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CHAPTER ONE

​ Recombinating
Genitals

 


​ Advanced Materials Science was even more boring
than it sounded. They spent most of their time peering into
microscopes and counting bacteria, or at least that's what it
looked like when Michelle had glanced in.

Michelle had been working at the front desk
for the lab for three months, and she was regretting taking the job
even though she had been desperate for it. Her main duty was
answering the phone, which rang about three times a day, making
this the most boring job Michelle had ever had. The lab obviously
didn't really need a secretary, but the owner said he wanted to put
a human face at the front of the lab.

The one thing that made the lab bearable was
Dr. Matsuhatsi. He had started working there not long before
Michelle did, so he was still new when she began. Dr. Matsuhatsi
was a charming Japanese man with an athlete's frame behind that
white lab coat. She always thought he just looked so good in
comparison to the other doctors who worked there, but when she saw
him in street clothes he was even sexier. That usually only
happened at the end of the day when he walked out, and since she
usually left earlier than he did, even that didn't normally
happen.

But one day he came back from his lunch break
looking like he had just taken a shower. His hair was moist; his
clothes hung on him oddly and had a few wet spots. She smiled and
cocked her head to the side as he walked by. He smiled sheepishly,
then explained that he had just come from the gym and had taken a
shower.

"I've been trying something new," he said,
"Just going out to the gym during lunch."

"As though you need it," Michelle said.
She wanted to add, You're the most athletic
Japanese guy I've ever seen who wasn't either a professional
athlete or a movie star, but she was worried that
might be perceived as racist. It was definitely true though; for a
scientist, Dr. Matsuhatsi was preposterously well-built. His lean,
ropy body was lined with muscles that bulged through the lab coat
he put on while standing there at the front desk. Michelle realized
it was obvious she was checking him out, and she
blushed.

He smiled back at her. "Of course I need it.
You don't keep a body like this looking through a microscope." He
flexed his biceps beneath the lab coat, then blushed even harder
than Michelle had -- obviously he wasn't used to bragging about his
athleticism. He shifted his weight on his feet and bit his lip as
though trying not to say what he was thinking.

"That makes sense," she said with a
giggle.

He took a step away then stopped
himself. "Uh... I'm trying to do some other new things too,
Michelle." He had never said her name before, at least not that she
noticed. It was so sexy, she thought, the way he spoke her name
with a slight, barely-noticeable accent, with the accent on
the Mi and a
w-like flourish all over the
ll. He rolled his eyes. "I'm trying
to be more direct, to say what I want. So... do you want to go out
sometime?"

It had literally never occurred to her that
he might ask her out. He seemed too hot, too smart, too rich and
too Asian to be interested in someone like her, but now that he
said it, she couldn't imagine saying no. Even more exciting,
however, was the realization that she would be the experienced and
knowledgeable one in the relationship. She was used to being the
naive one whose boyfriends bragged (correctly or not) about how
much more they knew about sex than her.

"Hmm..." She said. "Come with me to your
office. Before I decide to go out with you, we need to try
something."

She arched her back and shook her ass as she
walked. Some of the other scientists were checking her out, which
Michelle loved. She had never enjoyed being objectified like this
until she started working here. That was mostly because it was
never really an option -- she had never been sexy enough to be a
hottie, nor stupid enough to be a bimbo. But compared to the lab
staff's overwhelming nerdistry, she was ungodly sexy and terribly
stupid, making her an ideal bimbo.

"I love all this science stuff," Michelle
said loud enough that anyone could hear her, so it would sound like
she and Dr. Matsuhatsi were discussing work. "You guys do amazing
work, like... on cancer." She heard a few tittered laughs, but no
one corrected her -- she knew they didn't study cancer.

"Ah, yes... Well, we try," Dr. Matsuhatsi
said.

"I never understood science stuff," she
said.

Dr. Matsuhatsi nodded. He opened the door to
his office and held it open for her. Michelle scurried in and sat
on his desk, ignoring the papers that she pushed off the surface
and into a mess on the floor.

"What did you want to do?" Dr. Matsuhatsi
asked. "I can explain our work here, if that's-"

"No, that's not it," Michelle said. "Why
don't I just give you orders, and you can decide when to stop? If
you want to stop."
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