while maintaining the user's core consciousness. It would even replicate your DNA perfectly. It's not just a surface-level disguise—it's a complete biological transformation."

Emma's laughter faded, replaced by genuine curiosity. "So you'd look like me, sound like me, but still be... you inside?"

"Essentially, yes."

She studied him through the screen, her head tilting slightly. "And what exactly would 'I' be doing at this gala? Just, what, existing near Jason so he gets all hot and bothered and agrees to fund your research?"

Malcolm nodded, trying to look more confident than he felt. "Just your presence would be enough to ensure your father attends, which gives me access to both him and Jason. I'd simply need to mention the bioskin project positively within their hearing."

Emma's lips curved into a knowing smile that made her look older than her years. "Jason doesn't make decisions based on what he hears, Dr. Reed. He makes them based on what he sees and wants to touch." She leaned back slightly, giving Malcolm a view of her full torso—the crop top clinging to small, perky breasts, the flat stomach with its butterfly tattoo, the waistband of her shorts riding low on slim hips.

Malcolm's cock throbbed painfully against his slacks. "I'm not suggesting anything inappropriate," he said hoarsely.

"Aren't you, though?" Emma's voice had taken on a teasing quality. "You want to use my body—literally—to manipulate men. Let's not pretend this is about making small talk at a punch bowl." She stretched again, more deliberately this time, her back arching slightly. "If you're going to be me, you should know what you're getting into. Jason doesn't just look. The last company event I attended, he cornered me by the bathrooms."

Malcolm leaned forward. "What happened?"

Emma's eyes held his, a mixture of disgust and something darker, more primal. "He pressed me against the wall. I could feel every inch of him through his expensive suit pants." She ran a hand absently along her collarbone, fingers trailing down to the edge of her top. "He whispered that he'd been watching me all night, that he couldn't stop thinking about bending me over his desk."

Malcolm's breathing had become shallow, his cock fully hard now. "What did you do?"

"I told him my father was looking for me," she said with a small shrug. "But not before he managed to get his hand up my dress." Her fingers traced the outline of her breast through her top, a movement so casual Malcolm wasn't sure she was aware of doing it. "His fingers slid right up my inner thigh, almost to my panties. I could feel how hard he was against my hip." She paused, her expression unreadable. "He pinched my nipple through my dress before I managed to slip away."

Emma leaned closer to the camera, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Jason knows exactly where he wants his hands to be, Dr. Reed. Are you prepared for that? To feel a man's hands on your body—my body? To feel how it responds when someone touches you in places that make your pussy wet even when your mind is saying no?"

The question hung between them, loaded with implications. Malcolm's mind filled with images of Jason's hands on Emma's body—on the body that would temporarily be his. The thought should have repulsed him. Instead, he felt a twisted curiosity, a dark fascination with experiencing the other side of desire.

"I can handle it," Malcolm said finally, his voice rougher than he intended.

Emma studied him for a long moment, then her expression shifted to something more calculating. "Let's say I agree to this insanity. What's in it for me, besides not getting caught in my lie to my father?"

Malcolm blinked, unprepared for the direct negotiation. "What do you want?"

"For starters, I have a problem I need to make go away." Emma's voice had lost its playful quality, turning serious. "Jason Carter. He won't leave me alone. Every time I visit my father at the office, he finds a reason to corner me, to touch me, to suggest we 'get to know each other better.' It's affecting my relationship with my dad—I can barely stand to visit the office anymore."

Malcolm nodded slowly. "You want me to help you... discourage his attention?"

"I want you to find a way to make him stop," Emma said firmly. "I don't care how. Maybe while you're being me, you can do something to make him lose interest permanently. Or find some leverage I can use against him later. Just... make it stop."

"I'll find a way," Malcolm promised, already considering the possibilities that would present themselves with access to Jason's inner circle. "What else?"

Emma's expression turned sly. "I want a letter of recommendation from you—the real Dr. Reed. A glowing one, on Carter Pharma letterhead, talking about my exceptional contributions to your research. One that will open doors at any research institution I apply to."

"Done," Malcolm agreed quickly. "Anything else?"

"When your project gets funded—and it will if you pull this off—I want a paid internship in your lab. Not some bullshit coffee-fetching position like the one my dad arranged last summer. A real research role with my name on any papers that come out of it."

Malcolm raised an eyebrow. "You're serious about scientific research?"

Emma rolled her eyes. "Yes, despite what my Instagram might suggest. I maintain it mostly to piss off my father and his corporate friends." Her expression softened slightly. "Your bioskin research is actually really interesting."

For the first time since the conversation began, Malcolm saw past the young, beautiful exterior to the intelligence beneath. "It's a deal," he said without hesitation. "The recommendation letter and the internship are yours."

"One more thing," Emma said, her expression turning mischievous again. "When the funding comes through, I want you to take me on a shopping spree. Five thousand dollars, minimum. At my father's expense, of course."

Malcolm blinked in surprise. "Your father's expense?"

Emma's smile turned slightly wicked. "You'll have access to his credit card while you're me, won't you? Consider it my consulting fee. Plus, it'll piss off both my father and Jason Carter, which is basically my favorite hobby."

Malcolm hesitated, then nodded. "Five thousand dollars. But not until after the funding is secured."

"Deal." Emma's smile was brilliant. "So what do you need from me to make this work?"

"DNA sample," Malcolm replied, his scientific mind taking over despite his persistent erection. "Hair won't be enough—I'll need blood, saliva, and..." he hesitated, "other cellular material to ensure a complete transformation."

Emma nodded without hesitation. "I'll overnight you what you need." She paused, then added with surprising frankness, "I'll include a swab from... everywhere. If this bioskin is as complete as you say, you'll need to know how it feels when I get aroused, won't you?"

Malcolm nearly choked. "That would be... scientifically thorough."

"I'll also send you access to my private Instagram—there's way more videos there than on my public one." Her expression turned mischievous. "Fair warning, some of them are pretty explicit. Nothing nude, but... let's just say they're for special friends."

"I'll also need information about your relationship with your father, any topics to avoid, friends you might encounter at the gala..."

"I'll make you a whole document," Emma said, her enthusiasm genuine now. "Oh, and one more thing about Jason Carter." Her expression darkened. "He's not just a creep—he's actively destroying the company my grandfather built. He's canceled three life-saving drug research projects to focus on cosmetic treatments with higher profit margins. He fired an entire team working on affordable insulin alternatives while giving himself a seven-figure bonus."

She leaned closer to the camera, eyes intense. "So while you're being me, feel free to undermine him in any way possible. My dad knows I hate Carter Pharma's current direction, so it won't seem out of character if 'I' say something scathing about Jason's leadership. In fact, it'll seem weird if I don't."

Malcolm nodded slowly, seeing yet another advantage to this bizarre arrangement. "So I have your blessing to actively antagonize the CEO while in your body?"

Emma's smile was wolfish. "As long as you do it in a way that a rebellious teenager would—passionate but not professionally suicidal. I talk a big game about eating the rich, but I'm still savvy enough not to burn my dad's career to the ground."

"Understood," Malcolm replied, already formulating how he might use this freedom to his advantage.

"But, Dr. Reed?" Emma's expression turned serious again.

"Yes?"

"If you're going to be me, you need to understand what it's like to move through the world in my body. Men don't just look at me—they consume me with their eyes. They touch without permission. They assume access." She leaned closer to the camera. "My body responds in ways my mind doesn't always agree with. My nipples get hard when I'm nervous or cold or turned on—which is basically all the time. I get wet easily—sometimes just from sitting in a vibrating car or wearing the right underwear."

She paused, her eyes holding his. "When Jason touched me? I was disgusted and afraid... but my body responded. I could feel myself getting wet even as I was trying to get away. That's what being in a female body is like sometimes—your mind and your body don't always agree."

Malcolm nodded slowly, the full implications of what he was undertaking beginning to dawn on him. "I understand."

Emma's serious expression melted into a mischievous smile. "No, you don't. But you will." She stretched one last time, deliberately pulling her crop top up to fully expose the lace bra beneath, giving Malcolm a clear view of her small, perfect breasts barely contained by the delicate fabric. "I've got to go—my friends are waiting for me. But I'll send everything you need tomorrow."

The call ended, leaving Malcolm staring at his blank screen, his erection painful against his zipper. The lab suddenly felt too quiet, too empty after being filled with Emma's vibrant presence.

He turned to look at the bioskin, floating in its nutrient bath. In three days, he would become Emma Reynolds. He would feel what it was like to inhabit that young, perfect body. To be desired rather than dismissed.

The ethical implications were staggering. The potential consequences catastrophic. But as Malcolm began preparing the bioskin for its new programming, all he could think about was Emma's casual sexuality, the unconscious power she wielded with every movement of her lithe body. For one night, that power would be his.

His phone pinged with a notification. Emma had sent him access to her private Instagram account. With trembling fingers, Malcolm opened it and was immediately greeted with photos far more revealing than her public profile—Emma in bikinis that left little to the imagination, in tight dresses that hugged every curve, in pajamas that clung to her nipples in a way that made Malcolm's mouth go dry.

One video showed her dancing in her bedroom, hips swaying hypnotically to a pulsing beat, hands running through her hair and down her body. She wore only a thin tank top and sleep shorts, her nipples clearly visible through the fabric as she moved. In another, she was trying on outfits, the camera capturing her from behind as she bent to adjust a sandal, the tiny shorts riding up to expose the lower curves of her ass cheeks.

Malcolm's hand unconsciously moved to his crotch, pressing against his erection as he scrolled through image after image. In one particularly provocative photo, Emma was emerging from a pool, her white bikini rendered nearly transparent by the water, the dark shadows of her nipples and pubic hair clearly visible through the clinging fabric.

He closed the app, his breathing ragged. What he was planning crossed every professional and personal boundary. He was about to experience Emma Reynolds in a way no one should—from the inside out.

And God help him, he couldn't wait.


Chapter 3: Preparation

The overnight package from Emma arrived at Malcolm's lab before dawn, his anticipation so acute he'd barely slept. His hands trembled as he tore open the padded envelope, extracting several sealed vials containing strands of chestnut hair, cotton swabs of saliva, and—most intimate of all—a small container with what appeared to be vaginal secretions and pubic hair. A handwritten note accompanied the samples: "Since you said cellular level, figured you'd need the full set. Don't be weird about it. -E"

Malcolm's cock stirred as he held the small container up to the light, the clear fluid catching the fluorescent glare of his lab. This was Emma's most intimate essence—the slick wetness that gathered between her thighs when aroused. His scientific mind immediately cataloged the biological significance while his baser instincts conjured images of how she'd collected it, perhaps sliding fingers between her folds in the privacy of her festival tent.

"Focus," he muttered to himself, carefully placing the samples in his DNA sequencer.

While the machine hummed to life, analyzing Emma's genetic code down to the nucleotide, Malcolm turned his attention to the extensive documentation she'd provided. True to her word, Emma had been thorough—her private social media account contained hundreds of videos showcasing her movements from every angle. She'd also sent detailed measurements of her body, precise enough that Malcolm suspected she'd had professional help at some point.

32B-23-34. The numbers seemed clinical on the page, but as Malcolm entered them into the bioskin programming interface, his imagination transformed them into flesh. Her breasts would be small but perfectly proportioned to her slender frame—perky rather than voluptuous, with the natural firmness of youth. Her waist would curve in dramatically before flaring to hips that, while not exceptionally wide, would give her body that quintessentially feminine silhouette.

Malcolm's hands moved mechanically through the programming process while his mind wandered to how these measurements would translate to sensation. How would it feel to have breasts that sat high on his chest, their weight drawing his spine into a subtle arch? How would his balance shift with wider hips and narrower shoulders? How would his thighs—smooth and unblemished by age—brush against each other with each step?

His cock hardened painfully against his lab pants as he continued inputting data, adjusting parameters, fine-tuning the bioskin to match Emma's physical form down to the placement of the tiny mole just below her left ear.

The DNA sequencer beeped its completion, and Malcolm transferred the genetic data to the bioskin programming module. Emma's genetic code would inform every aspect of the transformation—skin tone and texture, hair follicle distribution, the precise shade of her eyes, even the unique ridges of her fingerprints.

But most revolutionary—and ethically dubious—was what would happen when he introduced her neural patterns into the bioskin matrix. The samples she'd provided contained enough genetic material to map basic neural pathways, memories, and instinctive responses. The bioskin wouldn't just make him look like Emma—it would integrate her core memories and behavioral patterns directly into his consciousness. He would know what she knew, feel what she felt, move as she moved—all without the awkward learning period he'd initially planned.

As the computer rendered a 3D model of Emma's body, Malcolm found himself leaning closer to the screen, studying details with scientific precision undercut by primal fascination. The curve where breast met ribcage. The slight dimples at the base of her spine, just above the rise of her buttocks. The delicate hollows behind her knees.

"Computer, rotate model," he commanded, his voice hoarse. The digital representation of Emma turned slowly, offering views from every angle. Malcolm zoomed in on her breasts, noting the slight asymmetry—left slightly larger than right—that spoke to the model's authenticity. The computer had even rendered her nipples, small and pale pink, surrounded by areolae no larger than silver dollars.

Malcolm swallowed hard, adjusting himself beneath the desk. This was science, he reminded himself. Clinical. Necessary.

Yet there was nothing clinical about the way his eyes lingered on the rendered pubic mound, where the computer had discreetly suggested the outline of labia beneath a light covering of hair. Nothing necessary about how he zoomed in on her lips, full and slightly parted in the neutral expression the program had generated.

"Computer, display internal anatomy," Malcolm said, forcing himself back to the task at hand. The model transformed, revealing muscle structure, nervous system, skeletal frame. This was where the real work began—programming the bioskin to reshape not just external appearance but internal physiology.

For hours, Malcolm fine-tuned parameters, making microscopic adjustments to ensure the bioskin would reconfigure his male body into a perfect replica of Emma's female form. The vaginal canal required particular attention—depth, elasticity, internal ridges, lubrication glands. The bioskin would need to create a fully functional female reproductive system, complete with sensitive nerve endings throughout.

Even more delicate was the neural programming. Malcolm carefully loaded Emma's DNA-derived neural patterns into the bioskin matrix, watching as the computer began mapping connections, building memory structures, creating the foundation for behavioral responses. The bioskin wouldn't just transform his body; it would temporarily overlay Emma's instincts, reflexes, and muscle memory onto his consciousness.

"Neural integration simulation complete," the computer announced. "Estimated 99.87% accuracy in behavioral pattern replication. 100% accuracy in physical replication."

Malcolm's breath caught. The figure was higher than he'd dared hope. The bioskin would provide almost perfect replication of not only Emma's body, but her mannerisms, speech patterns, and physical responses—all without conscious effort on his part. Her body would move naturally because it would believe, on a fundamental level, that it was her.

By late afternoon, exhaustion competed with excitement as Malcolm finally connected the programming module to the nutrient bath where the bioskin floated. The translucent material pulsed softly as it received the data, gradually taking on a pinkish hue that approximated human flesh.

"Begin cellular integration," Malcolm instructed, watching as the bioskin absorbed Emma's DNA, incorporating it into its malleable structure. The transformation was mesmerizing—the formless material slowly developing textures, subtle color variations, even the faint blue tracery of veins just beneath the surface.

Malcolm's phone buzzed with an incoming message from Emma: "How's it going? Weird to think you're literally making my body right now."

He typed back: "The bioskin is accepting your genetic material perfectly. The synthesis should be complete by tomorrow morning."

Her response came quickly: "This is so fucking surreal. Don't forget to review the document I sent about the gala. If this works like you say, you'll have my instinctive responses, but you might want a refresher on who'll be there."

The document in question was open on Malcolm's second monitor—fifteen pages of detailed information about the gala attendees. Emma had included notes about her father ("Overprotective but won't make a scene in public"), her friends who might be at the gala ("Tiffany will try to gossip about Jason—she's jealous because he flirted with me instead of her"), and various executives to be wary of ("Mr. Daniels from Accounting always finds a reason to touch my lower back when we talk").

Malcolm scrolled to a section labeled simply "Jason Carter" and felt his mouth go dry:

Jason is obsessed with me. Last company event, he cornered me by the bathrooms and pressed me against the wall. I could feel his erection through his pants while he whispered that he'd been watching me all night. His hand went up my dress, fingers sliding along my inner thigh almost to my panties. I told him my father was looking for me, but not before he pinched my nipple through my dress hard enough to make me gasp. He's not subtle—he'll probably try something similar at the gala if he gets me alone. Be prepared for how my body will react—I get physically aroused by his attention even though I find him disgusting. Being touched by him makes my nipples hard and my pussy wet even when my mind is saying no. It's embarrassing but biological. You'll probably experience the same thing.

Malcolm's cock throbbed painfully against his slacks as he read the explicit description. The thought of Jason's hands on Emma's body—on the body that would temporarily be his—sent a confusing mixture of disgust and arousal through him. What would it feel like to be desired with such raw intensity? To have a body that responded involuntarily to touch, regardless of conscious desire?

"One more question," Malcolm typed to Emma. "The neural integration will handle your basic mannerisms, but are there any specific physical reactions I should be aware of? I don’t want any surprises happening."

The typing indicator appeared, disappeared, then reappeared. Finally: "My neck is super sensitive, especially right below my ear. I get goosebumps instantly if someone touches or breathes there. I blush really easily—chest first, then face. And my nipples get hard when I'm cold OR nervous OR turned on, which is basically constant and super annoying because they show through everything."

Malcolm's breath caught. Before he could respond, another message appeared:

"Also my inner thighs are ticklish but in a way that's kind of a turn-on? And I get wet really easily, which is embarrassing sometimes. Like, just from sitting in a vibrating car or wearing certain underwear that rubs the right way. Is this too much info? Feels super weird telling a guy my dad's age about this stuff, but I guess you need to know since you're literally going to BE me."

Malcolm's fingers hovered over the keyboard as he debated his response. The scientific part of him wanted to reassure her that these details were indeed necessary for an accurate simulation. The baser part of him was painfully aroused by these intimate confessions.

"All relevant information," he finally replied, keeping his tone clinical.

With Emma's notes in mind, Malcolm returned to monitoring the bioskin's synthesis. The material had begun developing more complex structures—muscle tissue, nerve endings, specialized cells that would create the illusion of internal organs. The bioskin was designed to be worn like a wetsuit, covering the user from scalp to toe, but once activated, it would bond with Malcolm's existing biological systems, temporarily reshaping his body while integrating Emma's behavioral patterns with his core consciousness.

One final task remained before Malcolm could rest. From the secure storage unit in the corner of his lab, he retrieved a case containing the garments he'd ordered for tomorrow night. Emma had provided her sizes, and Malcolm had spared no expense in acquiring exactly what she described as her "gala outfit."

With reverential care, he removed each item from its tissue paper wrapping. The dress came first—a deep emerald silk that would cling to Emma's curves while maintaining a veneer of propriety. The neckline was modest enough for a father's approval but cut to emphasize the collarbones and draw the eye to the gentle swell of breasts.

Next came the undergarments—a matching set in pale ivory lace. The bra was lightly padded to enhance Emma's small breasts, with delicate scalloped edges that would just peek out if the dress shifted the right way. The panties were the briefest of bikinis, with sheer panels at the hips and a small satin bow at the center of the waistband.

Malcolm's hands trembled as he held up the lingerie, imagining how the delicate fabric would feel against Emma's sensitive skin—against his skin, once transformed. Would he feel the scratch of lace against hardened nipples? Would the whisper of silk between his thighs create the dampness Emma had so candidly described?

The thigh-high stockings came next, sheer nude with a band of elastic lace at the top to hold them in place without a garter belt. Malcolm ran the material through his fingers, marveling at its ethereal delicacy. Tomorrow, these would sheathe legs that were smooth and shapely, creating a subtle sheen that would catch the light with each movement.

Finally, the shoes—emerald satin heels that matched the dress perfectly, with a modest three-inch height that would enhance Emma's calves without making her tower over her father. The bioskin's neural integration would automatically adjust his balance and gait to accommodate the heels—no practice necessary.

As Malcolm carefully returned each item to the case, his phone buzzed with one last message from Emma:

"Almost forgot—Jason always compliments my perfume. It's Chanel Chance. There's a sample in the package. Put it where it matters—wrists, behind ears, between breasts, behind knees. That last one drives guys crazy when they catch the scent while dancing close."

Malcolm found the small vial in the package, uncapping it to release a delicate floral scent with undertones of vanilla and musk. He closed his eyes, imagining how this fragrance would rise from Emma's warming skin, creating an invisible aura of feminine allure.

In less than twenty-four hours, he would become Emma Reynolds. He would feel the weight of breasts on his chest, the absence of weight between his legs. He would experience the world from within a body designed to attract, to entice, to be consumed by male gazes. He would know what it was like to have Jason Carter's eyes follow his movements with naked hunger.

More than that, he would know what Emma knew—her memories would be accessible to him, her instincts would guide his movements, her body would respond to stimuli exactly as hers would. The bioskin wouldn't just change his appearance; it would temporarily transform his very experience of existence.

As Malcolm finally collapsed onto the small cot in his lab office, his aging body aching from the long day's preparations, his last thought before sleep claimed him was of Emma's candid confession: I get wet really easily.

Tomorrow, he would discover exactly what that meant.


Chapter 4: Becoming Emma

The morning of the gala arrived with a sense of electric anticipation that had Malcolm's hands trembling as he locked his lab door and triple-checked the security system. What he was about to do wasn't just unethical—it was revolutionary, dangerous, and thrillingly transgressive. The bioskin floated in its nutrient bath, no longer transparent but now a perfect replica of human skin, infused with Emma Reynolds' DNA and programmed with her physical characteristics down to the most intimate detail.

"Final system check," Malcolm commanded, his voice betraying his nervousness. The computer ran through the diagnostics one last time, confirming what he already knew—the bioskin was ready. It would transform him completely, temporarily reconfiguring his aging male body into the nubile form of an eighteen-year-old girl.

Malcolm stripped methodically in the center of his lab, removing each article of clothing with scientific precision. His lab coat. His button-down shirt, revealing the gray chest hair and softening pectorals of late middle age. His belt and slacks, exposing thighs that had lost their definition years ago. Finally, his underwear, leaving him naked beneath the harsh fluorescent lights.

He avoided looking at his reflection in the glass cabinets—the sagging flesh, the liver spots, the genitals that seemed to hang lower with each passing year. Instead, he focused on the bioskin, floating in its bath like a promise of rebirth. With careful movements, Malcolm lifted the bioskin from its nutrient solution, the material dripping and glistening under the laboratory lights.

It felt alive in his hands—warm, slightly pulsing, and with a silky texture unlike anything he'd ever touched. He laid it flat on the examination table, marveling at how it already approximated Emma's form—the outline of breasts, the narrow waist, the gentle curve of hips.

"Beginning application process," Malcolm said aloud, the scientific narration a comfort as he prepared to cross an ethical line he could never uncross. He positioned himself at the head of the bioskin and carefully aligned his feet with the hollow foot-shaped outlines at the bottom of the synthetic organism.

Taking a deep breath, Malcolm stepped into the bioskin, feeling it immediately adhere to his soles like warm, living oil. He bent forward and slid his arms into the waiting sleeves, shuddering at the sensation of the material wrapping around his limbs, clinging to every inch of skin. The bioskin seemed eager to claim him, crawling up his legs of its own accord, enveloping his thighs in a sensuous embrace.

"Jesus," Malcolm gasped as the material reached his genitals. The bioskin molded around his penis and testicles, encasing them in a warm, pulsating grip that sent involuntary shivers up his spine. His cock stiffened in response, a reaction he hadn't anticipated, and Malcolm bit his lip as the material continued its relentless ascent up his torso.

The bioskin flowed over his stomach, smoothing the paunch that had developed in his fifties, before reaching his chest. Here, it seemed to hesitate, gathering itself before flowing over his pectorals and shoulders, down his back, finally reaching his neck. Malcolm tilted his head back, allowing the material to creep up his throat, over his chin, covering his face like a second skin.

For a moment, Malcolm stood completely encased, his own body visible beneath the translucent layer of the bioskin. He could feel it binding to him at the cellular level, tiny filaments penetrating his epidermis, connecting with his nervous system, integrating with his bloodstream. The sensation was not painful but intense—a thousand pinpricks of connection forming simultaneously across his entire body.

"Activate transformation sequence," Malcolm commanded, his voice muffled by the layer covering his mouth.

The response was immediate and overwhelming. A wave of heat surged through the bioskin, raising his body temperature by several degrees. Malcolm stumbled, catching himself against the examination table as the real transformation began.

The first changes occurred in his chest. What began as warmth rapidly intensified into a deep, aching pressure as his flat pectorals began to swell. Malcolm watched in fascination and horror as his chest pushed outward, the loose skin of his aging male body tightening, lifting, firming into the perky breasts of a teenage girl. The pain was surprising—a pulling, stretching sensation coupled with a deeper ache as mammary tissue formed beneath the skin.

"Fuck," Malcolm hissed, cupping the growing mounds in his hands, feeling their weight increase with each passing second. His nipples, once flat and unremarkable, darkened to a delicate pink and grew more pronounced, the areolae expanding into perfect circles that puckered in the cool air of the lab. The sensitivity was immediate and shocking—even the slight friction of his palms against the newly formed nipples sent jolts of pleasure racing through his body.

As his chest completed its transformation, Malcolm's attention was drawn to a more profound change occurring between his legs. His penis, still partially erect from the bioskin's initial application, began to tingle intensely. The sensation quickly morphed into a peculiar mixture of pleasure and pain as his male organ began to recede, drawing inward toward his body.

Malcolm gasped, one hand flying to his groin, pressing against the shrinking flesh as if to stop the process. But the transformation continued relentlessly. His testicles retracted first, pulling upward into his body cavity to form ovaries. The skin of his scrotum softened, thinned, and parted, forming the delicate folds of outer labia. His penis continued its inward journey, the sensitive head reconfiguring into a clitoris while the shaft collapsed and inverted, creating a vaginal canal lined with ridged, sensitive tissue.

"Oh god, oh god," Malcolm panted, the sensations beyond anything he could have imagined. The pleasure-pain of his genitals reshaping themselves had him doubled over, thighs trembling, the newly formed lips of his pussy already slick with a wetness his male body had never produced.

The transformation continued, rippling outward from these central points. Malcolm's waist narrowed dramatically, internal organs shifting to accommodate the new female configuration. His hips widened, fat redistributing to create the classic feminine curve. His buttocks swelled, growing rounder and more pronounced, the muscle tone changing to create the perky, heart-shaped ass he had admired in Emma's photos.

Throughout his body, hair retreated—chest hair disappearing completely, arm and leg hair thinning to the fine, nearly invisible down typical of a young woman. Between his legs, the coarse pubic hair softened and receded, leaving only a light, neatly trimmed triangle above his new vulva.

Malcolm's hands changed next, fingers elongating slightly, nails growing into perfect ovals. His wrists narrowed, forearms losing their masculine definition, skin softening everywhere as subcutaneous fat redistributed in the distinctly female pattern.

A rush of biochemicals flooded his system as the bioskin hijacked his hormone production. Testosterone levels plummeted while estrogen surged, creating an immediate psychological effect. Malcolm felt a wave of dizziness as his brain chemistry altered, emotions suddenly closer to the surface, sensations more intense, more immediate.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he whispered, but the voice that emerged was no longer his own. The bioskin had reshaped his vocal cords, raising his pitch to the melodic soprano of a teenage girl. The sound of Emma's voice coming from his own throat sent a shiver of dissonance through him.

The final phase of the transformation reached his face. Malcolm staggered to the full-length mirror in the corner of the lab, watching with wide eyes as his features shifted and reformed. His jaw narrowed, cheekbones became more pronounced, nose refined to a delicate slope. His lips plumped, especially the bottom one, creating the perfect pout that Emma deployed so effectively in her photos. His eyebrows arched more dramatically, eyelashes thickened and curled, and his eyes—still his in consciousness—now looked out from Emma's almond-shaped sockets, their color shifting from his faded blue to her vibrant hazel.

The last change was his hair, the thinning gray strands thickening, darkening, and lengthening in a cascade of chestnut waves that fell past his shoulders, framing his—her—face perfectly.

Malcolm stared at his reflection, breath coming in short gasps. The transformation was complete. Where once stood a 58-year-old male biochemist, now stood Emma Reynolds—18, female, and breathtakingly beautiful.

"Oh my god," Malcolm whispered in Emma's voice, the sound sending another shock through his system. He raised trembling hands to his face, feeling the smooth, youthful skin, the delicate bone structure that had replaced his weathered features.

An unexpected wave of Emma's memories and instincts washed over him—not overwhelming his consciousness but integrating with it, providing context and behavioral patterns. He found himself automatically tucking a strand of hair behind his ear with a graceful movement his male body could never have executed. His posture shifted, spine arching slightly to accommodate the new weight on his chest, hips tilting forward in the unconscious posture of feminine presentation.

Malcolm took a step, then another, marveling at how his body automatically adjusted to the new center of gravity. His hips swayed naturally with each step, thighs brushing against each other in a way that created a whisper of friction against his new sex. The sensation made him gasp, his pussy clenching involuntarily in response.

"Remarkable," he breathed, the scientific part of his mind still cataloging the changes even as the rest of him reeled from the sensory overload. Emma's voice emerged from his throat with perfect inflection, the bioskin having mapped her speech patterns from the recordings she'd provided.

Malcolm returned to the mirror, unable to tear his eyes away from the transformation. He turned slowly, examining his new body from every angle. Emma's body was exquisite—small but perfectly proportioned breasts sitting high on his chest, narrow waist flaring to gently curved hips, long legs that seemed to go on forever despite her modest height. Her skin was flawless, with the elasticity and glow that only youth could provide.

With hesitant hands, Malcolm cupped his new breasts, feeling their weight and firmness. They were smaller than he'd expected—a B cup according to Emma's measurements—but perfectly shaped, with a natural perkiness that defied gravity. His nipples responded immediately to his touch, hardening into tight peaks that sent shivers of pleasure cascading through his body.

"Fuck," he gasped, unprepared for the intensity of sensation. His male nipples had never been particularly sensitive, but these—these were direct lines to his core, each touch sending jolts straight to his groin. He circled one nipple experimentally with his thumb, marveling at the pebbled texture of the areola, the way the surrounding breast tissue grew goosebumps in response.

His hands traveled downward, over the flat plane of his stomach, to the gentle flare of his hips. The skin here was impossibly soft, responding to even the lightest touch with tingling awareness. Malcolm's breathing quickened as his fingers approached the junction of his thighs, hesitating at the edge of unexplored territory.

With a scientific detachment that belied his racing heart, Malcolm moved to the examination table and sat on its edge, spreading Emma's legs to examine his new genitalia. The sight of his vulva—pink, delicate, already glistening with moisture—sent a surge of blood to the area, creating a throbbing pulse he could feel in his new clitoris.

"Incredible," he whispered, using one finger to gently part the outer labia. The inner lips were a deeper pink, intricate and sensitive, surrounding the entrance to his vaginal canal. Above, his clitoris peeked from beneath its hood, swollen slightly with arousal. The entire area was slick with natural lubrication, the bioskin having perfectly recreated the female arousal response.

Malcolm slid one finger along the length of his slit, from perineum to clitoris, and nearly fell off the table at the resulting sensation. "Jesus Christ," he gasped, Emma's voice rising in pitch. The sensitivity was beyond anything he had experienced as a male—diffuse yet concentrated, sharp yet melting.

His scientific exploration was rapidly giving way to something more primal. Malcolm stood on shaky legs and returned to the mirror, needing to see the complete picture of what he had become. Emma Reynolds stared back at him, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths, nipples visibly hard beneath the thin bioskin, a flush spreading from her chest to her cheeks.

Malcolm ran his hands over his body once more, marveling at how his nerve endings responded to touch everywhere. Even his arms, his shoulders, the back of his neck—all had a sensitivity his male form had never possessed. It was as if the bioskin had turned his entire body into one massive erogenous zone, each touch creating ripples of pleasure that converged between his legs.

"This is..." Malcolm trailed off, words failing him as he cupped his breasts again, feeling their slight bounce as he moved. He squeezed gently, testing their firmness, then more firmly, gasping as pleasure shot through him. His nipples had hardened to tight peaks that demanded attention, and he obliged, rolling them between his fingers, shocked at the direct connection this created to his groin.

The wetness between his thighs increased, a foreign yet deeply compelling sensation. Malcolm could feel his inner walls clenching around emptiness, seeking something to grip. His clitoris throbbed visibly beneath its hood, engorged with blood and desperate for contact.

"Focus," Malcolm told his reflection sternly, though Emma's voice made the command sound more like a breathy plea. "The gala is in hours. This is a scientific breakthrough, not a... not a..."

But his hands wouldn't obey, continuing their exploration of Emma's body—his body, for the next twelve hours. His fingers traced the curve where hip met thigh, the sensitive hollow behind his knee, the vulnerable arch of his throat. Each touch sent new signals to his brain, his body responding with increasing urgency.

Malcolm forced himself to turn away from the mirror. The case containing Emma's clothes for the evening sat waiting on his desk. The gala was still hours away. He had time to dress, to further test the bioskin's integration, to practice Emma's mannerisms more thoroughly.

Instead, he found himself drawn back to the examination table, perching on its edge once more. Just one more test, he told himself. A necessary verification of the bioskin's sensory capabilities.

As his hand slid between Emma's thighs, Malcolm knew he was crossing yet another line—one that blurred the boundaries between scientific inquiry and something far more personal. But as his fingers made contact with the slick, sensitive flesh of his new sex, all ethical considerations dissolved into a haze of pure physical sensation.

The transformation was complete. Malcolm Reed was gone. For the next twelve hours, he was Emma Reynolds—in body, if not entirely in mind. And his body was demanding exploration that could no longer be denied.

"Just a physical response," he whispered in Emma's voice, fingers circling the sensitive bud of his clitoris. "Just... testing the... oh god..." He arched into his own touch, the young female body responding with an eagerness his male form had forgotten was possible.

The examination table's polished surface reflected a partial image back at him—Emma's legs spread wide, one hand working between them, her face a mask of wonder and mounting pleasure. Malcolm met those unfamiliar hazel eyes in the makeshift mirror and surrendered completely to what he had become.


Chapter 5: Sensory Awakening

Malcolm took several deep breaths, trying to regain his scientific objectivity. The transformation was complete, but the gala was still hours away. Time to dress, to compose himself, to practice moving in this unfamiliar body. He reached for the case containing Emma's clothing, his newly delicate fingers trembling as he lifted the lid.

The first unexpected wave of arousal hit without warning.

"Oh!" Malcolm gasped, Emma's melodic voice rising in surprise as his nipples suddenly hardened into tight peaks, a rush of wetness gathering between his thighs. There was no external stimulus, no touch, nothing but the simple act of standing there in Emma's nude body—yet his new form responded with an autonomic sexual readiness that left him breathless.

He pressed his thighs together, the slight pressure against his new vulva sending sparks of pleasure radiating outward. The sensation was utterly foreign—diffuse yet concentrated, an aching emptiness coupled with a throbbing fullness.

"Fascinating," he whispered, scientist battling with newly awakened nerve endings. He'd theorized that the bioskin would replicate female sexual response, but experiencing it firsthand was another matter entirely. Where male arousal had always been straightforward—blood flow, erection, focused sensitivity—this was complex, multi-layered, and seemingly disconnected from conscious control.

Malcolm reached for the ivory lingerie set with trembling hands. The simple act of lifting the delicate bra sent another pulse of arousal through him, his nipples tightening further in anticipation of contact. He slipped his arms through the straps, adjusting the cups over his small, firm breasts, and reached behind to fasten the clasp.

"Jesus," he hissed as the lace cups settled against his sensitive flesh. The gentle abrasion of the material against his nipples created a continuous feedback loop of sensation that traveled directly between his legs. He adjusted the bra, inadvertently brushing his palms against the hardened peaks, and nearly doubled over from the resulting jolt of pleasure.

The panties came next, and Malcolm's hands shook visibly as he stepped into them. The whisper of silk against his calves, his knees, his thighs—each inch of ascent brought the material closer to his center, and his breath quickened in anticipation. As he pulled the underwear over his hips, the fabric slid between his labia with exquisite friction, the dampness already gathered there immediately soaking into the delicate material.

"Fuck," Malcolm whimpered, the crude word sounding incongruously erotic in Emma's refined voice. He adjusted the panties, fingers lingering over the damp spot that had already formed. The slightest pressure sent ripples of pleasure cascading through him, his inner walls clenching around emptiness.

He moved to the mirror, taking in the image of Emma Reynolds in nothing but pale ivory lingerie. The sight was simultaneously foreign and familiar—he'd studied her measurements, programmed every detail of her form, yet seeing her body animated by his consciousness, responding to his commands yet governed by its own feminine imperatives, was disorienting in the extreme.

Malcolm ran exploratory hands over his transformed body, his scientific curiosity rapidly giving way to something more primal. His fingers traced the curve where neck met shoulder, and an unexpected shiver raced down his spine. He'd never thought of this area as particularly erogenous in his male form, yet Emma's body responded with goosebumps spreading across her skin.

"Incredible," he murmured, continuing his exploration. His fingers drifted to his collarbones, tracing their delicate prominence, then down to the upper swell of his breasts visible above the lace cups. The skin here was impossibly soft, pale, veined faintly blue beneath the surface. Malcolm cupped his breasts through the bra, feeling their weight, their resilience, the way they filled his palms perfectly.

Curiosity drove him to slip a hand beneath one cup, lifting the breast slightly to explore the underside. The contact made him gasp—the skin here was even more sensitive, rarely touched, responding to the slightest contact with sharp pleasure. His nipple pressed insistently against his palm, demanding attention, and Malcolm obliged, circling the tight bud with his thumb.

"Oh god," he moaned, Emma's voice rising and falling musically. The direct stimulation of his nipple created an immediate response between his legs—a throbbing pulse in his clitoris, a gush of wetness that further soaked his panties. Malcolm pinched the nipple experimentally, rolling it between thumb and forefinger, and his knees nearly buckled at the resulting sensation.

This was nothing like male arousal. Where his previous sexual responses had been localized primarily to his genitals, this was full-body, waves of pleasure radiating outward from multiple epicenters, overlapping, reinforcing each other. His breasts, his throat, his inner thighs, his pussy—all seemed interconnected in an erotic network that responded to the slightest touch.

Malcolm stumbled backward until his legs hit the examination table. He sat heavily, thighs parting instinctively, the position pulling the damp silk of his panties tightly against his swollen labia. The pressure against his clitoris was maddening—enough to stimulate but not enough to satisfy, creating an insistent ache that demanded relief.

"This is just... physiological curiosity," Malcolm told himself breathlessly, even as his hand slid down his flat stomach toward the waistband of his panties. "I need to understand the full range of sensory input for the experiment to be complete."

The excuse was flimsy even to his own ears, but it was enough to justify what was rapidly becoming inevitable. His fingers slipped beneath the elastic, encountering the light triangle of pubic hair, then descending further into slick, unfamiliar territory.

Malcolm gasped as his fingertips made first contact with his outer labia, the flesh swollen and sensitive. He explored gently, tracing the contours, marveling at how different this was from his former genitals—complex, intricate, hidden. His fingers parted the outer lips, encountering the even softer, wetter inner labia, slick with arousal.

"For science," he whispered, the words transforming into a moan as his middle finger found his clitoris. The contact was electric—a jolt of sensation so intense he nearly pulled his hand away. Instead, he circled the sensitive bud carefully, learning its responses, discovering how even the lightest touch created ripples of pleasure that spread outward through his pelvis.

What began as methodical exploration quickly devolved into something far more urgent. Malcolm's hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against his hand, seeking more pressure, more friction. He slid his panties down his thighs, kicking them off impatiently, spreading his legs wider to gain better access to his sex.

In the mirror across the lab, he could see Emma's body splayed on the examination table—legs spread wide, one hand working frantically between them, the other alternating between her breasts, pinching and rolling nipples that stood out like dark pink pebbles against her pale skin. Her face was transformed by pleasure, mouth open, eyes half-lidded, a flush spreading from her chest up her throat to her cheeks.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," Malcolm chanted, abandoning all scientific pretense as his fingers found a rhythm circling his clitoris. The pleasure built differently than he was accustomed to—not the steady climb toward a single peak but an undulating wave that seemed to rise and recede, each crest higher than the last. His inner walls clenched rhythmically, his body instinctively seeking penetration to complement the external stimulation.

The first orgasm caught him completely by surprise. One moment he was riding the edge of pleasure, the next he was catapulted over it—his back arching violently off the table, thighs clamping shut around his hand, a gush of wetness coating his fingers as his voice rose in a feminine cry that echoed off the laboratory walls.

"Oh my GOD!" Malcolm screamed, the sound ripped from Emma's throat as his body convulsed. The intensity was beyond anything he'd experienced in his male form—waves of pleasure radiating outward from his core, muscles contracting in rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever. His toes curled, his free hand clutched desperately at his breast, his head thrashed from side to side as he rode out the seemingly endless climax.

Just as the sensation began to ebb, Malcolm's fingers brushed his still-sensitive clitoris, and to his shock, the pleasure crested again immediately. His second orgasm followed on the heels of the first, more intense, the contractions stronger, his cries higher. Before he could recover, a third peak rose beneath him, his body writhing on the table, beyond his control, ruled entirely by sensation.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Malcolm sobbed, Emma's voice cracking as a fourth orgasm tore through him. His entire body was slick with sweat, his inner thighs soaked with his own arousal. The ability to experience multiple climaxes in rapid succession—something he'd only read about in scientific literature on female sexuality—was now his lived reality, and the intensity was overwhelming.

As the fourth orgasm subsided, leaving him trembling and gasping for breath, a new curiosity emerged through the haze of pleasure. His fingers, still nestled between his labia, moved lower, circling the entrance to his vagina. The opening was slick with arousal, slightly swollen, pulsing gently with the aftershocks of his climaxes.

With scientific deliberation that belied his flushed state, Malcolm slowly pressed one finger into his channel. The sensation was entirely novel—a stretching, filling feeling coupled with an awareness of internal sensitivity he'd never experienced. His vaginal walls gripped his finger, the muscles contracting around the intrusion, drawing it deeper.

"Oh," Malcolm breathed, pushing his finger fully inside. The internal topography was fascinating—ridged, textured, responsive to the slightest movement. He curled his finger experimentally and nearly jackknifed off the table as he brushed against a particularly sensitive spot on his front wall. "Fuck! Anterior fornix," he gasped, the clinical term incongruous with the raw pleasure it produced.

Emboldened, Malcolm withdrew his finger and returned with two, stretching himself slightly, the mild burn of the increased girth quickly giving way to pleasure. He established a rhythm, thrusting his fingers in and out of his tight opening, his thumb occasionally brushing against his clitoris, creating dual points of stimulation that had him writhing on the table.

The penetration awakened a new kind of arousal—deeper, more insistent, building more slowly but with greater intensity. Malcolm's hips began to move in counterpoint to his thrusting fingers, driving them deeper, his inner walls clutching greedily with each withdrawal. The wet sounds of his fingers moving in his soaked pussy echoed in the lab, mingling with Emma's increasingly desperate moans.

"More," Malcolm gasped, surprising himself with the plea. He withdrew his fingers and returned with three, the stretch now significant, bordering on discomfort but rapidly transforming into pleasure as his body adjusted. The fullness was intoxicating, satisfying a craving he hadn't known existed until this moment.

His thumb found his clitoris again, circling the sensitive bud in time with the thrusting of his fingers, and the dual stimulation pushed him toward a fifth orgasm—this one building more slowly, more inexorably, gathering force from deep within his core.

When it finally broke over him, the intensity was staggering. Malcolm's back arched so severely that only his shoulders and feet remained in contact with the table. His vaginal muscles clamped down on his fingers with bruising force, rhythmic contractions milking them as if they were the cock his body craved. His voice rose in a keening wail, Emma's vocal cords strained to their limit as pleasure beyond anything his male body had ever experienced tore through him.

The climax seemed to go on forever, aftershocks rippling through him for minutes afterward. Malcolm lay on the examination table, sweat-soaked and trembling, his fingers still buried inside his pussy, his other hand limply cupping a breast. The mirror showed him Emma's body thoroughly debauched—hair tangled, skin flushed and glistening, thighs splayed wide, the swollen lips of her sex visibly pulsing around the fingers that disappeared inside her.

As rational thought slowly returned, so did the enormity of what he'd just done. Malcolm had crossed a line that went beyond the ethical breach of creating the bioskin itself. He had used Emma's body—her most intimate self—for his own pleasure. The fact that it had begun as scientific curiosity did nothing to mitigate the violation.

Yet even as guilt washed over him, his fingers were reluctant to leave the warm, wet haven of his pussy. His body—Emma's body—responded to the slightest movement with renewed interest, seemingly insatiable despite the multiple orgasms he'd already experienced.

Malcolm finally withdrew his fingers with a wet sound that made him blush. He sat up slowly, wincing at the unfamiliar tenderness between his legs, the slight soreness of overworked muscles. His nipples were still hard, hypersensitive against even the cool air of the lab. Between his thighs, his labia remained swollen, his clitoris visibly engorged beneath its hood.

"Get it together," Malcolm told his reflection sternly, though the command lost something when delivered in Emma's breathless voice, from her flushed face. "The gala is in three hours."

He slid off the examination table on shaky legs, stumbling slightly as he adjusted to the new center of gravity. His inner thighs were slick with his arousal, and he could feel his pussy still pulsing gently, as if reluctant to relinquish the pleasure it had discovered.

As Malcolm retrieved Emma's panties from the floor, he caught a final glimpse of himself in the mirror—young, beautiful, sexually sated in a way his male body hadn't experienced in decades. For the next few hours, this body was his instrument, his disguise, his means to an end.

But as he slid the silk underwear up his trembling legs, feeling the fabric settle against his still-sensitive sex, Malcolm knew with absolute certainty that nothing would ever be the same. He had experienced pleasure his male form was incapable of—multiple, full-body orgasms that made his previous sexual encounters seem like pale shadows.

When this was over, when he returned to his aging male body, would he be able to forget what it felt like to be Emma Reynolds? Or would the memory of this sensory awakening haunt him for the rest of his days?

Malcolm pushed the thought aside as he fastened the bra around his chest, adjusting it carefully over his tender breasts. He had a gala to prepare for, a research project to save.

But his fingers lingered on the lace edge of the bra, and his newly awakened body hummed with the promise of sensations yet to be discovered.


Chapter 6: Under the Gaze

Malcolm adjusted the emerald silk dress one final time, smoothing the fabric over his newly curved hips. The transformation had been exhausting, but as he gazed at Emma's reflection in his lab's full-length mirror, a thrill of anticipation coursed through him. The dress fit perfectly—clinging to every contour of his borrowed form, the neckline modest enough for a father's approval yet low enough to draw the eye to the gentle swell of his breasts. The hem stopped just above the knee, revealing enough of Emma's long legs to turn heads without appearing overtly provocative.

"You can do this," he whispered to his reflection, Emma's melodic voice still startling to his ears. Her hazel eyes stared back at him, wide with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. He applied a final touch of the lip gloss Emma had recommended, the subtle shimmer drawing attention to her full lips.

The rideshare arrived exactly on schedule. Malcolm gathered Emma's clutch—a small emerald affair that matched the dress—and made his final exit from the lab, the click of Emma's heels echoing in the empty corridor. The ivory lace underwear beneath the dress created a constant whisper of sensation against his still-sensitive skin, a reminder of the afternoon's explorations that made heat rise to his cheeks.

When the car pulled up to Carter Pharmaceuticals' main building, Malcolm's heart thundered against his ribs. The annual gala was in full swing, the building's normally sterile lobby transformed into an elegant reception area with soft lighting and floral arrangements. Through the glass doors, he could see clusters of people in formal attire, champagne flutes glinting in the subdued light.

Taking a deep breath that pushed his breasts against the confinement of his dress, Malcolm stepped out of the car, immediately conscious of how differently Emma's body moved through space. His center of gravity had shifted dramatically, creating a natural sway to his hips that he'd never experienced in his male form. The thigh-high stockings whispered against each other with every step, creating a subtle friction that brushed tantalizingly close to his new sex.

As Malcolm ascended the steps to the entrance, the first of many gazes found him. The doorman's eyes widened appreciatively, his professional demeanor slipping for just an instant as he took in the vision of Emma Reynolds in her emerald dress. Malcolm felt the man's gaze like a physical touch, trailing from Emma's face down to her breasts, lingering briefly before reluctantly returning to her eyes.

"Good evening, Miss Reynolds," the man said, his voice carrying a warmth that Malcolm knew instinctively was reserved for attractive young women. "You look lovely tonight."

"Thank you," Malcolm replied in Emma's voice, the words accompanied by the slight head tilt and smile he'd practiced meticulously. The doorman held the door open, his body angling closer than necessary, creating a space where Malcolm had to brush past him to enter. The brief contact—the doorman's arm "accidentally" grazing the side of his breast—sent an unexpected jolt through Malcolm's body.

The lobby was crowded with Carter Pharmaceuticals employees and industry guests, the ambient noise of conversation and clinking glasses washing over Malcolm as he paused just inside the entrance. Almost immediately, he became aware of a shift in the energy of the room—subtle but unmistakable. Heads turned. Conversations paused. Eyes found him.

Malcolm had spent decades being overlooked. As a male scientist approaching sixty, he had grown accustomed to invisibility—people looking through him rather than at him, his value measured solely by the contents of his mind rather than his physical form. But Emma's body commanded attention simply by existing, and the sensation of being watched from all directions made his skin prickle with heightened awareness.

To his shock, his body responded automatically to the collective gaze. His nipples tightened against the thin fabric of his dress, the sensitivity causing a sharp intake of breath. Between his thighs, a warm wetness gathered, his new sex preparing itself without conscious input. Malcolm pressed his thighs together, the slight pressure against his labia sending ripples of sensation through his core.

"Emma? Is that you? Oh my god, you look amazing!"

Malcolm turned to find a young woman approaching—blonde, petite, dressed in a pale pink dress that hugged her generous curves. His mind instantly supplied the information from Emma's dossier: Tiffany Williams, Emma's friend from dance class, daughter of the company's legal counsel.

"Tiffany!" Malcolm replied, affecting Emma's enthusiastic greeting, complete with the slight bounce on her toes that made his breasts sway subtly beneath the dress. The movement created a whisper of fabric against his sensitized nipples, and Malcolm fought to keep his expression neutral despite the constant low-level arousal it generated.

Tiffany embraced him, the press of her perfumed body, the brush of her breasts against his creating yet another layer of unfamiliar physical contact that Malcolm's new form registered with heightened awareness. As they separated, Tiffany's hands lingered on his upper arms, her eyes appraising.

"That color is perfect on you," she gushed. "Is it new? Your dad actually let you wear something that shows off your body? Shock of the century!"

Malcolm laughed in Emma's musical cadence, one hand rising automatically to toss her hair back from her shoulder—a gesture he'd observed in dozens of her videos. "I may have waited until the last minute to show him," he confided, the conspiratorial tone creating an immediate bond that felt strangely natural despite its artifice.

Tiffany looped her arm through his, leading him deeper into the reception. "Come on, the girls are over by the champagne fountain. Madison's been here for an hour already and she's on her third glass, so prepare for TMI about her and Brad's sex life."

As they moved through the crowd, Malcolm became acutely conscious of how Emma's body was perceived and treated in this space. The parting of bodies to let them pass was accompanied by lingering looks. Men's eyes traveled the length of his form, undressing him with their gaze. Even some women studied him with expressions ranging from appreciation to envy to calculation.

More startling were the touches—casual, seemingly innocent, yet unmistakably deliberate. An older executive's hand at the small of his back, guiding him past a cluster of guests, the pressure firm and lingering. A board member's fingers brushing against his arm during an introduction, the contact extending beyond what was necessary. A sales director leaning in too close to compliment his dress, breath hot against his ear, cologne overwhelming.

Each touch registered on Malcolm's heightened nervous system. His breasts, confined in the delicate bra, seemed to grow heavier, the nipples achingly sensitive against the lace cups. His pussy remained in a constant state of low arousal, dampening the ivory panties with each new stimulus. The perpetual awareness of his body—how it moved, how it was perceived, how it responded—created a background hum of sensation that Malcolm had never experienced in his male form.

Tiffany led him to a small group of young women gathered near one of the towering floral arrangements. Malcolm recognized them all from Emma's social media—Madison, the brunette whose father headed international sales; Zoe, the redhead whose mother was the company's head of research in Europe; and Chloe, whose father sat on the board. All were daughters of company executives, all were approximately Emma's age, and all turned to him with expressions of delight that seemed genuine despite the competitive undercurrent he could sense beneath.

"Emma! Finally!" Madison exclaimed, her slight slurring confirming Tiffany's assessment of her champagne consumption. "We were starting to think you'd bailed to go back to that festival."

Malcolm laughed, the sound coming naturally now. "And miss the highlight of corporate social life? Never." The sarcasm in the tone was pure Emma, drawn from the mannerisms he'd studied so carefully.

"Smart choice," Zoe murmured, leaning in conspiratorially. "Jason Carter hasn't taken his eyes off the entrance for the last twenty minutes. Three guesses who he was waiting for, and the first two don't count."

Malcolm felt a flush rise from his chest to his cheeks—another autonomic response he couldn't control. The thought of Jason watching for Emma sent a confusing mixture of disgust and anticipation through him. He remembered all too well the dismissive way Jason had looked at his male form during their last meeting.

"God, he's such a creep," Chloe interjected, though her eyes flickered toward the CEO with unmistakable interest. "But like, a hot creep, you know?"

The girls dissolved into giggles, and Malcolm found himself joining in, the sound of Emma's laughter blending seamlessly with theirs. The ease with which he slipped into this social dynamic was unsettling—Emma's body seemed to carry its own social intelligence, responses rising to his lips without conscious thought.

"Speaking of creeps," Madison said, lowering her voice and leaning in, forcing the others to form a tighter circle. "I heard Simon from Accounting gave Melissa from HR head in the supply closet during the Christmas party."

"No way!" Tiffany gasped, eyes wide. "Simon with the receding hairline? He looks like he'd need written instructions to find a clitoris."

Malcolm nearly choked on the champagne he'd just accepted from a passing server. The frankness of their sexual discussion caught him off guard. These young women—daughters of respected executives, dressed in elegant gowns—were casually discussing oral sex in the middle of a corporate event with the same ease they might discuss the weather.

"Trust me, he knows exactly where it is," Madison insisted. "Melissa said he made her come twice and didn't even expect her to reciprocate. Gentleman of the year right there."

"Bar's pretty low if not demanding a blow job makes someone a gentleman," Zoe snorted, taking a sip of her champagne.

"Speaking of which," Chloe interjected, her gaze sliding meaningfully toward a group of young executives by the bar, "Tyler Wilson is totally checking you out, Emma. And according to Brianna in Legal, he's packing serious heat."

Malcolm followed her gaze to a man in his early thirties, tall and conventionally handsome in his tailored suit. The man met his eyes briefly, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth before he returned to his conversation. The knowledge that this man was "packing"—that these girls had discussed and cataloged the genital endowments of the company's male employees—was yet another disorienting revelation.

"Not interested," Malcolm replied, channeling Emma's dismissive tone. "My dad would have an aneurysm if I went anywhere near another employee."

"Your loss," Chloe shrugged. "Brianna says he knows exactly what to do with it, too. Unlike Jason, who apparently just jackhammers away like he's trying to strike oil."

The girls erupted in laughter again, and Malcolm found himself giggling along, the sound strange coming from his throat. The conversation continued in this vein—graphic discussions of which executives were rumored to be well-endowed, which ones were skilled lovers, which ones to avoid based on locker room gossip from the company gym.

Malcolm listened with a mixture of scientific fascination and personal discomfort. As a male scientist, he had never been privy to these kinds of conversations. The female perspective on male sexuality—evaluating, ranking, dismissing men based on their sexual performance rather than their professional accomplishments—was a complete reversal of the dynamics he was accustomed to.

More unsettling was how easily he fell into the rhythm of the conversation, Emma's social knowledge surfacing through the bioskin's neural interface. He found himself contributing details about which executives had developed a reputation for cornering interns at company events, which ones sent inappropriate late-night texts, which ones used their positions to extract sexual favors from ambitious young employees.

"Incoming at two o'clock," Tiffany whispered suddenly, her eyes widening. "Daddy alert, Emma."

Malcolm turned to see David Reynolds approaching, his expression a mixture of paternal pride and protective concern as he navigated through the crowd toward them. The sight of Emma's father—a man Malcolm had barely interacted with in his male form—sent a jolt of anxiety through him. This would be the true test of the deception.

"Ladies," David greeted the group with a warm smile that transformed his usually serious face. "You all look lovely tonight." His eyes settled on Malcolm, softening further. "Emma, sweetheart, I was beginning to think you'd gotten lost."

"Sorry, Dad," Malcolm replied, the endearment feeling strange on Emma's lips. "I got caught up with the girls."

David's hand came to rest protectively on Malcolm's shoulder, the weight and warmth of it creating an unexpected sense of security. In his male form, Malcolm had never experienced the particular quality of protection that emanated from David's touch—the clear message to others that this young woman was under his care, that advances would be evaluated through the filter of paternal scrutiny.

"I need to steal my daughter for a few minutes," David told the group apologetically. "Board members to greet, you understand."

As David guided him away, his hand moving to the small of Malcolm's back, Malcolm experienced yet another novel sensation—the bubble of safety that formed around them as they moved through the crowd. Men who had openly appraised Emma's body moments before now averted their eyes respectfully in David's presence. The predatory energy that had followed Malcolm throughout the evening receded, replaced by a different kind of attention—professional, appropriate, focused on David rather than Emma.

"You look beautiful, sweetheart," David said quietly as they moved toward a group of older executives. "But are you sure about that dress? It's a bit more... fitted than we discussed."

Malcolm felt a blush rise to his cheeks, genuinely flustered by the paternal concern. "It's fine, Dad," he replied, instinctively employing the slight eye-roll that Emma used when her father was being overprotective. "It's completely appropriate for a corporate event."

David sighed, the sound fond rather than truly exasperated. "Just stay where I can see you, okay? Some of these men forget themselves after a few drinks."

As they approached the group of board members, Malcolm felt the weight of their collective gaze shift from David to him. Unlike the predatory looks from younger men, these were more subtle—appreciative glances quickly masked by paternal smiles, eyes that lingered a moment too long on his face before politely moving away.

David began introductions, his hand remaining protectively at Malcolm's back. "Gentlemen, you remember my daughter, Emma?"

Malcolm smiled and nodded, offering his hand to each man in turn, acutely aware of how each handshake revealed character—some too firm, trying to establish dominance despite the social context; others deliberately gentle, as if Emma might break under normal pressure; a few lingering a beat too long, thumbs brushing against his wrist in a subtle caress that could be dismissed as accidental.

"Emma's has been taking a peak interest in our work," David was saying, his voice carrying the unmistakable pride of a father. "She's particularly interested in biochemistry, actually."

This detail—true according to Emma's dossier—created an opening Malcolm had been waiting for. "I'm particularly interested in synthetic biology," he offered, injecting Emma's voice with enthusiasm while maintaining the slightly diffident quality of a young woman speaking among established men. "The potential applications for medical treatment are fascinating."

One of the board members—Dr. Harrison, if Malcolm recalled correctly—raised an eyebrow in genuine interest. "Synthetic biology? That's a challenging field. Any particular area that's caught your attention?"

Malcolm felt a surge of excitement, carefully modulating Emma's expression to show polite interest rather than the academic fervor he felt. "Actually, I've been following Dr. Reed's bioskin research with great interest. The potential applications for burn victims and amputees are revolutionary."

David looked at him with surprise, clearly unaware of Emma's interest in this specific project. Before he could comment, another voice joined the conversation—smooth, confident, carrying the subtle inflection of inherited privilege.

"The bioskin project is being reevaluated as we speak."

Malcolm turned to find Jason Carter standing at the edge of their group, his tailored tuxedo emphasizing his athletic build, his blue eyes fixed not on the board members but on Malcolm's face—or more accurately, on Emma's breasts, where they rose gently with each breath, before his gaze reluctantly climbed to meet her eyes.

"Jason," David greeted, his tone professionally warm but undercut with a father's wariness. "I don't believe you've formally met my daughter, Emma."

Jason stepped forward, extending his hand. "I've seen you around the building during your summer internship, but we haven't been properly introduced."

Malcolm placed Emma's smaller hand in Jason's, acutely aware of the power differential in that simple contact—the way Jason's larger hand enveloped hers completely, the subtle pressure he applied, the way his thumb stroked once across her knuckles before releasing.

"It's a pleasure to meet you officially, Mr. Carter," Malcolm said, allowing Emma's voice to carry the slightest hint of breathiness that he'd observed in her videos when she was slightly nervous.

Jason's pupils dilated visibly, his gaze intensifying. "Please, call me Jason. 'Mr. Carter' was my father."

Malcolm felt a rush of blood to his cheeks—another autonomic response he couldn't control. The blush seemed to please Jason, whose smile widened slightly, revealing perfect white teeth. The predatory quality of that smile sent conflicting signals through Malcolm's borrowed body—a primitive warning coupled with an inexplicable rush of heat between his thighs.

"You mentioned the bioskin project?" Malcolm asked, deliberately redirecting the conversation while maintaining Emma's interested expression.

Something flickered in Jason's eyes—annoyance at the professional topic, perhaps, or surprise at Emma's knowledge. "Yes, it's one of several legacy projects currently under review. Dr. Reed has been working on it for quite some time with... limited results."

The dismissal of his life's work in that casual tone made anger flare in Malcolm's chest, but he carefully channeled it into Emma's more socially acceptable expression of passionate interest. "I've read that the bioskin could revolutionize treatment for burn victims and amputees. It seems like exactly the kind of innovative research that sets Carter Pharmaceuticals apart from its competitors."

Jason's expression shifted subtly, reassessing Emma as something more than a pretty face. "You've researched this specific project?"

Malcolm nodded, allowing Emma's hair to fall forward slightly before tucking it behind her ear—a gesture he'd seen her use in videos when she wanted to appear earnestly engaged rather than confrontational. "Synthetic biology is my passion. Dr. Reed's approach to cellular reconfiguration is particularly brilliant."

David placed a proud hand on Malcolm's shoulder. "Emma's been devouring scientific journals since she was ten. She's got her mother's brains, thankfully."

The board members chuckled appreciatively, while Jason's gaze remained fixed on Malcolm, more calculated now. "Perhaps you'd care to share your thoughts on the project in more detail? I'd be interested in a... fresh perspective."

The invitation was laden with subtext, Jason's eyes communicating an interest that had little to do with scientific discussion. Malcolm felt Emma's body respond automatically—nipples tightening against the silk of his dress, a warm pulse between his thighs, heart rate accelerating slightly.

"I'd be happy to," Malcolm replied, the words emerging in Emma's most charming tone while his mind raced with the strategic opportunity this presented.

David's hand tightened almost imperceptibly on Malcolm's shoulder. "Perhaps another time. Emma promised to join me in greeting the Wilsons before dinner."

The protective intervention was so natural, so paternal, that Malcolm felt a surprising wave of gratitude. David was creating a buffer between his daughter and Jason's obvious interest—exactly what a concerned father would do.

"Of course," Jason conceded smoothly, though his eyes conveyed a different message entirely as they held Malcolm's gaze. "We'll continue this conversation later, Emma. I'm very interested in hearing more about your... passionate interests."

As David guided him away, Malcolm became acutely aware once more of his borrowed body—the way Emma's dress clung to curves that attracted constant attention, the way her breasts swayed slightly with each step, the silk rubbing against sensitized nipples, the dampness gathering between thighs that brushed together with every movement.

"Be careful around Jason," David murmured, his voice pitched for Malcolm's ears alone. "He has a reputation with young women that I don't entirely trust."

Malcolm nodded, feeling a complicated mixture of emotions. As a man, he had never experienced the particular quality of vulnerability that came with inhabiting a female body in spaces dominated by male power. The constant awareness of being watched, evaluated, desired—it created a background radiation of sensation that never fully receded, keeping Emma's body in a perpetual state of low-level arousal and alertness.

Yet alongside this vulnerability came a different kind of power—the ability to command attention simply by existing, to redirect conversations with a smile, to access information through channels that would remain closed to his male form. Already, he had planted the seed of interest in the bioskin project with Jason, using Emma's feminine appeal to create an opening his male self had been denied.

As the evening progressed and Malcolm circulated through the gala in Emma's body, he found himself navigating these contradictory currents with increasing skill—using the social knowledge embedded in the bioskin to interact appropriately with Emma's friends, deploying her youthful charm with her father's colleagues, carefully managing the constant stream of male attention that followed her movement through the room.

Throughout it all, his body remained in that state of heightened awareness—breasts sensitive against the confines of her bra, nipples responding to the slightest change in temperature or fabric pressure, pussy maintaining a warm readiness that occasionally intensified to a distracting throb when certain men (Jason in particular) fixed their gaze upon him with undisguised hunger.

This, Malcolm realized, was the reality of moving through the world in a desirable female body—a constant balancing act between vulnerability and power, between being consumed by others' desires and strategically deploying one's own appeal. It was exhausting, exhilarating, and unlike anything he had experienced in nearly six decades as a man.

And somewhere across the room, Jason Carter's eyes followed his every move, waiting for the moment when David's protective presence would falter—when Emma would be, however briefly, unguarded and accessible. The knowledge of that predatory attention created a confusing mixture of apprehension and anticipation in Malcolm's borrowed body, his scientific mission complicated by the unfamiliar desires of Emma's flesh.


Chapter 7: New Perspectives

"Don't look now," Tiffany whispered, her lips so close to Malcolm's ear that her warm breath sent an involuntary shiver down his spine, "but Jason Carter hasn't taken his eyes off your ass for the last twenty minutes."

Malcolm fought the urge to turn around, instead adjusting his posture slightly, the movement causing Emma's breasts to press more firmly against the emerald silk of his dress. The perpetual awareness of his borrowed body had become a constant hum in his consciousness—the weight of breasts that swayed with each movement, the absence between his legs replaced by a warm, increasingly damp space that responded to the slightest stimulus.

"He's not even trying to be subtle about it," Tiffany continued, her arm looped through Malcolm's, breasts pressing against his upper arm. "Every time you bend over even slightly, he practically licks his lips. It's disgusting." She paused, giggling. "And kind of hot, if he wasn't such a douche."

Malcolm allowed Emma's musical laugh to escape his throat, the sound drawing the attention of several nearby men. "He's my dad's boss, Tiffany. Not exactly appropriate."

"Since when has 'appropriate' ever stopped Jason Carter?" Madison joined their conversation, champagne glass dangling precariously from her manicured fingers. "I heard he fucked that new HR girl in his office during working hours last month. Had his assistant cancel all his meetings so he could bend her over his desk for a solid hour."

The crude language in Madison's refined voice created a jarring dissonance that Malcolm was still struggling to reconcile—these elegant young women in designer dresses discussing sex with the same casual vulgarity he'd heard in locker rooms throughout his life.

"Look at him now," Tiffany murmured, her lips brushing the shell of Malcolm's ear. "He's practically undressing you with his eyes. I bet he's already imagining what your pussy tastes like."

Malcolm felt heat flood Emma's cheeks at the explicit comment, the blush spreading down her neck to the tops of her breasts. The crude assessment of Jason's thoughts created an unwelcome pulse of arousal between his thighs, Emma's body responding to the idea of being desired so intensely despite Malcolm's intellectual disgust.

"I need another drink," he said, desperate to escape the confusing mix of sensations.

Malcolm made his way toward the bar, acutely conscious of how Emma's body moved through space—hips swaying naturally with each step, breasts bouncing subtly beneath silk, the whisper of his stockings as his thighs brushed together. He could feel Jason's eyes following his movement, a physical weight between his shoulder blades.

As he waited for the bartender, Malcolm found himself positioned near a group of senior executives huddled in conversation. In his male form, these men would have acknowledged him with professional respect, if they noticed him at all. As Emma, he was simultaneously more visible and more invisible—his physical presence commanding attention while his thoughts and opinions became irrelevant.

"Reed's bioskin project is bleeding money with nothing to show for it," one executive was saying, his eyes flicking repeatedly to Malcolm's breasts even as he discussed terminating the project. "Carter Senior kept it going out of some misplaced loyalty, but the son's not burdened by sentimentality."

"Speaking of not being burdened," another replied, openly staring at Malcolm now, "have you seen Reynolds' daughter tonight? That green dress doesn't leave much to the imagination."

The first man turned, his eyes traveling the length of Malcolm's body in a slow, deliberate assessment that made his skin crawl. "Jesus, she's grown up since the Christmas party. Eighteen now, isn't she?"

"Seventeen, I think," the second man replied incorrectly, his hand dropping casually to adjust himself through his pants, the movement so blatant that Malcolm couldn't pretend not to notice. "Not that it stopped Jason from eye-fucking her all through last summer's internship."

Malcolm accepted his champagne from the bartender with a mumbled thanks, desperate to escape the conversation. The cognitive dissonance was staggering—these were respected professionals discussing his life's work while simultaneously objectifying what they perceived as a teenage girl, their eyes lingering on his body with naked hunger even as they dismissed his research as worthless.

"Wouldn't mind getting my hands on those perky tits," the first man muttered, just loud enough for Malcolm to hear as he turned away. "Bet they fit perfectly in your palm."

Malcolm's fingers tightened around the champagne flute, his scientific mind cataloging the surge of adrenaline, the quickening of his pulse, the cold wash of fear tinged with helpless anger. The comment wasn't directed at him—not at Malcolm Reed, respected scientist—but at Emma Reynolds, teenage daughter of a colleague, reduced to breasts and thighs and lips by men old enough to be her father.

He scanned the room for David Reynolds, suddenly desperate for the bubble of safety the man's presence had provided earlier. Malcolm spotted him across the crowded room, deep in conversation with board members, unaware of his "daughter's" discomfort.

As Malcolm made his way toward David, he became hyperaware of the gauntlet he needed to navigate—the hands that would "accidentally" brush against his hip or lower back, the bodies that would position themselves to force physical contact, the eyes that tracked his movement with predatory intent. In his male body, he had moved through spaces with unconscious ease. In Emma's form, every step required calculation, risk assessment, strategic positioning.

"Emma! There you are."

Malcolm turned to find David approaching, his expression shifting from professional engagement to paternal concern as he took in Emma's flushed face. "Everything okay, sweetheart?"

The endearment, though not directed at Malcolm himself, created an unexpected surge of emotion. David's protective presence seemed to physically repel the predatory gazes that had followed Malcolm throughout the evening, creating a buffer zone of safety that Malcolm had never realized could exist.

"I'm fine," Malcolm replied in Emma's voice, the slight tremor betraying his lingering discomfort. "Just a little warm in here."

David's hand came to rest on Malcolm's shoulder, the weight reassuring rather than threatening. "You looked uncomfortable. Were those men bothering you?" His gaze flicked toward the executives Malcolm had just escaped, his expression hardening slightly.

"Nothing I can't handle," Malcolm assured him, surprised by how natural it felt to lean slightly into David's protective presence. The sensation was entirely novel—in his male form, Malcolm had never experienced the particular quality of safety that came from being physically smaller than someone who positioned themselves as a shield.

David maneuvered himself subtly, placing his body between Malcolm and the majority of the room, his hand remaining on Malcolm's shoulder. The gesture was so natural, so instinctively paternal, that Malcolm found himself wondering if all fathers developed this protective positioning with their daughters, or if David had honed it specifically in response to how men reacted to Emma.

"The board seems receptive to extending Dr. Reed's project timeline," David mentioned, his tone casual but eyes watchful. "Harrison was particularly interested after you mentioned its applications for burn victims."

Malcolm felt a surge of hope. "Really? That's wonderful news."

"Apparently, Harrison's nephew suffered severe burns in Afghanistan. He's been following regenerative medicine developments for years." David smiled slightly. "I didn't realize you were so knowledgeable about the bioskin project, Emma. You've never mentioned it before."

Malcolm scrambled for an explanation that aligned with Emma's established interests. "I've been reading about it on my own. The science is fascinating."

David's expression softened with pride. "You continue to surprise me, sweetheart."

The moment of connection was interrupted by a shift in the energy around them—a parting of bodies, murmured acknowledgments, the subtle reconfiguration that occurs when someone of importance enters a space.

Jason Carter approached, his tall frame moving with the easy confidence of inherited wealth and position. Unlike earlier, when his attention had been divided among various guests, his focus now was singular and unmistakable. His eyes locked on Malcolm, traveling from Emma's face to her breasts to her thighs in a deliberate appraisal that felt like a physical touch.

Malcolm watched as Jason's tongue darted out to moisten his lips, a predatory gesture that sent a conflicting wave of repulsion and arousal through his borrowed body. The bioskin responded automatically to the visual stimulus of an attractive male's interest—nipples tightening against the silk of his dress, a fresh pulse of wetness gathering between his thighs, heart rate increasing slightly.

"David," Jason acknowledged with a professional nod before turning his full attention to Malcolm. "Emma. I hope you're enjoying the evening."

Up close, Malcolm could see the dilation of Jason's pupils, the slight flush across his cheekbones, the nearly imperceptible adjustment of his stance to display his height and breadth to full advantage. These were ancient, hardwired responses—male displaying for female, predator assessing prey—that Malcolm would never have noticed in his male form but which Emma's body registered with primal immediacy.

"It's been illuminating," Malcolm replied, allowing Emma's voice to carry a hint of the breathiness that had seemed to captivate Jason earlier. "I was just telling my father how pleased I am that the board is reconsidering Dr. Reed's bioskin project."

Jason's eyes narrowed slightly, clearly irritated at the professional topic, before his expression smoothed back into charm. "The board makes recommendations. I make decisions." His gaze dropped briefly to Malcolm's chest, where his nipples pressed visibly against the silk. "Perhaps we could discuss the project in more detail later? I'd be interested in hearing your... perspective."

The invitation was so transparent that Malcolm felt David tense beside him, his hand tightening slightly on Malcolm's shoulder. "Emma was just mentioning she might need to leave early," David interjected smoothly. "Busy day tomorrow."

Jason's smile remained fixed, but something cold flickered in his eyes. "Of course. Family obligations come first." He turned his attention fully to Malcolm again, effectively dismissing David despite his continued presence. "But I hope we'll have a chance to continue our conversation before you go. I rarely meet someone so... passionate about synthetic biology."

The way he caressed the word "passionate" made it clear he was thinking of entirely different kinds of passion. Malcolm felt a rush of strange power as he watched Jason's pupils dilate further, his breathing subtly accelerate, his body unconsciously leaning toward Emma's smaller form. This was a man who had dismissed Malcolm Reed without a second thought, who had terminated a decade of research with a casual email, now practically salivating over the prospect of spending time with what he perceived as an attractive teenager.

The reversal was as intoxicating as it was disturbing. Malcolm had spent his career being evaluated solely on his intellectual contributions, his physical form irrelevant or even detrimental as he aged. Now, in Emma's young, nubile body, his intellect was almost entirely overlooked while his physical presence commanded a power he'd never experienced.

"I'd enjoy that," Malcolm replied, deliberately shifting his posture so that his breasts pressed more prominently against his dress. The movement was subtle but not subtle enough to escape Jason's notice—his eyes dropped immediately to Malcolm's chest, his adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed.

David cleared his throat, the sound pulling Jason's attention reluctantly away from Malcolm's body. "If you'll excuse us, Jason. Emma promised to meet with Dr. Harrison about his nephew's condition."

The interruption clearly frustrated Jason, whose jaw tightened momentarily before his professional mask slipped back into place. "Of course. We'll continue this later, Emma."

As David guided Malcolm away, he felt Jason's eyes following them—or more specifically, following the sway of Emma's hips as they moved through the crowd. The sensation was almost physical, like fingers trailing along the curve of his ass, and Malcolm was disturbed to find his body responding with a fresh pulse of arousal.

"That man needs to remember you're eighteen," David muttered once they were out of earshot. "And that I'm in the room."

The protective anger in his voice created another novel sensation for Malcolm—the understanding of what it meant to be valued simply for existing, to have someone position themselves as a shield not because of what you could provide but because of who you were to them. In his male life, Malcolm had people who respected his work, his contributions, his mind. But no one who would instinctively step between him and a threat simply because they couldn't bear the thought of him being harmed.

"I can handle Jason Carter," Malcolm assured him, though the dampness between his thighs suggested a more complicated reality. Emma's body was responding to Jason's attention with an autonomic arousal that had little to do with Malcolm's conscious desires or his mission to save his research.

"You shouldn't have to 'handle' your father's colleagues, Emma," David replied, his voice tight with suppressed anger. "Especially not the CEO."

Malcolm had no response to that—nothing that wouldn't sound strange coming from a daughter to her father. Instead, he simply leaned slightly into David's protective presence, allowing the man to guide him toward Dr. Harrison and the promised discussion of the bioskin project.

Throughout the interaction that followed—Harrison's genuine interest in the medical applications, the technical questions that Malcolm answered with carefully modulated enthusiasm, the scheduling of a follow-up meeting with the actual Dr. Reed—Malcolm remained acutely aware of Jason's gaze tracking him from across the room.

The sensation was unlike anything he'd experienced in his male form—the knowledge of being watched with naked desire, of having his body assessed and wanted, created a constant low-level arousal that hummed through Emma's form. His nipples remained hard beneath the silk of his dress, his pussy maintaining a slick readiness that occasionally intensified to a distracting throb when he caught Jason staring with particular intensity.

And alongside the physical response came a psychological awakening—the understanding that female existence meant perpetually navigating between danger and opportunity, between being consumed by others' desires and strategically deploying one's own appeal. With every interaction, Malcolm was gaining insight not just into how differently the world treated women, but how differently it felt to exist within a female body, subject to hormones and responses his male form had never experienced.

The evening stretched before him, hours still remaining before he could return to his lab and shed Emma's form. Hours during which he would continue to feel the weight of Jason's gaze like a physical touch, his body responding with autonomous arousal even as his mind focused on the strategic opportunity this attraction presented.

Hours during which he would experience what it meant to be simultaneously the most and least powerful person in the room—desired for his body, dismissed for his mind, navigating a complex social terrain his male self had never had to consider.

And somewhere in the crowded room, Jason Carter waited for his opportunity to approach again, his intentions clear in every hungry look, every moistening of lips, every subtle adjustment of his stance to hide the growing evidence of his arousal.

The predator circling his prey, unaware that the delicate creature he hunted carried the mind of the very man he had so casually dismissed.


Chapter 8: The Dance

The gala shifted from cocktail hour to formal dinner, and Malcolm found himself seated between David and a board member's wife—a strategic placement that both protected "Emma" and allowed Malcolm to continue advocating for his research from the safe vantage point of feminine curiosity. Throughout the meal, he felt Jason's gaze from across the table, the young CEO barely touching his food as his eyes repeatedly returned to Malcolm's face, to the delicate movement of Emma's hands, to the gentle rise and fall of her breasts with each breath.

"Ladies and gentlemen," the MC announced as dessert plates were being cleared, "please join us in the grand ballroom for dancing and continued conversation."

David stood, offering his hand to Malcolm with paternal gallantry. "Shall we, sweetheart?"

Malcolm took the offered hand, feeling the strength in David's fingers as they closed around Emma's smaller ones. The contrast was stark—in his male form, Malcolm's hands had been roughly the same size as David's, weathered by years of laboratory work. Now Emma's delicate fingers were completely enveloped in the marketing director's grasp, the size difference creating an unexpected feeling of vulnerability and protection simultaneously.

As they moved toward the ballroom, Malcolm deliberately allowed Emma's hips to sway more prominently than was strictly necessary, aware of Jason's eyes tracking the movement from several paces behind. The borrowed muscle memory made the exaggerated feminine gait feel natural, Emma's body automatically adjusting her shoulders and spine to accentuate the curve from waist to hip with each step.

The ballroom was elegantly appointed, with soft lighting from crystal chandeliers creating intimate pools of illumination across the polished dance floor. A small orchestra played something classical that Malcolm vaguely recognized, the notes floating through the space as couples began to form.

"One dance with your old man before you abandon me for your friends?" David asked, his tone light but undercut with genuine affection.

"Of course," Malcolm replied in Emma's musical voice, allowing David to lead her to the dance floor.

David's hand settled at Malcolm's waist, the other clasping Emma's fingers as he guided them into a simple waltz. The sensation was entirely novel—being led rather than leading, having to follow rather than initiate. In his male form, Malcolm had always been the one to direct movement during the rare occasions he'd danced. Now Emma's smaller body naturally yielded to David's guidance, her feet following his larger steps with practiced ease.

What Malcolm hadn't anticipated was the intimacy of the position. David's larger frame completely enveloped Emma's slender form, making Malcolm acutely aware of how much smaller and more delicate this borrowed body was. The top of Emma's head barely reached David's shoulder, and when he turned them in a smooth circle, Malcolm felt the strength in the arm at his waist, keeping him balanced and secure.

"You look beautiful tonight," David said quietly, pride evident in his voice. "Just like your mother at your age."

The comment created an unexpected lump in Malcolm's throat. The genuine paternal affection in David's voice was something he'd never experienced—not from his own distant father, and certainly not toward a child of his own. The divorce eight years ago had ended any possibility of children, leaving Malcolm with nothing but his work. Now, inhabiting the body of a beloved daughter, he felt the warm glow of unconditional love—not directed at him, but at the form he wore.

"Thanks, Dad," Malcolm managed, the words feeling strange on Emma's lips.

As they moved across the floor, Malcolm became aware of how differently the room responded to Emma compared to his male presence. Men's eyes followed their progress, lingering on the sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts with each step, the cascade of hair down her back. Women assessed her critically, evaluating her dress, her makeup, her proximity to her father. In his own body, Malcolm moved through spaces virtually unseen; in Emma's, he commanded attention simply by existing.

The dance continued, and Malcolm found himself relaxing into the rhythm, into the unexpected comfort of being held protectively by someone larger and stronger. David's hand at his waist was respectful, paternal, creating a bubble of safety that Malcolm had never known could exist. For the first time, he understood viscerally what it meant to feel physically secure in the presence of a protective figure—the particular quality of vulnerability combined with absolute trust.

"Dr. Harrison mentioned you had quite an insightful conversation about the bioskin project," David commented as they turned again. "I didn't realize you'd been following Reed's research so closely."

Malcolm felt a flutter of panic. "It's fascinating technology," he replied carefully. "The applications for medicine alone could transform thousands of lives."

David smiled down at him, the expression softening his usually serious features. "You've always had a good heart, Emma. Even as a little girl, you were always bringing home injured birds and stray cats."

The fictional history created another surge of dissonance for Malcolm—these memories weren't his, weren't even real for Emma in the way David remembered them. Yet the warmth in David's voice made Malcolm wish, fleetingly, that he had been that little girl, that he had known what it was to be valued simply for existing rather than for what his mind could produce.

The music shifted to another piece, but before they could continue, a colleague approached David with an apologetic expression. "Sorry to interrupt, Reynolds, but Harrison is looking for you. Something about the Asian market numbers."

David's expression flickered with annoyance before settling into professional resignation. He turned to Malcolm, squeezing Emma's hand gently. "Will you be alright for a few minutes, sweetheart? I shouldn't be long."

"I'll be fine," Malcolm assured him, already scanning the room for Tiffany or one of Emma's other friends. "Go handle whatever crisis needs handling."

David pressed a quick, paternal kiss to Malcolm's forehead—another entirely novel sensation that sent a confused wave of emotion through him—before reluctantly releasing Emma's hand and following his colleague from the dance floor.

Malcolm had barely taken two steps toward the edge of the floor when he felt a presence behind him—a body moving into his personal space with deliberate intent, a hand settling at the small of his back with possessive confidence.

"May I have this dance?"

Jason Carter's voice was low, pitched for Malcolm's ears alone, his breath warm against Emma's bare shoulder. The hand at Malcolm's back pressed slightly, guiding him to turn, and Malcolm found himself face to face with the man who had so casually dismissed his life's work just days before.

Up close, the height difference was even more pronounced than it had been with David. Jason towered over Emma's petite form, his broad shoulders blocking Malcolm's view of the rest of the room, creating an immediate sense of containment. Unlike David's protective presence, Jason's physicality felt predatory—designed to trap rather than shelter.

"I should find my father's colleagues," Malcolm demurred, attempting to step back slightly only to find Jason's hand firm at his lower back, preventing retreat.

"They can wait," Jason replied, his other hand capturing Emma's fingers and drawing her toward him. "I've been patient all evening."

The statement carried unmistakable subtext, Jason's eyes dropping briefly to Malcolm's lips before returning to meet his gaze. Without waiting for further response, Jason guided them into the flow of dancing couples, his hand sliding fractionally lower on Malcolm's back, no longer at the socially acceptable position but edging toward the upper curve of Emma's ass.

The proximity was immediate and overwhelming. Jason positioned them closer than David had, Emma's body pressed against his from chest to thigh, his larger frame engulfing her completely. Malcolm felt the hard planes of Jason's chest against his breasts, the firm muscles of his thighs as they moved together, and—most disturbingly—the unmistakable hardness pressing against Emma's stomach.

"You've been avoiding me," Jason murmured, his mouth close to Malcolm's ear, creating an involuntary shiver as his breath tickled the sensitive skin. "That's not very nice after our interesting conversation earlier."

Malcolm tilted Emma's head back to meet Jason's eyes, carefully constructing an expression of innocent confusion. "I've been with my father. Hardly avoiding you."

Jason's lips quirked in a predatory smile. "Playing hard to get? I like that." His hand slid lower, now definitely cupping the upper curve of Emma's ass, fingers splayed possessively over the silk-covered flesh. "But we both know there's a connection here."

The statement was so baldly presumptuous that Malcolm almost laughed, but Emma's body responded differently—a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck, nipples tightening against the bodice of her dress, a treacherous warmth gathering between her thighs. The bioskin's hormonal responses were beyond Malcolm's conscious control, reacting to the proximity of a virile male with autonomic readiness that had nothing to do with his actual desires.

They turned on the dance floor, and Malcolm saw David across the room, deep in conversation with Harrison and several other executives. The distance between them suddenly felt vast, the protection David had provided now completely absent as Jason's hand continued its possessive exploration of Emma's lower back and upper ass.

"I find your interest in Dr. Reed's project intriguing," Jason continued, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur. "Most beautiful young women don't concern themselves with synthetic biology."

Malcolm forced Emma's voice to remain steady. "Perhaps you should reconsider your assumptions about beautiful young women."

Jason's laugh was low and appreciative, the sound vibrating through his chest against Malcolm's breasts. "Touché." His thigh slid between Emma's legs as they moved, the position technically still a dance but now unmistakably sexual in nature. "I like a woman with a mind of her own."

The pressure of Jason's thigh against the juncture of Emma's legs created an immediate, intense response—a pulse of pleasure that shot through Malcolm's core, making his breath catch audibly. Jason noticed, his pupils dilating visibly as he pressed his advantage, thigh rubbing deliberately against Malcolm's center with each step of the dance.

"Sensitive, aren't you?" Jason whispered, his lips so close to Malcolm's ear that he could feel the warmth of his breath. "I've been watching you all night, wondering how responsive you'd be."

Malcolm struggled to maintain his composure as Emma's body betrayed him with each movement, each deliberate press of Jason's thigh creating friction against his increasingly damp center. The silk panties offered little barrier, and Malcolm realized with mounting horror that the wetness gathering between his legs might soon be visible on the emerald fabric of the dress.

"The bioskin project," Malcolm insisted, trying to redirect the conversation while fighting the waves of unwanted pleasure coursing through Emma's body. "You were saying it's under review."

Jason's hand slid lower still, fingers now definitely cupping the rounded flesh of Emma's ass, squeezing lightly as he guided them into a turn that took them farther from David's line of sight. "Let's be honest, Emma. We both know you're not really interested in discussing corporate research policy."

The dismissal of her intellectual curiosity—of Malcolm's life's work—sparked a flare of genuine anger that momentarily overrode the physical sensations. "You're wrong," Malcolm replied, Emma's voice carrying a steel that seemed to surprise Jason. "I'm extremely interested in the bioskin technology. Its potential applications could transform medicine as we know it."

Jason pulled back slightly, reassessing Emma with newfound interest. His hand remained possessively on her ass, but his expression shifted from purely predatory to something more complex—desire mixed with curiosity. "You genuinely care about this project, don't you?"

"I do," Malcolm affirmed, seizing the opening. "Dr. Reed's work represents a breakthrough in synthetic biology that deserves continued support."

Jason studied Emma's face, his thigh still pressed intimately between her legs but now stationary rather than actively creating friction. "Tell me why."

Malcolm felt a surge of hope beneath the continued unwanted arousal of Emma's body. This was his chance—the opening he'd been waiting for. As they continued to dance, he began explaining the bioskin technology in terms Jason could understand, emphasizing its commercial applications and potential market value alongside its humanitarian benefits.

Jason listened with surprising attentiveness, though his hands continued their possessive hold on Emma's body, occasionally squeezing or caressing in ways that sent unwelcome sparks of pleasure through Malcolm's borrowed form. The juxtaposition was dizzying—Malcolm's mind focused on saving his life's work while Emma's body remained in a state of heightened arousal, responding to Jason's touch with an autonomic readiness that had Malcolm fighting to keep his voice steady.

"You make a compelling case," Jason admitted as the music began to fade, signaling the end of the dance. His hand slid upward from Malcolm's ass to the small of his back, a seemingly more appropriate position that nevertheless left a trail of tingling awareness along Emma's spine. "Perhaps I've been hasty in my assessment of the project."

Hope flared in Malcolm's chest. "Then you'll reconsider the funding termination?"

Jason's smile was slow and knowing, his eyes dropping to where Emma's hardened nipples pressed visibly against the silk of her dress. "I think we should continue this discussion somewhere more... private. My office has an excellent view of the city lights."

The implication was unmistakable, and Malcolm felt Emma's body respond with another treacherous pulse of arousal even as his mind recoiled. This was the moment of truth—how far was he willing to go to save his research? Would he exploit Emma's body, her youth and beauty, to manipulate Jason into reversing his decision?

Before Malcolm could respond, he felt a presence at his side—solid, protective, radiating paternal concern.

"Emma, sweetheart," David's voice cut through the tension, his hand coming to rest firmly on Malcolm's shoulder. "The Harrisons were asking about you. Dr. Harrison is particularly interested in hearing more about your interest in regenerative medicine."

Jason's expression flickered with annoyance before smoothing into professional cordiality. "Reynolds. Your daughter is quite the advocate for Dr. Reed's project. You must be proud."

"Extremely," David replied, his tone pleasant but his eyes hard as they met Jason's. His arm slid around Malcolm's shoulders, creating a physical barrier between Emma and the CEO. "If you'll excuse us, several board members are waiting."

Jason's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly, but he stepped back with practiced grace. "Of course. Emma, I look forward to continuing our discussion... soon."

As David guided Malcolm away from Jason and back toward the cluster of board members, Malcolm felt a confusing mixture of relief and lingering arousal. Emma's body was still humming with unwanted desire, nipples sensitive against the silk of her dress, panties damp with evidence of her physical response to Jason's proximity.

"Are you alright?" David asked quietly, his voice pitched for Malcolm's ears alone. "Carter can be... persistent."

Malcolm nodded, grateful for the rescue yet disturbed by how completely Emma's body had betrayed him. "I'm fine. He seemed interested in reconsidering Dr. Reed's project, at least."

David's arm tightened briefly around Malcolm's shoulders, the gesture protective rather than restrictive. "Just be careful, sweetheart. Men like Jason Carter don't give without expecting something in return."

As they rejoined the group of board members, Malcolm caught sight of Jason across the room, his eyes still fixed on Emma with undisguised hunger. The CEO raised his champagne glass in a small salute, his meaning clear—this wasn't over. He would be waiting for another opportunity, another moment when David's protective presence wavered.

Malcolm turned his attention to Dr. Harrison, forcing Emma's voice into a cheerful register despite the lingering awareness of Jason's gaze like a physical weight between his shoulder blades. The night was far from over, and Malcolm had yet to secure the future of his research. But one thing was becoming increasingly clear—inhabiting Emma's body meant navigating desires that weren't his own, responses he couldn't control, and a world that valued her form far more than her substance.

As the conversation turned to the technical aspects of the bioskin project, Malcolm felt a profound gratitude for David's unwavering presence at his side. In his borrowed female form, that protection was not just comfortable but necessary in a way his male self had never experienced or understood. The revelation was as humbling as it was illuminating—another perspective gained through his transformation that would forever change how he moved through the world, regardless of which body he ultimately inhabited.


Chapter 9: The Office

The evening had taken an unexpected turn. David's timely intervention had rescued Malcolm from Jason's advances on the dance floor, creating a protective barrier between them for the remainder of the formal dancing. As the night progressed, Malcolm found himself navigating the complex social dynamics of the gala, grateful for David's unwavering presence at his side.

But as the orchestra transitioned to a more contemporary piece and the dancing became less structured, Malcolm noticed Jason's persistent gaze tracking him across the room. The CEO's eyes never wavered, even as he engaged in perfunctory conversation with board members and executives. When David was momentarily pulled away by Dr. Harrison for what appeared to be an intense discussion about quarterly projections, Jason seized the opportunity.

"Our dance was cut short," Jason's voice came from just behind Malcolm's shoulder, causing him to tense involuntarily. "Though I found our conversation about Dr. Reed's project... stimulating."

Malcolm turned, finding Jason standing closer than propriety dictated, champagne flute in hand and hunger in his eyes. The memory of Jason's thigh pressed between his legs during their dance sent an unwelcome pulse of arousal through Emma's body.

"I'm glad you found it intellectually engaging," Malcolm replied carefully, emphasizing the professional nature of their previous interaction despite how it had ended.

Jason's lips quirked in a predatory smile. "Intellectual engagement is just the beginning of what I find appealing about our interactions." His eyes deliberately tracked down Malcolm's body, lingering on the places where the emerald silk clung to Emma's curves. "I believe we were discussing the potential for a more private conversation about funding reconsideration."

"You mentioned wanting to discuss Dr. Reed's project further," Malcolm said, attempting to redirect the interaction toward his actual purpose while creating some physical distance between them. "Perhaps we could speak somewhere quieter, but I should really find my father first."

Jason's eyes gleamed with predatory satisfaction. "Your father appears quite thoroughly engaged," he said, nodding toward where David stood surrounded by board members, deep in animated conversation about quarterly projections. "Harrison is notorious for his detailed market analyses. I'd say we have at least twenty minutes before he comes up for air."

Malcolm hesitated, weighing the opportunity against the risk. This was precisely what he'd hoped for—a chance to advocate for his project directly to Jason, without the dismissive treatment his male form had received. Yet the hungry look in Jason's eyes suggested his interest had little to do with scientific research.

An unexpected thought surfaced through Emma's integrated memories—something she'd mentioned during their video call about wanting leverage against Jason to stop his unwanted advances. Malcolm's scientific mind quickly calculated the potential value of such an opportunity. If he could document Jason's inappropriate behavior while in Emma's form, it might provide her with the protection she sought after he returned to his male body.

"Your office would provide the necessary privacy," Malcolm suggested, surprising himself with the boldness of the suggestion. He felt Emma's hand drift to her small clutch purse, confirming what he suddenly remembered—she kept her phone set to record video with a single press of the side button, a safety measure she'd implemented after previous uncomfortable encounters.

Jason's smile widened, clearly interpreting Malcolm's initiative as interest rather than strategy. "An excellent suggestion. My office has the best view in the building."

As Jason guided him from the ballroom, his hand possessively at the small of Malcolm's back, Malcolm discreetly pressed the side button on Emma's phone through her clutch. The subtle vibration confirmed the recording had begun, capturing both video and audio.

The corridor outside the ballroom was dimly lit and surprisingly empty, most of the gala's attendees contained within the main event spaces. Jason's hand slid lower as they walked, now unmistakably cupping the upper curve of Malcolm's ass, fingers splayed possessively over the silk-covered flesh.

"You have an extraordinary figure," Jason murmured, his voice sending involuntary shivers down Malcolm's spine. "That dress was designed to drive men to distraction."

Malcolm felt heat rise to his cheeks—another autonomic response he couldn't control. "The dress was designed to be appropriate for a corporate event," he replied, injecting Emma's voice with a hint of the defiance he'd observed in her videos while ensuring the microphone captured Jason's inappropriate comments and touch.

Jason chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. "Nothing about you could ever be merely 'appropriate,' Emma."

They reached a heavy wooden door at the end of the corridor. Jason withdrew a key card from his pocket and swiped it, the lock disengaging with a soft click. As he pushed the door open, his hand guided Malcolm inside, fingers pressing more firmly into the soft flesh of his ass.

The CEO's office was spacious and elegant, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city's night skyline. Modern furniture in leather and chrome created a masculine space that spoke of power and wealth. Jason didn't bother turning on the overhead lights, instead activating a small desk lamp that cast the room in intimate shadows.

Malcolm watched with growing unease as Jason moved to a cabinet, retrieving a crystal decanter and two glasses. The man's movements were deliberate, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world—as if Emma's eventual surrender was a foregone conclusion.

Under the pretense of admiring the view, Malcolm carefully positioned himself to ensure the phone's camera had a clear angle on both himself and Jason. He placed his clutch on a nearby shelf, the camera lens peeking through the small opening he'd created by not fully closing the clasp. The position was perfect—elevated enough to capture most of the room, with both of them in frame.

"Scotch?" Jason offered, already pouring amber liquid into both glasses.

"No, thank you," Malcolm declined, remaining near his strategically placed purse. "About Dr. Reed's project—"

"All in good time," Jason interrupted, setting one glass down and approaching with the other. He didn't stop until he was uncomfortably close, forcing Malcolm to tilt Emma's head back to maintain eye contact. "First, I want to understand why a beautiful young woman like yourself is so passionate about synthetic biology."

"I believe in its potential," Malcolm replied, forcing Emma's voice to remain steady despite his growing discomfort, aware that every word was being recorded. "The bioskin technology could revolutionize treatment for burn victims, amputees—"

"Yes, yes," Jason waved a dismissive hand, taking a slow sip of his scotch. "The humanitarian applications. Very noble." His eyes traveled deliberately down Malcolm's body, lingering on the swell of his breasts before continuing to his hips. "But what's your personal interest? What makes Emma Reynolds so invested in a project most people find... abstract?"

Malcolm recognized the trap in the question. Jason wasn't interested in Emma's scientific opinion—he was fishing for personal information, building rapport as a prelude to something more intimate.

"Science has always fascinated me," Malcolm said carefully, stepping toward the windows to put some distance between them, ensuring they remained well within the camera's field of view. "The bioskin project represents the cutting edge of synthetic biology. Anyone with an interest in the field would be intrigued."

Jason followed, closing the gap Malcolm had created. "You're not 'anyone,' Emma." His voice dropped lower, intimate. "You're extraordinary. Your father speaks of your intelligence, but he failed to mention your passion."

The word "passion" dripped from Jason's lips like honey, laden with innuendo. Malcolm felt Emma's body respond traitorously—nipples hardening against silk, a fresh pulse of wetness gathering between his thighs. The bioskin's hormonal systems were beyond his conscious control, responding to the proximity of an attractive male with primitive readiness.

"The bioskin project deserves to continue," Malcolm pressed on, trying to ignore the heat rising in his cheeks. "Dr. Reed's work is groundbreaking. Terminating it would be a significant loss for both the company and medical science."

Jason stepped closer still, forcing Malcolm back until his hips pressed against the edge of the desk. "Tell me," he murmured, setting his glass down and placing his hands on either side of Malcolm, effectively trapping Emma's smaller body between his arms. "What would you do to save this project that means so much to you?"

The question hung in the air between them, its implication unmistakable. Jason's eyes held Malcolm's, pupils dilated with desire, his intent written plainly across his handsome features. From this proximity, Malcolm could feel the heat radiating from Jason's body, could smell the scotch on his breath, could sense the barely restrained hunger in the way he positioned himself.

Malcolm tilted his head slightly, ensuring the camera captured Jason's predatory posture and the clear power imbalance of their positions. "The project should continue based on its scientific merit," Malcolm replied, Emma's voice betraying a slight tremor despite his efforts to remain composed. "Not because of anything I might... do."

Jason's laugh was soft and knowing. "Merit," he repeated, as if the word amused him. "Carter Pharmaceuticals is a business, Emma, not a charity. Merit is measured in profit potential, not scientific elegance." His hand rose to Malcolm's face, fingers brushing a strand of hair back from Emma's cheek. "But sometimes... special considerations can be made for the right motivation."

The touch sent an involuntary shiver through Malcolm's body. Emma's nervous system responded to the contact with heightened sensitivity, skin prickling with awareness, heart rate accelerating. The contrast between this reaction and what Malcolm's male body would have experienced was disorienting—where his male form might have felt threatened or angry, Emma's body registered the touch as simultaneously alarming and arousing.

"Are you suggesting that my... personal interest might influence your business decision?" Malcolm asked, allowing Emma's voice to carry the appropriate note of scandalized realization, the question clearly establishing Jason's inappropriate proposition for the recording.

Jason smiled, the expression predatory. "I'm suggesting that business decisions are rarely made in isolation. Many factors come into play." His fingers trailed from Malcolm's cheek down the side of his neck, coming to rest at the juncture where neck met shoulder. "Dr. Reed's project might deserve reconsideration if someone were to... advocate for it persuasively."

The caress on Emma's sensitive neck sent another wave of unwanted arousal through Malcolm's borrowed body. His pulse quickened, breath coming faster, skin flushing with heat that spread from his chest up to his face. The bioskin responded to Jason's touch with immediate, autonomic preparation for sexual activity—nipples tightening to hard points, labia swelling slightly, natural lubrication gathering between his thighs.

"And what would constitute 'persuasive advocacy'?" Malcolm asked, his scientific mind still focused on his mission even as Emma's body betrayed him with its responses.

Jason's hand slid from Malcolm's neck to his shoulder, then down his arm in a slow, possessive caress. "I think you know exactly what I mean, Emma."

In a fluid movement that caught Malcolm by surprise, Jason closed the remaining distance between them, his body pressing Emma's back against the desk. His mouth descended, capturing Malcolm's lips in a hungry kiss that sent shock waves through his system.

The sensation was overwhelming—Jason's lips firm and demanding against his, the scratch of light stubble against Emma's smooth skin, the taste of expensive scotch. Malcolm's mind reeled with the violation while Emma's body responded eagerly, lips softening, back arching slightly to press her breasts against Jason's chest.

Jason's hands gripped Malcolm's waist, lifting Emma's slight form effortlessly onto the desk's edge. In one smooth movement, he positioned himself between Malcolm's thighs, the silk dress riding up to expose the tops of the thigh-high stockings. Malcolm gasped as Jason deepened the kiss, one hand tangling in Emma's long hair while the other slid up her side to cup her breast through the dress.

"Wait," Malcolm managed, tearing his mouth away, Emma's voice breathless and high. "This isn't—we shouldn't—"

"You're exquisite," Jason murmured, ignoring the protest as his thumb circled Malcolm's nipple through the layers of silk and lace. The sensation sent a jolt of unwanted pleasure straight to his core, making Malcolm's thighs clench involuntarily around Jason's hips. "I've watched you all night, pretending to be your father's perfect daughter, while your eyes told a different story."

His mouth descended to Malcolm's neck, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin while his hand continued its exploration of Emma's breast. Malcolm's head fell back despite his best efforts to maintain control, a soft moan escaping Emma's throat as sensations he'd never experienced rocketed through his nervous system.

"Your body doesn't lie," Jason whispered against his skin, his free hand now sliding up Malcolm's thigh, pushing the dress higher. "You want this as much as I do."

The worst part was that Emma's body did respond as if it wanted this—nipples painfully hard against Jason's palm, pussy slick and pulsing with each touch, skin hypersensitive to every caress. The bioskin's programming had created a perfect simulation of female arousal, complete with hormonal surges that clouded Malcolm's judgment and weakened his resolve.

"The project," Malcolm gasped, clinging to his purpose even as Jason's fingers reached the lace edge of his panties. "Will you reconsider Dr. Reed's funding?"

Jason's laugh vibrated against Malcolm's throat. "So transactional," he murmured, his fingers tracing the damp spot on the ivory lace. "But yes, I'll review the project... provided you give me adequate reason to."

His fingers slipped beneath the lace, encountering the slick folds of Malcolm's labia. The direct contact made Malcolm cry out, the sensation so intense it bordered on overwhelming. Jason's touch was practiced, confident, finding and circling the swollen bud of Malcolm's clitoris with precise pressure.

"So responsive," Jason praised, his voice rough with desire as he captured Malcolm's mouth in another demanding kiss.

Malcolm's mind was splintering between scientific observation and direct experience—noting how different female arousal felt from male, how the pleasure built in waves rather than linear progression, how Emma's smaller body responded to domination in ways his male form never would. All while fighting to remember why he was here, what he needed to accomplish.

"Tell me you'll save the project," Malcolm insisted between gasping breaths, Emma's voice high and desperate as Jason's fingers continued their skilled exploration of his sex. "Promise me."

"I promise to give it my personal attention," Jason murmured against Malcolm's neck, his fingers sliding lower to circle the entrance to his vagina. "Just as I'm giving you my personal attention now."

The evasive answer penetrated the haze of arousal. Malcolm realized with sudden clarity that Jason had no intention of saving his research—this was merely a power play, a conquest, using Emma's body as a tool for his gratification with no real consideration for her requests.

With strength born of desperation, Malcolm pushed against Jason's chest. "Stop," he demanded, Emma's voice firmer now despite its breathiness. "This isn't right."

Jason's expression darkened, his fingers stilling but not withdrawing. "Don't play games, Emma. Your body is telling me exactly what you want." His thumb pressed deliberately against Malcolm's clitoris, creating a jolt of pleasure that made his thighs tremble. "See? You're soaking wet for me."

"I said stop," Malcolm repeated, mustering Emma's most imperious tone. "My father will be looking for me. If you want me to speak positively about your leadership to the board members my father influences, you'll remove your hand from my underwear immediately."

The mention of David Reynolds and board politics created the desired effect. Jason withdrew his hand slowly, a calculating look replacing the raw desire in his eyes. "Leverage, Emma? I wouldn't have expected that from you."

Malcolm straightened Emma's dress, fighting to regain composure despite the throbbing between his legs and the hardened nipples that still pressed visibly against silk. "I'm not as naive as you seem to think, Mr. Carter."

Jason stepped back, straightening his tie with a smirk that suggested he was merely postponing rather than abandoning his pursuit. "Clearly not." He retrieved his scotch, taking a deliberate sip while his eyes continued to devour Malcolm's flushed form. "But you should know, I don't respond well to threats."

"It's not a threat," Malcolm replied, sliding off the desk and smoothing his dress. "It's a negotiation. You want my father's support for your leadership. I want Dr. Reed's project to continue. We can help each other without... this."

Jason's expression shifted to something more calculating, more businesslike, though his eyes still burned with thwarted desire. "An interesting proposition. But incomplete." He set his glass down and crossed his arms, his stance widening slightly. "What guarantee do I have that you'll hold up your end once I've reinstated Reed's funding?"

Malcolm saw his opening—the shift from sexual predator to negotiator created space for actual discussion about the project. "Dr. Reed can provide quarterly progress reports directly to you. Set benchmarks that must be met for continued funding. If the project fails to show progress, you can terminate it with board support."

Jason studied him, head tilted slightly as he reassessed Emma Reynolds—no longer just a desirable body but a strategic player. "You seem unusually invested in this particular project. Why?"

"Because I believe in science that helps people," Malcolm answered, allowing Emma's voice to carry the passionate conviction he truly felt. "Not just products that generate profit."

Something flickered in Jason's eyes—respect, perhaps, or at least a new awareness. "Your father's idealism with your mother's beauty. A dangerous combination." He moved to the bar cabinet, refreshing his scotch. "Very well, Emma. I'll postpone my decision on Reed's project pending a comprehensive review. In return, you'll speak favorably of my leadership to your father and his allies on the board."

It wasn't a complete victory, but it was more than Malcolm had when he entered the office. "Thank you," he said, moving toward the shelf where his clutch sat, the camera still recording everything. "I should return to the gala before my father notices I'm gone."

As Malcolm reached for his purse, he deliberately angled his body to block Jason's view, quickly pressing the button to stop the recording before slipping the phone fully inside. The evidence was secured—Jason's inappropriate advances, his explicit quid pro quo suggestion, his hands on Emma's body, all captured in high definition.

Jason made no move to stop him, but his voice followed Malcolm to the door. "This conversation isn't over, Emma. We've merely pressed pause."

The implied promise—or threat—sent another involuntary shiver through Malcolm's borrowed form. As he hurried back toward the ballroom, he could still feel the ghost of Jason's hands on Emma's body, the lingering arousal that made walking in heels suddenly more challenging.

Malcolm's mind raced with the implications of what had just happened. He had secured a temporary reprieve for his project, but more importantly, he had obtained something Emma had specifically asked for—leverage against Jason Carter. The video would give her protection long after Malcolm returned to his male form, insurance against future unwanted advances.

By the time Malcolm reentered the ballroom, David was indeed looking for his daughter, concern etched on his features. The flush on Malcolm's cheeks, the slightly disheveled hair, and the lingering scent of Jason's cologne told a story that David could easily read—and one that made his expression darken with paternal fury.

"Where were you?" David demanded, his voice low but intense. "And don't tell me the ladies' room, because I checked there."

Malcolm swallowed hard, the adrenaline of the encounter with Jason still coursing through Emma's veins. "I was speaking with Mr. Carter about Dr. Reed's project," he said truthfully, if incompletely. "He's agreed to postpone his decision pending review."

David's eyes narrowed, taking in his "daughter's" flushed appearance. "In his office, I presume? Alone?"

The protective anger in David's voice created a complex emotional response in Malcolm—shame at having put Emma in a compromising position, gratitude for the father's concern that he himself had never experienced, and a strange desire to protect David from the full truth of what had transpired.

"It was just business, Dad," Malcolm assured him, unconsciously reaching up to smooth Emma's hair. "And it worked. The project gets another chance."

David's jaw tightened, his hand coming to rest firmly on Malcolm's shoulder. "Emma, listen to me very carefully. Jason Carter doesn't do 'just business' with young women. Whatever he promised you, whatever he said—it comes with strings attached."

The warning was unnecessary; Malcolm had experienced those strings firsthand, felt them wrapping around Emma's body with each caress. But he nodded, allowing Emma's expression to convey appropriate filial respect.

"I can handle myself," Malcolm said softly. "But I appreciate your concern."

As David guided him through the crowd toward the exit, Malcolm cast one last glance back into the ballroom. Jason Carter stood by the bar, watching them leave, his expression unreadable except for the slight curve of his lips. He raised his glass in a small salute, his meaning clear—this wasn't over.

Malcolm turned away, leaning slightly into David's protective embrace as they departed. The evening had yielded both victory and complication—a reprieve for his research, but at a cost he hadn't anticipated. And somewhere in his clutch, a digital record of Jason Carter's behavior waited to be delivered to Emma—a gift from one woman to herself, facilitated by a man who had never before understood what it meant to navigate the world in female form.


Chapter 10: Point of No Return

"I'll be fine, Dad," Malcolm assured David, watching relief spread across the older man's features. "The hotel is only six blocks from our house—I'll just have the car service drop me off on their way."

David's forehead creased with concern. "You're sure? The company's arranged rooms for everyone—it would be safer."

Malcolm deployed Emma's most persuasive smile, the one he'd seen in countless photos. "I need my own things for tomorrow. Besides," he added with a perfectly calibrated eye roll, "I'm eighteen. I can manage getting home safely."

The board's decision to book hotel rooms for all attendees—part of their new anti-drunk-driving initiative—had provided the perfect cover. As guests began filtering out of the ballroom toward the waiting cars, Malcolm had spotted Jason watching him from across the room, his intent clear in the heated gaze that hadn't left Emma's form all evening.

"Text me when you get home," David insisted, pressing a paternal kiss to Malcolm's forehead before joining several board members heading for the elevators.

Malcolm waited until David disappeared, then slipped through the dwindling crowd toward the exit. He had barely stepped outside when a sleek black Porsche pulled up, the passenger window sliding down to reveal Jason behind the wheel.

"Need a ride?" Jason asked, his voice carrying a hunger that sent an involuntary shiver down Malcolm's spine.

The rational part of Malcolm's brain screamed warnings—this was crossing a line far beyond what was necessary to save his project. Yet Emma's body hummed with anticipation, nipples already tightening beneath silk at the mere sight of Jason's predatory smile.

"How convenient," Malcolm replied in Emma's melodic voice, sliding into the passenger seat with practiced feminine grace, the movement causing his dress to ride up several inches.

Jason's eyes immediately dropped to the exposed expanse of thigh above Emma's stockings, his throat working as he swallowed hard. The enclosed space of the luxury car amplified his masculine presence—the scent of his cologne mingling with the leather interior, the heat radiating from his body across the center console.

"Seatbelt," Jason instructed, his voice rougher than it had been minutes ago.

Malcolm complied, the action drawing the emerald silk of his dress tighter across Emma's breasts. He felt Jason's gaze like a physical touch, tracking the movement before reluctantly returning to the road as the car pulled away from the curb.

They drove in charged silence for several blocks, the tension between them thickening with each passing moment. Malcolm gave directions to Emma's house in a voice that sounded breathier than intended, all too aware of Jason's proximity in the confined space.

At a red light, Jason's hand left the gear shift to land on Malcolm's knee, warm and heavy through the thin fabric of Emma's dress. "You were incredible tonight," he murmured, fingers tracing small circles on the sensitive skin. "Every man in that room wanted you. But you're leaving with me."

The possessive assertion should have repulsed Malcolm. Instead, Emma's body responded with a fresh pulse of arousal, a warmth spreading from his core outward. "I made my choice," he replied, the words emerging as a near whisper.

The light changed and Jason accelerated, but his hand remained on Malcolm's leg, inching higher with each block they traveled. By the time they turned onto Emma's residential street, his fingers had reached the lace tops of Malcolm's stockings, occasionally brushing against the damp fabric of his panties with a deliberateness that belied his casual expression.

Each fleeting contact sent jolts of electricity straight to Malcolm's core, his borrowed pussy growing increasingly wet despite his intellectual discomfort. The bioskin responded to physical stimuli with autonomic reactions beyond his conscious control—nipples painfully hard beneath silk, inner walls clenching around emptiness, a slick readiness gathering between his thighs.

As they pulled into Emma's driveway, Jason's fingers pressed more firmly against the center of Malcolm's panties, finding the swollen nub of his clitoris through the soaked fabric. "Already so wet," he observed, voice dropping to a growl as Malcolm failed to suppress a gasp. "Been thinking about this all night, haven't you?"

Malcolm redirected Jason's hand with calculated precision—allowing the intimacy while preventing further exploration that might reveal the bioskin's artificial nature. "We should go inside," he suggested, employing Emma's coy smile while his mind raced with the implications of what he was about to do.

The house was dark and silent as Malcolm fumbled with Emma's keys, acutely aware of Jason standing close behind him, his breath warm against the nape of Malcolm's neck. The moment the door swung open, strong hands gripped his waist, spinning him around and pressing Emma's smaller body against the wall.

"Finally," Jason growled, his larger frame completely dominating Malcolm's borrowed form, one thigh wedging between Emma's legs as his mouth descended with hungry urgency.

The kiss was nothing like their earlier encounter in Jason's office—that had been calculated, controlled, a strategic exchange. This was raw possession, Jason's tongue invading Malcolm's mouth without preamble, his hands roaming Emma's body with greedy entitlement. His erection pressed insistently against Malcolm's stomach, the impressive length and hardness of it evident even through multiple layers of clothing.

Malcolm's head spun with the sensory overload—the rough scrape of stubble against Emma's soft skin, the taste of expensive scotch on Jason's tongue, the unmistakable maleness of his scent overwhelming in such close proximity. Most disorienting was his body's eager response, Emma's nervous system lighting up with pleasure signals that had nothing to do with Malcolm's conscious desires.

"Perfect," he murmured against Malcolm's lips, thumb finding and circling the hardened nipple through delicate ivory lace. "Fucking faboulous."

Malcolm gasped as the direct stimulation sent currents of pleasure racing from breast to groin, Emma's body arching into the touch with unconscious eagerness. Jason's thigh pressed more firmly between Malcolm's legs, creating delicious friction against his increasingly sensitive center.

"Jason," Malcolm managed, Emma's voice emerging as a breathy moan that only seemed to inflame Jason further.

"Say it again," Jason demanded, fingers pinching Malcolm's nipple with a roughness that balanced exquisitely between pleasure and pain. "I want to hear my name on those pretty lips."

"Jason," Malcolm repeated, the single word carrying a surrender that was both strategic and involuntary as waves of sensation washed through his borrowed form.

One of Jason's hands slid down to cup Malcolm's ass, squeezing the firm flesh before lifting slightly, positioning Emma's body for more direct contact with his erection. The movement created a new angle of friction against Malcolm's swollen labia, the pressure so exquisite that he nearly cried out.

"I've wanted this since the moment your dad first brought you into the office," Jason growled, his mouth leaving Malcolm's to trail hungry kisses down the column of Emma's throat. "Watching you bend over your father's desk to retrieve those files, that little skirt riding up just enough to show the curve where thigh meets ass."

The explicit description created a vivid image in Malcolm's mind—not of himself, but of Emma, unaware of Jason's predatory gaze as she performed innocent actions. The thought should have disgusted him. Instead, it sent another treacherous pulse of arousal through his core, Emma's body responding to the knowledge of being desired with primal readiness.

Jason's teeth grazed the sensitive junction where neck met shoulder, the slight pain transforming immediately to pleasure as his tongue soothed the spot. His hands continued their possessive exploration, one squeezing Malcolm's breast with increasing urgency while the other slid beneath the hem of Emma's dress to cup her ass directly, fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising intensity.

Malcolm experienced the full flowering of female arousal—so different from his male responses, so much more complex and all-encompassing. His labia had swollen with blood, sensitive and slick with evidence of his body's betrayal. His clitoris throbbed beneath its hood, each brush of fabric or pressure from Jason's thigh sending sparks of pleasure radiating outward. Most foreign of all was the emptiness inside, the clenching of internal muscles seeking something to grip, the physical craving for penetration that had no equivalent in his male experience.

Jason's mouth returned to Malcolm's, the kiss deeper, more demanding, his tongue mimicking the act his body so clearly wished to perform. His hand abandoned Malcolm's breast to tug impatiently at the fabric of Emma's dress, bunching it around her waist to expose the ivory lace panties beneath.

"Christ," he groaned, pulling back just enough to look down at the revealed expanse of smooth skin above lace-topped stockings, the damp patch visible on the delicate panties between Emma's thighs. "You're perfect. Exactly as I imagined."

The words carried a possessiveness that sent conflicting signals through Malcolm's system—part warning, part intoxication. In his male form, he had never been the object of such naked desire, had never experienced the particular vulnerability of being physically overpowered by someone who wanted to possess rather than just pleasure him.

Jason's fingers hooked into the waistband of Malcolm's panties, his intention clear in the hunger darkening his eyes to midnight blue. The moment stretched between them—Jason's breathing ragged, his erection straining visibly against his trousers; Malcolm trembling with a mixture of scientific curiosity, ethical horror, and undeniable physical need.

"Inside," Malcolm whispered, the word emerging as both invitation and delay tactic. He needed time to think, to establish boundaries that would protect the bioskin's secret while still securing Jason's support for the project. "Not here in the hallway."

Jason growled in frustration, his fingers tightening on Malcolm's hip. "I don't think I can wait," he admitted, voice rough with need as he pressed his erection more insistently against Emma's stomach. "I've been hard for you all night."

Malcolm placed his hands against Jason's chest, feeling the thundering heartbeat beneath expensive fabric. "Patience," he murmured, deliberately pressing Emma's breasts against Jason's torso, the hardened nipples creating points of exquisite friction through lace and silk.

With calculated precision, Malcolm captured Jason's hand where it rested on the waistband of his panties, guiding it instead to the slick fabric covering his center. The contact sent a jolt of pleasure so intense that his knees nearly buckled, Emma's voice emerging in a gasp that was entirely unfeigned.

"Feel how wet I am for you," Malcolm whispered, the crude words strange on Emma's delicate lips but devastatingly effective as Jason's fingers pressed against the soaked silk, finding and circling the swollen nub of Malcolm's clitoris through the thin barrier.

"Jesus," Jason hissed, his control visibly fraying as Malcolm's hips bucked involuntarily against his hand. "I need to be inside you. Now."

The raw demand sent a flood of wetness through Malcolm's core, dampening his inner thighs with evidence of Emma's body's eagerness. The sensation of slickness running down his legs—something he had never experienced in his male form—was both foreign and thrilling, a physical surrender his conscious mind still struggled to reconcile.

With a strategic shift that maintained contact with Jason's exploring fingers, Malcolm began guiding them toward Emma's bedroom. Each step created new friction as Jason's hand remained pressed against the center of Malcolm's panties, his other arm wrapped possessively around Emma's waist to keep their bodies aligned.

As they stumbled down the hallway, Malcolm's scientific mind continued cataloging sensations even as Emma's body surrendered to them—the throbbing pulse between his legs, the aching fullness of his breasts, the hypersensitivity of skin that seemed to register every breath of air, every brush of fabric, every point of contact with Jason's larger frame.

The ethical implications loomed larger with each step toward Emma's bedroom. Malcolm had crossed lines he'd never imagined himself capable of crossing, had used Emma's body for purposes that went far beyond his original justification of saving his research. Yet the bioskin had done more than transform his physical form—it had awakened desires and responses his male body had forgotten or never known, creating a hunger that seemed to grow rather than diminish with each new sensation.

As they reached the doorway to Emma's room, Jason pressed Malcolm against the frame, his mouth reclaiming Emma's in a kiss that promised exactly what awaited on the other side of that threshold. His fingers slid beneath the edge of Malcolm's panties, finally making direct contact with the slick, swollen folds of his labia.

The touch was electric, sending a shock wave of pleasure through Malcolm's system that momentarily obliterated thought. Emma's body responded with a fresh gush of wetness, inner walls clenching desperately around nothing as Jason's finger circled the entrance to Malcolm's vagina without quite penetrating.

"Tell me you want this," Jason demanded, his voice a rough whisper against Malcolm's lips. "Tell me you want me inside you."

The request hung between them, laden with significance that went beyond the immediate physical act. In responding, Malcolm would be making a conscious choice rather than simply reacting to stimuli—would be actively participating in a deception that used Emma's body for his own gratification rather than merely to save his research.

As Jason's finger continued its maddening circles against Malcolm's entrance, occasionally brushing against his throbbing clitoris with devastating precision, the decision crystallized with unexpected clarity. The wetness running down his inner thighs, the ache in his breasts, the emptiness that demanded filling—these were not just autonomous responses but genuine desires that the bioskin had awakened.

For one night, he was Emma Reynolds. For one night, he would experience pleasures his male body could never know.

"I want you," Malcolm whispered, Emma's voice carrying a surrender that was both strategic and sincere as he guided Jason across the threshold into darkness. "I want you inside me."

The bedroom door closed behind them with a soft click that sounded, to Malcolm's heightened senses, like the final sealing of a pact. Point of no return, indeed.


Chapter 11: Physical Surrender

They tumbled through the doorway into Emma's bedroom, a tangle of desperate limbs and hungry mouths. Jason's lips blazed a scorching trail down Malcolm's neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin where throat met shoulder, tongue laving the tender spots his bites left behind. Each wet kiss sent cascading shivers down Malcolm's spine, Emma's body responding with automatic, eager arches that pressed her breasts more firmly against Jason's chest.

Malcolm gasped as cool air rushed against Emma's increasingly exposed back, the sound transforming into a moan as Jason's mouth found the newly revealed skin, tongue tracing the delicate bump of each vertebra. His large hands slid beneath the loosened fabric, palms hot against Malcolm's rib cage as they curved around to cup Emma's breasts through the thin lace of her bra.

The dress fell to the floor in a puddle of emerald silk, leaving Malcolm standing in nothing but ivory lingerie, thigh-high stockings, and heels. The sudden vulnerability of female near-nakedness hit him with shocking force—the exposure fundamentally different from male undress. Emma's smaller body felt utterly defenseless before Jason's fully-clothed, larger frame, his hungry eyes devouring every inch of revealed flesh with predatory intensity.

Jason stepped back slightly, gaze traveling slowly from Emma's flushed face down to her heaving breasts, the slight curve of her stomach, the damp spot visible on her delicate panties, the long legs encased in sheer stockings. His expression was one of naked hunger, a man savoring the unwrapping of a long-desired gift.

"Turn around," he commanded, voice rough with desire. "Slowly."

Malcolm complied, the scientific part of him still cataloging each new experience even as Emma's body responded with eager submission to the dominant tone. He pivoted slowly on Emma's heels, feeling Jason's gaze like a physical touch on the nape of his neck, the curve of his shoulders, the dip of his spine, the rounded swell of his ass barely covered by ivory lace.

Malcolm's head fell back against Jason's shoulder, Emma's body yielding to the larger male presence with an instinctive surrender that had nothing to do with his conscious will. Jason's thumbs found and circled his nipples through lace, the friction creating sparks of pleasure that shot straight to his core, dampening his already soaked panties with fresh evidence of arousal.

With unexpected gentleness, Jason unhooked the delicate bra, sliding the straps down Malcolm's arms before tossing it aside. The cool air against Emma's bare breasts created an immediate response—nipples tightening further, skin pebbling with goosebumps that Jason's palms smoothed away as they cupped the small, firm mounds.

"So responsive," he murmured, his voice a hot whisper against Malcolm's ear as he pinched both nipples simultaneously, drawing a cry from Emma's throat that startled Malcolm with its neediness. "I bet you get wet just from having these played with, don't you?"

As if to prove his point, Jason's right hand abandoned Malcolm's breast to slide down the flat plane of Emma's stomach, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her panties to find the slick evidence of his body's betrayal. "Soaked," he confirmed with smug satisfaction, his middle finger parting Malcolm's outer labia to circle the swollen bud of his clitoris. "Absolutely fucking drenched."

The direct stimulation sent a jolt of pleasure so intense that Malcolm's knees nearly buckled, only Jason's arm around his waist keeping Emma's body upright as it shuddered with response. The finger circled again, applying just the right pressure to send sparks shooting through Malcolm's nervous system, a whimper escaping Emma's lips that sounded nothing like his own voice.

"On the bed," Jason ordered, turning Malcolm in his arms and walking him backward until the backs of Emma's thighs hit the mattress. With gentle pressure on his shoulders, he guided Malcolm to sit on the edge of the bed before kneeling between Emma's spread legs.

Jason looked up at Malcolm, his blue eyes nearly black with dilated pupils as his hands slid up Emma's thighs, thumbs hooking into the waistband of her panties. "Lift," he commanded, and Malcolm raised Emma's hips automatically, allowing Jason to slide the soaked lace down her legs, leaving her exposed in nothing but stockings and heels.

The vulnerability was overwhelming—Emma's most intimate parts completely revealed while Jason remained fully dressed, his hungry gaze fixed on the glistening pink flesh between Malcolm's thighs. A flush spread across Emma's chest and up her neck to her cheeks, a biological response to exposure that Malcolm couldn't control.

"Beautiful," Jason murmured, his thumbs gently parting Malcolm's outer labia to reveal the deeper pink of his inner folds, the swollen nub of his clitoris, the slick entrance to his vagina. "So pretty and pink. And all mine."

Before Malcolm could process the possessive statement, Jason leaned forward, his mouth closing around one of Emma's nipples with shocking heat and suction. The sensation was electric—so different from the stimulation his male nipples had been capable of experiencing. Pleasure radiated outward from the sensitive peak, intensifying as Jason's teeth grazed the tender flesh before his tongue soothed the slight sting.

"Jason," Malcolm gasped, Emma's voice emerging high and breathless as his body responded with autonomic eagerness—back arching to offer more breast, thighs parting wider in unconscious invitation, inner walls clenching around emptiness.

Jason's mouth released Malcolm's nipple only to capture the other, his hand replacing his lips on the first breast, fingers pinching and rolling the wet, sensitized peak. The dual stimulation created waves of pleasure that washed through Malcolm's borrowed form, each peak and valley more intense than the last.

"Please," Malcolm heard himself whisper, the word emerging in Emma's voice without conscious thought—a plea for something his body craved but his mind still struggled to accept.

Jason looked up, his lips wet from suckling Emma's breast, eyes dark with desire. "Tell me what you want," he demanded, one hand sliding between Malcolm's thighs to cup his sex possessively. "Say it."

Malcolm swallowed hard, caught between scientific detachment and overwhelming physical need. "I want..." The words caught in his throat as Jason's finger slid along the length of his slit, gathering moisture before circling his entrance without penetrating.

"Say it," Jason repeated, his voice lower, rougher. "Tell me you want my cock inside you."

The crude demand should have repulsed Malcolm, should have triggered the same indignation he'd felt when Jason dismissed his research. Instead, Emma's body responded with another rush of wetness against Jason's exploring fingers, inner walls clenching desperately around emptiness.

"I want you inside me," Malcolm whispered, the surrender both strategic and sincere as his hips lifted involuntarily, seeking more contact with Jason's teasing fingers.

A triumphant smile curved Jason's lips as he stood, his hands moving to his belt with practiced efficiency. "Eyes on me," he commanded as he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a torso sculpted by expensive personal trainers—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, defined abs, a light dusting of dark hair narrowing to a trail that disappeared beneath his waistband.

Malcolm watched, mesmerized, as Jason stripped with confident movements, utterly comfortable in his nudity in a way that highlighted Malcolm's own vulnerability. When Jason finally pushed down his boxer briefs, his erection sprang free, and Malcolm felt Emma's eyes widen with a mixture of apprehension and fascination.

Jason's cock was impressively proportioned—long and thick, curving slightly upward, the head already glistening with evidence of his arousal. From Malcolm's male perspective, it would have been merely another penis, perhaps somewhat larger than average but nothing remarkable. From Emma's perspective, lying back on the bed with thighs spread in invitation, it looked intimidatingly, impossibly large.

"Don't worry," Jason said, misreading the expression on Emma's face as he moved onto the bed, positioning himself between Malcolm's spread thighs. "I'll go slow."

The weight of Jason's larger body settling over Emma's smaller frame created another novel sensation—the feeling of being completely covered, enveloped, trapped beneath solid male muscle. In his own body, Malcolm had always been the one in the dominant position, the one with greater size and strength. Now, pinned beneath Jason's broader shoulders and heavier weight, he experienced the particular vulnerability of female positioning—the knowledge that resistance would be futile, that his borrowed body simply lacked the strength to push away the man pressing him into the mattress.

Jason's mouth found Malcolm's in a hungry kiss, his tongue invading with the same possessive intent his body was clearly preparing to enact. One large hand cupped Emma's breast, thumb circling the sensitive nipple, while the other reached between their bodies to guide his erection to Malcolm's entrance.

The blunt pressure of Jason's cock against Malcolm's opening sent a jolt of apprehension through him—a primal fear response to the imminent penetration that had no equivalent in his male sexual experiences. Jason seemed to sense his tension, pausing to look down at Malcolm with surprising tenderness.

"Relax," he murmured, his free hand stroking Emma's cheek in a gesture almost at odds with the raw hunger in his eyes. "I'll make it good for you."

The head of Jason's cock pressed more firmly against Malcolm's entrance, the pressure increasing until the tight ring of muscle began to yield. The sensation was unlike anything Malcolm had experienced—a burning stretch that hovered between pain and pleasure as his body struggled to accommodate the intrusion.

"So tight," Jason groaned, his eyes never leaving Malcolm's face as he pushed forward with gentle but relentless pressure. "Fuck, you're tight."

The burning increased as the widest part of Jason's cockhead breached Malcolm's opening, a gasp of genuine pain escaping Emma's lips. Jason stilled immediately, his jaw clenched with the effort of restraint, sweat beading on his forehead.

"Breathe," he instructed, his thumb finding and circling Malcolm's clitoris with surprising skill, creating pleasure to counteract the discomfort. "Just breathe and relax around me."

Malcolm focused on Emma's breathing, forcing her body to yield to the intrusion rather than resist it. Gradually, the burning subsided, transforming into an intense awareness of fullness, of stretching around Jason's girth. The sensation was foreign yet compelling—his inner walls gripping Jason's cock with pulsing contractions beyond his conscious control.

"That's it," Jason encouraged, pushing forward another inch, his eyes dark with concentration and desire. "You're taking me so well."

The praise created an unexpected warmth in Malcolm's chest, Emma's body responding to the validation with another pulse of wetness. Jason's cock slid deeper, the friction against Malcolm's inner walls creating sparks of pleasure that began to override the initial discomfort.

"More," Malcolm heard himself whisper, Emma's hips lifting slightly to take Jason deeper, the movement instinctive rather than calculated.

Jason groaned, his control visibly fraying as he pushed forward in a smooth thrust that seated him fully inside Malcolm's body. The sensation was overwhelming—a completeness, a fullness beyond anything Malcolm had imagined. His vaginal walls stretched to accommodate Jason's impressive size, nerves firing signals of both pleasure and discomfort as his body adjusted to the invasion.

"God, you feel incredible," Jason breathed, his forehead resting against Malcolm's as he remained motionless, allowing Emma's body time to adapt. "So hot and tight and wet around me."

The crude description sent another rush of arousal through Malcolm, his inner walls clenching around Jason's cock in an autonomic response that made both of them gasp. The slight movement created a ripple of pleasure that radiated outward from Malcolm's core, the discomfort receding as his body fully accepted the penetration.

"Please," Malcolm whispered, Emma's voice carrying a need he would never have expressed in his male form. "Please move."

Jason needed no further encouragement. Drawing back until just the head of his cock remained inside, he thrust forward with controlled power, the friction against Malcolm's sensitive inner walls creating a pleasure so acute it bordered on pain. Again and again Jason repeated the motion, establishing a rhythm that had Malcolm gasping with each deep stroke.

The sensation was entirely unlike anything Malcolm had experienced as a man. Where male pleasure had been concentrated primarily in his penis, this was all-encompassing—waves radiating outward from his core, each thrust sending ripples of sensation through his entire body. His nipples ached for stimulation, his skin hypersensitive everywhere Jason touched, his clitoris throbbing with each brush of Jason's pubic bone against it.

"So good," Jason groaned, his pace increasing as Malcolm's body opened more fully to him. "So fucking good, Emma."

The name—not his own—sent a momentary jolt of dissonance through Malcolm, a reminder of the deception he was perpetrating. But the thought was quickly overwhelmed by physical sensation as Jason shifted angle slightly, his cock now dragging against a spot high on Malcolm's front wall that sent stars exploding behind his eyes.

"There!" Malcolm cried out, Emma's voice breaking on the word as pleasure unlike anything he'd yet experienced coursed through him. "Oh god, right there!"

Jason smiled with masculine satisfaction, deliberately targeting the spot with his next thrust. "Found it," he murmured, his free hand sliding beneath Malcolm's ass to tilt Emma's hips higher, creating the perfect angle for his cock to stroke that sensitive area with each movement.

Malcolm's scientific mind registered the stimulation of the g-spot even as his body surrendered to the pleasure it created. This was different from the clitoral orgasms he'd experienced earlier—deeper, more intense, building from within rather than from external stimulation. His inner walls began to contract rhythmically around Jason's invading length, each thrust bringing him closer to a peak he could feel building with inexorable force.

"You're close," Jason observed, his eyes locked on Malcolm's face, watching the pleasure transform Emma's features. "I can feel you getting tighter around me. Come for me, baby. Let me feel that sweet pussy squeeze my cock."

The explicit encouragement pushed Malcolm closer to the edge, Emma's body responding to both the physical stimulation and the verbal commands with increasing tension. Jason's thrusts maintained their perfect rhythm, each stroke rubbing against that spot inside that sent jolts of electricity through Malcolm's core.

"I'm going to—" Malcolm gasped, unable to complete the sentence as the first wave of orgasm crashed over him. Unlike the clitoral climaxes he'd experienced earlier, this built from deep within, radiating outward with such intensity that his back arched completely off the bed, only Jason's weight keeping Emma's lower body pinned in place.

"That's it," Jason encouraged, maintaining his rhythm as Malcolm's vagina contracted around him in pulsing waves. "Fuck yes, squeeze my cock just like that."

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, each thrust of Jason's cock extending the pleasure until Malcolm was sobbing with the intensity, Emma's body trembling beneath Jason's larger frame. Just as the sensation began to ebb, Jason shifted angle again, his pubic bone now grinding against Malcolm's swollen clitoris with each thrust.

To Malcolm's shock, another orgasm began building immediately, different from the first but equally powerful. This one centered around his clit, the external stimulation creating a sharper, more focused pleasure that peaked faster and more intensely.

"Again," Jason commanded, his pace increasing as sweat dripped from his forehead onto Malcolm's chest. "Come for me again, Emma. Show me how good my cock makes you feel."

The second orgasm hit with even greater force than the first, Malcolm's thighs clamping around Jason's hips as Emma's voice emerged in a keening wail that would have embarrassed him in any other context. His inner walls contracted so powerfully around Jason's cock that the CEO groaned in response, his rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with increased urgency.

"The bioskin project," Malcolm gasped as the second orgasm began to subside, Emma's voice breathless and broken. "Promise me you'll reconsider."

Jason's hips stuttered, his expression confused for a moment before clearing with understanding. "You want to talk about that now?" he asked incredulously, his cock still buried deep inside Malcolm's quivering body.

Malcolm wrapped Emma's legs around Jason's waist, drawing him deeper, using the weapons of female sexuality with instinctive skill. "Promise me," he repeated, deliberately clenching his inner muscles around Jason's length, drawing a strangled groan from the man above him. "Promise you'll meet with Dr. Reed on Monday."

"Fuck," Jason hissed, his control clearly fraying as Malcolm's body worked him with internal muscles his male form had never possessed. "Fine, yes, I'll meet with Reed. I'll reconsider the project. Just—god, do that again."

Malcolm complied, a sense of triumph mingling with the continued waves of pleasure as Jason's thrusts became more erratic, his breathing ragged against Emma's neck. "Say it," Malcolm insisted, Emma's voice soft but firm despite the continued jolts of pleasure radiating from where their bodies joined. "Promise you'll fund the bioskin project."

"I'll fund it," Jason groaned, clearly beyond rational thought as his orgasm approached. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

The victory was intoxicating, the power of Emma's body to extract promises that Malcolm Reed could never have obtained. As Jason's rhythm grew increasingly desperate, Malcolm felt a third orgasm building, this one combining internal and external stimulation into something that promised to eclipse the previous climaxes.

"I'm close," Jason warned, his fingers digging into Emma's hips with bruising force as he drove deeper, harder. "Fuck, I'm so close. Can I—inside you?"

The question penetrated Malcolm's pleasure-hazed mind with sudden clarity. The bioskin was designed to replicate human biology completely, including the potential for pregnancy. While Emma's body wasn't currently fertile, the psychological impact of allowing Jason to ejaculate inside her was significant.

But before Malcolm could formulate a response, the third orgasm crashed over him with devastating intensity, Emma's back arching, inner walls clamping down on Jason's cock with such force that the CEO had no choice but to follow her over the edge. With a guttural groan that sounded torn from his very core, Jason drove deep one final time, his cock pulsing inside Malcolm as hot jets of semen flooded Emma's channel.

The sensation was entirely foreign—the wet heat of another's release inside him, the subtle twitching of Jason's cock against his sensitive inner walls, the psychological intimacy of containing a part of someone else within his body. Malcolm's orgasm extended, intensified by the pulsing pressure of Jason's release, waves of pleasure washing through him until he lay limp and trembling beneath the CEO's heavier frame.

For long minutes, the only sound in the room was their combined ragged breathing. Jason's weight pressed Malcolm into the mattress, his softening cock still buried inside Emma's body, occasional aftershocks causing both of them to twitch with residual pleasure.

Finally, Jason raised himself on his elbows, looking down at Malcolm with an expression of satisfied wonder. "That was..." he began, then shook his head, apparently unable to find adequate words.

"Yes," Malcolm agreed simply, Emma's voice hoarse from cries he didn't remember making.

Jason slowly withdrew, the sensation creating a final shudder of sensitivity that rippled through Malcolm's oversensitized body. The sudden emptiness was disorienting—his inner walls clenching around nothing, a trickle of warm wetness escaping from between his thighs as evidence of what had just occurred.

As Jason collapsed beside him, one arm thrown possessively across Emma's waist, Malcolm stared at the ceiling, conflicting emotions warring within him. Disgust at the manipulation he had perpetrated. Triumph at having secured the future of his project. And, most disturbing of all, a profound physical satisfaction unlike anything he had experienced in his nearly sixty years of male existence.

The wet heat between his thighs—Jason's semen mixed with his own arousal—should have revolted him. Instead, it created a strange sense of accomplishment, of having experienced the most intimate exchange possible between two bodies. Emma's physical form had responded with an enthusiasm his conscious mind still struggled to reconcile, delivering pleasures his male body had never known were possible.

As Jason's breathing evened out into the rhythm of sleep, his arm heavy across Malcolm's waist, the ethical implications of what he had done settled over him like a physical weight. He had used Emma's body far beyond what was necessary to save his research. Had experienced pleasures through her form that she had never consented to share. Had allowed Jason to ejaculate inside her, creating potential complications neither he nor the real Emma had anticipated.

Yet alongside the guilt lay a disturbing satisfaction—not just in having secured his project's future, but in having experienced female pleasure in its most complete form. The multiple orgasms, each different from the last, had revealed capacities for sensation his male body could never achieve. The particular vulnerability of being penetrated, filled, taken had awakened responses he would never have believed himself capable of experiencing.

As Malcolm lay in Emma's bed, Jason's seed slowly leaking from her body, he knew with absolute certainty that nothing would ever be the same. When he returned to his male form—aging, overlooked, dismissed—he would carry with him the memory of what it meant to be desired, to be wanted with an intensity that overrode reason and restraint.

And perhaps most disturbing of all, he would carry the memory of how eagerly Emma's body had responded to that desire—how completely her flesh had surrendered to pleasures that his male consciousness had only begun to comprehend.


Chapter 12: Morning Exploration

Dawn's first light filtered through Emma's curtains, casting a golden glow across the tangled sheets. Malcolm stirred, the unfamiliar weight of Jason's arm still draped possessively across Emma's waist. His borrowed body felt deliciously sore—inner thighs tender, nipples sensitive from Jason's attentions, a pleasant ache between his legs where he'd been so thoroughly claimed.

Jason's eyes opened, immediately darkening with desire as they focused on Malcolm's face. "Morning," he murmured, voice rough with sleep and renewed hunger. Without waiting for a response, his hand slid up to cup one of Emma's breasts, thumb circling the nipple until it hardened to a tight peak.

"Sleep well?" Malcolm asked in Emma's melodic voice, a subtle arch pushing her breast more firmly into Jason's palm.

Jason's answer was to roll Malcolm beneath him, his morning erection pressing insistently against Emma's thigh. "Dreamt about you," he growled, lowering his head to capture Malcolm's nipple between his teeth, the gentle bite sending electric currents straight to his core. "About these perfect tits. About how wet you get for me."

Malcolm gasped as Jason's mouth worked magic on his sensitive breast, tongue swirling around the hardened peak before sucking with increasing pressure. The sensation was exquisite—so different from anything his male nipples had ever experienced, pleasure radiating outward in waves that somehow connected directly to his pussy.

"And about this," Jason continued, his hand sliding down Emma's flat stomach to cup her sex possessively. His middle finger slipped between Malcolm's outer labia, finding the evidence of renewed arousal already gathering there. "Always so ready," he observed with masculine satisfaction.

Before Malcolm could respond, Jason was moving down Emma's body, leaving a trail of wet kisses across her ribs, her stomach, the sensitive skin below her navel. His intentions were unmistakable as he positioned himself between her thighs, strong hands spreading her legs wider.

"Wait," Malcolm gasped, sudden apprehension flooding him. This form of intimacy seemed even more invasive than penetration had been—Jason's face so close to the bioskin, his mouth about to make contact with the artificial flesh.

Jason looked up, his expression confused by the hesitation. "Trust me," he murmured, his breath hot against Malcolm's inner thigh. "I want to taste you."

The first touch of Jason's tongue against Malcolm's sex sent a shock wave through his system—warm, wet, and impossibly soft as it traced the length of his slit from perineum to clitoris. Malcolm's head fell back against the pillows, a moan escaping Emma's lips that sounded nothing like his own voice.

"God, you taste amazing," Jason groaned, before returning to his exploration with renewed enthusiasm. His tongue circled Malcolm's entrance, gathering the wetness there before moving upward to focus on his clitoris, the sensitive bud already swollen with arousal.

The sensation was unlike anything Malcolm had experienced—different even from the penetration of the previous night. Where that had been about fullness and pressure, this was pure, focused pleasure, Jason's tongue providing the perfect combination of firmness and softness as it circled and flicked against his most sensitive spot.

"Jason," Malcolm gasped, Emma's back arching involuntarily as pleasure built with alarming speed. His hands found their way to Jason's head, fingers tangling in thick hair, unsure whether to pull him closer or push him away from the overwhelming sensation.

Jason hummed in approval against Malcolm's flesh, the vibration adding another layer to the already intense stimulation. His hands slid beneath Emma's ass, lifting her slightly to improve his angle, tongue now making deliberate patterns against Malcolm's clitoris—circles, flicks, broad strokes that had him trembling on the edge of climax within minutes.

When Jason's lips closed around Malcolm's clit, sucking gently while his tongue continued its relentless assault, the orgasm crashed through him with stunning intensity. Emma's body convulsed, thighs clamping around Jason's head, a flood of wetness escaping as pleasure radiated outward from his core.

"Oh god, oh god," Malcolm chanted, the words emerging in Emma's high, breathless voice as wave after wave of sensation washed through him. Jason didn't relent, his tongue continuing its movements through the climax, extending the pleasure until Malcolm was sobbing with overstimulation.

Just as the sensation bordered on too much, Jason shifted his attention lower, his tongue now probing at Malcolm's entrance. The penetration was shallow but intensely intimate, Jason's tongue exploring the sensitive inner walls with obvious appreciation.

To Malcolm's shock, his body began responding again almost immediately, the internal muscles clenching around Jason's tongue, seeking deeper penetration. Jason seemed to sense this need, replacing his tongue with first one finger, then two, sliding them deep inside while his mouth returned to Malcolm's clitoris.

The dual stimulation—internal and external—created a rapidly building pressure unlike anything Malcolm had yet experienced. His hips began moving of their own accord, grinding against Jason's face, chasing a sensation that felt fundamentally different from previous orgasms.

"Don't stop," Malcolm begged, Emma's voice breaking on the words as the pressure intensified, centered deep within his core. "Please don't stop."

Jason increased his pace, fingers curving upward to press against Malcolm's front wall while his tongue maintained its rhythm against his clit. The combination was devastating, pushing Malcolm toward a peak that felt almost frighteningly intense.

When the climax hit, it was accompanied by a rush of fluid that shocked Malcolm with its force—a gush of clear liquid that soaked the sheets beneath them as pleasure exploded outward from his core. The female ejaculation was something he'd read about scientifically but never experienced, the intensity of it leaving him trembling and incoherent as aftershocks continued to ripple through Emma's body.

Jason emerged from between Malcolm's thighs with a triumphant expression, his face glistening with evidence of Malcolm's arousal. "That," he said with masculine pride, "was fucking beautiful."

Malcolm lay boneless against the pillows, Emma's body still shuddering with residual pleasure, the sheets soaked beneath her. "I've never..." he began, the words trailing off as he realized the admission might seem strange coming from Emma.

"First time squirting?" Jason asked, moving up to lie beside him, one hand lazily tracing patterns on Emma's still-sensitive skin. "I'm honored to be the one who made it happen."

Before Malcolm could formulate a response, Jason was guiding Emma's hand to his erection, the impressive length of it hot and hard against her palm. "Your turn," he suggested, his meaning unmistakable.

Malcolm hesitated, another line about to be crossed. In his male life, he had never performed oral sex on another man, had never even considered it. Yet as Emma, with her smaller hand wrapped around Jason's substantial girth, the prospect created a confusing mixture of apprehension and curiosity.

"I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around my cock," Jason murmured, his hand guiding Malcolm's head gently but insistently downward. "After how good I just made you feel..."

The implicit obligation hung in the air, and Malcolm found himself moving down Jason's body, positioning himself between the CEO's spread thighs. From this perspective, Jason's erection looked even more intimidating—thick and long, the head already glistening with evidence of his arousal.

With scientific detachment rapidly giving way to something more primal, Malcolm leaned forward, allowing Emma's tongue to trace the length of Jason's shaft from base to tip. The taste was unfamiliar—musky, salty, distinctly masculine—but not unpleasant. Jason's immediate groan of approval sent an unexpected thrill through Malcolm, a strange pride in eliciting such a strong response.

"That's it," Jason encouraged, one hand tangling in Emma's long hair, providing gentle guidance. "Take me in your mouth."

Malcolm complied, wrapping Emma's lips around the head of Jason's cock, surprised at how the action made his own sex pulse with renewed arousal. The weight of Jason on Emma's tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth, the vulnerability of the position—all created a complex mixture of sensations that Malcolm's scientific mind struggled to categorize.

"God, your mouth feels amazing," Jason groaned as Malcolm began to move, taking more of him with each downward motion, Emma's tongue instinctively swirling around the sensitive head each time she pulled back. "Look at me," Jason commanded, tugging gently but firmly on her hair. "I want to see those pretty eyes while you suck my cock."

Malcolm looked up, meeting Jason's gaze through Emma's eyes. The raw desire he saw there sent another pulse of arousal through his core—the power of being able to reduce this powerful man to primal need with nothing but Emma's mouth and tongue.

Jason's hand in Malcolm's hair tightened, guiding Emma's movements more firmly now, setting a rhythm that had him taking Jason deeper with each stroke. The head of Jason's cock bumped against the back of Emma's throat, triggering a gag reflex that Malcolm fought to control.

"Relax," Jason instructed, his voice rough with pleasure. "Breathe through your nose. That's it."

Malcolm followed Jason's guidance, surprised at how quickly Emma's body adapted to the intrusion, her throat relaxing to accommodate more of Jason's length. The intimate act—taking another man into his mouth, tasting him, pleasuring him with Emma's lips and tongue—should have repulsed Malcolm. Instead, it created a confusing arousal, Emma's pussy growing wetter as Jason's pleasure became more vocal.

"Fuck, you're good at this," Jason groaned, his hips now rising slightly to meet each downward movement of Malcolm's head. "Born to suck cock, weren't you?"

The crude praise should have offended Malcolm, should have triggered the same indignation he'd felt when Jason dismissed his research. Instead, Emma's body responded with another rush of wetness between her thighs, the submission creating a pleasure all its own.

Just as Malcolm was finding a rhythm, Jason's hands moved to his shoulders, pulling him upward. "Not yet," he explained, his breathing ragged. "Not ready to finish that way."

Malcolm found himself being repositioned, guided onto his hands and knees on the bed, Emma's ass raised invitingly toward Jason. The position was primal, vulnerable in a way that sent conflicting signals through Malcolm's system—apprehension warring with anticipation as Jason moved behind him.

The first touch of Jason's cock against Malcolm's entrance sent a shiver through Emma's frame. Still sensitive from the night before, his pussy clenched in anticipation of being filled again. But instead of pushing forward, Jason's length slid upward, gliding between Malcolm's slick folds to rub against his clitoris from behind.

"So wet," Jason observed, the head of his cock circling Malcolm's clit in a teasing motion that had him pushing back instinctively, seeking more pressure. "Always so ready for me."

Malcolm felt Jason's thumb trace higher, circling the tight pucker of Emma's ass with deliberate intent. The touch sent a jolt of alarm through him—another boundary about to be crossed, another intimacy he had never experienced in his male form.

"Jason," Malcolm began, uncertainty evident in Emma's voice.

"Trust me," Jason murmured, his thumb continuing its gentle exploration, now slick with the abundant wetness from Malcolm's pussy. "I'll make it good for you."

The first gentle pressure of Jason's thumb breaching the tight ring of muscle created a sensation Malcolm couldn't immediately categorize—not quite pleasure, not quite pain, but intensely intimate in a way that made his breath catch. The penetration was shallow, experimental, giving Emma's body time to adjust to the unfamiliar intrusion.

"Relax," Jason instructed, his free hand reaching around to find Malcolm's clit, circling it with practiced skill that quickly rekindled the pleasure from earlier. "Let me in."

The combination of stimulation—Jason's thumb slowly working deeper into Malcolm's ass while his fingers played with his clit—created a complex tapestry of sensation that had Emma's body responding despite Malcolm's intellectual reservations. His hips began moving of their own accord, pushing back against the penetration while simultaneously grinding against the fingers at his front.

"That's it," Jason encouraged, his thumb now fully embedded in Malcolm's ass, the tight muscle gripping him with pulsing contractions beyond conscious control. "You like that, don't you? Having both holes played with?"

The crude question sent another pulse of unwanted arousal through Malcolm's core, Emma's body responding to both the physical stimulation and the verbal dominance with increasing surrender. When Jason withdrew his thumb only to return with two slick fingers, the stretching burn transformed rapidly into a pleasure Malcolm had never anticipated—deep, intense, radiating outward from a place he'd never considered erogenous.

"Please," Malcolm heard himself whisper, Emma's voice carrying a need he would never have expressed in his male form. "I need you inside me."

Jason's fingers withdrew, leaving Malcolm feeling strangely empty, bereft of the fullness he'd just begun to crave. There was a moment of repositioning, the blunt head of Jason's cock pressing against Malcolm's pussy, teasing his entrance with shallow thrusts that never quite penetrated fully.

"Tell me what you want," Jason demanded, one hand gripping Emma's hip while the other continued working Malcolm's ass, stretching and preparing him for what was clearly coming next. "Be specific."

The demand for explicit consent created a moment of clarity in Malcolm's pleasure-hazed mind. This was a line beyond any he'd crossed so far—allowing Jason to take Emma's body in a way she herself might never have permitted, experiencing a pleasure through her form that went beyond what was necessary for his mission.

But as Jason's cock continued to tease his entrance, as the fingers in his ass created sparks of pleasure he'd never known possible, Malcolm found himself surrendering to the demands of Emma's flesh.

"I want you inside me," he gasped, pushing back against Jason's teasing length. "Both... both places."

Jason's groan of approval was primal, his cock finally pushing forward to fill Malcolm's pussy with a single deep thrust that had both of them gasping. The fullness was exquisite—different from the previous night, more intense with the additional penetration of Jason's fingers in his ass, the dual sensation creating a pressure that bordered on too much.

"So tight," Jason hissed, remaining motionless for a moment to allow Malcolm's body to adjust. "So fucking perfect."

When he began to move, it was with careful control—shallow thrusts that gradually deepened as Malcolm's body opened to him, fingers working in counterpoint to create a rhythm of alternating penetration that had Emma's body trembling with building pleasure.

The intensity built with alarming speed, each thrust of Jason's cock sending jolts of electricity through Malcolm's core, each push of fingers into his ass adding a dimension of pleasure his male body could never have experienced. His scientific mind continued cataloging sensations even as Emma's body surrendered to them—the stretch of being filled in both openings, the pressure against internal spots he'd never known existed, the way each penetration seemed to amplify the other.

"I'm going to fuck your ass now," Jason murmured, the crude statement sending another unwelcome pulse of arousal through Malcolm. "You're ready for me."

Before Malcolm could fully process the statement, Jason was withdrawing completely, leaving him empty and aching with need. There was a moment of adjustment, the blunt head of Jason's cock now pressing against the tight ring of muscle his fingers had been preparing.

The pressure was intense, the burning stretch as Jason began to push forward creating a complex mixture of discomfort and desperate arousal. Malcolm buried Emma's face in the pillows, breath coming in short gasps as his body struggled to accommodate the invasion.

"Breathe," Jason instructed, one hand reaching around to find Malcolm's clit, circling it with firm pressure that helped distract from the initial discomfort. "Bear down slightly. That's it."

The burning intensified as the widest part of Jason's head breached the tight muscle, then suddenly transformed as he slipped past the initial resistance. A gasp of shock escaped Malcolm's lips as pleasure bloomed where pain had been moments before—deep, intense, unlike anything he'd experienced through Emma's body or his own.

"Fuck," Jason groaned, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. "So tight. So fucking tight around my cock."

He began to move with exquisite care, each shallow thrust pushing slightly deeper, giving Malcolm's body time to adjust to the unfamiliar penetration. The hand on his clit never stopped its movements, ensuring pleasure remained at the forefront of the experience, gradually transforming discomfort into a building ecstasy that had Malcolm pushing back to meet each careful thrust.

"More," Malcolm heard himself beg, Emma's voice muffled against the pillows as her body surrendered completely to the new pleasure. "Please, more."

Jason's rhythm changed, thrusts becoming deeper, more confident as Malcolm's body opened to him. The sensation was indescribable—fullness beyond anything he'd felt before, pressure against internal spots that sent jolts of electricity straight to his core, the continued stimulation of his clit creating a perfect storm of sensation that had him racing toward another climax.

"Touch yourself," Jason commanded, removing his hand from Malcolm's clit to grip both of Emma's hips, allowing him to thrust more powerfully. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

Malcolm obeyed without hesitation, one hand reaching between Emma's thighs to find his swollen clit, circling it with increasingly desperate movements as pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak. The dual stimulation—Jason's cock stretching his ass while his own fingers worked his clit—created an orgasm that hit with devastating force, Emma's body convulsing around the invasion, internal muscles clamping down in rhythmic pulses that had Jason groaning with his own approaching climax.

"Going to come," Jason warned, his rhythm faltering as pleasure overtook him. "Going to fill this tight little ass."

The crude declaration sent another wave of orgasm through Malcolm, Emma's body responding to both the physical stimulation and the primal claim with a surrender beyond conscious control. He felt the exact moment Jason found his release—the slight swelling of his cock, the pulse of heat as he emptied himself deep inside, the groan torn from his throat as pleasure overwhelmed him.

For long moments, they remained joined, both trembling with aftershocks of pleasure too intense to immediately process. When Jason finally withdrew, the sensation created a final shudder that rippled through Malcolm's oversensitized body.

He collapsed onto the bed, Emma's smaller frame immediately gathered into Jason's possessive embrace, his lips pressing kisses against her sweat-dampened hair. The intimacy of the moment—the aftermath of pleasures his male body could never have known—created a confusing mixture of emotions: satisfaction, shame, triumph, and a strange sense of loss for what he would eventually have to relinquish.

"You're incredible," Jason murmured, his hand tracing lazy patterns on Emma's skin. "I've never experienced anything like that."

The irony of the statement—that Jason was unknowingly praising Malcolm Reed, the man whose project he had so casually dismissed—created a bitter satisfaction that mingled with the physical afterglow. In Emma's body, he had experienced pleasures beyond anything his male form had known, had wielded a power his own aging flesh could never command.

But as Jason's breathing evened into the rhythm of contented sleep, his arm heavy across Emma's waist, the ethical implications of what he had done settled over Malcolm like a physical weight. He had used Emma's body far beyond what was necessary to save his research. Had experienced pleasures through her form that she had never consented to share. Had allowed Jason to take her in ways that crossed boundaries he had never intended to breach.

Yet alongside the guilt lay an undeniable truth—in Emma's body, he had discovered capacities for pleasure his male form could never achieve. The multiple orgasms, each different from the last, had revealed sensations he would never have believed possible. The particular vulnerability of being penetrated, filled, taken had awakened responses he would never have expected himself capable of experiencing.

As Malcolm lay in Emma's bed, Jason's seed slowly leaking from both her violated openings, he knew with absolute certainty that nothing would ever be the same. When he returned to his male form—aging, overlooked, dismissed—he would carry with him the memory of what it meant to be desired, to be wanted with an intensity that overrode reason and restraint.

And perhaps most disturbing of all, he would carry the memory of how eagerly Emma's body had responded to that desire—how completely her flesh had surrendered to pleasures that his male consciousness had only begun to comprehend.


Chapter 13: Aftermath

The sound of Jason's Porsche faded into the distance, leaving Malcolm alone in Emma's house, his borrowed body bearing the unmistakable evidence of the night's—and morning's—activities. He stood in the hallway for a long moment, Emma's smaller frame leaning against the closed door for support, still feeling the ghost of Jason's final hungry kiss on her swollen lips.

"What have I done?" Malcolm whispered, Emma's melodic voice emerging hoarse from the night's cries and morning's moans.

He made his way toward the bathroom with unsteady steps, wincing at the profound soreness radiating from between his legs. Each movement sent reminders of Jason's possession rippling through his nervous system—the tender ache of well-used inner thighs, the slippery sensation of semen still leaking from both violated openings, the exquisite sensitivity of nipples that had been sucked and bitten past the point of pleasure.

The bathroom mirror revealed a stranger—Emma's beautiful face transformed by the evidence of sexual excess. Her carefully applied makeup from the night before was smeared beyond recognition, mascara tracking down flushed cheeks, lipstick smudged across her chin. Her chestnut hair hung in sweat-dampened tangles, knotted where Jason's fingers had gripped and pulled during particularly intense moments.

Malcolm's scientific detachment reasserted itself as he cataloged the physical evidence displayed across Emma's body. Angry red love bites marked a trail from her throat to her collarbone, continuing down to the small, firm breasts that now bore the imprints of Jason's teeth around both nipples. The delicate skin was mottled with suction marks—some already darkening to purple, others still the bright red of recent passion.

He turned, craning Emma's neck to examine his back in the mirror. Five distinct fingerprints marked each hip where Jason had gripped her during his final, brutal thrusts. Similar bruises decorated her upper arms, her wrists, the insides of her thighs—a map of possession rendered in purple and blue against pale skin.

With clinical precision that belied his emotional turmoil, Malcolm stepped into the shower, adjusting the temperature to just below scalding. The hot water stung as it cascaded over Emma's sensitized skin, drawing a hiss from her lips as it made contact with the abrasions between her thighs. He watched with detached fascination as rivulets of pink-tinged water swirled down the drain—blood from her "deflowering" mixed with the last traces of Jason's seed.

The soap felt too harsh against Emma's tender flesh, yet Malcolm scrubbed methodically, desperate to remove every trace of the previous night's activities. The scent of Jason's cologne still clung to her skin, mingling with the muskier odor of sex that seemed to have permeated every pore. No matter how vigorously he washed, the sensation of being filled, stretched, taken remained—a phantom fullness that his body remembered even after the physical evidence had been sluiced away.

Clean but not cleansed, Malcolm wrapped Emma's body in a towel, avoiding the mirror as he gathered the scattered clothing from the previous night. The emerald dress—now torn at the seams from Jason's impatient hands—went into a plastic bag, along with the ruined ivory lingerie. No trace could remain for the real Emma to discover.

The journey back to his lab was a study in hyperawareness. Every bump in the road translated directly to a twinge between his legs. The synthetic leather of the car seat stuck uncomfortably to Emma's bare thighs beneath the casual clothes he'd found in her closet. Most disturbing was the continued sense of emptiness—his body seeming to crave the invasive fullness it had experienced so thoroughly over the past twelve hours.

The laboratory felt sterile and foreign after the sensual chaos of Emma's bedroom. Malcolm locked the door behind him, triple-checking the security system before beginning the process of removing the bioskin. The nutrient bath awaited, its blue-tinged solution ready to receive the synthetic organism that had granted him such profound insights—and such devastating pleasure.

His fingers trembled as they found the nearly invisible seam at the nape of Emma's neck—the entry point for removing the bioskin. With scientific precision undermined by emotional turmoil, Malcolm began the extraction process, peeling the living material away from his flesh one agonizing inch at a time.

The first shock of pain came as the bioskin separated from his chest, the firm teenage breasts that had been so exquisitely sensitive under Jason's mouth now flattening with excruciating slowness. The nipples—still tender and slightly swollen from attention—seemed to scream in protest as they receded into Malcolm's male chest, the neural connections severing with pinpricks of fire across his pectorals.

"Fucking hell," Malcolm gasped, the words emerging in a dissonant mixture of Emma's soprano and his own baritone as the bioskin peeled away from his throat, vocal cords transforming mid-expletive.

The worst pain came as the bioskin separated from between his legs. What had been a slick, sensitive entrance—still tender and swollen from repeated penetration—now sealed itself with a sensation like hot needles. The clitoris that had brought him such unprecedented pleasure retracted with a jolt of agony that doubled him over, gasping. His male genitals reformed with a nauseating twist of flesh, testicles descending, penis extruding in a grotesque reversal of the earlier transformation.

Sweat poured down Malcolm's face as he continued peeling the bioskin down his legs, every inch revealing more of his true form—aging, sagging, hair-covered where Emma had been smooth and taut. By the time he stepped completely free of the synthetic organism, he was trembling with exhaustion and sensory overload, the contrast between forms never more apparent than in this moment of transition.

The bioskin, now empty of his consciousness but still bearing Emma's shape, lay on the laboratory floor like a discarded snake skin. Malcolm gathered it with reverent hands, placing it in the nutrient bath where it would gradually reabsorb the solution, repairing the cellular damage caused by extended use.

He stood naked in his laboratory, sixty years old again, male again, himself again—yet irrevocably changed. His reflection in the glass cabinet doors revealed the stark truth of his return: skin hanging loosely where it had been firm hours before, gray chest hair where smooth breasts had been, genitals heavy and foreign after hours of experiencing their absence.

The shower in his lab bathroom was utilitarian, nothing like the luxurious rain shower in Emma's bathroom. The water pressure was too weak, the temperature inconsistent, the generic soap harsh against his skin. Malcolm scrubbed himself with punishing vigor, as if he could scour away the memories along with the last biochemical traces of the transformation.

But no amount of scrubbing could erase the phantom sensations that continued to haunt him. His nipples, though now male and flat, still tingled with the memory of Jason's mouth. The space between his legs, though now occupied by his own male genitalia, still throbbed with the ghost of fullness, of penetration, of being opened and filled in ways his male body had never known.

Most disturbing was the continued sense of wrongness—not moral wrongness, though that weighed on him heavily, but physical wrongness. His own body felt alien, oversized, ungainly after hours in Emma's compact, responsive form. His hands seemed too large, his shoulders too broad, his hips too narrow. The absence of breasts created a phantom sensation similar to a missing limb, his chest feeling strangely empty where hours before it had been a center of exquisite sensation.

As the hot water ran cold, Malcolm braced his hands against the shower wall, watching the last suds disappear down the drain. The transformation had been more complete, more profound than he had anticipated. He had not merely worn Emma's body like a costume—he had experienced it from within, felt its pleasures and vulnerabilities, its strengths and limitations. He had known what it was to be desired rather than dismissed, to be wanted with an intensity that overrode reason.

And now, returned to his aging male form, he understood the true cost of his experiment. Not just the ethical breach of using Emma's identity, not just the manipulation of Jason's desires, but the inescapable knowledge of pleasures his own body could never experience—the multiple cascading orgasms, the exquisite internal sensations, the particular surrender that came with feminine sexuality.

Malcolm wrapped a towel around his waist, the fabric rough against skin that hours before had been exquisitely sensitive to the slightest touch. His male body felt dulled, muted, as if experiencing the world through a layer of insulation that Emma's form had temporarily removed.

As he caught his reflection in the mirror—gray hair, lined face, the beginning of jowls where Emma's jaw had been taut and delicate—the full weight of his return settled over him. He had saved his research, yes. The bioskin project would continue, with Jason's enthusiastic backing secured through means Malcolm could never acknowledge.

But he had also glimpsed a world of sensation his natural form could never access, experienced pleasures his male body could never know. The knowledge felt like both revelation and curse—to have tasted such ecstasy only to be forever barred from experiencing it again.

Malcolm turned away from his reflection, unable to bear the stark contrast between what he had been hours ago and what he was now. The ghost of Emma's body continued to haunt his nervous system—nipples that weren't there tingling with remembered pleasure, a clitoris that no longer existed throbbing with phantom sensation, inner walls that had ceased to exist still seeming to clench around the memory of fullness.

He dressed mechanically in the spare clothes he kept in his office, each garment feeling wrong against his skin—too rough, too loose, too masculine after the silky embrace of Emma's wardrobe. His watch felt heavy on a wrist that hours ago had been delicate, his shoes clumsy on feet that had danced in heels.

The bioskin floated in its nutrient bath, gradually returning to its neutral state, the last traces of Emma's form dissolving as it repaired itself at the cellular level. Malcolm watched the process with scientific detachment undermined by profound longing—for the sensations he had experienced, for the body that had granted him access to a world of pleasure his male form could never know.

His phone chimed with an incoming message. Jason, texting Emma's number: Last night was incredible. Can't stop thinking about how tight your ass felt around my cock. When can I see you again?

The crude reminder of the deception he had perpetrated, of the lines he had crossed, sent a wave of nausea through Malcolm's gut. Yet alongside the disgust came an unmistakable pulse of arousal—his body remembering the sensation Jason described, the pleasure that had accompanied the invasion, the surrender that had felt so foreign yet so natural in Emma's form.

Malcolm set the phone aside without responding, knowing he would need to craft a reply that would extricate "Emma" from Jason's attentions without raising suspicions. That was a problem for tomorrow. For now, he had more immediate concerns—the lingering soreness in muscles that had been transformed and returned, the bone-deep exhaustion of cellular reconfiguration, and the inescapable memories of pleasures his body could never experience again.

As fatigue overtook him, Malcolm collapsed onto the small cot in his office, his aging body protesting every movement where hours before Emma's youthful form had been lithe and responsive. Sleep claimed him quickly, but brought no respite from his transformation. In his dreams, he was Emma again—feeling Jason's weight pressing her into the mattress, his cock stretching her open, pleasure radiating from places Malcolm's male body did not possess.

He woke with a gasp, his hand reaching instinctively for breasts that were no longer there, the ghost of female orgasm fading into the dull ache of his aging male form. The phantom sensations would fade eventually, he knew—the bioskin's neural interface gradually releasing its hold on his nervous system, his brain rewiring itself to his natural body.

But the memories would remain—vivid, visceral, inescapable. The knowledge of what it meant to inhabit Emma's form, to experience pleasure through her body, to be desired as she was desired. These would haunt him long after the physical traces of the transformation had disappeared.

Malcolm Reed had saved his research, secured his project's future through means he could never acknowledge. But as he lay on his office cot, haunted by the ghost of pleasures his male body could never know, he wondered if the price had been higher than he could bear to pay.


Chapter 14: Consequences and Rewards

The boardroom felt stifling as Malcolm straightened his tie for the third time in as many minutes, acutely aware of the phantom pressure against his Adam's apple where Emma's smooth throat had been days earlier. The bioskin transformation had left lingering sensory echoes throughout his system—ghost sensations that continued to haunt him at unexpected moments. A phantom tightening of nipples that no longer existed. The memory of wetness between thighs that were now male again. The lingering tenderness in places his body no longer possessed.

When the door opened and Jason Carter strode in, Malcolm's breath caught painfully in his chest. The last time he'd been in this man's presence, Jason had been buried deep inside him, groaning Emma's name as he emptied himself into her borrowed body. Now, returned to his aging male form, Malcolm stood and extended a hand that felt too large, too rough, too obviously not the delicate fingers that had traced patterns on Jason's chest just days ago.

"Dr. Reed," Jason acknowledged, his handshake perfunctory, eyes sliding away from Malcolm's face with obvious discomfort. "Thank you for coming."

"Mr. Carter," Malcolm replied, his deeper voice creating another moment of cognitive dissonance. How strange to address this man formally when the taste of his skin, the weight of his body, the intrusive stretch of his cock remained vivid sensory memories.

They sat across from each other, the expansive mahogany table a barrier between them that felt both inadequate and excessive. Malcolm couldn't help but notice how Jason shifted in his seat, unable to meet his eyes for more than a few seconds at a time. The CEO's discomfort was palpable, though he couldn't possibly know the reason for Malcolm's equally unsettled state.

"I've reviewed your bioskin project data," Jason began, shuffling papers unnecessarily. "The board has approved continued funding for the next fiscal year. In fact, I've allocated double the original budget you requested."

Malcolm maintained his professional demeanor despite the surge of triumph that coursed through him. "I appreciate your generous reconsideration," he said carefully. "May I ask what changed your mind so dramatically?"

Jason's eyes flickered up briefly before returning to the documents before him. "Let's just say I've gained a new... perspective on the potential applications." The slight pause was heavy with unintended meaning. Malcolm watched a flush creep up Jason's neck—the same neck he'd tasted with Emma's lips, the same skin that had been slick with sweat as he'd driven himself to completion inside her willing body.

"The cosmetic applications do seem particularly promising," Jason continued, his voice taking on a rehearsed quality. "Temporary enhancements without surgery could revolutionize the beauty industry."

Malcolm nodded, remembering how he'd whispered those exact possibilities into Jason's ear while the CEO's fingers explored beneath Emma's dress. "And the medical applications remain the primary focus, of course," he added. "Burn victims, amputees—"

"Yes, yes," Jason interrupted, waving a hand dismissively. "The humanitarian aspects are... admirable. I've also approved your request for the paid research internship program. You mentioned having a specific candidate in mind?"

Malcolm felt a small smile tug at his lips as he thought of Emma's demands. "Yes, Emma Reynolds has expressed significant interest in the bioskin technology. She's quite knowledgeable for her age."

Jason's fingers tightened visibly around his pen at the mention of Emma's name. "Reynolds' daughter? The one from the gala?"

"The very same," Malcolm confirmed, watching Jason's pupils dilate with unmistakable desire. "She's been asking about internship possibilities for months."

"Consider it approved," Jason said quickly, scribbling on the form before him without even looking at the details. "Full stipend, academic credit, whatever she needs."

"That's very generous," Malcolm replied, relishing the irony that Jason was so eagerly granting Emma's demands without realizing it.

"There's something else I wanted to discuss," Jason stated, the words emerging with obvious reluctance. "About David Reynolds' daughter."

Malcolm felt his pulse quicken, maintaining a carefully neutral expression. "Emma? What about her?"

Jason's discomfort intensified visibly, his posture stiffening. "She mentioned you've been... mentoring her. On scientific matters."

The fabrication was news to Malcolm, though it provided a convenient explanation for Emma's apparent knowledge of his research. "She's shown interest in the bioskin project," he replied cautiously.

"She's very... knowledgeable for someone her age," Jason said, the statement laden with unintended double meaning that made Malcolm suppress a hysterical urge to laugh. If only Jason knew exactly how "knowledgeable" the girl he'd bedded actually was.

"Emma is quite intelligent," Malcolm agreed, watching Jason's reaction carefully.

The CEO's jaw tightened, his eyes darkening with what Malcolm recognized as possessive desire. "She hasn't been responding to my messages," Jason said, the personal admission startlingly inappropriate in a professional setting. "I thought perhaps you might... encourage her to attend the follow-up gala next month."

The request revealed the depth of Jason's infatuation—and his complete unawareness that he was asking the very person he'd fucked to arrange another encounter with her. The absurdity of the situation might have been amusing if the ethical implications weren't so disturbing.

"I'll mention it when I see her," Malcolm said noncommittally. "Though I believe she's been quite busy since returning from her trip."

Jason leaned forward slightly, his professional mask slipping to reveal naked hunger beneath. "When you speak to her, could you... that is, would you mind telling her I've been thinking about our conversation? About the bioskin project."

Malcolm nodded, acutely aware that "conversation" was code for the night Jason had spent exploring every inch of what he believed was Emma's body. The night he'd penetrated her in ways that Malcolm could still feel in phantom sensations that woke him gasping from dreams he couldn't acknowledge even to himself.

"I'll pass that along," he promised, knowing he would do nothing of the sort.

The meeting concluded with handshakes and platitudes, Jason's relief at its ending evident in his hasty departure. Malcolm remained seated long after the CEO had gone, staring at the signed funding approval with emotions too complex to untangle. Victory tinged with disgust. Professional triumph undermined by personal shame. The satisfaction of saving his life's work tainted by the methods he'd employed to ensure its future.

Three days later, Malcolm was deep in bioskin calibrations when his lab door opened without the customary knock. He looked up, irritation quickly transforming to shock as Emma Reynolds herself walked in, her chestnut hair bouncing with each confident step, her casual sundress revealing the same smooth skin his hands had explored from within.

"Emma," he managed, his voice catching slightly. "This is unexpected."

She smiled—the same smile he'd practiced in the mirror, the same lips he'd felt crushed beneath Jason's hungry mouth—but there was something knowing in her eyes that sent a chill down Malcolm's spine.

"Dr. Reed," she said, her tone carrying a subtle edge he hadn't heard before. "Or should I call you, me'?"

Malcolm froze, blood draining from his face. "I'm not sure I understand."

Emma laughed, the sound both musical and slightly dangerous as she perched on the edge of his desk, legs crossing in a deliberate motion. "Let's not play games. I know what you did."

"Emma, I—" Malcolm began, but she cut him off with a raised hand.

"You used your little science experiment to become me for a night," she said, her voice surprisingly calm given the accusation. "And apparently you did a lot more than just attend the gala."

Malcolm's mouth went dry, his heart hammering against his ribs. "How did you...?"

Emma pulled out her phone, scrolling through messages before holding up the screen. "Jason's been texting me like I'm some kind of sex goddess who rocked his world. Considering I was at Coachella and have never so much as kissed the creep, it wasn't exactly hard to figure out something weird happened."

She set the phone down, fixing Malcolm with a penetrating stare that belied her youth. "Then there's the fact that my dress was torn and stuffed in the back of my closet." Her eyebrow arched. "And explain the stains on my sheets that magically appeared while I was dancing in the desert."

"I can explain," Malcolm said weakly, though he had no idea how to justify what he'd done.

"You fucked him, didn't you?" Emma asked bluntly, making Malcolm flinch at the crude assessment. "While wearing my body like a costume."

The silence that followed was damning. Malcolm couldn't meet her eyes, couldn't form words to defend the indefensible.

To his shock, Emma leaned forward, her eyes glittering with an unexpected intensity. "I want to know everything," she said, voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Was he gentle? Rough? Did my body respond the way you thought it would when he touched you?"

Malcolm stared at her, stunned by the direction the conversation had taken. "Emma, this is highly inappropriate."

She rolled her eyes, an expression so quintessentially teenage that it momentarily disarmed him. "More inappropriate than stealing my body for a joy ride and fucking my dad's boss? Pretty sure we're way past professional boundaries, Dr. Reed."

Her crude assessment hit with the force of truth. Malcolm swallowed hard, searching for words. "It wasn't... I didn't intend for things to go that far. The project funding was being terminated. I was desperate."

"So you fucked him to save your research?" Emma's expression held a strange mixture of judgment and admiration. "That's practically prostitution with extra steps."

Malcolm winced at her unvarnished assessment. "It's more complicated than that."

"I bet it is," Emma agreed, shifting position on the desk, her skirt riding slightly higher on her thighs. "Tell me what it felt like. Being me."

Malcolm hesitated, caught off guard by her apparent fascination rather than outrage. "The bioskin creates sensory feedback that's quite—"

"No clinical bullshit," Emma interrupted. "I want details. What did it feel like to have breasts? To have a pussy instead of a dick? To have Jason inside you?"

Heat rose to Malcolm's face at her explicit language. "The female nervous system processes pleasure differently," he said, retreating to scientific explanation. "The sensations were... intense."

"How intense?" Emma pressed, leaning closer. "More intense than when you're a man? Different?"

Malcolm found himself responding despite his better judgment, the memories still so vivid he could almost feel them in his current body. "Completely different. Male pleasure is... localized, focused primarily in the genitals. Female pleasure is more diffuse, full-body."

Emma's eyes widened with genuine interest. "And orgasms? What were they like?"

"Multiple," Malcolm admitted, his voice dropping lower. "Wave after wave, each one building on the last. Nothing like male climax."

"Fuck," Emma breathed, a flush spreading across her cheeks. "That's actually making me wet just thinking about it." She shifted again, pressing her thighs together in a gesture Malcolm recognized intimately from his time in her body. "What else? Tell me about penetration."

Malcolm hesitated, ethics warring with the strange intimacy of the moment. "Emma, this is your body we're discussing. Your privacy that I violated."

"And I want to know exactly what you experienced in my body," she countered, her eyes darkening with what Malcolm was startled to recognize as arousal. "I want to know what it felt like when Jason was inside me. When he made me cum."

The blunt request stripped away Malcolm's remaining professional defenses. "It was... overwhelming. The feeling of being filled, stretched. There are nerve endings inside that respond to pressure, to friction, in ways I never knew existed."

Emma's breathing had quickened slightly, her flush deepening. "Did he fuck my ass too? His texts mentioned it."

Malcolm nodded, unable to meet her eyes. "Yes."

"And?"

"Even more intense," Malcolm admitted. "The dual sensation of fullness, of vulnerability... it creates a completely different kind of pleasure."

Emma made a small sound in the back of her throat—part fascination, part arousal. "God, this is so fucked up," she murmured, though her tone suggested the opposite of disapproval. "I should be furious with you, but instead I'm sitting here getting turned on hearing about how you experienced sex in my body."

She slid off the desk and moved closer to Malcolm, her proximity creating a confusing mixture of memories and present reality. "By the way, did you get everything I asked for? The internship? The recommendation letter?”

Malcolm nodded, grateful for the momentary shift to more practical matters. "The internship is approved with a full stipend. Your recommendation letter is in my drawer, ready for your college applications one day."

Emma's eyes widened in pleased surprise. "Not bad, Dr. Reed." She moved to his desk drawer, opening it without permission and retrieving the recommendation letter. Her eyes scanned the page, lips curving into a satisfied smile. "Harvard will eat this up when I finally apply." She tucked the letter into her purse.

"There's something else," Malcolm said, reaching for his laptop. "Something I think you'll find useful for your other request—about making Jason leave you alone."

Emma raised a questioning eyebrow as Malcolm pulled up a video file on his screen. "What's this?"

"Insurance," Malcolm explained, turning the screen toward her. "I installed a small camera in Jason's office before the gala. Just in case things went... in a useful direction."

The video began playing, showing Jason's office from a high angle. Emma leaned forward, her eyes widening as she watched Jason lead her bioskin-clad doppelgänger into the room, his hands already greedily pawing at her body.

"Oh my god," Emma whispered, transfixed as the video showed Jason bending Malcolm-as-Emma over his desk, hiking up her dress to reveal the absence of underwear. "You recorded everything?"

Malcolm nodded grimly. "Everything. Including some very explicit statements from Jason about you that would be extremely problematic for a CEO to have on record." He fast-forwarded to a segment where Jason was whispering filthy promises into Emma's ear that bordered on predatory.

"That fucking pervert," Emma breathed, a mixture of disgust and triumph in her voice. "This is perfect. He'll never touch me again once he knows this exists."

"I've saved copies to multiple secure locations," Malcolm assured her. "One wrong move from him, and his career is over."

Emma's smile turned predatory. "And I got everything I wanted without having to actually fuck him." She turned to Malcolm with newfound respect. "You're more devious than I gave you credit for, Dr. Reed."

"I'm more desperate than I care to admit," Malcolm corrected her. "But it seems our arrangement has worked out for both of us."

Emma's attention returned to the video, her expression turning curious as she watched Malcolm-as-her writhing in apparent ecstasy beneath Jason's ministrations. "Can I see it?" she asked abruptly. "The bioskin. Your invention."

Malcolm gestured toward the nutrient bath where the bioskin floated, partially dissolved from the process he'd initiated the night before. "I've begun destroying it," he admitted. "After what happened... it seemed the ethical choice."

Emma approached the tank, studying the synthetic organism with scientific interest that belied her earlier explicit language. "Could you make another one?" she asked, turning back to face Malcolm. "Not of me, but... could I try it?"

"Try it?" Malcolm repeated, not quite believing what he was hearing.

Emma nodded, excitement brightening her eyes. "Could I become someone else? Maybe even... a man?" She approached him again, close enough that he could smell her perfume—Chanel Chance, the same scent he'd applied to her pulse points before the gala. "I want to know what it feels like from the other side. To have a cock instead of a pussy. To feel what men feel during sex."

The request was so unexpected, so contrary to the outrage he'd anticipated, that Malcolm found himself momentarily speechless. "That would be... extraordinarily unethical," he managed finally.

"More unethical than what you've already done?" Emma challenged, her gaze direct and unflinching. "Besides, it would be with my full consent this time. My choice. And now that I'm officially your intern..." She pulled out the approval form from her purse, waving it with a mischievous smile. "We have the perfect cover for spending time together in the lab."

Malcolm shook his head, trying to regain his professional composure despite the increasingly surreal conversation. "The bioskin requires extensive calibration, DNA mapping—"

"But it's possible," Emma pressed, her excitement palpable. "You could make one that would let me experience being male."

"Theoretically, yes," Malcolm conceded. "But Emma, the implications—"

"I want to try it," she interrupted, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I want to know what you felt when you were me, and I want to know what it's like on the other side too." Her hand touched his arm lightly, the contact sending an electric jolt through his system. "Maybe you could even show me. Guide me through it."

She looked at her watch and smiled. "But first, we have a date at the mall. You promised me a shopping spree with daddy's credit card, remember?"

Malcolm's eyes widened. "Emma, I don't have your father's—"

"Oh, but you do." She reached into her purse and pulled out a sleek black wallet, opening it to reveal David Reynolds' driver's license and several credit cards. "You managed to swipe this while you were alone with him at our house that night, didn't you? Just like we agreed."

Malcolm stared at the wallet in confusion, then slowly nodded as understanding dawned. Of course—she was creating a narrative that aligned with their original agreement, one that shifted some of the moral burden from his shoulders to hers. A complicated young woman indeed.

"Yes," he said, playing along with her fabricated memory. "I did."

"Perfect," Emma replied, tossing the wallet to him. "Five thousand dollars of retail therapy, as promised. Though I think after what you've been through in my body, we should make it ten thousand, don't you? After all, you did get double the funding you asked for."

Malcolm caught the wallet, the weight of it in his hand feeling both wrong and inevitable. "Ten thousand it is."

Emma's smile was brilliant as she headed for the door, beckoning him to follow. "I'm thinking La Perla first, then Gucci, then maybe some Jimmy Choos." She paused at the threshold, looking back at him with that knowing expression that made her seem far older than her years. "And when we get back, you can stop that dissolution process and show me exactly how the bioskin works. For science, of course."

As he followed her out, Malcolm knew he stood at another ethical crossroads, one even more complex than the first. To recreate the bioskin with Emma's knowledge and participation would address the consent issues that had made his original actions so problematic. But it would open new ethical questions about the boundaries between scientific exploration and sexual experimentation.

Yet as he felt the weight of David Reynolds' wallet in his pocket and watched Emma stride confidently ahead of him, Malcolm couldn't deny the thrill of anticipation coursing through him. The internship, the blackmail video, the shopping spree—all of Emma's demands had been met, and somehow she had turned his transgression into an opportunity for mutual exploration that left his scientific mind reeling with possibilities.

For better or worse, the consequences of his actions were just beginning to unfold, and Emma Reynolds would be at the center of whatever came next—her body, her mind, and now her willing participation in whatever taboo experiments lay ahead.
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