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		In a well-lit office with windows overlooking the Hudson River, Remo sat staring at her breasts.

		Truthfully, he stared at her cleavage; her breasts remained tastefully covered by a paper-thin almost translucent white blouse with a deep V-cut neck. He watched them rise and fall as she breathed. She sharply rose out of the straight-backed executive chair and walked around the desk to the window. Her long, muscular legs defined her mid-thigh length black power skirt.

		Remo shifted in his chair uneasily, trying to keep his physical excitement hidden. While she looked out over the bay, he took in her perfectly shaped ass barely concealed by the skirt. He knew he should be paying attention to her words; this was after all the most important interview he’d ever been to.

		“Hey, are you listening?”  She clapped her hands together roughly.

		“What, oh yeah, sorry Miss...”   He trailed off for a second, looking for a nametag on the desk. “Ms. Jonell. I got distracted. What was your question?” He blushed, expecting she knew why he’d been distracted.

		Instead of being upset, she strolled across the office and gently placed her butt on the edge of the desk. She leaned forward a little, almost covering his face with her blouse. If he leaned forward at all, his face would be fully submerged in her humongous, inviting breasts.

		She reached out and gently tickled his chin with her fingers. “If you want this internship,” she began, jerking his face up his eyes met her, “I like a man with a nice beard, but you have to work for it.”  She arched her back, touching her neck gently. “Understand?” 

		He could feel his cock poking straight up in his pants; she must have known it was there, because she gently rubbed her leg against it. Not able to help himself, Remo reached up and placed his hands on her ass, one on each side. He pulled in slightly, causing her to fall forward and rest her breasts on his face. He smiled and nibbled slightly.

		She embraced him for a moment then pulled away. “Not here, love.”  She booped his nose with her finger. “Too many cameras.”  She shrugged. “Not that I mind, I just prefer the first time to be more.” She leaned over and whispered into his ear. “Intimate.”  

		Her warm breath made his spine tingle. He wanted to throw her against the wall right there and show her how intimate he could be. His cock pressed against his pants so hard it hurt. She could feel his burning desire.

		“Hilton, room 1202,” she whispered in his ear then stood up and walked back around the desk. As she sat down, her breasts bounced gently and caught Remo’s eyes again. “I like what I see here,” she said, looking back at his resume. “Come to see me tonight, and we’ll see about getting you that job.” She stood back up and leaned over, extending her hand to shake.

		Remo stood and grabbed her hand and shook. He smiled.

		“Oh.” She pulled back a little. “I like a firm—” she glanced down at his pants “— handshake.” With a half-smile, she continued, “See you tonight, that is if you want the job.”

		He nodded, released her hand, and quickly exited the room.

		 

		***

		 

		Around 10:30 pm that evening, Remo’s naked back slammed against the wall of room 1202 of the downtown Hilton hotel. Jonell pressed her full red lips against his neck and started sucking while her tongue swirled. Trying not to lose all control, Remo grabbed her tits, one in each hand, and squeezed as she bit him a little harder. One of her hands firmly ran up and down his bare cock.

		After a few moments, she pulled away and looked deep in his eyes. “Want a blow job?”  She panted. “Or.”  She slapped her own breasts. “Would you prefer to fuck my tits.”  She ran her tongue across her teeth, indicating both turned her on.

		Remo took a deep breath and tried to grab her shoulders to push her back onto the bed. She deflected his attempt and slammed him into the wall again. “Oh no, you don’t.” She dropped to her knees and continued rubbing his cock. She licked the tip playfully. “I need to know how you perform under pressure,” she said, giving his shaft a long, slow lick and looking into his eyes.

		He rolled his hands into fists then unrolled them; it felt so good. His eyes rolled back. He grabbed her head with one hand.

		“Summarize selective genetics in reproduction,” she said giving him another lick. “If you blow in my mouth before you’re done talking, you can kiss your job goodbye.”

		Remo rubbed his forehead, trying to clear his mind enough to think. Her lips tickled his balls, and she gagged a little.

		Before he could speak, she pulled her mouth off his dick. “You’re bigger than I expected.” Then she took him deep into her mouth and throat again.

		“Selective genetics is an advancement of the practice of breeding traits we want and eliminating those we don’t want,” he said with a small stutter.

		Jonell could feel him approaching climax, so she bit him hard enough to stop him from coming then pulled her mouth off his dick. “I’m intrigued, go on,” she said with a smile. She stroked him a few more times and licked her hand. “This should be wet enough,” she said, grabbing her own breasts and pushing them together gently. “I love titty fucking smart young men.”  She pushed her giant, soft breasts down over his cock and slowly began sliding up and down, making sure to kiss the top of his dick whenever her mouth got close enough. “Please, continue.”

		“We have the ability now to analyze raw genetic material such as eggs or semen and select the traits we want to have in the fertilized outcome,” he said.

		“Good, good,” she said, but he couldn’t tell if she was speaking to him or his cock. Then she looked up. “Can selective genetics be performed on, say, an adult of a species?”  

		“You mean like making an animal taller or smarter or something?” he asked

		“Yeah, something like that?” she mused, returning her full attention to his cock.

		“It’s never been done, but research shows it’s possible.”  

		She reached around, grabbed his balls, and twisted.

		He gulped. “Maybe even painful, but sure, you can do it.”  

		“Good,” she said letting him go. “I like that.”  Again, he wasn’t sure to whom she was speaking. “Well, I guess you earned a little something.” She licked her lips again. “Would it feel better to blow your big, sexy load all over my tits?”  She slapped her breasts again. “Or in my mouth?”  She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue way out.

		“Pussy?” he said, a little unsure.

		“Don’t push your luck, intern,” she said, wrapping her lips around his cock again. She slammed it deep into her throat a few times then started playing with his balls with one hand. After a few moments, she said. “Make me drink it.”  

		He grabbed a fistful of her hair in his hand and thrust his pelvis forward while she bobbed up and down swirling her tongue. It didn’t take long before he felt himself about to erupt. He pushed her head down onto him as hard as he could and balled his fist tighter to pull her hair. Then all at once, he felt the orgasmic release of every muscle in his body as a thick stream blasted into her mouth and down her throat. She took a moment to swallow it then vacuumed the remaining particles from his wilting dick.

		“Mmmmm,” she said then she backed away from him and stood up. “Monday, 8:30, main desk.” She picked his clothes up off the floor. “Don’t be late.

		The endorphins continued to race through his body. “But, give me a few minutes, and I’ll be ready again,” he almost begged.

		“Goodnight, Remo.”  She blew a kiss as she walked into the suite bathroom, closed and locked the door.

		Remo sighed to himself, dressed quietly, and left the room.

		 

		***

		 

		At exactly 8:29 and 59 seconds AM the very next Monday, Remo stood at the front reception desk of GenCore Inc. in his best suit and a freshly purchased white shirt. Even though the room was quite large and the floorplan open to several hallways and doors, he stood alone.

		He glanced at his designer timepiece on his arm and watched the seconds tick by. Seconds turned into minutes, and he became frustrated. “God damn it; I should have called or something.”  His heart sank with the feeling he’d been stood up, or worse, straight-up lied to. He didn’t know why she would have done that. She didn’t get anything out of their hookup.

		About fifteen minutes after his arrival, Remo heard someone open the grand entry door behind him. Then he heard an armload of papers hit the tile floor. He turned in time to see a young woman in a teal green dress sporting an ‘I need to speak to your manager’ hair bob, bending over to collect the papers. She wasn’t attractive in a typical way, but he could feel something about her drawing him in.

		Being the only other person in the room, Remo rushed over and started to grab some of the papers that had flown further away. After a few moments of gathering, he handed them over to the woman while he tried to catch her eye.

		“Thanks, but you’re not my type,” she said, pushing her tortoise-rimmed glassed up her nose.

		Startled, Remo shot back. “Excuse me? I was only trying to help.”

		“More like trying to get a piece of ass.”  She squinted at him. “I know your fraternity douchebag type when I see it,” she said. “Now give me my papers and go away.” She snatched the remaining papers out of his hand.

		Hearing the sound of sharply pointed high heel shoes coming toward them, Remo looked up to see Jonell clad in a bright red dress walking toward them with purpose. When she got within earshot, she started speaking

		“Ah, Remo, glad you could make it this morning. She smiled and adjusted her cleavage in her dress. “Sorry, I’m late, had a meeting run a little over this morning.”  

		“Who is this guy?” the woman holding the papers asked.

		“Carla, I see you’ve met your new partner.”  Jonell smiled.

		“Shit,” Carla grumbled. “Why do you pick these empty-headed jizz factories as interns? He’s going to fuck up the GenTrans, just like the last one”

		Remo looked at Carla, dumbfounded; she didn’t even know him well enough to call him empty-headed. Jonell flashed a courteous smile. “Might I remind you, Carla, you are also still an intern.”

		“Glass ceiling,” Carla grumbled. “I would be CEO by now if weren't for that.”

		Jonell rolled her eyes so hard they almost fell out of her face. “Look, take him back to your shared office and get him up to speed.”

		Carla blew air through her lips until they flapped. “Come on, hope you don’t have any plans for a while.” She started walking toward the back of the entry, arms still full of papers.

		“What do you mean?” Remo asked, pursing his lips.

		Carla pressed the up button on the elevator at the back of the area and shook her head. The door dinged and opened. Carla stepped in, followed closely by Remo. “They didn’t tell you shit, did they?”

		Puzzled, Remo replied, “What do you mean?”

		“This internship is on-location, meaning we live on a giant cruise ship collecting data from ongoing experiments.” She sighed.

		“That’s kind of cool.”  Remo perked up.

		“Don’t get excited bang-bait.” Carla shook her head. “It’s a small controlled community, so be careful who you try to fuck.”

		Remo’s jaw dropped open; he was truly appalled that his coworker felt he was just there for sex. Full disclosure, he didn’t often turn down pussy, but that wasn’t the only thought in his brain. He started to say something when the elevator dinged. The door opened onto the roof that was entirely grey except for a white circle with an H in the middle. A small green helicopter sat in the middle of the circle.

		He cocked his head to the side. “Are we leaving now?”

		“Very good.”  Carla exaggerated nodding her head. “Get in the copter, genius boy.”

		“Don’t I need, um, clothes?” Remo asked.

		“No,” she said.

		“What about—” he started.

		“Just get in,” she interrupted, pointing at the passenger seat in the helicopter.

		Not being able to figure out why this wide hipped, slightly shorter than average woman hated him so much for simply existing, Remo climbed into the seat, strapped himself into the harness, and put on the noise-canceling headphones he’d found on the headrest.

		“What a bitch,” he complained under his breath, even though he rather liked it.

		Carla sat down at the controls. After quickly running through a pre-flight check, she flipped the ignition and guided the craft into the air. As they hovered over the water heading toward a boat, which he’d yet to see, Remo noticed the stress and angry facial expression slowly drain away from Carla’s face. She was quite attractive when she wasn’t mad, he noted to himself.

		After hours of staring silently at the water as they sped over the open ocean, Remo spotted a hunk of metal floating on the horizon. Carla must have noticed him shifting in his seat. “Yep, this is your new home.”  She smiled.

		“For the summer,” Remo continued. “I start graduate school in the fall.

		“Yeah, sorry, that’s what I meant.”  She nodded.

		Moments later, she gently landed the helicopter on the pad located near the back of the ship. As soon as he stepped foot down on the platform, Remo knew this was no ordinary cruise ship. He caught the sour smell of something strange in the exhaust smoke that drifted over them. Sniffing the air a couple of times in disgust, he frowned.

		“Alternative fuel,” Carla said, waving her finger in the air like quote marks. “It’s not so bad when you’re upwind of the funnel.”  She slapped him good-naturedly on the back. “Let me give you the tour.”  She winked and started down a sloppily painted, short flight of metal.

		On the secondary deck, Remo noticed several different sized brick rings inlaid in a smooth, unbroken cement floor, each accompanied by a pair of plugged holes that almost looked like vampire bites. He paused a moment to figure it out.

		Carla elbowed him in the ribs. “Hot tub deck.”  She motioned for him to follow her through a door on the other side of the deck. “It was once called The Dream; Dr. Galen liked it so much he bought it and converted it to a mobile research station.” She ducked her head as if by habit to enter the portal, even though she stood far shorter than the door.

		Once they got inside and Carla slammed the door closed, Remo asked, “Do you mean thee Doctor Galen, as in the man featured on Animal Discovery?”

		“Formerly featured on Animal Discovery, and yes.”  Carla nodded, continuing down the hall.

		“What do you mean formerly? I thought they were recording for the next season,” Remo questioned.

		“Right, forgot you’re new.”  She looked down for a few moments. “The doctor’s gone missing.”

		“What do you mean missing?” he asked.

		“Dr. Galen and the entire film crew were here working on an episode. They all went below to show off some of the new creatures, and well, no one ever came back,” she said, stopping in front of a door marked washroom.

		“I don’t understand,” he said.

		“We’ll have to continue this conversation later. Time to get sanitized and decontaminated.”  

		She twisted the lever on the oblong shaped metal door and motioned for Remo to go in. He stepped inside the chamber, and before he could turn around and ask why she didn’t enter the room, she slammed the door shut behind him. He turned and hammered on the door with his fist.

		“Take your clothes off and put them in the box,” Carla instructed through the small glass window.

		“No,” Remo rebuffed her. “Let me out.”  

		She pressed a few buttons on the wall out of sight. A high-pitched whine began emanating from above him. He looked, and he noticed several nozzles poking out of the ceiling. He also noticed the floor, ceiling, walls, and all of the other objects in the room shone with the same glossy finish as if they were coated with the same substance.

		“It hurts a lot less if you take your clothes off,” Carla said. “Also, there is a pair of eye protectors in the box.”

		“I’m not doing anything you say until you unlock that door and tell me what’s going on.”

		Carla rolled her eyes and shook her head. “It’s decontamination, a fairly painless process. Everyone does it when they arrive.”  

		“Fairly painless, what does that mean?” Remo banged on the door again.

		She shrugged. “Suit yourself.”  She pressed another button on the wall panel.

		The nozzles overhead aggressively crackled and snapped. The entire chamber filled with blinding blue light. Remo whimpered and crumbled to the floor.

		 

		***

		 

		The next thing he could remember, he awoke in a crumpled heap on the floor. He opened his eyes to look around when he realized he could see nothing but black. Instinctively, he reached to cover his eyes with his hands, to his surprise he felt no hair on his face at all, no eyebrows, no beard, and not even any hair on his head. “Oh my God.”

		“It’ll grow back,” Carla said from behind him.

		“What about my eyes,” he said, a bit of anger in his voice, even though he knew he couldn’t do anything to her if he wanted to.

		“Stop being such a fragile little man-babe.” She laughed. “Vision usually comes back in a few minutes, unless you were an idiot and didn’t close your eyes. Then it takes a couple of hours.”

		“What kind of fucking psycho are you,” Remo asked, rubbing his hands across his toned, sculpted chest and down to his balls, making sure, he really had no hair anywhere.

		“The kind who doesn’t want to watch you masturbate.” She laughed.

		He could hear her start to walk away. “Where are you going?” he asked, looking in her direction and not seeing anything.

		“I’ve got shit to do. I’ll send someone up to help you to your room.”  She scoffed at him closing the door with a resounding clang to make sure he didn’t get into any trouble.

		With nothing else to do, Remo lay on the floor staring at the ceiling, at least he guessed it was the ceiling. He could just barely see the difference between light and dark, and the thing he called ceiling appeared more lightly than the rest of the room.

		Feeling exposed, he placed his hands over his cock and balls. He adjusted himself a few time, and finding himself aroused by his own hand he intentionally rubbed up and down. It felt good. That didn’t surprise him, though, and he’d masturbated before, after all. It was the darkness and lack of hair that somehow made his own dick more interesting and mysterious. Remo continued rubbing himself as he contemplated whether to bring himself to climax.

		His eyes fluttered as he tickled himself. The door clanging open caused him to jump and slam his hands down. A chill ran over him, because he had no way to conceal his massive boner or what he’d been doing. He breathed deeply, hoping for — he didn’t even know what he hoped for.

		“Excuse me,” a timid high-pitched voice said. “Mr. Zeil.”  

		“Yeah.”  That’s me.

		The soft, feminine voice made him feel more at ease, but he still worried about what she might say to the others on board.

		“Continue, if you like,” she said.

		He felt her presence come closer. “It’s ok.” He blushed, “I’m done; was just dicking around to pass the time till you got here.”  He winced at his own bad joke.

		She put a warm, gentle hand on his shoulder. “Please forgive me, Mr. Zeil; I’ve forgotten to introduce myself. I am Adrianna; you may call me Ari if you like,” she cooed.” If you could stand up and take my hand, I’ll show you to your room.

		Remo rolled over on the ground, pulled his knees up, and then stood with the help of the wall nearby.

		“Here, take my hand,” Ari encouraged.

		He reached out toward her voice and accidentally brushed across her chest. He felt a great deal more of her compact yet soft breasts under a silk blouse than he expected. She quickly grabbed his fingers. She caressed the back of his hand for a moment while pulling it in tighter.

		She interlocked her fingers into his then dropped them to her side and beckoned. “This way.”  

		He could almost see shapes, but mostly he still could only make out light and dark. “Okay, can you tell me how to find it again, when I can see?”  

		“Yes.” She giggled. “We are going to the lift just now.”

		He nodded. “Okay.” They walked hand in hand down a long narrow corridor and stopped. He heard a hydraulic door whoosh open, and they stepped through the door.

		“Your suite is on floor 37,” she said, clicking a button.

		“Wow, 37. That sounds pretty nice.” He chuckled, trying to stave away that awkward boner out in the elevator feeling he couldn’t shake.

		“Yes,” she said. You should be very pleased.”

		The elevator door opened, and they stepped out into a cooler and breezier hallway. Remo wondered if Ari knew how fucking sexy she sounded. A door beeped and then cracked open. She pulled him gently inside the room.

		“I’ll leave the keycard, here on the side table. If that’s okay,” she said

		“Yeah, that’s fine,” he agreed.

		“I’m sure you’ll find everything acceptable when your vision returns.”

		“Thanks,” he said, taking a seat on the edge of the bed she’d led him to.

		“Is there anything else I can assist you with before I go, Mr. Zeil?” she asked.

		Before he could answer, he heard a fast zipping sound and something made of cloth dropping to the floor. Puzzled, he turned to face where he thought she stood. His face met a small, warm pair of breasts. She grabbed his head and pressed it into her modest chest.

		He tried to speak, but no words fell out of his mouth when he opened it. Maybe it was pure confusion, maybe it was the petite nipple he found resting on his lips that kept him from speaking. His lips trembled beneath it. His cock became fully erect again. Ari gently put her warm hand onto his cock and rubbed it up and down gently. Fireworks of desire exploded in his head. He gasped.

		“Do you want me to stop, Mr. Zeil?” she asked, pulling away.

		“No, please don’t,” he managed to say.

		“Since you are unable to see.” She patted his baldhead gingerly. “Just lay back. I’ll make sure it is as you like it.”

		Truthfully, Remo liked to be in control. He liked to be on top or behind his woman, wildly ramming his cock into her while making her say dirty things to him. This was a totally different thing, and he really wanted to know where it went. He leaned back until he lay flat on the supple sateen blanket.

		“It’s okay. You can relax,” she softly whispered, moving around the bed to massage his temples. “I promise not to hurt you.” She placed a tiny wet kiss directly in the center of his forehead.

		His eyes involuntarily fluttered. He hadn’t expected that. Her fingers felt so soft and gentle. Her lips so delicate and pure. Thin strands of her hair draped across his face. His mind started to drift away into bliss; he wanted just to let happen what happened. He breathed deeply, in and out. Warm sweet smelling air filled his lungs. Her fingers moved from his temples to his shoulders. He closed his eyes, even though it didn’t matter. She abruptly stopped and got up.

		“Stay,” he weakly called out.

		“Don’t worry, Mr. Zeil,” she softly reassured him. “I’m staying right here.”  

		He felt her small, soft knees climb over his legs. She pressed her body down, and her tiny chest almost tickled his cock as she moved up his body. She nibbled his tummy then slid her tongue around his chest, making sure to comment how much she enjoyed the taste of him.

		She moved her knees up to his hips, and when she sat down on him, her delicate velvety pussy just touched his cock. He instinctively rose to meet her.

		She moved gently, keeping him from penetrating. “Not yet, Mr. Zeil. You must be patient,” she whispered in his ear as she ground her hips onto his. “I have a very tight pussy, and you don't want to hurt me?” She gasped. “Do you?”

		Between short breaths of anticipation, he managed to shake his head no. He could feel the warmth of her pussy beckoning him to enter and enjoy its sweet nectar. She reached between her legs and gently fondled his balls.

		In one quick motion, she dropped onto him, thrusting his entire cock deep inside her. She let out a sharp, almost pained gasp. Then she grabbed his nipples, one in each hand and gripped him hard. “Oh, fuck. Yes.”  She moaned again.

		She started to slide up and down, setting a slow, almost too slow pace. Gasping and moaning with each drop of her hips. His pelvis thrust upward to meet her with every movement. He could feel her tightening around him.

		“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.”  She lost the rhythm for a moment. When she continued, he could feel she was much wetter inside. Her motions became more animated and deliberate. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her small chest. “Mr.—” she gasped “—Mr. Z.” She gasped again. “Mr. Zeil.”  She finally got his name out. “I need you to come inside me.”  She gasped. “Please, oh God, please. I need it inside me. Right now.”

		Her pussy tightened around him again. She threw her head back and moaned a long Fuucccck. Unable to stop himself any longer, Remo’s entire body stiffened as he orgasmed, shooting long hot streams of ejaculation deep inside her. She gasped for air repeatedly, and eventually her body wilted on top of him, his dick still deep inside her. She stayed there for a few moments.

		She kissed his cheek. “Thank you. I hope to see you again soon.”  She silently climbed off him and left the room, closing and latching the door on her way out.

		Satisfied, exhausted and still, a bit confused Remo drifted off to sleep. While his body slept, his mind raced to try to make sense of the day. From the day he started high school, Remo focused on one thing. He wanted, more than life itself, to make a lasting contribution to science. He wanted to discover or make or do anything worthwhile. Goddamnit, he wanted his name stamped on a dust-covered plaque in a university where they taught classes devoted to him alone a hundred years from now, is that too much to ask?

		After scoring a higher grade point than anyone scores ever, Remo continued to an Ivy League university. Soon after starting, he found he could maintain his prowess at the top of his classes and make some good money on the side as a stripper/gigolo.

		Over his tenure, he earned perfect scores and a lot of money from each instructor and professor there. His plan up until today had been to take a year off, get a good internship somewhere, then go back to school and eventually earn a doctorate. He figured he could skate by on stripping and maybe a few adult videos until then.

		This day, this ship, didn’t fit with the rest of his plan. Could he be a scientist who fucks his way to the top? He wrestled within himself, looking for an answer he could accept until a banging on his door brought him back to consciousness.

		Popping his eyes open, Remo discovered he could see. He also discovered himself still to be naked. The most disturbing discovery he made turned out to be the decor of the room. It fell nothing short of a 1970s orange and purple psychedelic shag pad. Something inside of him died as he thought about having sex in such a distastefully colored room, even if it might have been the best he’d had in a long while.

		The bang on the door, he heard it again. He got up and casually strolled across the room and looked out the portal in the door. His eyes met Carla’s. The deep lines in her brow reflected her less than stellar mood. He turned the handle and released the door lock. When she pushed her way inside, he noticed instead of her green business dress she’d been wearing before, Carla now wore a skin-hugging red, maybe vinyl, suit.

		The pants and top matched so well, he wasn’t sure if the entire thing was just one solid piece of plastic sculpted around her. He noticed a small, strange port near her left shoulder, the same kind of port you might use to inflate a beach ball or a pool float. As he examined her clothing and mused about the potential construction, he realized he felt some kind of genuine attraction for her. Nothing close to what he would consider his type, but she had some deep mystical quality. Something he just had to possess, or at the very least be near as often as possible.

		“Christ,” she exclaimed. “Will you get dressed?”  

		“Um.”  Remo glanced around the room, looking for a closet or somewhere clothing might be stored.

		“You mean to tell me she was up here with you for over an hour, and you didn’t think to ask where we keep the clothing?’

		He blushed and looked at the green swirled shag carpet. “No.” He shook his head.

		She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Over there.” She pointed at something that resembled an outdoor shower or a large suitcase or something. “Get in, grab the handles, and twist,” she instructed. Then she turned her back on him and started out the door.

		While she’d made her sexual preferences clear, Remo didn’t waste the opportunity to look at her well-sculpted ass in the clothing so tight it could have been painted on. He stepped into the machine, put his hands into the slot, and twisted as instructed.

		The machine snapped closed around him. He felt it wrap a thin layer of cellophane or something around him. A hose snaked down and came to rest on his shoulder. With a blast of heat and the feeling of air whooshing around his body, the machine popped open. He looked down to see himself covered in a layer of white vinyl that snuggly outlined every crease and curve in his body.

		He only managed to say, “Wow, okay?”   

		“Sanitation is important, Remo,” Carla said, in a somewhat softer, nurturing tone. “And these suits don’t restrict movement.”

		“Right.” He nodded.

		“Another bonus is none of you horn balls can screw until you have access to a machine to remove the suits.” She took a step closer to Remo. “I find the tension—” she began, running her hand down his chest, fingers happily squeaking off the vinyl, her lips turned up into a devilish grin as she continued “—purely delightful.”  She playfully bit her lip. “But don’t you get any ideas. No man has ever tamed me.”  She looked down at her clipboard and tapped a pencil against it, quickly turned, and strode out of his room. “To the lab,” she commanded, her demanding tone returning.

		Out in the hall, the corridor looked larger than he expected and a good bit nicer than the entry rooms. “One more thing. Never use the machine on the ninth floor.”

		“Okay.”  Remo nodded.

		“It’s called the GenTrans, or Genetic transmutation machine, designed it to be able to completely rewrite the basic code of a human from the ground up. To cure any disease, change body structure, hair color, anything really on the fly, and it’s not for you.”

		That was the last thing Remo could remember happening the first day, specifically at least. Most of the tour visited boring, sterile white rooms where they looked at a piece of something uninteresting in a microscope and wrote down a few notes.

		At the end of the day, Remo learned she shared a floor with Carla. The only odd thing about it was the fact that there was no clothing to wear when they returned from the labs. If not suited up for work, they spent all their time naked. Every day on their way down to the lab and on the way back up, Carla mentioned the GenTrans machine and the Last Experiment but never explained either.

		 

		***

		 

		One day after the usual rounds, Remo removed his suit. Air vented from the machine as it peeled the vinyl away from Remo’s body. While the clothing wasn’t uncomfortable, he always appreciated the free feeling of wearing nothing in his private quarters. After much encouragement from Carla, he even dined naked. He didn’t feel quite so self-conscious about it now that most of his hair had started growing back, even if he did keep his short and curlies neatly shaved into a comic book insignia. Sometimes cooking at the stove, especially frying, intimidated him. So far, though, nothing had come of it.

		One thought still burned in his mind; he couldn’t shake it. “The last experiment.”

		He kept saying it repeatedly to himself. What did she mean by that? What would happen?  Of all the people on the ship, why would no on volunteer?  The contribution to science would be enough, but GenCore was offing a lot of money to complete the task.

		He sat mostly silent at dinner, glad it was Carla’s turn to cook. She made steamed clams in a white wine sauce, delicious really, but his mind couldn’t concentrate on the food. After cleaning up, he skipped their usual reading and relaxing time in the common area and went to bed early. At least that’s what he wanted Carla to think he did.

		He said goodnight and pushed his door almost all the way closed, making sure not to latch it, and then he waited. Exactly forty-five minutes later, he heard Carla’s shower turn on. He closed his eyes and counted the seconds. When he could be sure she would be fully submerged in the water washing her hair, he slipped out of his room and down the hall to the elevator.

		The elevator dinged cheerily when it arrived, Remo scolded it quietly as he rode it down to the all but forbidden ninth floor, where the total conversion chamber hummed alone and untested. He planned to enter the chamber naked; he’d learned his lesson the first day on the ship, one he wouldn’t ever forget.

		Sliding to a stop, the elevator door gave way to the unlit hallway. Carla insisted all unused or underused floors should be kept dark. Remo didn’t need the overhead lights. He could see the eerie bluish, greenish, purplish shimmer of the chambers internal components.

		He paused only for a moment at the control panel. “Do I really want to completely rewrite my DNA, my genetics, everything about me?” he said aloud. “Yes,” he reassured himself emphatically.

		He programmed the machine to run a full cycle after a 30-second delay.

		Stepping into the bathtub-like chamber, he sighed. He didn’t know what to expect, but he knew everything, including himself, would be different by the time the machine stopped. The cylindrical walls closed around him as he slipped down into a seated position. Three diodes the size of Christmas ornaments descended with the chamber lid as it sealed onto the top, forming a solid rubber and ceramic-lined steel egg. Remo’s ears popped as the egg-shaped chamber pressurized. He heard the machine start to whine, and he closed his eyes.

		Hot beams of light poured over him like water. He smelled smoke then the sizzle of flesh. Suddenly, he became aware that his skin, all of it, was melting away. He tried to scream in pain and terror, except he couldn’t because the machine had already vacuumed all of the air out of the chamber.

		Everything felt like fire. His arms and torso came into focus as his eyelids silently burned away. He clenched his fist and watched his arm muscles bulge and dance around like snakes. Somehow, he was floating in the center of the chamber; all the nerve endings must have been gone, because it didn’t hurt anymore. Remo’s mind entered a detached state of wonder just as the whirring and whining sound stopped. Only a little bit of red light remained in the chamber as his body turned ice cold.

		Slowly, starting with the tips of his toes, then moving up to his ankles, calves, knees, and then thighs, Remo began to feel like he was falling. By the time, the feeling made it to his hips, Remo felt completely detached from his body.

		Somehow, his consciousness just hung there in space in the center of the chamber as the liquefied remains of his body sloshed down into the tub. He couldn’t scream, because he had no mouth. He couldn’t pound on the wall, because he had no hands. He wished he could pass out or die or something to avoid whatever horror might come next, but he couldn’t. Remo was completely powerless to do anything.

		Through the nothingness, the blackness, the void, he felt a pinprick of light etching out a shape inside the chamber. The lone feeling moved quickly — tapping, scratching, marking something right in the middle. After a while, the object started to pulse. Thump. Thump, thump. Thump. Thump, Thump. He could feel the strong and determined beat of a heart, his heart, even.

		A few more spots of light joined the first as they laid out a network of lines. Cold strings that pulsed and twitched with the heart. He presumed these to be blood vessels and other bits of a circulatory system. Muscles and organs were drawn then filled in by larger light beams. Then thousands of lights converged near the top of the chamber and started assembling a large, gnarled mess of pinkish greyish bumps and curves.

		After finishing the brain and surrounding skeleton, the lights built two soft white orbs that eventually became eyes. Remo twitched his fingers and toes — everything felt whole again. All of the machine's lights turned off, and the chamber slowly cracked open.

		Remo pushed his hands out in front of his eyes and examined them, front and back. They looked softer, thinner, and more delicate. His eyes trailed up his arms, and they too appeared smoother; he could see almost no hair. Deep in his mind, Remo started being turned on just by looking at himself, but that felt different somehow. His eyes kept tracing his new body until he reached his chest. Instead of well-defined pecs capable of bench pressing a bulldozer, he found two round breasts gently swaying on his chest as he reacted to seeing them for the first time. He grabbed them and squeezed a little then pinched them. His back arched reflexively. It felt good. His new chest stuck out so far he couldn’t see around it so he reached down and grabbed himself between the legs. As a finger gently slid into his own pussy, it tickled. For the first time, it occurred to Remo that he was no longer a man.

		“Oh my god, what have I done?”  Remo asked herself aloud both terrified and extremely turned on. She knelt in the tub pressing her long soft hair over her. Oval face with high cheekbones. “I am so fucking hot.” She wept gently. Remo wiped the tear from her cheek and shook her head. “Emotions, that’s new.”  After standing halfway out of the pod investigating her new body for several minutes she decided to try stealthily to make it back to her room.

		The elevator door dinged as it opened up to floor 37. Remo’s jaw dropped when she saw Carla standing at her door knocking. “Remo, are you ok?”  She softly asked. Carla heard the door ding and scolded, “I told you not tonight Ari.”  She looked up and gasped as Remo stepped out of the lift. “You're not Ari.”  She paused examining Remo’s shapely almost sculpted body for the first time. “Who the fuck are.”  Her words dropped off as she looked into Remo’s eyes.

		“Hi,” Remo said after a long pause.

		Carla’s lips trembled. “Hi.” She said, her cheeks flushed and she looked away.

		Remo quickly closed the distance between them; put both of her hands over Carla’s shoulders, and pulled her close so they stood face to face, chest-to-chest, toe to toe.

		“I, I, I,” Carla stammered.

		Her warm breath was light on Remo’s face.

		Remo bent slightly and pressed her soft pure lips to Carla’s. Carla inhaled, and her eyes fluttered closed. Remo’s eyes closed, too. She tried to keep them open, but she couldn’t. The first kiss is always like that. After several moments of absolute bliss, Carla broke the kiss and tried to pull away.

		“You were hot as a guy,” she started, “but now you are...”

		Remo grabbed Carla’s hands and placed them on her own breasts. “I know,” she said, leaning over and kissing the backs of Carla’s hands. Carla massaged Remo’s breasts gently as Remo moaned and licked her lips. “You know we have to?”

		“Yeah,” Carla said. “There is so much to show you.”

		They kissed again, and this time Carla pushed Remo back against the wall. Thumping against the wall, she moaned and grabbed Carla’s ass.

		“Not out here.” Carla wriggled her butt. “Come to my room.”

		Remo nodded and teased her own breasts again as Carla pulled away. Carla turned and quickly walked — almost skipped — back to her quarters. By the time Remo entered the space, Carla had rose petals spread across the bed and lavender incense burning. Remo recognized it as the same smell that had been in Ari’s hair a few days before. She felt herself quivering deeply in excitement.

		Without being seen, Carla walked up behind Remo and slapped her around the throat with something. Remo reached up to grab at it and pull it away when she found sharp metal studs surrounding her neck. Remo looked at Carla, shock and surprise in her eyes, and maybe a little sadness.

		“What?  You didn’t think I was some weak, vanilla lesbian did you?”  Carla smiled a wicked smile.

		Remo shook her head.

		Carla grabbed her sweet, soft chin in her palm and pulled Remo close. “You have to say it.”

		“No,” Remo said.

		“No what?” Carla shook Remo’s face back and forth.

		“No, ma’am,” she replied.

		“Better.”  Carla smiled again. “Now, down on all fours, I need to see you crawl.”

		Remo looked at the floor, being treated like some kind of animal hurt, but it also turned her on. She wanted to be Carla’s plaything; she needed to know what would happen next. Therefore, she dropped to her knees, put her hands out, and crawled across the floor away from Carla, making sure to wiggle her ass and arch her back deeply to show off her wet, pink pussy.

		“Good girl,” Carla said, standing up to follow. “Now get up on the bed.”

		Remo crawled up onto the bed and sat with her legs curled under her.

		“Show me what you know about pleasing a woman.”  

		Carla slapped the bed with a short riding crop. Remo had no idea when she’d even picked that up. Complying quickly, Remo leaned back on the bed and let her feet dangle off the edge. She slowly inserted one finger into her pussy. She moaned gently and started to rub her nipple with the other hand.

		Carla silently studied the motions for a few moments as Remo got rougher and louder with herself. She even started to slide a second finger inside. Carla whipped her hand. “No. You’re doing it wrong, all wrong. Stop thinking like a man,” she demanded, looking deep into Remo’s eyes. Remo shuttered. “You can’t just force it to come. It has to be teased out, like a gentle woodland creature.”

		Remo nodded.

		Carla tapped the bed with the crop again. “Face down here. Knees down, Ass in the air.”  

		Remo complied, kneeling on the bed and leaning over until her jaw pressed firmly against the pillow, leaving her ass exposed and vulnerable.

		“Good, good,” Carla praised Remo and cupped her ass in one hand. “Comfortable?”

		Remo nodded.

		Carla gently dragged the many tiny fingers of the crop up Remo’s back, starting with her neck and ending with her hips. She did it again, Remo moaned a little. Carla whipped her across one ass cheek. “You don’t get to make a sound until I tell you to.”

		Remo gasped a tear formed in her eye.

		Carla dragged the whip again. “Good.”  

		She gently touched Remo’s hips, even caressed them. Then she knelt down on the floor behind the bed. Grabbing Remo’s ass with both hands, she gently kissed each cheek. Slowly and carefully, starting with Remo’s outer left thigh, Carla began softly kissing and nibbling her skin, moving a little with each tantalizing bite.

		Remo gasped for air; she could barely breathe. It felt good, but there was more to it than that. As Carla’s lips marched across her backside in their delayed and deliberate pattern, Remo could barely coax air to flutter down her throat. All of her new nerve endings tingled, even the ones Carla wasn’t touching.

		“Now that we’re here.”  Carla lifted her lips from Remo’s ass and extended her tongue. “It’s time for the best part.”  

		She pressed down right below Remo’s dripping wet pussy; she touched something Remo didn’t have before. Carla’s tongue almost vibrated this tiny, eraser-sized thing some call a clitoris. Remo could feel it growing, pulsing, spasming as Carla’s tongue shot back and forth. She gripped the pillow and screamed into it.

		Carla stopped abruptly. “Did I say you could do that?”

		“I’m sorry; I’m sorry. Please, don’t stop,” Remo begged and panted.

		Carla scratched her finger roughly down Remo’s clit. “Say that again, the right way.

		“Please, ma’am, I need it,” Remo blurted out.

		“Better,” Carla admitted.

		She went back to zigging and zagging her tongue over Remo’s clitoris. Every once in a while, her tongue would dart into and quickly back out of her pussy. Remo’s body shook, and her eyes rolled back in her head. It was everything she could do not to make a sound.

		She was totally unprepared for what happened next. Almost magically, Carla placed two fingers deep inside Remo’s pussy, and at the same time her tongue started flicking across her asshole.

		“Oh, fuck,” Remo screamed out.

		Her whole body went stiff and relaxed at the same time. Waves of pleasure rocked across her so violently, she fell over on the bed and curled up into a ball. She breathed hard and heavy. Trying to get control.

		“Please don’t hurt me,” she finally squeaked out between bursts of orgasmic shock coursing through her body.

		“I wouldn’t dream of it.”  Carla smiled and gently put her hand on Remo’s shoulder. Then she climbed up in the bed next to her and cuddled in close. “I just wanted your first time to be the best ever.”  She gently laid her head on Remo’s shoulder, and they both drifted off to sleep.
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