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Chapter 1: Introduction and Audition

Dear Atcheson,

As you requested, here’s my attempt to write about being an adult products tester. I hope you and the people you show this to aren’t looking for porn, because that’s not really what this is, at least not the way I think of it. But it’s my best representation of what my job is like, starting with how I entered this profession.

First, since you asked, a little about me:

I live in the Midwest, am about to finish college and am perfectly normal in every way except, maybe, for my job.

The company I work for, which has paid a lot of my expenses the last two years, shall remain nameless, but anyone who’s bought an adult product or two has probably heard of them. I’ll just call it Smith, as in Smith Inc. or whatever.

The way I found out about Smith was by a chance meeting on a bus a couple of Thanksgivings ago (my car was in the shop). I sat next to a woman who asked me what I did, I said I was a junior in college and, to be polite, I asked her what she did, and long story short, she told me she worked for Smith. She said they were into “erotic enhancement technologies,” but then she said “adult products” and I got it.

I smiled and asked a few questions, because it seemed kind of interesting. I guess a lot of people freak out or get weird, so when I didn’t she told me they had a research facility not far from my school, and they paid good money, like $35 an hour to start. And she handed me a phone number and said ask for Lacey (not her real name, of course) and mention the name of the lady on the bus. Not a business card, just the number and name on the back of a bus ticket.

I put the ticket in my purse and pretty much forgot about it until I was heading back to school after Thanksgiving, and pulled it out and remembered that the woman said $35 an hour – which was way better than anything I had made up to that point working in the student life center and waiting tables.

So maybe the next week, I think on a Monday, I called them, asked for Lacey, mentioned the lady on the bus, and she had me come in for an interview a few days later.

The interview started out normally – Lacey was in her 30’s, had a picture of a couple of kids on her desk. I could see a tattoo, though, peeking out from the neck of her shirt on her right breast.

We talked some about school, what other jobs I’d held, what kind of hours I’d be looking for, and then, maybe 30 minutes in, it took a turn to the job in question. Here’s my best recollection of the interview from that point on:

Lacey: Okay, now we’ve covered the basics, I have some questions specific to the job you’d be doing for us.

Me: Okay

Lacey: Are you straight, lesbian, bisexual?

Me: Straight

Lacey: No lesbian fantasies?

Me: Um, well, is that a job requirement?

Lacey: Laughs. No, but it might be helpful.

Me: Okay, you know, sometimes, well, I’m kinda, okay, there’s this one girl, well (I stammered a little more, really embarrassed, never quite answered the question, but Lacey seemed okay)

Lacey: Do you masturbate?

Me: Oh, gosh, um

Lacey: You do know what this job is about, don’t you?

Me: Not really

Lacey: Do you know what we do?

Me: Um, yeah, you make, you know . . .

Lacey: We design and manufacture adult products.

(At this point, Lacey reaches into her desk drawer and pulls out a black dildo, actually a very lifelike toy, with a thick head, balls, a lot of veins. I think my face went white then. You know, just like, omg, she’s holding one of those things. I nodded and I think kind of stammered something stupid, like “Oh, yeah, that’s one, right?”)

Lacey: We’re testing this one out right now. We can’t put it on the market until it’s been tried out.

Me: So you, um, you want me to use it? Or try it out? And that’s my job, right?

(So now, I’m blushing so bad my face is actually sweating, and I’m trying to laugh too, like this is all totally cool, but I’m like, dying with shame inside. So Lacey sets the dildo down on her desk. With a thud, but then she smiles)

Lacey: Yes. Your job would include using our products, and telling us what you think. Can you do that?

Me: Um . . . yes

Lacey: And you can answer any question we ask, no matter how personal or embarrassing?

Me: Yes

Lacey: Do you masturbate?

Me: Yes

Lacey: Are you interested in the job?

Me: Okay, yeah, I think so. It pays 35 dollars an hour?

Lacey: 35 dollars an hour to start, but we’ll raise you to 50 if you work out

Me: Okay, yeah, definitely interested.

Lacey: How often do you masturbate?

(So at this point, I’m just focused on the money, and I decide if Lacey isn’t embarrassed, there’s no reason for me to be, so I just blurt out answers to everything, not letting myself think at all about if someone I knew were eavesdropping. Like one of my professors. Or, oh my god, Mom.)

Me: Like, three times a week, or a little more when I’m ovulating. Like, less when I’m having my period

Lacey: Do you ever use a toy?

Me: Um, yeah, sometimes. This one vibrator.

Lacey: Do you insert it?

Me: Yeah, uh, yeah. At first. Then I hold it against my, um, my clitoris to, um, finish.

Lacey: One orgasm or multiple?

Me: One. Or multiple, like maybe a third of the time.

Lacey: Good. We’ll be glad to give you a try, then.

Me: Okay. Great. When do I, um, start?

Lacey: (looking at her computer) 2 on Thursday. But get here at 1, so we can get your paperwork done.

Lacey stands to shake my hand, and I stand too, and we both say whatever, like thanks and stuff, and then I stand there, and she looks at me, so I say, “Okay, should I get that prototype from you? I mean, to try out?”

Lacey: No, you’ll try it here.

Me: Oh. Okay.

Lacey: Testing isn’t done in private.

Me: Huh?

Lacey: Testing is supervised. We need feedback during product use.

Me: Oh. Okay.

(Of course, I’m dying inside again. This isn’t what I expected.)

Lacey: Please call me if you can’t make it. Otherwise, we’ll see you at 1 Thursday.

So I left, head spinning.

And I almost called Lacey, maybe three times where I picked up the phone and started putting in her number, to cancel. Every imaginable horrible and humiliating thing went through my mind about what working there would be like. But then, I talked myself through it, focused on the money and reminded myself I could leave anytime if I didn’t like what was happening. What could they do besides humiliate me a little? And then I’d be gone. But I’d insist on my pay, for as much time as I’d spent there.

Still, I was really nervous, like butterflies and stuff, when I went in that next Thursday. I got there a little before 1 and just did the usual paperwork, social security number and whatever. For all I know, I didn’t even spell my name right. I could hardly hold the pen.

I also had to sign a non-disclosure form, where I promised not to reveal any company secrets. There are a few things I’m going to leave out, like brand names and marketing plans and pricing (not that I know much of that anyway), but I’ve been told I have plenty of leeway to talk about general product concepts and research, since everyone in the industry tends to know what everyone else is working on.

Anyway, I went a little fast through the paperwork, was done with everything by 1:45. The girl helping me told me someone would come get me at 2, so I was stuck trying to read a magazine, and on total pins and needles.

That was the worst part. As soon as the girl came to get me, I stopped freaking out. Let’s say her name was Jane, and she was a little older than me and shook my hand and asked me if I was ready to go, and she seemed normal so I just followed her to the elevator, down a hall and to a pair of doors with “product development” written above. “Authorize Personnel Only” was written in big letters over the door, and Jane had to use a badge to beep us both in.

I remember making small talk, but have no idea what was said. We entered a little hall and she led me through a door to the left, into a little locker room.

“This is where you’ll get undressed,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. “So, I should, now?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Everything?”

“You’ll need to be bare at least from the waist down,” Jane said. “But most of the girls just take everything off.”

I went ahead and stripped nude, looking at everything but Jane. There was a water cooler and a Keurig, and a calendar on December with, I’m not joking, a picture of a vibrator. It’s a calendar of adult toys, I thought. Like, this is all completely natural.

Jane opened one of the lockers for me, I put everything in and, nude and feeling extremely vulnerable, followed her into another hall lined with doors.

There were voices coming from behind at least one of the doors. I heard a woman say “No, that’s not the—“ and then the rest was garbled, and someone laughed.

Hearing laughter helped.

Jane opened one of the doors and we stepped into what looked like a room at a doctor’s office, with an examination table in the middle, a desk and chairs against the wall, a small rolling tray in the corner, covered with a small blue towel.

“Go ahead and get up on the table,” Jane instructed.

Just like going to the gyno, I told myself as I climbed up, hoping the thought would calm my nerves. The table was raised in the back, like a chair that had been reclined, and was equipped with stirrups, so I put my feet in them and leaned back.

Jane turned toward the small tray and rolled it over to me. I knew what lay under the towel, of course, but my eyes went wide as Jane removed it, revealing more than a dozen dildos and plugs.

“Ready to start?” she asked.

“Um, well,” I stammered, and I seriously considered getting up, putting my clothes back on and leaving. Forever. To hell with the 35 dollars an hour. But I talked myself into staying, and I looked at her and mumbled, “How do I . . . how should I start?”

“One of the smaller ones,” she said. “Maybe the red one,” she added, pointing.

I reached for it, picked it up and looked at it. Jane had been standing beside my table, but to my relief, she turned, took a seat at the desk, pulled a tablet out of the drawer and turned it on.

I reached down with one hand, parted my lips and positioned the tip of the red toy between them. Jane glanced up, I looked at her in what felt like the most awkward eye contact of my life, and then she returned to her tablet.

To my surprise, I was a little wet. Not soaked, but enough fluid at the mouth of my vagina to make the toy fairly easy to insert.

I pushed it in about half way, eased it out and drove it back in, all the way up me this time, trying to concentrate on how it felt and to forget that I was doing a job and being monitored by a woman typing data into a tablet.

“How does that one feel?”

It felt good, and I tried not to think of anything except the always-pleasant sensation of wrapping my vagina around something hard. This dildo was interesting, though, with bumps and ridges where you didn’t expect them.

“I only –“ I croaked, my throat closing on the words. I coughed and tried again. “I only have one toy. So I can’t do a whole lot of comparison. But I like this one.”

I was trying to sound like I knew what I was talking about, and I was bombing.

“Why?”

“I like that it’s not smooth. More stimulation, I guess, on some of the places. Like along the top.”

“Do you want to try another one?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Jane rose from the desk and held out her hand, and I pulled the first dildo out of my sex and gave it to her. She put it in a clear plastic bag with “USED” written in big white letters.

My fluids smeared down the side, and my mind wandered to the importance of making sure two girls didn’t use the same toy without washing it.

“How about this one?” Jane asked, handing me a large white dildo like the one Lacey had shown me the day before, with veins and balls and a thick head.

I’d like to say at this point I was starting to get into it, but the reality of what I was doing was sinking in. A woman I’d just met had given me a toy, I’d put it up my vagina and talked about it, and she was taking notes.

I drew in my breath, closed my eyes, parted my lips and willed myself to do this. I pushed just the head inside me, and I squeezed it with my walls and tried to get used to the thickness. I pushed it a little deeper and then pulled it out, surprised by how wet my hole had gotten. Nervous and distracted as I was, my vagina was enjoying itself, I realized, and I focused on that, on my lubrication and the way the toy felt.

Things got much easier after that. I slid the toy about halfway up my sheath, grunting unselfconsciously, pulled it out, glad to see it was glistening, then slid it back inside, gasping as I pushed the tip all the way to my cervix.

“What do you think?”

“It’s thicker than I’m used to,” I replied, panting a little. I moved it in and out and realized that whatever happened here, I needed a bigger toy for my own use.

“Do you know what this one’s for?” Jane asked, holding up a smaller, shorter toy.

“A butt plug?” I ventured. I’d heard of them of course but had never used one.

“Yeah,” she said. “Want to try it?”

“Um . . . okay,” I said. “But do you have any lube?”

“Can you use your vaginal fluid?”

I pulled the white dildo out, handed it to Jane and she dropped it into the bag, and I put the plug up my vagina, giving it a good coating, pulled it out and eased it into my anus.

It wasn’t sexy at all. It just felt like I needed to go to the bathroom. But I pushed it all the way in and left it there. Sliding it in and out didn’t make any sense.

“Think you can get anything up your vagina while the plug’s in?” she asked.

It was an obvious question, but I hadn’t been expecting it, and my first instinct was to say no, before I reminded myself this was work. I reached for a blue toy, long but not too thick, and pushed it up my front hole.

“We’re almost done,” said Jane. “I just need you to orgasm.”

“What?”

Something else that made sense I wasn’t expecting.

“Can you masturbate to climax?”

“With the toys in?” I asked. “Both of them?”

“If you can.”

At this point, my memory kind of goes blank. You could say I was just really stressed out, but I don’t remember the incident as traumatic. I don’t wake up with nightmares or whatever. I think my body just sort of took over, and I guess I stroked my clitoris the way I always do when I masturbate, and moved the vaginal toy at least, in and out, maybe the toy up my rear too some, and then I came.

It wasn’t some screaming, writhing climax, just a good, solid orgasm. Also, let’s get this out of the way now: Jane was not stirred into a lesbian frenzy by what I was doing, and she did not strip off her clothes and go down on me. Also, I am not a cheerleader with DD breasts, a shaved pussy and a tight ass. I’m average, though maybe a little athletic. I was on the dance team for a few years in high school, so there’s that. But don’t picture a bimbo. I consider myself, if anything, sort of smart-looking. I’ve been told I’m cute. But so has every girl. I’ve got straight medium brown hair down to my shoulders (yes, kinda boring, sorry), B-cup breasts that are closer to C around my period, and I trim my muff, which is darker brown, but I don’t shave, definitely don’t wax, not worth the trouble.

Also, every interaction with the people at the company has been completely professional. There were what I’d call some very intimate moments – more on that later – but they served the same purpose as everything I did there – product testing.

Period.

I’ve read enough of this kind of story to know that might be disappointing for some of your readers, but you asked for a completely honest account, so that’s what I’m writing. Also, all the names from here on out are made up, so I’m going to quit saying that. And the conversations are to the best of my recollection, and I tried to make them realistic and match how people talked at Smith, but I didn’t record anything. The details, though, that’s pretty much spot on, I think. These aren’t things you easily forget.

Jane let me collect myself a little after I’d climaxed. Just the usual catching my breath etc., then I pulled the toys out and handed them to her and she bagged them.

At this point, I was ready to get dressed and go home. And if she told me I was fired, that would have been fine. As soon as I was done cumming, I was going back and forth between being kind of freaked out and just reminding myself this was a job that paid well. But I wanted my clothes back on, and to go back to my apartment and be by myself.

Jane seemed to know what I was thinking. She handed me a few tissues, and I wiped and handed them back and she told me I could go and get dressed.

We walked back into the little hallway, and I stopped in surprise when I saw a nude girl walking toward me. She smiled, like everything was normal, and I realized I looked the same to her, and I almost laughed.

As I was dressing, Jane poked at her tablet.

“So, what kind of hours do you keep?” she asked me.

“What do you mean?”

“When can you be here?”

“Okay,” I replied, truly surprised. I still couldn’t see this as work, and if it were, that I was remotely qualified for it. “Um, I guess, well, how much time do you want from me?”

“20 hours a week max, normally nothing when you’re on your period. We do 4 hour shifts, with a half-hour break after two hours. Oh, and you’ll get two hours credit for today.”

My Tuesday and Thursday class and exam schedules were open in the afternoon for the next few weeks until the semester ended for the holidays, so we put me on for those days, 1 to 5:30, until my period started, and then I’d go home for the holidays.

She told me to ask for Trip on third floor the next time I came in and he’d tell me my assignment.

He.

Great.


Chapter 2: First Day

Quite frankly, I wasn’t sure I wanted to go back and, like the first time, I came very close multiple times to calling before that next Tuesday and telling them I wasn’t interested.

My biggest problem was my imagination – I have a pretty active one – so it wasn’t hard for me to conjure a dozen humiliating scenarios. I’d have something up me and someone would say “Never mind, you’re not what we’re looking for after all,” or they’d tell me to orgasm and I wouldn’t be able to, or I’d get sexually harassed.

And then, my period was a week away. What if it started early? Right in the middle of things?

But, like the first time, I found my courage, got there at the appointed hour, went to the third floor and asked for Trip (I’m just making up a name again, but it was a name like Trip – like a frat boy’s name).

Someone pointed to his office. His door was open so I just walked in.

Because of the name, I was expecting a punk, I guess, or a kid younger than me, who was going to sneer and make some annoying frat-boy joke, but Trip was actually straight out the average Mid-Western manufacturing plant. He was middle-aged, overweight and not very talkative or social. I told him my name and he barely looked at me, just tapped on his computer for a couple of seconds, then gave me a room number, 5, said it was on the second floor. For all I know, he still thought he was making widgets.

He gave me a card, said it would get me through the doors and let me clock in at the locker room, and asked me not to lose it since it was kind of expensive.

The place he sent me was the same as where I went before, with the locker room where you undress. No one else was there, so I stripped nude, shoved my clothes into a locker, waved my card under the time clock until it beeped, and headed down the hall to room 5.

It was set up the same way as the room where Jane had tried me out, with an exam table in the middle, and chairs and cabinets.

I got up on the table, set the card next to my hip, put my feet in the stirrups, waited and found new things to worry about.

The week before my period is my least horny time, but if they wanted me to cum again, I was ready to do my best. Right now, though, I felt absolutely nothing. Final exams were coming up, I had the holidays to get ready for (no idea what to get Mom or my sister), and we were going through the first major cold snap, always a libido-killer for me. What if I couldn’t cum? What if I couldn’t even get wet? Really, playing with myself – for four hours, no less – was pretty much the last thing I wanted to do right now.

I was in the middle of what was becoming close to a panic attack when there was a short knock on the door, and two women walked in.

“Hello, Kit,” one of the women said, stepping in front of me and looking down at my vagina.

I rose up on my elbows and smiled and they both offered their hands, introducing themselves as Karla and Tomi. They were both blonde, both late 20’s and cute in a kind of former chearleady way, and I felt comfortable with them there.

“We’re here to do a vaginal profile,” Tomi said, setting a case down on the desk.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You’re new to this, right?” Karla asked.

“Yes.”

“Okay,” said Tomi, “while you’re here, try to think of your sex organ as the equipment you bring to do your job.”

“Okay,” I said, sort of blinking, because it was really a weird way to put it.

“So we need to know about it too, so we know what to try on you. “Sizes, mainly, but styles too, designs.”

“Okay,” I said, which was all I could say because I tend to get really dumb when something surprises me.

Karla proceeded to lubricate a little rod that she pulled out of a bag in her case. I knew where it was going so I angled myself up, and she spread my lips and pushed it up my hole, really slowly, but all the way up, until the tip of the rod reached I guess my cervix.

“Six point five inches,” she said, and Tomi tapped on her tablet.

Karla looked at me and smiled and I smiled back.

“Okay, Kit, clamp down.”

“Clamp down?” I repeated.

“Tighten your vagina.”

“Oh.”

I squeezed while Karla slid the rod in and out my sheath, then stirred it around.

“Pretty good tone,” she said, and Tomi typed it down.

She pulled the rod out, bagged it and basically went to work on my vulva – pulling my lips out, spreading me wide, tapping my clitoris, putting her finger inside me, pulling it out and looking at my lubrication, such as it was.

“Fluids at a 5,” she said at one point. “I’d put responsiveness at a 7.”

“Is that good?” I asked, not because I cared, really, but because it seemed weird to have someone poking at my parts like I wasn’t there.

But she took my question at face value.

“There isn’t a good or bad,” Karla said, looking at me now and not between my legs. “Just variety.”

Tomi set her phone down and stood next to Karla, between my legs.

“Okay,” she said, “so they want you in the team lab today. Has anyone gone over policy?”

I shook my head and hoped I wasn’t being dumb. Maybe someone had and I’d forgotten. Or they gave me something in writing I was supposed to read.

“Do you know what the team lab is?”

“No.”

“It’s at the end of the hall,” Tomi said. “We’ll take you there. And it’s got six tables, and there could be someone on every table, and other people standing around them. So if you have any modesty, just check it at the door. But if it’s too much, just leave and clock out. It happens.”

“But then, I’m kinda done here, right?” I asked, fighting panic as I pictured a bunch of people watching me, looking at me, judging me.

“Not the first time,” said Karla. “You get three tries. A lot of people walk in, turn around and leave, and come back in a few days and do fine. But the third time you leave, we have to let you go.”

“Okay,” I said, looking at the next ordeal as a challenge now, something to win at. But my voice shook when I added, “I’m ready.”

“A few more things,” said Tomi. “Shifts are two hours, and then you get a 30 minute break if you want it, but that’s off the clock. But if you need an orgasm break, you get 15 minutes per two-hour shift, and that’s on the clock.”

“Orgasm break?” I asked, kind of suspecting what she meant.

“Just let the researcher know you need to stop and focus on climaxing. You can do it in place, or we have some rooms set up if you want privacy. After 15 minutes, you’re off the clock.”

“Now,” said Karla, “this is really serious. No one here, no one, has the right to make you feel uncomfortable. If someone says something, or does something you don’t like, you report it to Trip. You know who Trip is, right?”

“Yeah, the guy I met today.”

“Right. And Trip will follow up, he’s got a team too, not just him. And we will let people go, just like that. But then, you gotta respect other people too. Common sense, really. Don’t say anything you wouldn’t want to hear. Don’t stare. Don’t laugh. Just focus on whatever your assignment is.”

“Of course,” I agreed, finding this part of Karla’s lecture strangely reassuring.

“Still ready?” Tomi asked.

“I think so,” I said, and I scooted off the table and grabbed the card Trip had given me.

Karla and Tomi walked out first, turned right into the hall, and I followed them past other clinic doors with numbers on them to a door that said nothing. They passed through it first and, with a mix of nerves and curiosity, I stepped through next.

It was a big room, with cabinets and desks and in the middle of the room, six examination tables. Two were occupied by nude girls, one with a single woman standing next to her, the other with three men, all presumably researchers, all in lab coats, which seemed odd. I’m not sure what I expected them to be wearing, but I wasn’t convinced yet this was science. Warmup suits might have made more sense. Or shorts and Hawaiian shirts.

The examination tables were angled up in the back, so the girls were almost at eye level with the people around them.

“Kit, this is Brenda,” Tomi said, and I turned toward her and saw she was pointing toward a middle-aged lady at a desk just beside the door. “She’s what’s called the traffic manager. You need to check in with her first.”

“Hello, Kit,” she said, and she looked up at me and offered a half-smile. I wouldn’t describe her as all that friendly. She was just here to do a job, like everyone else.

“Hi, Brenda,” I said back.

She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a long strip of paper. “Hold out your right hand so I can band you.”

I complied and she wrapped it around my wrist. It was like one of the bands they put on you at big parties so you can get back in, and it wasn’t paper, more like that plastic stuff, so I’d have to cut if off when I was through.

“We’ll use this to track you while you’re here. Give me that card, and I’ll give it back when you’re done.”

I handed it to her and just stood there, completely naked except for the band, my earrings and a necklace of a swan, which I probably should have taken off. So I just stared at her, and she looked back at me, and then she turned to her computer.

“Table 2,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied, looking into the room, realizing I was about to become the third nude girl on a table. “Which table is 2?” I asked.

“They’re labeled,” she said, and she looked back at her screen like I no longer existed.

I looked back into the room, at the people there, and willed my feet to turn, my legs to step. “Just find table 2 and get on,” I told myself, “Just find table 2 and get on.”

But before I could even find where the numbers were listed, I heard a man’s voice say “Kit?”

I practically jumped. I’m sure he noticed, but when I looked toward the sound of the voice, I saw that one of the three guys working with the other girl was just looking at me, like there was nothing strange going on.

“Yeah?” I said.

He stepped over to me. “Hi, Kit, I’m Matt,” he said. “I think you’re supposed to be on table 2.”

He offered his hand so I shook it. He was probably 35, a little overweight, with black hair, a beard.

“We’ve got four prototypes we want you to take a look at,” he said. “This is your first time here, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, and I looked around. “Which is table 2?”

He pointed to a table next to the girl they were all working with, so I walked over and climbed up. The tables were covered with sheets, pretty decent fabric, actually, like high thread count. Not paper, anyway.

I got in position, feet in the stirrups, and looked up. Matt was gone. Like, totally gone from the lab.

The girl on the table next time mine was apparently good at this, or experienced. I knew I wasn’t supposed to stare, but I couldn’t help looking at her. She was maybe late 20s, red-haired, smiling, completely at ease here. Everyone was focused on what she was doing between her legs, so I looked there next. The base of a blue toy was sticking out of her vagina, and she was moving it slowly in and out, and talking about it.

“I like the swelling,” she said, “especially when it’s halfway up,” and she pulled the toy out a few inches and moved it in and out, to demonstrate.

“How about at the mouth?” one of the men asked.

She pulled the toy further out, until I guess the swelling, or the thick part of the toy or whatever, was just inside her, and she moved it back and forth at that position.

“Yeah, it’s okay,” she said, “but I like having something farther in too. So I probably wouldn’t hold it there. If you put a second swollen part closer to the base, though, that might work.”

She stopped talking and looked at me, and I looked back and froze for a second. What expression is appropriate for a moment like that? I looked away, mortified.

Where was Matt? Why was I left here?

I looked at the other girl. She was black, young, like my age, and she was holding something small against her vulva while the woman in the lab coat looked on.

I guessed she was trying out a vibrator, because it didn’t look like she was putting anything inside herself, just holding it against her clitoris while she talked quietly with the woman.

“Now the faster pulse again,” the woman said, and the girl raised what she was holding, touched something on it and returned it to her vulva.

“I still like the steady beat more,” she said, with an Australian accent, which I thought was really weird. Weird as in, that was the last straw. I was either dreaming, or had gotten sucked up into an alternative universe, or a bunch of things had happened that I didn’t remember, bringing me to this.

I was going through everything that had led to table 2. No, it seemed at least on the surface to have been logical.

The red-haired girl was still talking and I started to believe all this was real, but I was wondering if I’d been forgotten, and that was bothering me now.

And then Matt was back again, holding a clear bag with black letters on it that said “SANITIZED,” and he set it on the little tray next to my table.

“Where were you?” I blurted.

“Had to get the prototypes,” he said, tilting his head toward a door on the other end of the lab.

I looked at the bag. There were four toys in it, all red, all unlike anything I’d seen before. One was bent at the tip, two had thick and thin places, the last was straight but had really pronounced veins.

I was supposed to put them all up me, while Matt watched.

I can leave now, I told myself, and once more after this, and still keep the job.

“Okay,” I said, taking in a deep breath, hoping he couldn’t tell how nervous I was.

He opened the bag and pulled out the veiny dildo first.

“We’re experimenting with vein patterns,” he said, handing it to me.

I took the toy from him and, not ready to insert it yet, studied it as if I knew what to look for. I didn’t, of course. But I could tell it was plastic, hard but light.

“Fibonacci sequence,” Matt said.

“Fibonacci?” I said back. I’d heard of that, a few times in fact – we’d covered it in math and biology. So I was tempted to act like I knew what he was talking about. But I had no idea how you went from a number sequence to what I was holding in my hand.

“If you look at how the veins are laid out,” he said, “there’s kind of an order to them. Put it in.”

Put it in.

Just like that. Either he had no idea what he was asking me to do, or he knew I was nervous and was trying to make it seem normal.

So I parted my thighs, reached down, put two fingers on either side of my slit and spread, thinking about every step, like it was the first time I’d ever opened myself. I moved my other hand down just as slowly, positioning the red dildo with the mathy veins down at my middle, put the tip against my hole and began pressing, just kind of tapping really, hoping I was wet enough.

As before, my body reacted before my head did, surprising me with the slipperiness that told me I was wetting myself. I inserted the first few inches, pulled out, put it up a little deeper, then out and in again a few more times, until half the dildo was up me and the veins were catching at my opening.

I continued sliding in and out to the toy’s halfway point, getting more comfortable, maybe even a tiny bit aroused, and my lubrication flowed and my sheath warmed up and got hungry – I mean, I’d reached that place where I wanted to feel it, all the way up, and I kept pushing, really slowly, my walls closing around the whole length of the dildo, with all its veins.

I’m sure I grunted or gasped or something, and then I remembered Matt was standing there and looked up at him.

“What do you think?” he asked.

What did I think? There was nothing to think yet. All I’d done was put it up me.

“I don’t know yet,” I said, feeling a little annoyed.

“Why not?” he asked.

Here’s what I wanted to say: “None of your damned business.”

But then, this is what they did here. Girls put things inside themselves and everyone talked about it.

Okay.

“I feel like I need to move it before I really know,” I said. “I mean, doesn’t everyone?”

“Not necessarily,” he said. “Some girls just hold the toy and masturbate. Some put it in and remove it and that’s all the stimulation they need.”

“I need more than that,” I said.

“Okay,” he said, just standing there, waiting and looking, and it occurred to me this would be the best job in the world for a voyeur. But don’t men want to masturbate while they watch? And if this was the ultimate turn-on for him, but he couldn’t do anything about it or he’d get fired – well, maybe it was the worst job in the world for a voyeur.

I went ahead and started moving it, and my mind went to a guy I knew, that I had a crush on my first year of college but he didn’t notice me, and then I think he had a crush on me later on, but I was dating someone else and then he graduated and we never closed the deal, so I could imagine anything about him, and right now he had a thick, rippled penis that he was pushing in and out of me, on top of me, looking down at me, his cock and my pussy locked together.

It was good. I mean, the design was really good. Something about the way the veins tore at me, pressed me rhythmically, that I really liked.

“Yeah,” I said, looking up at Matt. “Yeah.”

Yeah? That must have been the dumbest product review ever, but Matt smiled at me like he understood, and this his eyes went back to my middle, to my hand and the red dildo it was working, all the way in, then back out, then all the way in again, the sound of my lubrication making a quiet hiss every time I moved it in or out.

“Oh, damn,” I groaned, and that was it. I was cumming, hard and fast, thrusting my hole up against the toy while my hand stabbed against it, over and over as quickly as I could manage without falling off the table.

“Oh oh oh oh,” I groaned, my voice trailing off.

I closed my eyes and leaned back on the table, glad it had a little pillow where my head landed so I could just let go, enjoy the aftershocks and forget where I was.

I pulled the toy out of my slot without looking, and I felt someone take it from me and I heard a bag open and knew it had been disposed of.

I gave myself all the time I thought I needed, then I opened my eyes.

Matt was still there, tapping on his phone.

“Did you orgasm?” he asked.

Another dumb question. Wasn’t it obvious?

“Yes,” I said simply.

“How many times?”

“Just the one.”

“Would you like to excuse yourself?” he asked. “You can have the full 15 minutes.”

“Fifteen minutes?” I echoed, completely forgetting what Tomi had told me.

“Orgasm break,” he said. “They were supposed to tell you about that.”

“Oh, yeah, they did,” I said. But I had no idea how that actually worked. “Didn’t I just have one?” I asked.

“Well, you came,” he said, “but I’m going to code that as a direct result of a product evaluation.”

“What’s the difference?” I asked, and I looked down at myself, talking policy with a dressed man while I reclined in the nude, feet in stirrups, thighs spread wide, lips bright pink, wet and open.

“It’s kind of a judgment call,” he said. “If you’re working with a toy and you climax in what seems to be the middle of the test, that’s not considered a break. But if you’ve spent all the time necessary on assessing it, and you decide you need to orgasm, let us know and we can give you up to 15 minutes, on the clock.”

“Okay,” I said, not totally sure I got it yet.

“So you can rest here for 15 minutes, starting now, or you can go into one of the privacy rooms for 15 minutes, or we can keep going.”

“If I don’t use the time now, I can use it later?” I asked.

“Yeah, anytime over the next two hours,” Matt replied. “Or, now we’re down to about 50 minutes. The clock started ticking when you got here, and it’s been more than an hour.”

“I’ll wait,” I said, surprised by a lot of things at this moment, particularly at how much time had passed. I’d already made more than 50 dollars. To cum. No way this could be a real job, I thought. I’ll be lucky if I ever get paid.

“I’ve got some questions for you,” he said.

“Go ahead.”

Matt looked at his phone and went through a sort of questionnaire. Like a marketing survey or something. I don’t remember all the questions. Some were kind of technical, but there were some obvious ones, so I’m trying to remember the exact wording here because it was kind of funny at times:

“How would you assess the overall physical sensation of the product?”

“On a scale of one to 10, with 10 being ideal and 1 being unacceptable, how would you rate sensation upon initial insertion of the product?”

“. . . how would you rate the sensation of the product after it had been fully inserted up your vagina?”

And then another set of questions for girls who had cum with the toy:

“How important was the product to achieving orgasm: essential, helpful, made no difference, or interfered with orgasm?”

“About how many times did you thrust the product up your vagina?”

“About how many thrusts per minute?”

I had no idea how to answer the last two questions. Who keeps track of that? Wasn’t that his job?

“Weren’t you counting?” I asked Matt.

“I was tracking a bunch of other stuff,” he said.

“Like what?” I asked, sincerely curious.

“Let’s just say, uh, overall demeanor,” he said.

I laughed. “How much fun I was having, in other words.”

“You could put it that way.”

“How did you know I wasn’t faking?”

“There’s no reason for you to. If it’s boring, it’s boring. That’s our problem, not yours.”

Overall, I gave the dildo with the thick, Fibonacci veins a very high score.

Once Matt was at his last question and had typed in my answer, he looked at me and at the bag and I understood.

“Which one next?” I asked.

“Up to you.”

“The one that’s bent up at the tip.”

“Why that one?” he asked.

“I’ve never seen that shape,” I said. “Not that I’ve seen that many. But I’m assuming it’s kind of different.”

“It is.”

“Supposed to work on my proverbial g-spot?”

“Do you have one?” he asked.

“I don’t know. I get enough enjoyment from just working my clitoris.”

He opened the bag and handed me the next toy.

“Your first two hours will be up in 15 minutes,” he said. “So maybe just get a basic sense of feel now, and more stimulation after the break.”

“Okay,” I agreed uncertainly. Was this supposed to be something you just turned on and off? I knew I didn’t have that much control. When I was ready to cum, that’s all that mattered.

But right now, I was definitely off. I wanted to be back at my apartment, getting ready for finals, or maybe just taking a nap. Normally, after an orgasm, masturbating again is kind of low on my to-do list.

But I focused on the money, leaned back and angled my pelvis down to make sure my vagina was straight, and then I parted my lips and eased the new dildo into my body.

Supposedly, the g-spot is a couple of inches up the hole, so I pressed the tip against that part of my sheath – and felt nothing.

I pushed it in deeper, finding myself wet enough to quickly swallow all of it, the tip probing the depths of my barrel, I guess right at my cervix.

As I had at my alleged g-spot, I moved it in and out, trying to find something. At first, it kind of tickled, and I grunted and looked at Matt quizzically, because it was a kind of weird tickle, but definitely not bad.

“Wow,” I said. “Wow.”

I was barely moving the toy, but something was happening inside me that I didn’t know was possible, a growing tension that was way beyond a tickle.

And then I was cumming again, groaning like an animal, pelvis rocking, hand just kind of holding the toy, because that’s all I wanted.

“Oh, oh, oh, god,” I said, at least once. Maybe a few times. After I grunted through my last spasms of pleasure, I closed my eyes and dropped my head.

Now I was embarrassed. Just plain morbidly embarrassed. I saw myself as Matt probably saw me, zero self-control, so inexperienced with toys I came as soon as I was holding one.

“Sorry,” I said. I’m sure I was blushing, and I expected him to say something kind of supportive while he fired me, like “no, you’ve done great, how about taking off the rest of the day?”

Instead, he just tapped on his phone for like a minute before he looked at me.

“Huh?”

“Never mind,” I said. “This is just all kind of new to me.”

“You’ve got about 10 minutes left on your first two hours,” he said, with what was obvious zero concern for my insecurities. “The breakroom’s over there. We’ll call it your orgasm break. So you’ll get a full two hours credit.”

He pointed to a separate room you could see into through two windows and a door with a glass panel. I spotted the refrigerator, the bulletin board, the microwave. People too. The black girl with the Australian accent was in there, still naked, with another nude girl I hadn’t seen before, brunette, along with two staff members, a man and a woman, both fully-clothed. They were all talking, and I could see the brunette laugh.

I climbed down slowly from my table and got halfway to the door of the breakroom before I realized I didn’t really want to do this, that I was about to invade what might be a very private party.

If I turned around, though, I’d look weird, so I swallowed and opened the door and tried to convince myself that this was normal.

There was a Coke machine in the corner, so I went to that, well aware I had no money, or anywhere to keep it, of course.

“Just hit the button,” the black Australian girl said.

“Yeah?” I asked stupidly, looking back at her.

“For whatever you want,” she said in her perfect accent.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.” I hit the button for a can of regular Coke and out it came.

I turned back and smiled, as if getting a free Coke was a huge achievement, and all of them were looking at me. To my relief, one of the researchers pulled out a chair and motioned me over, and I moved slowly toward the table.

“You’ll want a towel,” the man said, pointing toward a stack of them on the counter next to the fridge. I got it, noticed the two girls were sitting on them, spread it out on the chair and sat down.

They all introduced themselves to me, and I promptly forgot everyone’s names. They asked me about my background, I asked them things in turn and it was, overall, a very normal work gathering.

I finished my Coke, put the towel in a discard bin and headed back to the lab and my table right at 3:30. Matt was already there, arranging things. But first, there was a long interview about the second toy I’d used, maybe 30 minutes, and then I put the next toy inside myself, staying wet enough to handle it without artificial lube. Matt offered it but I didn’t need it and was proud of myself for that.

I was able to hold off on orgasm, but I watched the clock. He gave me the last toy at 4:45 – it was thick and thin, kind of intimidating – but it felt fine and I could kind of feel the tension building, so after 15 minutes, I asked for an orgasm break, and he stepped away while I went to work. I probably wouldn’t have done that if the lab had been crowded, but there were just two people there, the brunette and the female researcher I’d met in the breakroom, and they were pretty much focused on their own stuff, so I took the full 15 minutes, grunting quietly through my third orgasm of the day – not a record, but definitely unusual a week before my period.

Matt returned and interviewed me about the last toy, I gave it a thumbs up, and then I was done.

I checked in with Brenda, she cut off my wristband, and I went back to the little locker room, put my clothes on and went through everything that had just happened.

The sense of unreality was pretty strong at this point, and my mind went to all kinds of possibilities. What if this was all fake? What if they just tricked girls into playing with themselves so they could post it at some kind of porn site? Of course, that was ridiculous. I had seen enough porn (not much, but enough) to know that you could get girls to do a lot more on camera by just paying them. No reason to set up some huge fake company.

My period came early so I had to cancel my next session, and then I got busy with final exams and trying to get ready for Christmas, and then I went home for almost a month, and Smith Corp. became in my mind this sort of crazy, embarrassing thing I did once and probably never would again.

But there were times, I’ll admit, when I wanted to go back. There were times when I REALLY wanted to go back. Lying in my bedroom at night, in the room I’d grown up in since we moved there when I was 9, and doing my usual pre-sleep masturbation, I thought about the lab, about Matt, about the things I’d put up my vagina and how they felt and if I’d ever feel anything like that again.

The fact I had nothing to use – my one and only toy was discretely stored back in my college apartment, where Mom would never find it – compounded my frustration.

And then, on January 2, I checked my bank account, and there it was – two hundred and forty-three dollars. Six hours pay, at 50 dollars an hour, minus taxes.

I would have to wait tables until midnight for three nights for that kind of money. Instead, I masturbated.

Weirdly, that’s when the embarrassment started. Was I a prostitute, in a way? But then, what was wrong with being a prostitute? They provided a service people needed. I had provided a service people needed. But let’s just say I started that year kind of reexamining my life, and who I was, and I had to work through things a little before I got comfortable with myself again.

What would I tell my mom, though? I had always been very open with her about money – I had to be, since I had to explain things every time I needed extra help. Not that often, but often enough. How would I explain a job that paid 50 dollars an hour? I wasn’t going to ask for money I didn’t need. No way. So at some point, I’d have to tell her what I was doing and hope she was okay with it.

I decided, a few days before I headed back to school, that I wouldn’t be calling them. If I never heard from them, that would be it.

But they remembered me. I was on the road when they called, so I didn’t answer, but it was Trip and he left a message for me, asking me to call him when I could and work out the schedule for the new semester.

Mixed feelings. Definitely mixed feelings.

The money? Check.

Cumming and getting paid? Check.

But three orgasms, three or four times a week? Four hours of having people watch me masturbate, day after day, all semester? The novelty was going to wear off. Mom was going to ask why I didn’t seem to need money any more. And really, did I want anyone knowing what I was doing? Professors, friends, a boyfriend?

But the next day, a Thursday I think, I called Trip back, he answered on the first ring and we set it all up. Monday and Wednesday, 1:30 to 6. Friday 10 to 2:30. I’d have my nights free. I’d have my weekends free. Twelve hours a week. Six hundred dollars a week. To masturbate and talk about masturbating.

We agreed I’d come in Monday.


Chapter 3: Working for Smith Corp.

So I went in that next Monday, and I thought I’d be nervous, but there was nothing. No fear. No shame. I was ready to do this. Not horny, exactly, but just ready. I’d reconciled myself with all my anxieties. How much of it was about the money? I don’t know, and I don’t think it mattered.

Now, Monday wasn’t that much different from my first day. Put things up my hole, move them around, cum, and then talk about it. I could probably describe a lot of my time there, but it would all be variations on my first day, and in my opinion, that would get boring. So I’m just going to spend the rest of this writeup talking about, like, a half dozen experiences that were different, or memorable, or maybe some of your readers might find interesting, if they haven’t all already died of boredom.

The places where research was done – the team lab, the little clinic rooms and some other rooms and smaller labs – were all set off from the rest of Smith Corp. You had to have a key card to get in, and there were big signs on all the doors out that said some variation of “Exiting Research Area: Please Dress Appropriately.”

But there were some offices in that area, where people could get administrative stuff done without leaving the area.

I was on the table on maybe a Wednesday a few months after I’d started, was working with a really interesting toy while two women supervised, and after I got a feel for it and finished my evaluation, so to speak, I took my 15 minutes to focus on myself, and I masturbated and climaxed and was resting when a woman showed up.

“Hi, Kit,” she said.

“Hello,” I said, rising up, feet still in the stirrups, labia still obscenely wet and spread.

“I’m Farah. I do the 401k stuff. Can you talk about it now?”

“What’s a 401, um, thing?”

“It’s retirement. You’ve qualified.”

“Oh, okay. Great.”

Retirement wasn’t a big deal for me, still isn’t, but my 30 minute break had arrived and talking to her seemed more interesting than sitting in the break room, which was empty at the time.

So I got off the table and followed her through a door into an area with like a dozen cubicles, and I’m walking through completely nude past people typing on computers, working, whatever. Mostly girls, some guys too.

But I see a stack of towels on a table and grab one, figuring the towels are here because the girls come through like this all the time, and it’s no big deal.

So she sits down at her desk, and I put down my towel and sit on a chair facing her, and she hands me a sheet about their 401k, where you put some of your paycheck aside and they match some of it. Basically free money. I’d adjusted to getting paid well to masturbate, but this seemed like it was a new level of generosity.

But then the lightbulb goes off.

“How much can I put in it?” I asked her. “Everything?”

“Up to $21,500,” she said.

I was on track to make thirty thousand dollars this year. If I put most of it in retirement, I’d still be kinda poor and Mom wouldn’t know. It was sort of like money-laundering. Or, I’m not sure that’s the right phrase but it felt dishonest. I set it up that way, though, told her to take like two thirds of every paycheck, which really surprised her, but I had my reasons.

So I’m sitting in this office area, nude, and she’s handing me paperwork and we’re going over financial stuff, and I was getting used to it.

Then, a couple of weeks later, I was walking back to my table after my break, and one of the researchers – not Matt, another guy – was talking to some woman who wasn’t a researcher, just dressed in business casual, and the guy turns to me.

“We’re loaning you to marketing for the rest of your shift,” he said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Hi, Kit, I’m Beth,” the woman said, very friendly.

“Hi, Beth, nice to meet you.”

“Everyone’s waiting for you,” she said, and she turned around and headed toward the door that lead to that administrative area.

“What are we doing?” I asked, following her. I was wondering what she meant by “everyone.” Like, everyone in the whole company? The CEO? (who I’d never met but had seen her picture – smart lady) Or the president and some of the vice presidents, who were about half male?

“Don’t worry,” she said, holding the door open for me. “Like, a dozen people from marketing. We just want your opinion on some things.”

“Okay.”

So, back through administration, past the cubicles and workers and into a conference room. There were probably 15 people there, male, female, all ages, and I was the only one who was nude.

It might sound weird, but this was outside my comfort zone. I guess just because of the number of people. Or maybe because we were in a conference room, and not the lab. But there were some towels on the table, so I grabbed one and sat where Beth pointed.

People were mostly talking to each other and fortunately not staring at me at first, but then the conversations died down and Beth spoke.

“Alright, everyone, this is Kit. She’s been with us for, uh, how long, Kit?”

“Since right before Christmas,” I said, looking only at Beth, sensing lots of eyes on me.

I was kind of hunching over, feeling vulnerable, and then I felt the bottom of my breasts touch the table and I straightened back up. Any skin, not just fingers, can leave marks, and I imagined leaving two breast prints on the table, and I didn’t want to do that.

My lower half was invisible to everyone because of the table, but everyone had seen me walk in, and I was feeling really awkward still.

“So, Kit, we’re doing some preliminary research for the Washington line campaign,” Beth said, “and we’d like to ask you some questions.”

“The Washington line?” I said.

She didn’t actually say the “Washington line.” I made that up, because if I said the real name, it would be obvious who Smith Corp. was. But the brand name she used for the line meant nothing to me. No one told us what any of the products we were testing were going to be called. Maybe they didn’t know yet half the time (so I just made up “Washington line” here in honor of our first president. I hope he doesn’t mind).

“Do you know what I’m talking about?” she asked.

“No, I really don’t,” I said. “They never tell us anything in the lab.”

Everyone laughed.

“The lab girls are specifically not told brand names,” an older guy observed. “To avoid bias.”

“Here, we want you try out Frankencum,” quipped a girl sitting next to Beth. “And after that, Grandma’s Little Helper.”

Now people were really laughing, and that helped me.

For the record, there’s no toy by either name, but it’s kind of an inside joke. Frankencum is a mythical, all-powerful dildo that inspires huge orgasms in everyone who uses it. People at Smith will mention it sometimes, as purely a joke, or if they think they’ve got an especially good design – still as a joke, but a sort of hopeful joke.

While people were still laughing and saying follow-on jokes that were too inside for me to get, Beth left the room, returning a minute or two later with tote bag. She turned it upside down and about 10 toys dropped out.

“This is right now what we’re considering for the Washington line,” she said. “Do you remember trying these out?”

I looked. Everything was vaguely familiar, but I’d probably had close to fifty toys up my vagina and anus since I started, and I wasn’t comparing and contrasting as I went from one to the next. No one had asked me to.

“I really don’t remember any of them specifically,” I said.

“Your record says you’ve tried them all,” Beth said back. She said it nicely, but I was feeling a little defensive at this point.

The older guy rose to my defense. “They test first impressions in the lab,” he said. “They’re not asking girls to remember anything.”

I looked at him, thought he kind of had the air of a researcher and guessed he’d done some work in the lab.

“Unless,” he continued, “you put in an order specifically for that. Then they’ll tell the girl she’s testing a product group and ask her to evaluate thematically.”

Obviously, Beth hadn’t done that, so now she was on the defensive, and I sort of felt bad for her. Maybe she was new and didn’t know the ropes yet?

“I could try them now,” I said, and I was ready to walk back to the lab, and I looked at Beth to see if she’d agree. But instead, everyone started arguing, talking really fast.

Here’s kind of the gist of what was said, by probably a half-dozen people back and forth, some who were new and were trying to be helpful but didn’t know that much, and some who knew how things worked:

“Unless she’s in the lab, the results aren’t valid.”

“Couldn’t she go back right now and ask for a table?”

“No, Brenda will get all over our case, even if there’s a researcher available, which there probably isn’t.”

“A researcher has to be there?”

“Oh, don’t even try to test anything without official supervision.”

“Couldn’t we just look at her reports?”

“We need overall impressions. I’ve looked at the notes. There’s no theme.”

“You’re going to need to put in an order for a line evaluation.”

“That’ll take another week! And then at least another two weeks before we can get together again. Josh, you’re out for a week starting March 3rd, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Look,” said Beth, and she sounded really distraught, and her face was red. “I should have put in the order. I forgot, and that’s on me. But she’s already tested everything, some of it more than once. So we just need to jog her memory.”

Some of the people nodded, someone said a quick “Yeah, and—” and then the older guy grumbled, “Still, it’s not valid if it’s not happening in the lab.”

“Uh . . .” said an older woman, and everyone looked at her, and I realized she was one of the vice presidents, because I’d seen her picture on a newsletter (yes, there’s a company newsletter). “Shouldn’t we be asking her? If she says no, it’s a moot point.”

More nodding, but I had no idea what they were talking about so I just looked at the table.

“Right,” agreed Beth. I looked over at her and she turned to me. “Kit . . . how would you feel about doing an evaluation in here?”

I looked at the toys on the table, back at Beth, back at the toys.

“Um,” I said, uncertain how to reply. “You mean these—“

“Not those,” Beth said. “We’ll get you sanitized models.”

“But in, um, here?” I asked.

“It’s totally up to you,” Beth said.

“No, pressure,” said the older man. “She needs to know that. There will be no negatives if she doesn’t want to.”

I was starting to get a sense of the group dynamics here. Beth had fucked up, that was obvious, but I felt sorry for her, and kind of annoyed with the older guy, even if he’d rescued me earlier. So I wanted to help her if I could.

“Sure,” I said, looking only at Beth, trying to forget I was surrounded by more than a dozen fully-clothed strangers. In a conference room.

Beth jumped up, afraid I might change my mind if she didn’t hurry, I guess, and the vice president lady seemed to want to keep me on board too, by making small talk.

“Are you in school, Kit?” she asked me.

I had been leaning forward, breasts touching the table again, so I leaned back and felt them bounce and I hoped no one thought I was making it happen on purpose. So I just tried to talk like everything was normal.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said. “Studying business at State.”

“Have you taken some marketing classes?”

“I have,” I said. “A couple. But that doesn’t . . . I don’t think that qualifies me to do marketing here.”

“Marketing’s just common sense,” she said. “And a little research.”

There was kind of an awkward silence, and then Beth showed up, sort of out of breath, with three or four white toys in a clear plastic bag.

“These are representative,” she said, and I guessed she wished she could find more but couldn’t on such short notice.

“Okay,” I said.

“Ready?” she asked me.

“Okay,” I said again. When I’m nervous, I can sound really dumb.

She reached into the bag, pulled out a long, fairly slim dildo and handed it to me.

“Try this one first.”

I took it from her, looked at it, trying to remember. The texture was strange, a little bit rough. I recalled a few products like that, with a weird finish.

I felt my opening and realized I wasn’t wet at all. It was right after my period, so no help from ovulation. And sitting in a conference room listening to business people argue was, well, definitely not high on my list of turn-ons.

I thought about asking for lubricant, but that would be another delay, possibly some mess if it spilled, and then the older guy might say something that would be especially embarrassing. They really preferred that we use natural fluids whenever possible in the lab. Use of lube had to be noted in the evaluation, and one of the researchers told me they ignored reports where lube got used if they had enough trials without it. I’m proud to say I’d only asked for lube once, for a really large object two days before my period, when I was kind of distracted by some school stuff.

So, blushing fiercely, staring between my legs, I scooted forward in my chair, reached down and put my finger against my clitoris, made a few quick circles, moved down to my hole, then back up to my clit. It took about a minute before, to my immense relief, I felt the juice start flowing, just a little moisture between my lips, but enough to make penetration possible, if not comfortable.

I hunched over, trying to shut out everything but my own body, lowered the dildo, spread my lips wide and eased the toy slowly into my sex, pushing it all the way in over the next 15 seconds.

I pulled it out just as slowly, pushed it back in and remembered I was supposed to be remembering what I thought of when I’d used it before.

It was coming back to me now. There was a kind of friction on the surface that grabbed at me a little, and that I sort of liked, although it was definitely different.

“Okay,” I said. “I think I used this one a few weeks ago.”

I looked at Beth, really more at her shoulder than her eyes, because eye contact felt really awkward at that moment. I pulled out the toy, and she took it and put it away and grabbed another one from the bag.

This one was thicker, with a kind of imposing head,

As it had at critical, difficult moments in the past, my pussy kept coming through for me, wetting itself generously without any concern for my apprehension. Pulling the first toy out spread my fluid, as it usually did in the lab, so when I put two fingers against my lips to open myself for the next toy, they slipped until I bore down.

I put the tip against my hole and pushed cautiously. Going slow is a cardinal rule in the lab. Anytime a girl seems to be getting too enthusiastic, especially with something big or knobby or whatever, they’ll tell her to slow down, not to risk injury. I guess girls have gotten hurt. Or maybe they haven’t, since the researchers are so strict about that.

Anyway, this one was thick, and it was designed with that same friction, so I was kind of gasping as I pushed it up my sheath. Or at least breathing heavily. And the toy itself was making a little sound too, kind of a wet sound at my opening. The room was dead quiet except for me, and I knew everyone was staring at me and I was suddenly so embarrassed I wasn’t sure I could go on.

“Do you remember that one, Kit?” Beth asked, breaking the tension, and I was really glad she’d spoken.

“I do. The surface is different. Kind of rough.”

“We’re going to promote that line with—” began one of the girls in the room, but the older guy put up his hand and she closed her mouth.

“One more,” he said, “and then we can talk about branding.”

I pulled the dildo out of my body and handed it over, and I will admit I was a little sad to see it go. In the lab, I was comfortable rewarding myself some with each toy before I turned it over. After I was done assessing, I’d play for a minute or two without admitting it was an orgasm break. I wasn’t cumming, after all, just enjoying, not really working. The researchers knew what I was doing, I suspect, but no one complained.

In fact, there was a good chance I’d taken a break on this one. I remembered something that really filed me and kind of rubbed me raw. I loved it, used the full 15 minutes and had a good strong orgasm on it. But it stung a lot that night, a little the next day. A friend noticed me walking a little gingerly to class, asked about it. I blamed an ankle sprain.

The third toy Beth handed me was one of those undulating models – thick and thin and thick all the way up, so you really feel it moving in and out.

As before, I drove it up myself cautiously, grunted once before I could stop myself, moved it in and out for a few minutes, then just rested it up my slot for what seemed like the proper amount of time before I pulled it out and handed it to Beth.

Okay, finished, I thought, and I slid back in my seat and tried not to think too hard about how my vagina felt. The toys had worked their magic, but no way I’d consider asking for an orgasm here. Especially if some of them needed me to explain the lab’s policies to them.

Finally, I looked up, quickly swept the room, not trying to make eye contact with anyone, but ready to do the next part of the job.

The older man looked at the girl who’d tried to speak before, and she nodded back and took the floor.

“We’re thinking about promoting that line,” she began, “as something for experienced users.”

“Like an acquired taste?” I ventured.

“Exactly,” one of them guys said, and there was nodding and smiles around the table, like I’d just spoken words of profound wisdom.

I definitely did NOT want them to see me as some kind of oracle. These people knew what they were doing. I was just a girl with a vagina. I did not want to pretend I knew things I didn’t and realize I’d made a fool of myself. My self-image was already fragile enough at that moment.

“This is the line you graduate to,” another man said. “It’s for experienced users, who want something to challenge them.”

“For the toy aficionado,” I offered, despite my promise to myself that I wouldn’t try to be clever.

Everyone laughed.

The meeting went on like that, me offering my perspective, several people around the table writing things down or typing on laptops or punching tablets.

When I decided to major in business, this was the kind of meeting I imagined. I just thought I’d be dressed the first time it happened. In fact, every time it happened.

We talked maybe another 10 minutes, and when the meeting broke up, several of them thanked me, and the older guy even shook my hand. Beth accompanied me back to the lab and, as soon as she was out of earshot of her colleagues, she grabbed my arm.

“Oh my god, thank you so much,” she whispered.

“For what?” I asked, pretending I wasn’t aware of everything that had happened.

“You really pulled my ass out of the fire.”

“Glad I could help,” I said.

“I’m going to recommend you for a bonus.”

“Okay,” I said. “Cool.”

I’d sometimes get an extra 20 bucks for helping close the restaurant where I used to work. On my next paycheck, there was an extra $400.

Four hundred dollars.

The next time I saw Beth, I gave her a big hug.

Actually, that’s kind of an interesting story too:

I showed up at Brenda’s desk for my shift, she banded my wrist and sent me to one of the tables, where a female researcher I’ll call Tiffany was waiting for me, holding a bag with a single toy in it, what looked like a small butt plug.

“You don’t need to get on,” she said. “We’re looking at anal toys. For everyday wear.”

“Everyday wear?” I repeated. The term was new to me, even though I’d been there almost four months at that point (And in case you’re wondering, my newfound riches did not prompt me to drop out of school. In fact, I got my best grades ever that semester. Having nights and weekends free really helped. And at that point, my mom hadn’t brought up my reduced need for money. I was asking for $100 a month, just to keep up appearance, and I was saving it all, since I didn’t need it. I was going to use it to pay off some of my school loans, since Mom promised to help with that, so in the end, the right things would happen).

“Some people like to keep them in,” Tiffany explained. “One of our customers is a lawyer who wears hers in court.”

I just stared.

“She says it keeps her focused.”

“Huh,” I said, pausing. “Wait. How do you know that?”

“We get customer feedback all the time.”

“Anonymously?”

“Usually.”

“And this is what they asked for? An everyday wear butt plug?”

“An anal insert, yes,” she corrected. All the researchers used extremely clinical language, for everything. No one ever said pussy or cunt or dick or dildo or cum. It was always vagina, penis, insert, orgasm. We girls could say whatever we wanted – and I heard a quiet “fuck” more than once when someone had a hard release (including possibly once or twice from my own mouth).

“Okay,” I said. “So what will I do?”

“Just put it in and hold it for as long as you want.”

“On the table?”

“No, we need you to act like you’re going through a typical day – sit, stand and walk, and we’ll time it. Do you need to use a computer?”

“Yeah,” I said, quickly coming up with a few things I could work on for school. “Definitely.”

“Okay, put this in,” she said, opening the bag.

I reached in, pulled it out.

It was black, and the part that would go inside me was pretty standard, tapered at the tip for insertion, thicker in the middle, and then tapered again at the base so my anus could hold onto it. The base was different though, not like the standard round disc that keeps you from losing it inside yourself, but more oval, kind of curved, designed to fit more comfortably against that area of your body.

“Do you need lubricant?”

“No,” I said, determined to maintain my near-perfect record of never using artificial lube. It helped that I was ovulating that week. I made a few quick circles around my clit, ran my finger down to my hole and back up my slit, and I had all the juice I needed.

Still standing there, I slipped the plug up my vagina, stirred it around to wet it, pulled it out and put the tip against my anus.

I didn’t do a lot of anal work at Smith, but maybe every few weeks they’d give me something to slip back there. Plenty of it was bigger than this, so with a little pushing and the relaxing I’d learned as a requisite to this profession, I had myself plugged.

I’m not sure I’d ever do anal if it weren’t part of the job. I’d never wanted a boyfriend up there. It didn’t hurt, really, just felt like I needed to go to the bathroom. And vaginal felt so much better.

“Okay,” I said with a slight grunt, slowly straightening, getting used to the feel.

“Very good,” she said, smiling. I’d like to think she was impressed. Some of the girls would kind of do a production when they got asked to do certain things: whining a little, and taking their time getting whatever if was into their bodies. I was all about non-drama. Just tell me what to do and I’ll get it done.

“First, let’s have you sit for 30 minutes on computer,” she said. “We’ve got one available in administrative.”

It had been a month since my little episode with basically the entire Smith Co. marketing department, and that experience had me pretty much at zero anxiety for being nude and using toys around dressed people who weren’t researchers.

So I walked with the woman into the administrative area, past the usual people typing in their cubicles, grabbed a towel from the table next to the restroom and settled into an empty space.

It didn’t look like anyone used this desk – no pictures, nothing that suggested someone had made a note yesterday. Just a few books and some company forms, and an old desktop PC that hadn’t been turned on.

“Make yourself at home,” she told me. “I’ll be back to check on you in 30 minutes, but if you need to pull it out sooner than that, look for me back in the lab and we’ll talk about why it didn’t work.”

“Okay,” I said, hitting the on button.

I spread my towel out on the chair and sat down, carefully.

I still felt like I needed to go to the bathroom, but I was getting used to the sensation, and sitting down with it in didn’t hurt or otherwise bother me. I wondered if I’d ever been around a woman – or a guy – with one of these in, going about their day like everything was normal.

I kind of lost myself in schoolwork, doing some research on formulae you can use to predict sales, when a familiar voice startled me out of academics.

“Kit, how’s it going?”

I looked up, saw Beth, stood and gave her a hug.

“Thanks for that bonus,” I whispered.

“Least I could do,” she said. “I’ll always be grateful.”

“Getting ready to launch the line?”

“Maybe next month. Still working out the exact product mix.”

“Glad I got to be part of it,” I said.

“What are you working on now? On break?”

“No, I’m working, sort of,” I said. “Oh, god, I’m supposed to be sitting down.”

I settled back into my chair, hoping I hadn’t messed up the test.

“What’s your assignment today?” she asked, puzzled.

“An everyday wear anal plug,” I said, smiling, and I rose halfway from my chair and bent over so she could see it.

“Oh, awesome, I didn’t know they’d be testing that one today.”

“Is it one of yours?”

“Not my idea, but it’s something I’m helping with. What do you think so far?”

“I’ve kind of forgotten it,” I said. “I’ve been working on school stuff.”

“It’s comfortable, though?”

“It’s not uncomfortable. Kind of weird, but I don’t mind having it in.”

“You’d be surprised how different girls are down there. We tried to do a universal shape, something that would work for almost everyone. But it means it’s not perfect for anyone.”

“It’s fine for me.”

“How much longer do you have to sit?”

“I’m not sure. Kinda lost track of time. Thirty minutes total, though, and then Tiffany said she’d come get me.”

“Can you tell her I want to see you in my office when she shows up?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, and went back to my studies, lost track of time again until Tiffany reappeared.

“Sorry I’m late,” she said. “How’s it going?”

“Fine,” I said.

“Is it still in?”

“Yeah. I keep forgetting it’s there.”

“It is at all arousing?”

“It’s not not-arousing,” I said, and I leaned back and ran a finger up my slit. “I’m wet, but I’m ovulating this week, so it’s hard to say. I’m kind of in a state all the time.”

She laughed. “Do you want to break for relief?”

“I wouldn’t mind it,” I replied. “Back in the lab, right?”

“Sure. Ready to walk?”

“Yeah. Oh, but Beth wants us to check in with her. They’re interested in the trial. And another thing. I stood up, for like 30 seconds to talk to Beth. I hope that’s not a problem?”

“No, that’s fine. We wanted you seated for at least 30 minutes. You did more like 45.”

“Okay, cool.”

I saved my work to Dropbox, rose and followed Tiffany back to Beth’s office.

“Hey,” Beth said. “Let me tell Ken you’re here.”

Beth and Tiffany knew each other outside work, apparently, and they talked about a lake house while we waited. It was a good 15 minutes before three people showed up – two men and a woman. Ken was the older guy from the meeting with marketing, and he walked up and shook my hand and introduced me to the two others. The woman was an engineer, the other guy was from marketing and had been at the meeting, but hadn’t said much.

“It’s okay if we do a preliminary interview, Tiffany?” Ken asked.

“No problem,” she said. “But I’m only halfway through the testing, and I’m still going to do a formal debrief.”

“Okay,” Ken said, turning back to me. “Can you bend over for us, Kit, elbows on the desk?”

Feeling a little uncomfortable but reminding myself I was getting paid, I complied, resting my elbows at the edge of Beth’s desk after she cleared a space for me.

“Part your legs a bit more?”

I spread my feet a good 18 inches and looked at the finish of Beth’s desk, noticing it was really nice wood, like maybe an oak with a quarter inch of lacquer.

I heard the snap of surgical gloves just behind me and braced myself.

“How long has it been in?” Ken asked. I was about to answer but Tiffany spoke first.

“More than an hour.”

“How long was she seated?”

“Almost 45 minutes.”

“Kit, are there any areas of discomfort?” Ken asked.

“No, Sir,” I replied.

I felt a slight tug and wondered if they were going to pull it out. I definitely did not want that to happen. There are certain things I’ll probably always be shy about.

They left it in, though, just poked and prodded around the base of the plug while they talked. From what they were saying, a lot of which was technical and sort of incomprehensible, I could tell they were looking for areas of irritation. The woman who was an engineer mentioned “degrees of curvature” a few times, so she must have come up with the shape, and Ken said “perineal deformation,” and I felt more tugging, and touching between my anus and vagina.

I lowered my head and looked between my legs and saw all three of them kneeling behind me. That would have been a hilarious picture to post to Facebook, I thought. Even funnier if I tagged their faces.

Not wanting eye contact at that particular moment though, I looked back at the desk.

Someone spread my slit and I felt a finger against my clitoris and I realized I was sensitive there, that I had swelled up. I kind of jerked and arched my back, and then someone ran their finger up my vulva to my hole, and I jerked again and felt sort of embarrassed, because I knew I was leaking juice.

“Is the insert arousing you, Kit?”

“Possibly,” I said, “but I’m ovulating, and I’ll produce fluid most of the time then. I’m not really a big anal person.”

I felt a gloved finger go up my front hole, and then they talked about ovulatory fluid and sexual arousal, like they were trying to figure out which applied to me, and I was really starting to want to get back to the lab and masturbate. Maybe the plug was working its magic? Or just having people touching down there was doing it? The latter, most likely.

They seemed to be pleased by what they’d found, and they took their gloves off and I straightened up. Ken shook my hand again, and then the other two did, which I thought was a little weird, but like always, I think they just wanted to keep things professional.

Once they left, Tiffany got out her tablet.

“How are you holding up, Kit?” she asked, like I had just gone through some major ordeal. Really, other than being a little frustrated, this was one of my easier assignments.

“I’m fine.”

“I’ve got three more things for you to do,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Urinate, walk a mile, and masturbate with vaginal penetration.”

“Can I choose the order?”

“Sure.”

“I’d like to masturbate first. I mean, in the lab.”

“Sure.”

I gave Beth another hug and wondered if we’d always just be work friends, or ever friends outside of work, and I followed Tiffany back to the lab.

There were just two other people there besides Brenda at her desk: the girl from Australia, and a female researcher, monitoring her while she moved a toy in and out of her vagina.

Glad there wasn’t going to be a crowd in here, I hopped up on the table.

“What kind of vaginal insert do you want?”

“I need to keep the plug in?”

“Yes.”

“Something slim,” I said.

Tiffany went to the cabinet and got out a long but slender dildo and brought it to me.

I was feeling pretty much zero shame at that moment. I raised my legs up, spread my lips and drove the toy up my sex.

“Oh,” I gasped.

“Is the anal insert contributing to the sensation?”

“Maybe,” I said, just wanting to just get it done, hoping a noncommittal answer would shut her up.

I moved the vaginal toy in and out maybe 10 times while I rubbed my clit, and that’s all it took to have a really strong, wrenching orgasm. I’m not saying I screamed and writhed for five minutes, but for at least 10 seconds, I was a little out of control.

I lay back and shut my eyes, panting and cooling off, and then I withdrew the vaginal toy and felt Tiffany take it from me.

“How does the plug feel?” Tiffany asked.

I opened my eyes and looked at the ceiling, then at her.

“I’m getting used to it,” I said.

“Do you want to keep it in?”

“Sure.”

“It’s been two hours,” she said, “so you’re due for a break, but if you don’t mind wearing it, we’ll keep you on the clock.”

“Okay,” I said. “Is this going to be all I do today?”

“For as long as you can,” she said. “The design team would really like it held for at least four hours.”

“Okay.”

“Do you need to urinate?”

“I can hold it until after lunch,” I said. I was hungry and I’d brought some leftover sushi that I was really craving.

I slid off the table, went to the break room and sat down to eat. I heard the Australian girl cum, just one short cry, and I watched her finish her interview, then she joined me in the break room, pulled something out of the freezer and put it in the microwave.

“Where were you before you came into the lab?” she asked as she thawed out her lunch.

“Hey, Sheila,” I said (apologies for making up a totally stereotypical name for her). “I was in administration. Do you know Beth?”

“In Marketing? I think I met her once.”

“I’m testing a butt plug. So I had to sit at a computer, then Beth called some people in to her office to take a look.”

“The plug you wear all day?”

“Yeah. Have you tested it?”

“Last month. I had to pull it out after an hour. It was kind of chafing me.”

“This one’s fine so far.”

“Is it still in?”

“Yeah,” I said. “More than two hours so far.”

“Is it doing anything for you?”

“I’m not sure. I had a decent orgasm on the table, but I’m ovulating right now.”

“Yeah, I noticed.”

“How was yours?”

“My what?”

“Your orgasm.”

“It was fine,” Sheila said. “Pretty standard. I was testing something I’ve tried before, just with a slightly different texture. I liked it.”

We chatted some more, made plans to get together over the weekend. Once you’ve done this kind of work, there’s kind of a camaraderie that people outside the field can’t really appreciate. I’d made some friends at Smith and we did stuff together, double dates and whatever. But no, for obvious reasons, we don’t talk about work when we’re in public.

After break, I went back to the lab. Tiffany was waiting.

“Ready to urinate for me?”

“Sure.”

I’d done one supervised visit to the toilet, just urine, and as long as it was another girl there, I didn’t care.

We went into the ladies room and into the handicapped stall, since it was bigger, and I sat down.

“Go ahead,” she said.

I released what felt like a normal stream, straight down into the water like usual.

“Does it hurt at all?” Tiffany asked.

“No.”

“Does it feel like the normal rate of flow?”

“Yes. Is that a pretty common complaint?”

“One or two women have said they’ve noticed changes after prolonged use, but we’re not sure what’s going on.”

After I was done peeing, we went to a treadmill and I walked for close to a mile, back to the computer to sit and do a little more schoolwork, and then I masturbated again, pulled out the plug in the ladies’ room and finished my shift.

While most of my work was done on the tables, the butt plug research wasn’t the only time I worked elsewhere.

On one side of the lab, they had a carpeted area that was supposed to be kind of like your living room. It even had a couch, and sometimes I’d test products there.

A pretty typical experience was on I think a Friday, a few days after my period, sometime over the summer – so like six months into this job. I showed up and Brenda pointed me toward Matt. He’s one of the first researchers I worked with, if you remember.

“Hey, Kit,” he said, like we knew each other well. I suspect they had files on us and they looked at them before working with us on a new session, because it seemed like they remembered stuff you wouldn’t normally remember, like how I’d reacted on the last product assessment or whatever. I assumed all the data was stored anonymously. I could just picture Wikileaks posting a bunch of stuff from Smith Corp. with all our names attached, and then someone, like one of my mom’s friends from work, forwards it to her, with a note like “Hey, did you know your daughter was doing this?”

Really, though, I was getting less and less concerned about her finding out. It helped that I had turned 20, for some reason. Like, now I could almost drink, so I should be able to do whatever I wanted in my professional life too.

“Hey, Matt,” I said. “What’re we doing today?”

“Into the den,” he said, which was how we referred to the carpeted area, so I followed him there.

There was a package on the table, and he just handed it to me.

It looked almost like something you’d see in the store, but the cardboard backing was kind of flimsy, and it was just in a clear plastic bag, so it was just what they called a retail prototype, definitely not a finished product. The place where the product name would go was blank, so I turned it over. Most of the information on that side was blank too, but there were instructions, like a step-by-step.

Step one was remove the product from the packaging, so okay, duh. It was a standard dildo, a little thick, but with straps on the bottom.

The next step was get a pole, a broom, whatever, something long you could lay on the floor. Conveniently, there was a broom leaning up against the wall next to the couch, and I got it and started feeling like a rat going through a maze, where Matt’s watching me and hoping I get it. This was another violation of my comfort zone, which I’m sure sounds weird, but it bothered me a little. Like if I did something dumb, it would go on my record and everyone would know.

Fortunately, the instructions were pretty simple: use these three straps at the base of the dildo to fasten it to something lying on the floor, which in this case was obviously supposed to be that broom handle.

The straps worked fine and I got the dildo tied down, and then I looked at Matt.

“Want me to mount it?” I asked.

“Yes, when you’re ready.”

I knelt over it, masturbated for about a minute to wet myself, then eased myself down, letting the tip into my hole. I moved kind of slowly, making sure the angle worked before I got fully committed. Maybe a minute in, though, I had the whole thing up my tunnel, and I was working it slowly, letting it all the way in, then moving up so that only the tip was inside my body.

When I rose up, the whole assembly lifted with me, especially if I tightened my pussy, so I put one hand at the top of the broomstick and crossed my feet over it lower down, which was a little distracting, I thought.

I’ve been on top of a guy a few times, and like it, but my latest boyfriend (yes, I go out, more on that later) preferred to be in charge. This was nice though, so I just kept riding, not really wanting to cum yet, just enjoying the feeling.

“Are you ready to switch?” Matt asked me.

“There’s more than one?”

“Yeah, we have four, and we want you to try them all, and then if you want to orgasm, you pick which one.

“Sure.”

I disengaged from the toy, a little sad to have it out, but Matt handed me a new one and I took off the first toy and put this one on.

This one was the same size as the first, but you could choose your angle and then tighten it in place. I angled it forward a little, so I didn’t have to drop straight down on it. Instead, with this one, I was kind of sliding forward and backward, and it definitely was easier to use.

I was getting a little heated, as usual at this point in a session, so I rose up and looked at Matt, trying to pace myself.

He handed me the third toy without saying anything. This one had two rods, a thick one for my vagina and a narrower one for my anus. Since that time with the everyday wear plug, I’d sort of become a fan of anal stimulation, realizing it was another of those acquired tastes that could really boost orgasm intensity.

This one also had a way to adjust position, so I aimed it forward, slid back and dropped down, first wrapping my vagina around the anal rod to wet it.

That didn’t take long and then I rose up and dropped back down and let the rods into the holes they were meant for.

At this point, I was grunting with every thrust, just really enjoying all the sensations happening between my legs, and about ready to cum.

“Can we get the fourth on?” Matt asked.

“Yeah,” I laughed. “If you hurry.”

I lifted up, pulled off the third toy as quickly as my fingers could manage and looked up at Matt. He handed me the fourth toy, bigger and heavier than I expected, and I almost dropped it, which would have been bad. You’re not allowed to put anything up you once it’s been on the floor. I also fumbled with the little straps. They were the same as the other models, but I was distracted, I guess.

This toy was everything you could want, basically – adjustable angle, vaginal and anal inserts, and a clitoral knob.

I wasted no time coating the anal rod with my vaginal lubricant, and then I was up and back down on it, hands and feet crossed over the broomstick, dropping hard and fast, swallowing the toys with both chambers, pressing my clitoris against the little knob, rising up quickly and dropping again, breath coming in gasps.

I looked up at Matt, who was just standing there, observing like there was nothing out of the ordinary going on.

“Okay,” I said, probably unnecessarily, “it’s gonna be this one.”

He was still nodding when I started cumming.

“No fucking way!” were my exact words, and then I was just kind crying out, trying not to be too noisy, but damn, it was good. I don’t always spray, but I definitely did that day, gushed all over the toy and the carpet. I’m sure I wasn’t the first.

I was still panting during the interview. Definitely gave the product a ringing endorsement.


Chapter 4: Other People

So, yeah, I go out. I date. I like guys.

There have been some changes there.

And disasters.

Because of my job at Smith.

I met Bill late my freshman year, he was real bright, wrote and actually sold some of his software, kind of a nerd, kind of innocent.

I was his first. He wasn’t my first, but he was okay with that.

He was a year ahead of me, so my junior year, he was a senior and really busy trying to finish this new app and get A’s in some tough classes and figure out where he was going next, so our relationship was suffering a little. The idea was he’d graduate, land someplace, we’d do long-distance for a year and then I’d join him the next year. You can go anywhere with a business degree. And then maybe we’d get married.

So that’s the background of when I started working for Smith. It’s my junior year and I’m not seeing much of Bill, just an occasional weeknight in my apartment, since I was working most weekends. And then, after I started working at Smith in December, I barely saw Bill at all, because of his schedule. He was in the lab almost 24/7, trying to finish this huge resource management package that was super ambitious and brilliant but would hardly even start.

He spend all the Christmas holidays working on it, and on into January, so it wasn’t until close to Valentine’s Day that I finally heard from him. He was getting things wrapped up, coming up for air, wanted to do something special for Valentine’s.

I, on the other hand, was making great money, having the best school year of my life, and I was basically making love to plastic three times a week. While other people watched.

You’d think I just would have told Bill what was going on. But I couldn’t. It just seemed too weird. I’d always had a little of a wild streak, and it made Bill nervous. What would he think of Smith Corp? I didn’t know, and I didn’t want to find out. I was a coward.

My thinking was I needed to hide my job from Bill for a few months, until he graduated, then he’d go to another town and I could tell him I was doing anything during my senior year, and then I’d graduate and go to a conventional, full-time job and he’d never need to know how I’d been making money for the previous year plus.

Now, in the meantime, I was having talks at Smith with Joyce. She was in charge of a different area of testing.

I was doing great at Smith. I was reliable, steady, uninhibited, and they said I was articulate when it came to discussing products. That experience with the marketing team didn’t hurt either.

Joyce found me in the breakroom, probably late March. Like around Easter, and right before spring break.

I was having lunch in the breakroom when she walked in. She was older, like in her 40’s, well-dressed, sophisticated, her black (probably dyed) hair piled up in a way that was supposed to look casual but I knew she had put a lot of work into.

Long story short, she said she managed an advanced area of Smith research, where they asked more of their girls – and paid a lot more. I’d been recommended, and recommendations were hard to come by. She mentioned $200 an hour.

I asked her for more information, and she was kind of evasive. But she said something about “partner” evaluations. And said things would be more physically demanding.

I said thanks and I’d think about it, didn’t say yes, and I thought that was the end of it. Another month passed, Bill graduated, got a job in California, I didn’t see Joyce again and guessed that not saying yes immediately had disqualified me.

But then, in early May, she showed back up in the breakroom, while I was between sessions.

“Oh, hey,” I said.

“Hey,” she said. “Do you remember talking to me about a month ago?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Advanced research.”

“Yes.”

“Are you interested? We have an opening I’d like to fill in the next few days.”

“I’m interested,” I said a little tentatively. “Can you tell me more about it, though?”

“I can show you the space we use,” she said, “and tell you what goes on in there.”

“Sure.”

I followed her through the lab, into the administration area and to a door I’d noticed but never thought about that said “Authorized Personnel Only.”

“You’ll need someone to let you in any time you come back here,” she said. “Your wristband won’t work on this door.”

“Okay.”

“If you’re alone, just press the call button,” she added, pointing to a little buzzer.

Past the door, there was another locked door, and Joyce had to get us through that one too.

Through that door, we walked into a lab, about half the size of the team lab. We were the only people in here, and I took everything in quickly.

There were just two tables in here, and then two beds – like, actual, full-sized beds. Four posters, in fact. As in the team lab, this space had a few desks and computers. It also had some things hanging from the ceiling in one corner,  bars and rings and hooks. I was focusing on those when Joyce spoke.

“Do you remember what I told you about this area of research?” she asked.

“You mentioned partners,” I said. “And that it would be more physically demanding.”

“That’s right,” she said. “There are some products that require two people to test.”

“Like what?”

“Strap-on inserts,” she said, “and condoms.”

“So I’d work with girls . . . and guys?”

“Yes, ideally,” she said. “You can choose to work with just one gender, and you’ll get $150 per hour, and you might not be scheduled as often. Accept either gender and you’ll get 200 per hour, regardless of gender. And we’ll have pretty steady work for you.”

“Who are the guys?”

“We have male product testers too,” she said.

This information wasn’t completely unexpected, but having it said outright was a little surprising.

“Where do you keep the guys?” I asked. “I’ve never seen one.”

“They don’t enter the team lab while there are girls in there.”

“Why?” I asked, surprised. “Are you afraid we’ll be embarrassed?”

“No,” she replied. “Distracted. When you’re on the table, you need to be focusing on what’s inside you, not the penis of a male tester.”

“Okay,” I said. I guess that made sense.

“We didn’t just make that rule up,” she continued. “We tested. The presence of a nude male reduces assessment quality.”

“Okay.”

“You’ll get to meet your research partners prior to a session,” Joyce said. “Fully-clothed, in a neutral area. At least the males. Females too, if you want.”

“I have a boyfriend,” I said, kind stammering. I don’t know why I said that, really. Maybe I thought she’d say that I shouldn’t do it then. Or she’d wave a magic wand and make it all totally cool.

“We prefer that our assessors be in relationships,” she said. “It’s not required, but it kind of simplifies things.”

“Okay, I’ll do this,” I said, still slightly apprehensive. “I don’t think I’d need to meet any girls beforehand. But I’d want to meet with any guy. And I might say no.”

“Of course.”

We talked a little more, about exactly how things would work, kind of boring stuff really.  And then, Bill was about to move away, and whatever was going on in Joyce’s department, I figured Bill would never know, and it wouldn’t matter.

We agreed I’d do my first session on a Monday in mid-May. Bill would be gone by then, so I needed a distraction. We’d kind of reconnected in the last month, and things were really good. But not perfect. I was changing. Maybe because of Smith, or because of whatever. And Bill could tell. I was just kind of quiet at times, thinking about other things, and he’d ask me if I was okay, and I’d say yeah.

So that Monday, I went to Brenda in the lab, and she got on her phone and called, and I waited, just sitting nude in the breakroom.

Joyce showed up 10 minutes later, looking a little flustered.

“Hey, Kit,” she said. “We’re all ready for you.”

“How many people?” I asked, and then my nerves just went off. I was imagining being with who knows who, like a guy I was supposed to have met first but didn’t, in front of a crowd of weird strangers, and I was ready to turn around. And then I thought about Bill, and I had huge guilt pangs too. We were just outside the breakroom, in the team lab, with three girls on tables, one groaning through the start of an orgasm, and I just stopped in my tracks.

Joyce looked back at me, a little startled I think, like she was afraid I was about to change my mind.

And then it seemed like she understood my anxiety.

“Just your partner,” she said. “A female. And two researchers. Male and female.”

“What am I doing?”

“Testing a strap-on,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, starting to walk again. “That’s fine.”

I’m not a lesbian. Not that there’s anything wrong with it. I’m just not. But I didn’t see what was about to happen as making love to a girl. We were just going to work together to try out a product.

I followed Joyce to the lab, through the two doors, and found things as she’d described. I recognized the female researcher, but the man was a stranger to me. And I vaguely recognized the girl too, sitting nude on the bed. She laughed when I approached, responding to something the man had said that I didn’t hear.

Both researchers turned to me, greeted me warmly, introduced themselves, and then I met the girl. She wore her black hair to her shoulders, in her late 20’s I guess, with C-cup breasts, her pubic hair waxed off.

“Hi, Kit, I’m Helen.”

I felt completely at ease now, was ready to get things started. I was ovulating, and feeling kind of an electricity  between my legs.

A cart had been pushed up next to the bed, and I looked at it and saw a few toys in bags, the kinds of toys a girl puts on when her partner wants to be penetrated.

“Kit, Helen, pick a number,” the woman said.

“20,” I said. My age. Not that creative, I know.

“39.”

She got out her phone, pushed a button, I guess for a random-number generator

“24,” she said. “Kit wears first.”

“Okay.”

“Kit, have you worn one of these before?” she asked, picking up a bag with a blue dildo set in a holder with blue straps.

“No,” I admitted. “I’ve never done anything like this.”

She pulled it out of the bag, handed it to me, and I looked at it for a second, figured out where things went and put it on.

Like anything remotely sexual that time of the month, wearing a large blue penis was a little arousing for me. It stuck straight out and I looked down at it, moving my hips and watching it sway.

Helen scooted to the middle of the bed and lay back, propping herself up on her elbows.

I looked at the researchers, back to Helen. Everyone was looking back at me, so I realized I needed to get going. This was the easier job though, I thought at first. Just get in position and insert.

I put one knee on the bed, put my hands on it, pulled up my other leg, the dildo swinging back and forth and generating a distraction that made something normal kind of difficult.

I looked at Helen again, and she sort of smiled, but I think she was kind of tense too. I’d admitted this was my first time with a strap-on, and now I was going to use it on her. What if I was clumsy?

This was part of the reason the pay was higher here, I surmised. Greater risk.

Well, I wasn’t about to lose my promotion because I hurt someone on the first day, so after I succeeded in clambering onto the bed, I turned to Helen slowly.

Still looking kind of nervous, she leaned back a little, spread her legs and angled her pelvis up, so her bare slit would be easier for me to mount.

I knew how to put things inside myself, obviously, but facing another girl, the mechanics were sort of reversed.

I reached down and, after a moment’s hesitation, put my fingers on her vulva, and then tentatively spread her lips. They were warm and wet, a little of her juice spilling onto my thumb and fingers, and I wondered if she were ovulating too.

I reached down and took the dildo in my other hand, leaned forward and realized I had the mechanics wrong. I couldn’t open her slot with one hand, guide the dildo inside her body with the other hand, and still hold myself up over her. I needed a third arm for that.

Bill, and other guys, had done this to me many times. How?

No one was saying anything and, yes, I was dying inside. Which didn’t help me reach the solution any sooner.

So, for what seemed like several hours, but was probably about five excruciating seconds, I pondered the challenge and finally arrived at the answer.

I held myself up with my left arm, while my right hand did double duty – spreading Helen’s lips with a thumb and finger, then guiding the toy up her hole.

As soon as the tip was inside Helen’s opening, she sighed and rocked her pelvis up and backward, clearly enjoying the feeling of being entered.

Knowing this felt good to her helped a lot, and I proceeded cautiously but with more confidence, pushing deeper as she sighed again.

“Can you hold the whole thing?” I asked her.

“I think,” she said, kind of breathlessly. “Push really slow and let’s see.”

I continued to drive up her chamber until it had swallowed the entire toy.

“Okay, that’s all there is,” I said. “Ready for me to move?”

“Yeah,” she said. “But slow at first.”

I obliged, thrusting softly, gently, and she grimaced with what I thought could be pain or pleasure. But then she closed her eyes, opened her thighs and raised her feet up near my hips, angling her pelvis back so what I was wearing struck her clitoris on every thrust.

“First impressions, Helen?” the male researcher asked. His voice startled me, and I realized this was something I’d need to get used to. It was one thing when it was just me, sliding something in and out of one of my openings while a researcher watched. Being with someone else – basically, making love to her – while people stood and watched and talked to you . . . that was new.

“It’s good,” Helen said, her voice surprisingly even. “It seems like it angles up easier than that last design you had, so it’s a little more comfortable to take in.”

“We made some adjustments on the holder,” the woman said, and she reached between us to tap the place on the straps where the dildo was fastened in. “So, before you switch positions, Is there anything you want her to do?”

“Just fast for a second, all the way in,” Helen replied.

I did my best, forcing the object deep into her body quickly about a dozen times.

“Oh, god,” Helen said, and she looked up at me. “You’re doing great. Are you sure this is your first time?”

I knew she was just trying to be nice, but I really appreciated it. A high level of camaraderie among the product testers as they partnered with each other was crucial, I realized. Unless your partner was really doing something really wrong, you had to support each other.

My eyes moved down to Helen’s vagina, to the toy that was rhythmically exploring her insides, and I saw that it was soaked, that the toy and her lips were thoroughly wetted, and that helped too. No girl can produce that much honey without enjoying herself at least a little.

“Helen, can you get up on your hands and knees for us?”

“Sure,” she said, and I slid out of her sex organ and settled back as she rolled over, rose up and parted her knees.

Slowly and cautiously, again, I got in position behind her and – using both hands this time – opened her lips and guided the dildo into her chamber.

“Uh, uh, uh,” she grunted, pushing back at me so hard I almost fell backward.

I grabbed her hips and tried to time my thrusts to match her backward movements, kind of getting the hang of it after maybe 30 seconds.

She was really working hard in this position, and no one was asking any questions. Obviously, she liked it.

For me, this was still mostly just work, not much arousal, but I was glad I was contributing to someone else’s pleasure.

“Okay, Helen, let’s see how it feels on top of her.”

I withdrew again, Helen scooted out of the way and I dropped to the bed, getting on my back, hoping that the position changes weren’t bothering her.

Apparently, they weren’t.

I propped up on my elbows and Helen quickly climbed over me. There was a look in her eyes, something undefinable, and I met her gaze and wondered for the first time if she were a lesbian.

She put her hand between her legs, raised the dildo to her opening and dropped down on it in a series of fluid motions.

Once it was all the way inside her, she began to gyrate, twisting her hips so wildly I wondered if she was going to yank the dildo out of its holder. If I were a guy, I thought, what she was doing would have to hurt.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, looking at the wall, her breasts bouncing, nipples hard. “Oh yeah.”

I wondered if she wanted me to move, but I had no idea what to do, and then she was cumming so it didn’t matter what I did.

Her orgasm was pure animal, a grunting, shaking celebration of physical ecstasy so intense I could feel it in my own body. Just watching her was pushing me to the next level of arousal.

I looked up at her face, trying to get a sense of when she was finished, and her eyes dropped down toward mine again and she smiled and descended, and suddenly we were making love, her mouth against mine, her middle rocking over me.

I kissed back. When she opened her mouth, I opened mine. When she put her tongue in my mouth, I licked it and wrapped my arms around her waist. She was moving more slowly now, so I angled my pelvis up and back, sliding the toy in and out of her body.

She moved her mouth to my ear, licked it and kind of squealed – soft, plaintive, wordless – and then started grunting. She was cumming again, I realized. Was that what they wanted? Girls who kept cumming? I wasn’t sure I could do that.

She lay on me another minute, hard pants ebbing to a slow, deep breathing. Then, satisfied apparently, Helen lifted herself off the toy and let it fall, wet and warm, against my belly.

She wasn’t done with me yet, though. She dropped down beside me, gave me a closed-mouth kiss and put her mouth to my ear.

“Oh my god, that was good,” she whispered. “Thank you.”

Feeling a little self-conscious, I just lay motionless, staring at the ceiling, then over at the researchers, who were still there, of course, just standing and kind of watching, the woman typing on her tablet.

It seemed like Helen was about to go over 15 minutes for personal relief, and I wondered if the rules were different here. Maybe they didn’t care? Or maybe they were knocking off our time but weren’t going to say anything.

The latter possibility had me worried. Fifteen minutes here was worth 50 dollars, and I didn’t want to lose that just lying under another girl.

So I kind of raised my head and looked at the man, and he understood.

“Ready to switch places?” he asked.

Helen kissed my cheek one more time and clambered over me, her vulva sliding across my thigh and leaving a smear of fluid. I don’t think that was an accident.

I scooted off the bed, removed the strap-on and handed it to the woman.

The male researcher gave Helen a bag with another strap-on in it, and she put it on without any hesitation, making clear this wasn’t a first for her.

Now it was my turn to be nervous. Mostly it was just the anxiety of being inexperienced, but having someone else jab a large piece of latex into your body normally requires more trust than you can feel for someone half an hour after meeting them.

But I lay back down on the bed, ready as I could be for whatever was about to happen.

As Helen knelt between my feet, I reached down to my slit. I didn’t need to masturbate, though. My pussy was already surprisingly wet, so I just opened my legs, angled my hole up and waited, watching her face.

At this point, she became surprisingly slow and gentle, first just reaching down to my sex organ to make sure I was lubricated, then kind of easing my lips apart, then moving into position, the tip of the toy inches from my opening.

“Ready?” she whispered.

“Sure,” I said, trying to sound casual.

Her first thrust was slow, almost agonizingly so. Once the tip was at the entrance to my sex, I wanted the rest in. I’m not a big fan of the slow tease. But she was probing me, like she was a nurse and I was at my first gyno exam. With the head of the toy just inside my sheath, she stopped, pulled it almost all the way out, then pushed it back in, a little deeper.

I looked down at her hips, then up at her breasts, swaying just above my face as she moved, her ribs expanding and contracting with brief, panting breaths, her nipples still hard.

Another shallow thrust put the toy almost halfway up me, and I grunted with pleasure for the first time.

She stopped, looked down as if gauging my response, and I smiled in a way that I hoped said “Hurry up, this is good.”

She didn’t hurry, torturing me with a penetration so gradual I began to wonder if she were just trying to milk the clock.

Finally, she had the whole object buried up my hole, and I groaned again to let her know it was good.

And yes, it was definitely good. With a guy’s body, you get what you get. Bill was a little small, and that’s all I’d had for more than a year. When it was a toy people designed, it could be any shape and size, and Smith Corp. knew what it was doing there. Having someone else operate the toy, so to speak – male or female – was also a turn-on. Having both hands free was a welcome change, and I raised them to my chest, cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples.

“Kit, first impressions?”

“I don’t have anything to compare it to,” I admitted. Best to get that out of the way up front. “I’ve never had a strap-on inside me. But it really feels good. The toy design is really working for me, and . . .” I looked up at Helen to make sure she could hear me, “it helps that it’s being used by an expert.”

She looked down at me, obviously grateful for the compliment, but she laughed self-deprecatingly.

“Learned from the best,” she said.

I hoped the researchers didn’t think we were being too corny, but then Helen gave a good hard thrust, out of gratitude, I guess, and I gasped and focused on the pleasure again while she continued grinding against me.

“Hands and knees, Kit?” the woman said, kind of like a question, but Helen and I both knew it was an order, and she withdrew from my sex and dropped back on her knees while I rose up and turned around so she could enter me from behind.

She wasted no time opening me and guiding the dildo all the way up my tunnel, and I groaned in appreciation and pushed back the way she had.

Suddenly, she was pounding me, practically jackhammering my engorged slot, and I was crying out before I understood what was happening.

“God damn, fuck!” I screamed, my whole body shaking through what was one of the hardest orgasms I’d ever had, at Smith or anywhere else. “Oh my god! Fuck! Fuck!”

For maybe 30 seconds, that’s all I did, just yell and wriggle, rocking my hips, shaking. But not with complete abandon. I didn’t want the toy out of my chamber just yet.

For her part, Helen held still, letting me have my way with the toy until I was done grinding on it. Complete now, panting, I dropped my head, looking between my legs at her knees, my sex still wrapped around the front half of the object.

After half a minute just gasping there, I dropped my head to the mattress, staying up on my knees but sliding forward so I was empty.

I knew they were going to ask me to ride her next, and I wasn’t sure how that was going to happen.

“Okay, just catching my breath,” I said, my mouth against the mattress so they could probably barely hear me. “Give me a moment.”

Resigned to continuing, wondering what I’d gotten myself into, I slid off the bed, standing next to it while Helen got in position on her back, the evil toy swinging across her belly, waiting to violate me again.

She shouldn’t have done that. She shouldn’t have forced an orgasm out of me in the middle of the session. Why did she do it? Was she fucking with me? I wondered. Was she trying to sabotage me?

This was a really weird place to be: I had just cum. Hard. I was making love, sort of, to a girl. I was suddenly very suspicious of that girl. And I needed to have more sex with her.

Okay. Two hundred dollars an hour. 401K. Fuck you.

I put my knee on the bed, pulled my other leg up and, with what I considered an heroic level of effort, straddled that bitch, picked up the toy and mounted it, letting it into my wet hole without another thought.

Yes, this was perfunctory. No, I wasn’t going to have a second orgasm yet. But I was doing my job, riding up and down on the toy, feeling it slide along my walls, squeezing my sheath around it, letting it give me what little pleasure I was capable of at that moment.

After giving it the college try, I looked at the researchers, hoping they’d agree I’d done enough.

I guess they could read my mind, because the woman said what I’d been hoping to hear: “Okay, Kit, good job. Go ahead and relax.”

I immediately rose up, allowing the toy to leave me, and dropped to the bed next to Helen.

Hah.

I’d survived.

She turned to me and kissed me again, just on the cheek, kind of platonically.

If this was initiation, I’d passed.

Damn, that felt good. Almost as good as the orgasm.

There were little rooms off to the side of the lab where you could talk in private, and I went into one with the male researcher, Helen with the woman. It made sense – they didn’t want us feeding off each other’s assessments and biasing each other.

Now the real work began. These interviews were more intense than anything I’d done in the other lab. They wanted to know not just how the product felt, but how Helen’s use of it had felt. What could she have done differently? What would I tell someone who was about to use it for the first time? Then there was a whole series of questions about wearing it. Was it easy to put on? Did I feel like I was able to please Helen? Was it comfortable in every position? Was it comfortable when I was inserting it, changing positions, withdrawing it?

The questions went until we’d finished two hours and Helen and I want to the break room in the other lab and had lunch together and talked. I got two towels out to sit on, and I needed them, lubrication and ovulatory fluid dripping out of my opening nonstop.

Helen hadn’t been trying to sabotage me, I’m sure now, and I felt dumb for even suspecting it once I got to know her a little better.

She was engaged, to a guy, and he was cool with what she did as long as it was only with girls. Was she bisexual? She didn’t offer the information and I didn’t ask. But she really liked her job, and she loved cumming and making her partners cum. She told me that point blank.

Back in the other lab after our break, we switched researchers and the interviews continued, a lot of the same questions, some new ones too.

I thought we might finish on interviews, but with about an hour to go, the woman stopped her questions and looked at me.

“Ready for another round?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. And, truly, I was. During ovulation in particular, I was used to two orgasms at work, one before break and one after. And I liked working with Helen.

The woman and I, and Helen and the male researcher, all met back at the bed about the same time. While we were interviewing, someone had slipped in and put two more bags on the nightstand.

Another set of strap-ons, but these things were way more complicated than the first pair.

As the female researcher started talking, I kind of glanced down at them, trying not to be too obvious, but I was curious. When I realized I couldn’t make sense of them, I gave up and listened to the woman.

“We’re working on a toy that will stimulate the wearer as well as her partner,” she was saying. “So this prototype features two dynamic inserts.”

Helen laughed. “Dynamic?” she echoed.

“It’s technical jargon,” the woman said, apparently not offended by the interruption. “The system is designed to give feedback.”

“Interesting,” Helen offered.

The woman pulled the first contraption out of the bag.

“Kit, you go first this time,” she said, and she held it up.

“This part’s going to go up your vagina,” she said, pointing to a good-sized rod. “And this part will go inside your partner.”

There was what looked like a sort of motor between the two dildos, and she pointed to that next.

“This is what drives everything,” she said. “When you thrust, the motion is converted through the gears to the wearer’s insert. The faster you thrust, the more quickly the object inside you will respond.”

“What’s it going to do inside me?” I asked.

“Thrust and oscillate,” she said.

“Okay.”

She handed it to me and, feeling a little intimidated, I studied it, figured out what was supposed to go where, spread my legs and planted my feet, then slid my share of the machine slowly up my hole.

It was a standard dildo design, but it felt a little weird because of everything that was attached to it. After I finished pushing it inside me, I clamped my legs closed to keep it in place, then fastened the belts and straps around my waist and thighs.

I looked at Helen and she smiled and seemed okay with things, but I sort of wondered. If I got selfish, I could really end up going hard on her. Of course, she’d jackhammered me, so maybe she deserved it.

To her credit, though, she seemed game. She slid onto the bed, lay on her back and assumed the position, thighs spread, knees up, opening raised for penetration.

I crawled over her, lifted the dildo for insertion and immediately noticed a problem: Because of the machinery, I guess, I couldn’t raise it all the way up to my belly. It stopped maybe 30 degrees away from me, meaning I probably couldn’t lie down on Helen, belly-to-belly, because the toy would press against the back wall of her vagina.

Or maybe she’d like that, I didn’t know, but as I drove the toy between her lips, I knew I needed to proceed carefully.

As Helen was entered, she sighed, smiled up at me, and bounced her thighs, clearly glad to have something new to wrap her body around.

I stopped about halfway up her, slid out a few inches and drove in a little deeper.

And that’s when I felt my side of the device. Something was thrusting up my sheath, stirring around in my chamber.

I didn’t know what it was at first, and then I remembered I was supposed to be benefitting too, and I pulled out and slid back in. Yes, it felt good, sort of, but it was strange, too. Maybe some girls would like what it did inside, but having to thrust into Helen to feel it was a distraction I wasn’t ready for.

Helen was enjoying it, though, and she reached up to my shoulders to pull me down.

“It won’t angle all the way up,” I warned her, dropping down so our breasts were touching, our mouths inches apart, while I continued to move within her.

She grimaced and pushed me up again, off her chest. No surprise – it wasn’t comfortable.

Being up over her made it easier to thrust, but it also increased the stimulation to my own slot. And after what Helen had done to me before the break, I wasn’t look for a lot more stimulation. So I was holding back a little, not driving up her the way I did when I was wearing the normal strap-on.

“Is there a way to adjust what the rod is doing to me?” I asked the researchers.

“Not on the fly,” the woman said. “We’ll have to go back to the design for that. Is it a little too intense?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Half the movement would be fine. Of course, I’m a little sore from the other toy.”

“Okay,” she said. “Think you can be on the receiving end again?”

“Yeah, I replied, hoping I sounded sincere. Really, I wasn’t sure I could take any more, especially the way Helen liked to do it.

We both rose from the bed, I removed the toy from my aching sex and Helen took a new machine and slid it up her hole, grunting quietly as the rod filled her.

Then it was my turn to get on my back, spread my legs and raise my vulva to her.

Helen clambered over me, obviously curious to know what the machine would do inside her once she started pounding me.

I tried not to tense up – at least not visibly – as she moved the tip of the device into position and spread my lips.

Then she was in me, moving up my vagina slowly.

“Uhhh,” she said, responding immediately to the movements of the contraption within her own body.

After a few tentative, increasingly deep thrusts, she had the tool all the way up my sheath, and then she set up a steady rhythm, watching my reactions.

She grunted with each push, clearly enjoying the feel, but for me, it was pure torture. It wasn’t that I wanted her to stop. The opposite, really. I wanted it harder, a lot harder. I was ovulating, after all. But she was focusing on herself, which was only natural, but it meant my needs weren’t being met.

She squeezed out a long, grunting orgasm while I lay beneath her and just waited for her to finish. Finally, after she was done climaxing and panting, she looked down at me with what I sensed was at least a little guilt.

“Did you cum?” she asked, just to be polite. She knew I hadn’t, and that was a dilemma. She held the toy halfway up me, not wanting to pull it out and deprive me, but not interested in any more stimulation for herself.

“No,” I said, tightening my vagina around the rod in frustration, wanting her to move the way she had before.

“Kit, what do you think?” the woman asked me.

I looked at her. She seemed to want an honest answer, and I was too annoyed and frustrated not to give her one.

“It needs to be adjustable,” I complained. “Or someone’s going to be frustrated, at least sometimes. The thing inside the girl who’s wearing it is moving too much, so the girl whose receiving it can’t get what she needs. If we could have changed that after we started, it would have worked better.”

“Are you frustrated?”

“Yes, very,” I said, dropping my head to the pillow and closing my eyes. “And it needs to angle all the way up, too. It sticks out too far, so we couldn’t lie on top of each other. And kissing is pretty much impossible.”

I felt the toy leave my body, I could tell that Helen was sliding off the bed, and then I heard people saying things, but too quietly for me to make out the words.

“They’ll get me a normal one,” Helen said. “If you want.”

I opened my eyes. Only Helen was beside the bed now, standing and facing me, her vulva close enough to my face that I could have raised up and kissed it.

It took me a second to figure out what Helen was offering. We wouldn’t be testing a prototype anymore. She was offering to put on a standard product just to satisfy me.

The woman stepped back into the lab from wherever she had gone. The man had left and didn’t return. The woman approached us, handed Helen a new strap-on and, as before, Helen put it on expertly and looked down at me.

Feeling a little uncertain – was sex with a girl for relief different from sex with a girl for product testing? – I raised up and decided to go with it. I was still well-lubricated, so Helen got back on her knees before me and had no problem pushing the toy through my opening and all the way into my body.

She dropped down on me, pressing her belly against mine, touching her breasts to my breasts, putting her mouth against my ear, on my cheek, on my mouth, and I kissed her because that seemed to be the payment for what she was doing now, thrusting into me at just the right speed, at just the right depth, forcing me to cum again before I knew what was happening.

We lay there like that, just breathing quietly into each other’s ears, for at least a minute after my climax before she slowly eased out of me, slid off the bed, removed the strap-on and handed it to the researcher.

They didn’t need to interview us about the two-part strap-on. I think I gave a pretty good assessment while Helen was still moving it in me.

So we were told we were done and, even though we still had like half an hour left on the clock, she said she’d put us both down for two hours. We’d gone above and beyond, she said.

Helen and I went back to the changing room together, got dressed. I wondered if she’d want to kiss again before we left Smith. Like we’d been on a date or something. But no, she was totally professional. At least, I guess it was professional. I don’t know. It seemed sort of strange. The whole thing did.

They didn’t need people in the advanced lab as much as in the team lab, so I did some more regular work, just the usual fifty dollars per hour, but maybe a week later, Joyce came to me in the break room.

I was having some left over cold cuts, from a bachelorette party for a friend, and Joyce sat down at the table across from me.

“How did you feel about the advanced lab?”

“It was fine,” I responded. “Thanks again for the opportunity.”

“Ready to go back?”

“When?”

“In two days. If you want.”

“Sure,” I said. “What would I be doing?”

“You said you were okay with either gender?”

I gulped. Yes, I had said that. But being with a girl in the lab while Bill was getting settled into a new job in California had taken some adjustment on my part. How would I feel about doing something with a guy, no matter how professional we both were?

“Okay,” I said, pushing the doubt out of my mind.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes,” I said, trying to sound certain. “But you said I could meet him beforehand, right?”

“Yes. Want to meet him now?”

“He’s here?”

“He’s on his way. For an assessment, but he has time to talk to you.”

“Where?” I asked.

“I can schedule a conference room, on the first floor. You’ll both be fully-clothed.”

“So I’ll, like, interview him, and let him know?”

“No, you won’t need to say anything to him. Just talk, and if you’re comfortable, let me know in the next few days. If not, no problem.”

“Okay.”

I got dressed, went to the assigned conference room and waited. It was a small room, just a table and six chairs, with no windows, and the waiting was a lot harder than I’d expected. What if he didn’t like me? Would he say that to my face, or would Joyce come to me later and say sorry, he didn’t think he’d want to do anything with me?

I should have brought something to read.

I was in short shorts that day, tank top, just dressed for comfort, but then, what if he thought I was trying to dress to be alluring?

I really had a lot of anxieties, and when the door finally opened, I practically jumped.

I rose, too nervous to sit anyway, and he entered and turned toward me.

So yeah, by conventional standards, he was cute. A little older, like probably early 30s. Dark hair, broad shoulders, athletic. He was in shorts, sandals and a nice t-shirt – thick fabric, light blue, with an athletic logo on the front.

I was thinking about Bill, though, when I shook his hand, trying not to feel guilty.

“Kit,” I said.

“Victor.”

“Okay,” I agreed, because my nerves had made me approximately as intelligent as cattle.

He sat down, and I walked around to the other side of the table and sat down too, facing him.

I smiled at him and waited for him to say something. I guess he was waiting for the same thing. So for like 10 excruciating seconds, we looked at each other, after which we both looked at the table.

Then, of course, we both spoke at once. I said “So . . .” and I think he did too.

We laughed and he smiled again and nodded, so it was clear I was going to have to speak first.

“How long have you been doing . . . working for Smith?” I stammered. Given the state of my nerves, this question represented a flash of rare brilliance for me.

“Eighteen months. You?”

“Like five months. Or I guess six.”

“Did they tell you what we’d be doing?” he asked.

“I guess condom testing. Right?”

“Most likely.”

His answer made me wonder what other kinds of testing a male and female could do at Smith.

“I have a boyfriend,” I said, returning to abject stupidity.

“Cool.”

“I just said that . . .” I mumbled, “in case you cared.”

He shrugged. Obviously, he didn’t care. Also, obviously, he wasn’t a big talker. Maybe he was always like that. Or maybe just with me. But what was I expecting? A long conversation about Proust?

“I’m married.”

“Cool,” I said back. “Got kids?”

“Yeah.”

I just stared at him, trying to see him as a dad.

“Two little girls,” he added.

“Okay.”

That’s all I needed to know. He’s married, he’s a dad, whatever. I won’t say I was lusting after him, but I was okay with helping him test a condom. So he’d be inside the condom. Big deal.

Was his wife okay with this? I guess. But I really didn’t care. That was his problem. My problem was Bill, and Bill would never know and that’s all that mattered to me at that particular moment.

“Anything else you want to know?” he asked.

“I guess not,” I said. “I think I’m okay with—“

“Don’t tell me,” he interrupted. “Just let your manager know. Tomorrow. Or whenever. It’s cool if you don’t want to, with me or anyone else. They should have told you that.”

“Yeah,” I recalled. “They did.”

We shook hands again, and that was it. I already knew my answer, but I would give it a day. And who knows, maybe he wouldn’t like me.

A few days later, the next time I was in the lab, I told Joyce I was fine working with Victor.

She said he felt the same way about me, which was strangely reassuring, and she told us we’d be working together two days later, that Friday.

My summer schedule had me coming in at 10 a.m. on Fridays, so I showed up, stripped, went to the team lab. Joyce was already there, and after Brenda put my wristband on, Joyce walked me back to the advanced lab.

Victor was waiting, sitting in a chair, reading a book, in the nude.

He stood up as soon as I walked in.

“Hey, Kit,” he said.

“Hey, Victor,” I said, and I walked up and shook his hand. Really, I’d been rehearsing this moment in my head for a few days: I’d shake his hand, so things would be totally professional, and so we wouldn’t just be standing there, staring at each other.

I thought I’d be as jittery as the last time, but strange thing was, I wasn’t. I’d already met him, we’d talked, we agreed to work together, that was it.

I glanced down at his penis, noticed it was starting to firm up, and it was big enough to stretch me a little, and I looked back at his eyes.

Joyce walked to the bed and we followed her.

She grabbed a bag off the table, the same kind they put girls’ toys in, but this held condoms in generic plastic packaging.

She pulled one out and handed it to Victor.

“It’s got what we call diagonal ribbing,” she said. “Inside and outside.”

Victor opened the pack and pulled out a clear latex condom. I got on the bed, leaning against the pillows, and parted my legs. Victor looked down at me, and I’m going to say he liked what he saw, because his cock grew to its full length, close to seven inches.

He slipped on the condom and joined me on the bed, crouching between my legs.

“Do you want to see it?” he asked me.

“Yeah.”

He rose up on his knees and kind of thrust forward and I looked and touched. Little parallel ribs had been pressed into the condom at an angle. Diagonally, like Joyce had said.

I scooted toward him, leaned back a little further, checked my hole and found that I was as wet as I needed to be.

“Ready?” Victor asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

He dropped down and angled himself forward, but he held still then, apparently wanting me to do the honors.

I grabbed him gently, spread my lips and guided him up my vagina, my walls straining around his sex.

I’d held toys his size, but it was different when it was a person, I thought. I groaned and fell all the way back onto the pillow, staring at the ceiling.

He took his place over me, grunting with what I assumed was pleasure, and I closed my eyes and concentrated on how the condom felt.

The ribs were doing their thing, rubbing my walls in a way I quickly got used to and started to enjoy, and Victor knew what he was doing, just thrusting in, pulling all the way out, varying between pushing hard and deep, and then moving in and out slowly, deliciously.

“It’s spinning,” Victor observed.

“What do you mean?” I asked. I guess he was talking to Joyce, but I was curious.

“Every time I thrust in,” he said, lifting so Joyce could see, “the ribs make it twist a little, around my penis.”

I rose up on my elbows to watch while Victor did three slow insertions. Sure enough, a red mark on the base of the condom shifted slightly to Victor’s left every time he pushed it up me.

“Do you like it?” Joyce asked him.

“Yes, definitely,” he said, a little breathlessly.

“Kit?”

“It’s good,” I said. “I can’t really tell that it’s moving, but I like how it rubs me.”

“Ready to try another one?” Joyce asked.

Victor pulled himself out of my body, pulled off the condom and took a new one from Joyce.

“It’s half-ribbed,” she said. “Put it on so the rib half is along your underside.”

Victor slid on the new condom, looked at me and I nodded. This time, he did the insertion himself, opening me and pushing into my sheath while I grunted.

He really seemed to like this one, pushing hard and fast, the ribs doing something to that part of his penis. For my part, it was a little strange, bordering on uncomfortable. If it had been all ribbed, or not ribbed at all, that would have been fine, but half my pussy was feeling one thing, the other half something else, and it was distracting.

He spent about five minutes up my hole with that condom on. Bill would have definitely cum by now, so Bill’s staying power impressed me. I wondered how long he could go, and how much he got paid. I was also wondering how much longer my body could do this. I was starting to get sore.

“Wide ribs,” Joyce announced.

Victor looked at her, possibly a little disappointed, and withdrew from my hole.

“Last one?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Ready to cum?”

“Yeah,” he replied, kind of breathlessly.

“Kit, what about you?”

“I can try,” I said. “This one kinda hurt though.”

He pulled off the half-ribbed condom and slipped a new one on. It looked like it had wide stripes, but then I realized those were the ribs and I was curious. I opened my legs and angled up my pelvis, lifting my opening toward him.

As before, he went up me with a sigh and pushed all the way in.

He was doing it differently now – still up on his arms, propped above me, but faster, a little more determined, and I realized he was working on cumming, and that kind of flipped a switch in my head, and all of a sudden I was turned on, not just working for a job but, I’m going to admit it, having sex with Victor. Maybe even making love a little.

I looked up at him, gave him an open-mouthed smile and I think he kind of understood and he lowered himself down on me, his thrusting cock not missing a beat, pounding my slit as he settled his weight down on my chest. He put his mouth near my ear, but I wanted to kiss, so I turned my face toward his and our mouths touched.

“Is that okay?” I asked, because he seemed a little tentative. He answered by opening his mouth wide, his tongue as deep in my mouth as his cock was up my cunt, and we moved against each other like this was the last sex of our lives.

I could tell by the way he was thrusting now that he was holding back a little, that he wanted to cum with me, and that put me over the edge. I could feel the orgasm just kind of start working through me, from my clitoris to the rest of my pussy to everywhere else, and I just started grunting like an animal while Victor returned to full thrusting and, almost immediately, started groaning through his own climax, his cock exploring my depths over and over, tip banging my cervix.

We kept our mouths together throughout, sharing what felt like a single orgasm for maybe 30 delicious seconds.

And then it was over, Victor sighing onto my shoulder while I stared at the ceiling, my aching walls throbbing around a male sex that was still hard, still big, and still fully-inserted up my tube.

Maybe I could have lain like that for a couple of days with him, but Joyce broke the magic by speaking:

“How about interviews in five minutes?”

I looked at her and nodded, and Victor eased out of my hole and moved to the edge of the bed, kind of hunched over, like he was defeated or something, I don’t know.

He pulled the condom off and handed it to Joyce, and I rolled over on my side away from him, to stare at the wall, and did a damage assessment.

Okay, pussy still in one piece, still functional, but god it was raw.

I heard Victor get up, go to the bathroom, and I went in when he came out. He didn’t put the seat down, which sort of annoyed me. But maybe I wanted to be annoyed, because god knows I didn’t want to fall in love with him. If there’s such a thing as a guilt organ, somewhere in your brain, mine was just as sore as my cunt. Damn.

“Victor is fucking married, and he has kids,” I said to myself three or four times as I peed. “And then, Bill.”

A second researcher came in, another woman, and Victor and I sat down with them for interviews, and then we had lunch at a table in the advanced lab, because what were we supposed to do, avoid each other?

So we sat there, naked, eating what we’d brought. I talked about school and he talked about his other job, doing landscaping. Yard work, basically, although he was kind of an artist about it, liked doing topiaries and stuff.

After break, the interviews continued in separate rooms, and I hoped that would be it, but with 30 minutes to go, Joyce stood up and looked down at me.

“We’ve got one more to test,” she said.

“Okay,” I agreed, standing, like it was no problem.

Victor and I met back at the bed and Joyce pulled out the latest object of torment, a really thin, filmy condom, like the closest thing you could get to bare I guess.

Victor stroked himself to get erect and I got onto the bed, same position as before, leaning back with legs spread. Victor looked at me and that seemed to help him firm up, and he pulled the condom over himself and sat on the bed.

“Kit, we want you on hands and knees this time,” Joyce said.

I turned over, reached between my legs, found I wasn’t wet enough and worked my clitoris while Victor got in position behind me.

He didn’t ask if I was ready this time, just waited.

Knowing he was back there, aroused and ready to enter me, helped, and when I was wet enough, I just used two fingers to spread my lips.

I felt his tip at my opening, I arched my back a little and felt him pushing up my hole.

It didn’t feel good. I was doing this for the job, so Joyce could watch for whatever she wanted to see, and I could get paid.

To his credit, Victor seemed to understand this was hard for me, and he slid up me slowly, stopping once he was completely inside, waiting I guess for another sign from me.

I moved forward slightly, pushed back, and he took that as a sign I was ready for motion and slowly probed me, easing in and out.

“This is our sheerest condom,” Joyce said. “Victor, you should feel like there’s almost nothing on.”

“Yeah,” he said, and he kind of grunted. “It’s working.”

“Kit, how does it feel?”

“Like the others,” I said, panting a little. “Or a little smoother, because there aren’t ribs. But it’s good overall.”

Having him in me got my lubrication flowing a little more, and it was starting to feel slightly okay, but I still really hoped he wouldn’t start pounding.

I felt a hand on my rear, looked back and saw Joyce leaning in, watching him enter me, slide in and out with nothing but the merest thickness of film separating our bodies. Victor stopped, started again, stopped, and I knew she must be reaching in to feel the condom, to make sure it hadn’t broken I guess or see if it was sliding around or whatever.

What if it broke and Victor came? I had in an IUD, so I wouldn’t get pregnant, but what if he gave me something? Or if he just put semen inside me? That would be weird, just that.

The pain was done now, I guess my body was just blocking it, and my vagina was really wetting itself, and things were starting to feel good when Joyce announced, “Okay, that’s all we needed, you’re done.”

Victor stopped about halfway up my sheath, but he didn’t pull out, and I didn’t want him too.

I looked back at him, not sure what to do. In the team lab, I’d just lie back and masturbate, by myself. But he was here and, yes, I didn’t want to waste him. But I also didn’t want to cum on his penis. I knew I was going to be hurting tomorrow, or probably all weekend, as it was.

“Do you do oral?” I asked before I really thought through the question. If he said no, or just shrugged and left without another word, I would die inside.

“Bare?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

Victor pulled off the condom and handed it to Joyce, and she went and sat down at one of the tables on the other side of the room to type something into her tablet.

“You on top?” I asked.

“That’s fine.”

I scooted down to the middle of the bed to lie flat on my back, and Victor climbed over me, his mouth above my vulva, his penis hanging over my face.

I lifted my mouth to his head and stroked it with my tongue. It jerked a little, so I took the whole tip into my mouth, exploring it with my tongue.

He’d been waiting for me to start, and now he was on me, his mouth and tongue pressed against my vulva, spreading my lips, licking my clitoris.

I took more of his cock into my mouth, getting almost half of it in there, working my tongue from the head and up his shaft while he pushed his tongue past my slit and into my aching sheath.

To my surprise, it felt good, his mouth the right tonic for a weary vagina, and I lifted toward him so he’d know it was good.

That’s all we did, just variations on licking each other, our tongues stroking each other’s sex, and I was completely aroused now, the earlier strains on my tunnel all but forgotten.

Still licking me, he started thrusting a little into my mouth, so I answered by closing my lips around his shaft and just sliding up and down, turning my mouth into a pussy. I could tell he liked that just by the way he kept bouncing, and we both settled into a rhythm that grew quicker and more intense until, once again, we were ready to cum together.

I was just reaching the start of my climax when I felt his cock thicken against my tongue, and he tensed up and grunted, then suddenly was very still, like the few seconds after a car flies off the cliff before it hits the ground, and then he was cumming.

I pressed my tongue against his hole just as the first shot of semen roared out, filling my mouth with a thick cream.

Even during his climax, he didn’t let up on my hole, and by the time the second jet spurted against my tongue, I was groaning through the start of my own climax.

He sprayed five more wads of cum into my mouth while I writhed beneath him, grinding my clit and pussy lips against his teeth and tongue, grunting through a surprisingly powerful second orgasm.

As our pleasure ebbed, we continued to clean each other, me sucking on his shaft and hole, him licking from my opening up to my clitoris.

I went ahead and swallowed his cum – not my first choice, but I didn’t want to spit it on the sheets – and I assumed he was drinking from me too.

He sighed one more time, kind of rocked over me briefly, and then he raised up, turned around and lay next to me, breathing into my hair.

I stared at the ceiling, looked at him, saw his eyes were closed and rose up from the bed, creakily, completely satisfied and completely guilt-ridden.

The clock on the wall said it was 2:20, just about time to finish my shift. I looked at Joyce, and she looked back – without judgment, without disgust, just recognizing that we were done.

“Anything else?” I asked. If she’d said yes, I would have laughed and left anyway.

“You guys did great,” she said.

For some reason, that seemed like a strange thing to say.

“Kit had the hardest job,” Victor said, standing next to me. He put his arm around me, in what felt like just a professional hug of encouragement. I looked at him, but nothing in his face said he wanted a kiss, or another round in bed, or an affair, or to leave his wife and daughters for me. And that stung a little. It had been the best sex of my life. Maybe it was because of Victor. Or maybe it was just the nature of doing it for a job. But if having sex for pay turned me on, what did that say about me?

I was pondering that thought in my car on the way back to my apartment when my phone rang. It was my mom.

“Hey, Mom!” I said, happy I was going to hear a voice from my normal life.

“Hey, Babe,” she said, “when are you coming home again?”

“I’ll probably be here all summer,” I said.

“I know,” she said. She sounded a little irritated. “But aren’t you going to spend a few weeks at home?”

“I hope so,” I replied. Summer visits home had become a matter of contention for us since the end of my freshman year. I wanted to stay in town, working and hanging out. Mom wanted me back with her for as much time as possible. She wasn’t ready for me to grow up.

“I should be able to get home in a few weeks,” I stammered, “if I can get some time off of, um, some time off of work.”

My vagina was really starting to ache, and all I wanted to do was get back to my apartment and soak in the tub. Mom lived about three hours’ drive away, and making that trip was not remotely interesting to me.

“Where are you working?”

“Albert’s,” I said, completely honestly. I’d been waitressing there since my freshman year. I took off the spring semester to work at Smith, but they were glad to have me back over the summer, so I was doing a few nights a week, mostly on weekends.

“Are you still working at Smith?”

“What?”

“Are you still working at Smith?”

“Okay. . .” I said, at a total loss. I get really dumb when I’m stressed, and now was one of those times. “Okay.”

“What do you do for them?”

“For who?”

“For Smith.”

“Why are we talking about this?” I asked.

“Because you’re my daughter. And I’m still paying for you.”

My phone beeped. Bill was trying to call me. I ignored it.

“I test out products for them,” I said.

“What kind of products?”

Someone honked behind me. I’d stopped at a light, and now it was green. I think it had been green for a while.

“Do you know?” I asked.

“I think so.”

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Why are you being so evasive?”

“Because it’s embarrassing. And personal.”

“So you have a job where you have to do embarrassing and personal things?”

I did not want to be having this conversation. Not now, not ever. Bill called again. Fuck.

“They make adult toys, Mom,” I said. “I test out the toys. That’s my job.”

“What kind of toys?”

I love my mom. She’s been there for me. She knew when I lost my virginity, and when the guy who did it broke up with me. She held me while I cried, and didn’t judge. She let me get on the pill. She paid for my IUD. Why was she doing this?

“They’re toys that women use. For . . . for sexual pleasure. Okay? I test them. I get paid to do it. It’s just a job.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Is that what you’re upset about?”

“I’m not upset.”

“You sound irritated.”

“I’m not.”

“How did you find out?”

“You got two W-2’s in the mail this winter. One for Albert’s, and one for Smith Corporation. I looked up Smith, because I was curious.”

“Wasn’t that back in February?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you ask then?”

“I didn’t want to bother you about it while you were in school.”

That wasn’t the truth, I knew. She waited until summer break to bring it up so she could use the knowledge as leverage to get me to come home.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll try to get home in the next few weeks. I promise.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I didn’t want to have a conversation like this,” I said. “They pay me really well, and everything is very professional, and I haven’t told anyone what I do. Because I don’t want to talk about it. It’s personal. Like I said.”

“How did you get that job?”

“I met someone. On that bus trip. At Thanksgiving.”

“How long have you been there?”

“Since December.”

“You haven’t told Bill?”

“No,” I said. Right then, Bill called again. The third time in like 10 minutes, and a sick feeling washed over me.

“Did you tell him?” I asked.

“Why would I tell him?”

“I don’t know, but he keeps calling me.”

“Right now?”

“Yeah, like three times since we started talking.”

“Maybe you should answer. And tell him what you’ve been doing.”

Really? Did she have to say that? Something else was bothering her, I knew, and she couldn’t spell it out and I didn’t understand it either, at least not at the time. Later on, though, I went to the Smith website, and then I kind of figured it out. It showed women in lingerie, some alone, some with males who obviously weren’t their husbands, enjoying Smith’s products. I mean, the pictures weren’t explicit, no forbidden body parts, no penetration, but it didn’t take much imagination to know what was going on. And all the girls were heavily made up, like strippers, or prostitutes. When I looked at those pictures and tried to imagine Mom seeing them, I laughed out loud. Those pictures were marketing. They were what you did with the products after they were tested, packaged, sole and promoted. The difference between testing and use was like day and night. Literally, day and night, a lot of the time. But whatever. The laughter came later. Right now I had some serious shit to get through.

“Mind if I call Bill back?” I asked. “And we can talk about my job soon?”

“Okay,” she said, adding, not completely convincingly, “Love you.”

“Love you too, Mom.”

Bill called me before I could hit his number. I was a couple of minutes from my apartment by this point.

“Hey, Bill,” I said, trying to sound happy.

“Hey, Kit,” he said. “Guess where I am?”

“Where?” I asked. “Still at work? It’s only four our there, right?”

“I’m at the airport,” he said.

“Which airport?”

Bill named the local airport. He’d flown back to me for the weekend. He’d warned me he might do that. He had money now, and free time, and he said he’d been missing me.

I should have seen this coming. Fuck.

“Oh, Baby!” I said, doing my best job of acting ever. “When do I get to see you?”

“As soon as you can pick me up.”

Fuck. Fuck squared.

“Oh my god,” I said, still feigning enthusiasm. “I’m almost at my apartment. Let me get myself together and I’ll be right out.”

“Where were you?”

“Just driving home from work,” I said without thinking.

“I thought you weren’t working today.”

“No,” I said. “I just, uh, just had to pick up my check.”

“New job?”

“What?” I asked, cursing myself for not saying I was just coming home from the grocery store or something.

“New job?” he repeated.

Was he suspicious too?

“No, why?”

“Well, you said you had to pick up a check. Don’t they do direct deposit at Arnold’s?”

“They changed systems,” I said. Stressed as I was, I was actually lying pretty well right now. It was true that they’d changed systems. And in fact one girl didn’t get her bank info to them in time and they had to cut her a manual check. That was a few weeks ago, and I had gotten my stuff in on time, but Bill didn’t know that.

Okay, so the above paragraph has nothing to do with working at Smith. Maybe I should have left Bill out of this story. Mom too. But I wasn’t working for Smith in a vacuum. Other stuff was going on, normal life stuff that working at Smith kind of made more complicated.

So let me just kind of gloss over what happened with Bill, then I’ll write a little more about what I did in the advanced lab, because it was interesting and weird.

But first, Bill.

So I got back to my apartment, changed, took an extremely quick shower. There was nothing I could do about my aching vagina, though, and Bill was going to want me. That was understood. It was also understood that I could say no, of course. But I never did. A lot of times, I was asking for it, in fact. So saying no was going to make him suspicious.

But I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. Half my opening was bright red – left lip and the lower half of my hole – and it hurt like hell just to wash it. So if he got in there, I’d probably start crying. And then, all he had to do was look to see something had happened.

He’d also gotten kind of suspicious over the last few months, too. It seemed like he sort of wondered if something was going on, since my first days at Smith really, but I just reassured him, and before he left for his new job, he was getting sex whenever he wanted it. Which wasn’t that often, because of all the stuff he had to do.

All the way to the airport, I thought up scenarios – maybe he wouldn’t want sex, or I could just say I wasn’t feeling that great, like the old headache excuse, but I couldn’t have a headache all weekend. Or I could tell some other lie, like that I missed him so bad I was overdoing it with my dildo.

In the end, back at my apartment, after the hugs and the talking and a really nice dinner that I didn’t enjoy thanks to screaming guilt, I just told him the truth – almost. I didn’t mention Victor, or Helen, for that matter, but I told him about Smith, said I tested products, and they really put me though my paces today and I was sore.

Through a long cascade of questions, Bill got all the truth out of me I was ready to share. Yes, I masturbated in front of people, using all kinds of objects. Yes, some of those people were male. Yes, these men watched me orgasm, and they talked to me about my orgasms and how my vagina felt and how I felt. Yes, it was a form of intimacy , and I was doing it for money.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked.

“I just did.”

“You started in, what, January?”

“December.”

“Why didn’t you tell me then?”

“You were busy.”

And then, here’s kind of the crux of the conversation, as I recalled it.

“So, in a way,” Bill said, resting his head on his hand at my kitchen table, “you’re kind of like a prostitute.”

“No,” I said, icily.

“A whore,” he persisted, because something in his mind was obviously very pissed, and he wanted me to be pissed. I hate that word, and he knew it.

“Oh, whore,” I said. “You mean, what women do for men because men won’t hire women or pay them equal salaries, and then men call them that?”

He fell back a little, like he knew he’d overstepped, but I wasn’t going to let it go.

“Yeah, let’s go with whore. Your girlfriend’s a whore. Okay?”

He stood up, started pacing. Bill was super smart, a great programmer, and I’m no dummy, but the conversation was spinning beyond the abilities of either of us to control it. I guess this moment was inevitable. But if felt terrible.

“Maybe you should stay somewhere else tonight,” I said.

Bill didn’t hear me, I guess. He came back to the table, sat down, reached across and took my hands.

“Come to California now, Kit,” he pleaded. “My place is big enough for two. I love you. I can take you away from all this.”

“Away from all what?” I demanded, pulling my hands away.

“From what you have to do,” he said.

“I like what I do,” I said, and now I stood, just facing him. “I’m going to keep working, and I’m going to finish school.”

“You could finish in California. I’m sure your classes would transfer.”

Was he really proposing this?

“No,” I said. “You called me a prostitute. The only thing I’ll agree to tonight is you need to go somewhere else. And you know what? You should have warned me you were coming today. I’ve got a life too.”

More stuff got said, painful stuff, like we were kind of figuring out how to leave the door open to reconcile, but I suspected it was over, and so did he, and he left, spent the night at a hotel, caught up with some of his friends probably, called me Sunday when he was on his way back to the airport, and then zero communication for a few months. He emailed me he was coming back to town, like sort of “so don’t freak out if you see me,” but sort of letting me know he’d be glad to catch up, and probably more. I didn’t reach out, though. I’d moved on. Yes, there were times I cried about it, starting the weekend of our fight, but we’d grown apart. Blah blah blah, it happens.

Now, the next time I talked to my mom – nothing. No questions, no judgment, no accusations. She had decided she didn’t want to know any more, I guess, and I certainly wasn’t about to bring it up. I made it home three times that summer, for a week every time I had my period. Maybe she made the connection. Maybe not.

The rest of the summer was Smith, one class I needed, and then waiting tables at Albert’s, but only when I wanted to, because Smith was paying the bills. I did a few hours a week in the advanced lab, the rest in the team lab.

Advanced lab work was all with partners – strap-ons, condoms, a jelly you put in your partner’s vagina and lick off. I was with Victor a couple more times, Helen once, other girls, another guy.

Chapter 5: Candy and the Power Exchange

And then, a week before the fall semester started, a new person, someone I’d never seen before, met me in the team lab and introduced herself. For purposes of irony, I’m going to give her a sweet name: Candy. I got the impression she was a lesbian, still think so, just because of the way she looked. Blonde, high cheek bones, early 30’s, but wide shoulders, solid hips, and kind of a deep voice. Or kind of husky. Big female tiger tattooed on her forearm.

I followed her to the advanced lab. It was just two of us there, and she started by sitting me down at one of the tables.

“We offer a power exchange line,” she said. “You know what that means?”

“No,” I quickly admitted. The first thing that came to mind was an electric cooperative, and I knew that wasn’t right.

“BDSM?” she queried.

“Uh . . . bondage, domina—”

“Yes.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “Generally familiar. No personal experience, though,”

“Are you okay with the concept?” she asked. It seemed like she was being kind of cautious. I really trusted everyone at Smith, they’d all been super straight with me, but this was making me a little nervous.

“I am,” I said, “at least conceptually. I’m not a big fan of pain, though.”

“Our products are designed to inflict moderate pain, at most,” she said. “And part of the line is just restraint.”

“Okay,” I agreed dumbly.

“You’re okay with this?” she asked.

“I’d like to have specifics,” I said. “What kind of products?”

“We’re working on clamps right now.”

“Clamps?”

“For the nipples and labia.”

“Two hundred dollars an hour?”

“Two-fifty.”

“Okay,” I said. “Will anything break the skin?”

“They’re not supposed to, but these are new prototypes.”

“How long would I, um, have them on me?”

“We have a half dozen products we’re testing right now. Two for nipples, several more for labia. We want to test each for 30 minutes. Nipples first, then your lips after the break.”

“I can take them off if they’re bothering me, right?”

“Yes, of course. You’ll get the advanced lab rate for as long as you keep them on. And then, during the interviews too.”

Something approaching a thousand dollars, I thought, for a few hours of moderate pain.

“Okay, I’m good with this.”

She didn’t need me that day, just wanted to make sure I was okay with things, but a week later, she was waiting for me in the team lab, said hi and not much else, and I followed her over to the advanced lab.

She pointed to the conference table, I sat down, and she went to the desk, grabbed a bag and some other supplies, returned to me.

“We’re going to do the first round here, if that’s okay. Just your nipples.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

She took a chair and slid it up to me, sat down and opened a bottle of alcohol.

“Left nipple first,” she said, pouring the alcohol on a cotton pad.

I turned toward her and she grabbed my breast, raised it and cleaned my nipple. The alcohol was surprisingly cold as it evaporated, and my nipple firmed up immediately.

She pulled an object out of the bag, black and quite evil-looking, like an alligator’s mouth, with jagged teeth.

I braced myself as she raised it to my chest, opened the jaws and let it close around me, my nipple immediately registering what felt like more than moderate pain.

“Oh, god,” I said, fighting the urge to yank it off.

“Too much?” she asked.

I studied the clamp, looking for blood, finding none. Instead, my nipple went white where the clamp was digging into me, then just its normal pink further from the teeth.

“No, I’m okay,” I said. “Should I just sit here?”

“Do you want to use the computer?”

“I can try,” I said. “I might be too distracted.”

The pain was ebbing, but I wasn’t quite ready to stand. Candy was just sitting there, so I turned back to her, hoping that talking would take my mind off the clamp.

“So people do this to each other?” I asked.

“Our power exchange line is one of our most popular.”

“Damn,” I said. “Why?”

She just looked at me, her eyes speaking volumes, about all the things people do to answer the call of their sex drives. Or their whatever drives. I don’t know. But she and I were in this together, I thought, each working on solutions to the mystery of human urges. And her expression was kind of funny, too, like she was saying “Seriously, you even have to ask?” So I laughed out loud, maybe a little crazily, because of the pain.

She laughed too, but not hilariously, just kind of a chuckle.

“You’re doing okay?” she asked again, like maybe she thought I was losing it.

“I’m good, I’m good,” I said. “I can do this.”

Mammograms hurt too, I reminded myself, and I had to pay for those.

I went to the computer, surfed the usual news sites, watched a video about a cat and a snake, and Candy checked on me every few minutes, walking over from the other PC, just to ask how it felt and verify nothing was turning blue, but also, I suspect, to make sure I hadn’t taken it off.

Really, the pain was almost gone by the time she removed it. It stung a little once it was gone and the blood rushed back in, but that was fine, and we did an interview for maybe 15 more minutes; it’s surprising how much you can say about something that’s just supposed to make your nipple hurt.

I stayed at the computer for the next clamp, turning toward her so she could get to my right breast. She wiped off the nipple, it immediately perked up to full erection, then she pulled out the clamp and lifted my breast to put it on.

This one didn’t have teeth, but the bite was harder, so it didn’t hurt going on, but it started to ache after like five minutes.

When Candy checked on me at the 15 minute mark, I told her my nipple was going numb, and she took it off, and we talked about it for another few minutes.

It was almost noon, so Candy gave me full credit for the first two hours and sent me off to break.

At this point, I’d made a lot of friends, on both sides of the company. Barefoot, totally nude, both nipples bright pink, I made my way through the offices, saying hi to a female researcher I’d done some work with. When I told her what I’d been doing, she brought me down the hall to show my poor nipples to one of the male engineers who worked on clamps.

“Do you mind if I touch?” he asked.

“Okay,” I said guardedly. “Just promise you won’t, uh, yank on them or something.”

I meant it as a joke, but he didn’t smile and seemed to take me seriously, gently raising each breast, touching each nipple, looking at the damage.

I didn’t tell him which clamp had been applied to which teat, but he seemed to know instantly. I guess it would  be obvious if you were in the business.

“How did the teeth feel?” he asked, massaging my left nipple to make it stiffen.

“Instant pain,” I said. “It really dug in. But it got better by the end.”

“Full thirty minutes?” he asked, raising my breast to look at the underside of the nipple.

“Yeah, I hung in there somehow,” I said.

“The other?”

“My nipple went numb,” I said. “Candy took it off after 15 minutes.”

He cupped his hand under my right breast, lifted it and inspected me, tapping the nipple gingerly. “Can you feel that?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Almost back to normal.”

He thanked me for stopping to chat, and I headed to the break room.

I had lunch with Sheila (the girl from Australia), and a few other research girls. They knew I’d been to the advanced lab, maybe, but it wasn’t something people talked about. If you got invited, you could say yes or no, and no one who said yes really wanted to discuss what happened there. And if you hadn’t been invited, I guess maybe you didn’t know about it. I certainly didn’t. I could see them glancing at my nipples now and then, but I was fine letting them wonder.

I headed back to the lab at promptly 12:30, well aware that the next ordeal would involve my vaginal lips.

Candy buzzed me through the two doors, and she was waiting there along with two men, one a stranger, one I’d worked with before.

“Ready for round two?” Candy asked.

“I guess so,” I said. “I’m ready to make 250 an hour, anyway.”

Everyone laughed. It didn’t seem that funny to me.

Candy pointed me to one of the exam tables and I climbed up and put my feet in the stirrups.

“Do you want the table flat or angled up?” Candy asked me.

“Angled up,” I said. “I don’t want to fall asleep.”

More unexpected laughter. Maybe they were nervous too.

One of the men stepped beside me, not making any attempt to hide the bag he was holding. I studied its contents, saw a jumble of small, menacing objects whose mere appearance at this point made me wince.

“Okay, Kit,” he said, “we want to start by trying out two new clamp designs, on two different places on your inner labia. Fifteen minutes each.”

“Okay.”

“Both are designed to inflict a moderate degree of pain but cause no lasting physical damage. So we’re going to need you to do your best to assess the pain level of each product at each location.”

“Okay,” I said, wishing we could dispense with the preliminaries and get on with it.

As before, Candy wiped me, not just my lips but all over my vulva, around and even inside my hole, above my clitoris, then down to just above my anus. She kept pulling new wiped out of a box, probably five or six, the smell of alcohol making me almost woozy.

Then the male researcher stepped between my legs and pulled one of the clamps out of the bag. This one had teeth, I noticed before I looked away, and I held my breath as he bent down, ran his finger along the left side of my hole, then pulled the labia away from my body, at the part of my lip closest to my opening, and then I felt the clamp close down around my flesh.

The pain was instant, and my middle bucked and spasmed with a mind of its own. Suddenly, I was doing quick, short pants, like I was in labor, which I know was ridiculous. This was just a labial clamp, after all, a toy for a certain kind of fun, not a human being passing through me.

“Okay,” I said, willing myself to adjust, “okay, okay . . .”

“Do you want us to take it off, Kit?” Candy asked me.

“No,” I said through gritted teeth. I leaned back, my face pointed toward the ceiling, adjusting to the pain with my eyes closed, but I opened them now and leaned forward to study the little implement of torture hanging from my sex organ.

“I still can’t believe people do this willingly,” I said.

Would any woman want this done to her? I wondered to myself. Or was it all for the amusement of their cruel lovers? Was this a form of sexism? Was it always men doing this to women? And was I contributing to the abuse, for 250 dollars an hour?

“Do women ever put these on men?” I asked, kind of panting out the words. Talking helped, I noticed. If I had to, I would talk about the weather, but that wasn’t at the top of my mind right now. “I mean, not this in particular, but something like this?”

I looked into three puzzled, or maybe bemused faces. I would guess working with suffering girls was common for them, but I might have been the first to discuss the product line from a feminist perspective. Or at least, the first to discuss the gender implications of the line while the line was attached to my pussy.

“Why is that important to you?” Candy asked.

The question surprised me. And then I remembered that Candy was a researcher, and my feelings about this mattered to them from a professional perspective.

“If you just sell a bunch of stuff to torture women . . .” I began, losing my train of thought as the little clamp bit into me, regaining it after great effort “. . . and then, if I’m helping with that, with the abuse of women . . .”

“Most of our customers are women,” Kit said.

“Well, yeah, of the sex toys, but—”

“Our power exchange line as well,” she said.

“Maybe they’re buying them because they’re told to.”

Kit smiled, seemed to be stifling a laugh, and one of the men covered his mouth.

I just stared at them, feeling dumb all of a sudden, like there was obviously something I wasn’t getting.

“Kit, these are great questions,” Candy reassured. She pulled out her phone, tapped it a few times. “Do you think you can read something?”

“Yeah,” I said. Arguing with them, if that’s what I was doing, was very helpful. The pain of the clamp was already reduced by, like, half probably.

Kit handed me the phone, open to a picture of a clamp kind of like the one I was wearing. Underneath was this description, changed a little to protect Smith’s anonymity:

“Have you been extra naughty? Do you need a little more punishment than usual? Say hello to Jaws 500, (I made up this name, of course, but I’m pretty proud of my imagination here) a true disciplinarian! As soon as your partner applies this to your most sensitive area, you’ll begin to question the error of your ways. Wear it for up to half an hour, whenever you’re in need of extreme correction.”

“Okay,” I said. “So it’s written for the woman.”

“It can be used on men too,” Candy said.

“Oh, god,” I said simply.

“Is there anything you would change in that copy to make it seem less patriarchal?” Candy said.

I got it now. They were way ahead of me. They didn’t want to support inequality any more than I did. And they weren’t. But even the fact I was wondering about it had gotten their attention.

So my concerns were eased, but I was in no shape to start helping them with marketing language.

“No, I’m good,” I said. “I mean, it’s good. You’ve answered my questions. This just isn’t a world I know much about, so I was kind of confused.”

“A lot of our customers are in the same place,” Candy said. “We try to keep that in mind with our product descriptions.”

The man returned to the place between my legs and carefully removed the clamp.

The relief was immediate, and I smiled and exhaled.

The man bagged the clamp and looked down to inspect my lip, tugging lightly on it, peering at both sides, looking I guess for what kind of damage it had done. I watched him work, wondering if he was a doctor, or maybe even a gynecologist or something.

“That was 15 minutes?” I asked.

“Did it seem longer or shorter?” Candy asked.

“Shorter,” I said. “It helped to argue.”

“So distractions help?”

“Yeah.”

“We’d like to do a physical exam on you.”

“What kind?” I asked.

“Do you know what suspension is?”

“Well, I know what the word means,” I said, “but maybe not the way you’re using it.”

“Where the partner is hung.”

“Hung?”

“Usually by the wrists or ankles.”

“Okay,” I said, kind of sucking in my breath. “I’ve heard of it, never done it.”

“We’ve got some suspension products we’re working on.”

“Okay,” I replied, trying to picture myself hanging. I guessed it wouldn’t hurt as much as the clamps.

“Is that what all that stuff over there is for?” I asked, tilting my head toward the corner with the bars, rings and hooks. I’d wondered if they had something to do with athletics, but their presence here didn’t make sense, so I’d sort of forgotten it. Now, I felt like I understood.

“Yes,” Candy replied.

“How long would I hang?”

“Maximum of 30 minutes,” Candy said, “but you’ll need a medical clearance first. That’s what the exam would be for.”

“Two fifty an hour?” I asked.

“Yes,” Candy replied.

“When?”

“Next week, possibly. Or definitely by the end of September.”

“Okay.”

“Want me to call in the doctor?”

“What kind of doctor?” I asked. It all made sense now, but it was coming at me kind of fast at that moment. Pain and stress make me dumb. We’ve already established that.

“Technically, a physical therapist, but he’s got some additional training in the kind of research we do.”

“So he’d examine me here? Now?”

“Yeah. While you’ve got the second clamp on. If you want the distraction.”

“Okay,” I said. “What else are you going to put on me?”

“We’ve got one more pain clamp, then two spreading clamps, and we’ll be done.”

“Spreading clamps?” I asked, and Candy just nodded, like I should know what that meant, so I let it go. They couldn’t be worse than what I’d already worn.

“How soon after you put it on can the doctor get here?”

“We can wait until he’s here. To clamp you.”

“Okay, thanks.”

So, while I sat on the exam table, feet still in the stirrups, nipples and one lip still kinda stinging, the three researchers interviewed me about the first clamp.

Yeah, it hurt like hell, I told them. I wanted it off. And it didn’t make me feel particularly aroused, or erotic. Certainly not romantic. I mean, maybe with the right guy, I added, but I don’t think I’d met such a guy yet. My last boyfriend? Definitely not.

The door to the lab opened and a young guy walked in, cute, with long hair, which sort of surprised me. Most doctors keep themselves pretty conservative. But then, most doctors don’t work at a place like this.

He walked over to us, was introduced to me, told me a little about what he was going to be looking for, and then the researcher with the bag of clamps returned to his place between my legs.

This time, it was my right labia. As before, he pinched it, tugged on it, pulled it away from my body, and I closed my eyes and waited.

This clamp went higher on my lip, closer to my clitoris, and I groaned out and cursed a couple of times. I remember saying “Fuck!” once, probably a few other things.

I looked at the doctor, waiting for him to do whatever kind of exam he was planning, but everyone just stood and watched me first. Maybe they didn’t want me immediately distracted, so they could see a girl’s unmitigated response to what was basically sexual torture.

I was about to say some more choice words, now aimed at them, like “Everyone enjoying this?” like sort of half joking and sort of half-pissed, but the doctor stepped up, next to me on the table, and I looked at him.

“Think you can sit straight up, Kit?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling my feet out of the stirrups and putting them down on a little shelf set into the table, rising slowly on my elbows until I was almost upright, except I was leaning back a little so the clamp wouldn’t touch the table.

“Alright, Kit, can you raise your arms for me?”

I complied and he grabbed my upper arms, pushed them down, raised them again, did a bunch of other things. He asked me about any injuries to my arms or back, if I’d ever fallen hard but not noticed an injury, if I ever felt pain when I moved anything above my hips.

He had me get off the table, which I did slowly, wincing a little when the clamp touched it, and he told me to bend over while he ran his finger down my spine, just looked for awhile, I guess at my back and not my ass, then he told me to stand and he pushed against my hand, my wrist, my elbow. All in all, it was really thorough, and it also had its intended effect.

“Okay, Kit, clamp two can come off,” Candy said, way before I expected her to.

“Do I have to get back on the table for you to take it?”

“Not if you don’t want to.”

“Can I just bend over?”

“Sure,” Candy said.

I stepped over to the table, put my elbows on it and parted my legs. I felt fingers at my vulva, then the clamp being removed.

It really hadn’t been hurting that much, but getting it off felt like another achievement.

“She looks good,” the physical therapist said, and he looked at me and then at Candy. “But let me get some X-rays. Can you send her down this afternoon?”

“We’ll see,” Candy said. “Thanks.”

“Thanks,” I echoed, looking at him as he headed toward the door, nodding to me before he left the room. I was sort of attracted to him. I have no idea what he thought about me. I forgot to look for a ring.

“Up on the table, Kit,” said Candy, “let’s get a look at you.”

I climbed on, dropped my feet into the stirrups and lay back while three people stood between my legs, touching, pulling, inspecting and talking about my right vaginal lip.

They were using a lot of jargon, but it seemed like they were comparing the marks left by clamp one and two.

Then came the interview, questions about the relative pain of each clamp, if they hurt more at the start, at the finish, after they came off.

And then, it was time for the next round of clamps.

“Okay, Kit, how are you holding up?” Candy asked.

“I’m fine,” I said. I looked at the clock. Less than an hour to go.

The male researcher with the bag picked it up, and I looked but couldn’t make much of the contents. Two pieces of metal, bigger than what had already been put on me, but I wasn’t scared any more. Fear of the unknown is always worse than the known. Maybe it would hurt, but I’d survived that twice already.

“These are called spreader clamps,” he said, pulling one out.

“What do they do?” I asked.

“Spread your lips,” Candy said.

“Um, okay,” I said. “Why?”

“To keep you open for penetration, or oral sex,” Candy explained. “Or it can be an erotic statement on its own.”

“Are they supposed to hurt?” I asked.

“No, we want them to be as comfortable as possible,” Candy said, “considering what they do. We want to see how they feel on a female after she’s been clamped for pain.”

“Like me,” I suggested helpfully.

Candy and the one guy laughed. The guy with the bag was kind of a stiff, I decided.

Candy pulled out more wipes, cleaned up everywhere from my clit to my anus, and then the guy stepped up, leaned over, searching my left lip for the right place to clamp.

I could feel my muscles tightening, my jaw clenching. What if it did hurt? What if their design was really terrible and they didn’t know it yet?

It was fine, though. A little pinching where the other clamp had been, but nothing terrible, and I relaxed and leaned back, exhaling deeply. Apparently, I’d stopped breathing for about a minute.

I barely cared when he put the other one on.

“Everything okay?” Candy asked.

“I’m good,” I said.

“No pain?”

“Just a little stinging, where the other clamps were, but nothing like those.”

“Great, now we’re going to strap them open.”

“Huh?” I inquired.

The less amused researcher reached into his coat pocket and pulled out two long, black cords. He leaned over and passed one cord though the ring at the top of the clamp, then wrapped it around my thigh and tied it. He repeated the process with the next cord. Once he was done, I angled my legs a little wider and the clamps responded as expected, widening my entrance.

Again, I just sat there while three people focused on my sex organ, talking and poking and looking. I tuned it out until I heard my name.

“Kit, you look like you’re ready for penetration,” Candy said.

“Oh, you need to do that?” I asked. For some reason, that surprised me.

“Yeah, we want to see how everything works together.”

“Okay,” I said. “Do I need to masturbate?”

“You’ve produced a lot of fluid,” Candy said, and she slid a finger up my vagina. It went in easily. And it felt good. My pussy was doing its usual thing, I guess, responding to stimulation by pumping out nectar while I sat there stressing. Now the stress was over, I realized, and I was overdue for relief.

I leaned up a little further to study the clamps. The part that grabbed my lips was curved, to fit around whatever was slid into my body. And yes, I was definitely wet, my lips glistening.

One of the men had a standard dildo and he held it up so I could see it, like he needed me to approve it or something. I nodded, raised my opening up slightly, he reached down and pushed the toy up my vagina.

It felt fine – good in fact – but I don’t think they were interested in that. Instead, they were looking for I guess tension or strain or whatever in my lips and vulva. The one guy held the dildo in place, deep within my sheath, while they ran their fingers along the clamp where it held my flesh.

“Widen your legs just a bit,” Kit said several times, and every time I did, I’d feel my lips spread, and then there would be new things for them to study between my legs.

I was starting to get a little frustrated. I wanted the dildo to move inside me, or for them to stop studying me so I could start working on my clit. But on it went, the minutes ticking down to 2:30.

“Alright, Kit, one more ordeal, and then we’ll be done,” Candy said.

“Oh, god,” I replied. “What now?”

“We’re going to pull the clamps off.”

“That doesn’t sound like an ordeal,” I said.

“Without opening them,” Candy elaborated.

“You mean, yank them off?”

“I guess you could put it that way.”

“Why?” I demanded. “Just to be mean?”

I was joking, but no one smiled.

“It happens during use,” Candy said. “The girl might spread her legs too far, or weights might be tied to them, or the clamps might be secured to something else, and when she moves, they come off.”

“Shit,” I interjected, realizing a lot of things happened between consenting adults that I knew nothing about.

“We don’t want that to hurt any more than necessary,” Candy continued, ignoring my expletive.

“Go ahead,” I said. I really didn’t want a big production. “I’m not scared yet, so better if you do it now.”

Candy took charge – maybe she sympathized with me at this point – untying the little cord around my left thigh, pulling it taut and tugging it until the clamp slid off my lip.

I gasped, but the pain wasn’t terrible, just a little startling.

They bent over to study me and talk, and I leaned back and ignored them and wanted this to be over. Candy announced, “Last one,” and I tensed up and she jerked it off me.

“Damn!” I said. That one hurt, right where the pain clamp had been. Or especially there, anyway. But the pain spread to my whole lip in a few more seconds, and I grabbed my crotch and then just kind of laughed.

After a few more minutes of inspection and jargon, followed by maybe 15 minutes of interview where I talked the fine points of pain and pleasure like some kind of philosopher, I was done, and I and my sore girl parts left. I waited until that night to masturbate.

The next time I went in, that doctor with long hair X-rayed me. We were in the main area of the building, not the research part, but it was a private area so I was ready to strip. He didn’t ask me to, though, let me keep on my bra and tank top, which sort of impressed me. Maybe he was gay? Or just professional. Everyone here was professional. Too professional, at times.

I did just the usual for the next few weeks, got settled into a new round of classes, but in I think late September, Candy appeared in the team lab, waited until I was done, told me I was declared fit for suspension and asked me if I was still willing to participate in that kind of research.

Hanging seemed easier than the clamps, even though they were making a huge deal out of suspending me, and I said yes and agreed to a session the next week

I showed up, Candy buzzed me through, and I walked nude into the advanced lab, where like half a dozen people were waiting for me.

Well, five people, anyway. Candy and two researchers I hadn’t met, the long-haired physical therapist again, then a kind of expert on suspension: a guy in his forties who looked, seriously, like an accountant. His actual title was “Suspension Coordinator,” which I found funny enough that I laughed, but just inside, since everyone else seemed really serious.

I shook everyone’s hand and we walked over to the corner area. I looked up, feeling a new sense of anxiety as I studied the things hanging from the ceiling, the hooks and rings and whatever.

Candy stepped before me and made a sort of introductory speech, probably something she said all the time:

“Okay, Kit, we’re going to restrain you by the wrists this morning. You’ll be suspended high enough that your feet can’t touch the floor. And, for your own safety, you won’t be able to release yourself. But we’ll all be here with you, and you’ll be lowered and freed immediately upon request. And we’ll be monitoring you throughout, so if we sense any problems – even if you don’t – we’ll end the session. Does that all make sense?”

“Yes,” I said. I always hated the preliminaries. Just get on with it.

“Are you ready to proceed?”

“Yes,” I said again.

The suspension guy walked over to a cabinet, opened it, and I caught a glimpse of a bunch of stuff, mostly in an indistinguishable jumble, but he pulled out a big bunch of rope, coiled together neatly. Standing in front of me, he unwrapped it, held one end while he dropped the rest on the floor, and looked at me with sort of a smirk, but I got it, he wasn’t trying to be creepy, it was just the only expression appropriate for this kind of thing.

“Hands out in front,” he said.

I obeyed, he slid my wristband down to my hand and kind of looped the end of the rope around my left wrist.

The rope was super soft, like kind of silky, and I imagined saying something like “Ooh, it burns,” from the movie, but I wouldn’t have dared to say it out loud.

He tied me up really carefully, really elaborately, looping one end of the rope around one wrist, the other end around the other wrist, making knots, and the image came to me of girls bound like this, except with a lot more going on, hanging from the ceiling with ropes all over their bodies.

It didn’t hurt at all. It just felt kind of like really tight clothes, around my wrists and part of my forearm. He made one last check of everything, squeezing my forearms, tapping the knots. Satisfied with his work, he nodded to Candy.

“How are you doing, Kit?” she asked, a little nervously. I guess girls back out at this point. Having suspension described is completely different from having it done, and no doubt people sometime freak out, once they’ve been tied. I was fine, though. I’d been working at Smith for almost nine months now, and they’d never given me a reason not to trust them. Would I have accepted this on my first day? Or my first month or few months? No fucking way. But Candy and I had been working together for months, and she was totally cool.

“I’m good,” I said.

Candy nodded back to the guy.

“Look down at your hands,” he said, “so I can toss the rope.”

I looked down and figured out what he was talking about when he threw the loop of rope over a bar about four feet above my head. It dropped down, hit my shoulder and ass, and he stepped behind me and gathered it up.

I felt the ropes to my wrists go taut, and I raised my arms while the guy pulled it.

Once my arms were straight overhead, Candy checked in again.

“Okay, Kit?”

“Doing good,” I said honestly.

The suspension guy tied the rope to a ring in the wall, and Candy spoke again.

“Once you give us the go-ahead, Kit,” she said, “we’re going to lift you off the floor. You’ll be just far enough up that your toes can’t touch, and then we’re going to see if you can last three minutes.”

“I’m ready,” I said, glad we were finally about to get to the point.

I thought some kind of machine was going to lift me, but it was all manual. The guy went to the wall, where a half dozen or so cranks were set, all in a row, and he started turning one of them.

Right at that moment, I will admit, my heart started beating a little. The bar over my head started rising, the rope went taut, then I felt it tighten a little around my wrists, I felt my elbows and shoulders start to strain, and then my heels lifted off the floor.

I put my toes on the floor as long as I could, and then those lifted up too, and I was separated from the floor, suspended completely by my wrists.

“Kit?” Candy asked simply.

“I’m good,” I said.

I looked at everyone, feeling unexpectedly vulnerable. At this moment, until I told them to let me down, I was completely helpless, hanging there by my wrists, totally nude, my body stretched out. Anyone could do anything to me.

I looked into everyone’s eyes, one at a time, searching for sinister intentions.

Instead, of course, I found five people doing a job and only a job, albeit a strange one – using a girl’s naked, restrained body to get certain kinds of information.

“Kit, still okay?” Candy asked.

“I’m good, I’m good,” I said, but I know my breath was coming a little short at that point. For some reason, having your arms stretched straight over your head affects the way you breathe.

I looked up, at my hands, bound tight above me, then down at the rest of my body, my breasts, my belly, my unoccupied sex organ, my legs and feet.

“So, people do this to each other?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Candy said, in that same “it’s-just-one-of-those-things” tone she had to use with me often.

“How long do they hang?” I asked. Talking made this seem more normal to me, and Candy understand, humoring all my questions, no matter how dumb.

“It varies,” she said. “It’s understood that you check in, that you don’t push your partner past their limit, that injury is never acceptable.”

“But how do people know?” I asked. “They have, like, a physical therapist there, and a ropes guy?”

Finally, people laughed.

“No, but these kinds of things are done in groups, often enough,” Candy replied. “Sometimes it’s professionally recorded, so at least you have some people who are there for a job. But anyone doing this takes it seriously.”

“You mean, porn,” I observed. I was getting used to this, talking to people while I hung. In a way, it was relaxing. I felt zero pressure to say anything smart.

“Yeah, porn, or just a personal record. There’s a whole cottage industry of boudoir filmographers, who just shoot things like this for private consumption.”

I looked down, extended my feet, lowered my toes to the floor. No connection. They’d raised me just high enough.

“Ready to come down now, Kit?”

“It’s already been three minutes?”

“Almost,” Candy said.

“Sure,” I said, “but I’m doing fine.”

“I know. But your maximum suspension time is 30 minutes today, and we have some other things we want to try on you. We just put you in ropes to get you used to things.”

“Okay.”

One of the researchers set a chair behind me, draped a towel across it, the suspension guy went to the crank and I felt myself drop, felt my feet come into contact with the floor. They kind of stung for a few seconds, because all the blood had rushed to them, I guess.

They kept lowering me, and the physical therapist and one of the male researchers got on either side of me and guided me into the chair.

“You’d be surprised how many girls faint when they come down,” Candy explained.

I continued to sit while the suspension guy quickly loosened my ropes and slid them off my wrists. The skin where I’d been held was red and marked, and you could actually see the braid of the ropes on my inner wrists. That bothered me a little.

“How long will the marks last?” I asked.

“Normally a few hours,” Candy said. “You’ll go back to the team lab after your break, so by the time you leave, nothing should be visible.”

“Can you stand for me?” the suspension guy asked.

I stood with no problem. I’m not trying to paint myself as tough or something, but I was having no problems with this.

The guy went to the cabinet, coiled the rope super neat, like maybe he used to be a sailor, then he got out something new, and a lot scarier-looking.

It was metal contraption, which they referred to as a bracket, maybe a foot long, six inches wide, with two holes for my hands.

He walked up to me, and I didn’t have to be told what to do. I held my hands out and he slid the bracket over them. Then he used these little wheels to tighten the metal around each wrist, left wrist first, then right.

Like the ropes, it didn’t hurt, just felt like tight clothing. The metal against my skin was kind of beveled, I guess is the word, or curved away from me or whatever. Anyway, there were no sharp edges. It wasn’t as comfortable as the ropes, though.

This time, he grabbed out a length of chain and hooked that to the middle of the bracket, but he didn’t throw that. Instead, he went to the cranks, turned one, and a metal hook started dropping toward me.

Once again, I got a little jittery, but I hid it I think. Done cranking, the guy walked over to me, picked up the chain, looped it over the hook, wound the rest around it so it wouldn’t be hanging in my face, then back he went to the crank to raise me.

Like last time, my arms went up, my arms registered the strain, and then I was hanging, toes not touching, body swaying slightly back and forth.

“Think you can do 10 minutes, Kit?” Candy asked.

“Probably,” I said, trying to speak normally so it didn’t sound like I was suffocating or something.

Someone put their hand on my hip to steady me, and several people grabbed short ladders, the kind you use to reach a high cabinet. They set them on either side of me, but no one got on them yet.

“Kit, first impressions?” Candy asked.

“Not as comfortable as the ropes,” I said, “but not terrible. I can do 10 minutes.”

“How do your shoulders feel?” the doctor asked.

“Okay,” I said. “A little strain. And it’s kinda tough to talk.”

“That’s normal,” he said.

He stepped in front of me and looked up. “Extend your index fingers, both hands.”

I complied with no problem.

“Thumb to pinkie.”

I touched. I guess if I couldn’t do something he told me to do, they’d get me right down.

“What state are we in?” he asked.

I answered.

“Capital city?”

I answered that too, quickly.

“Please don’t ask me any history,” I said. “My worst subject.”

He smiled, kind of amused and kind of friendly too, and I wondered again if he thought I was cute. Yes, I sort of had a crush on him.

Candy and one of the other researchers got on the little ladders and, for the next five minutes, all they cared about was my hands and wrists. As they touched around the cuffs and peered over and under them, I heard words like “torque” and “ulna” and “abrading potential,” but mostly I tuned them out, content to get paid like a lawyer to just hang by my arms from the ceiling.

Candy climbed down and the doctor climbed up next to me.

“Index fingers up, Kit,” he said.

I pointed at the ceiling.

“Grab my fingers as hard as you can,” he said.

I squeezed the hell of him. I wanted to hear him say “Ow,” but I guess I wasn’t that strong.

Then no one was on the ladders and they were just standing there around me, talking, ignoring me. That was fine too. I knew they’d let me down as soon as I said anything, and they’d let me down soon regardless.

So they kept talking, and one of the researchers leaned against me for a second, like I was furniture, or a piece of meat, and I swung a little and then he noticed me and looked at me.

“Sorry,” he said.

I just laughed.

“Kit, how are you doing?” Candy asked me.

“This doesn’t feel like work,” I said.

“Can you do one more?”

“What else you got?” I asked.

“The same thing. But on your ankles this time.”

“Oh, wow,” I said.

“We’re improvising a little here,” Candy said. “Leg suspension wasn’t on the list, but you’re doing well enough that we think you’re up for it.”

“Okay.”

“Do you agree?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Sure.”

They let me down, slowly, with a chair waiting for me, same as last time, took off the bracket, and I just sat there while the physical therapist interrogated me.

“Any leg or hip pains?” he asked.

“No.”

“Any leg injuries we should know about?”

“No.”

“Do you run?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “Like four miles a week.”

“Okay,” he said, nodding to Candy.

Someone got a mat – like a yoga mat, and laid it out on the floor next to the chair.

“Ready, Kit?” Candy asked.

I didn’t say anything, just lay down on the towel, and when the suspension guy knelt at my feet, I raised my legs and let him put the bracket on my ankles. He tightened it like before, and it fit around my ankle bones. I guess that was part of the design.

The chain was hooked to the bracket and run to the hook, and then he started cranking again, while three other people crouched around me, steadying me as I was raised, feet first, toward the ceiling.

This time, it was my hands that weren’t supposed to touch, and once my arms were hanging uselessly, too short to reach the floor, the cranking stopped and there I was, suspended by my feet for the first time in my life.

Again – strangely relaxing. Not stressful at all.

“Everything good, Kit?” Candy asked, standing in front of me, looking down.

I answered first by laughing. I was imagining doing an interview like this, and it amused me for some reason

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said, looking into their startled, upside down faces. “It just seems kind of funny, to be doing this for a job.”

“Think you can do 20 minutes?”

“Probably.”

They took turns climbing up the ladders to look at my feet and ankles, touching where the brace held me, talking jargon, tapping my soles I guess to make sure the blood was flowing properly.

Then they left me. Just left me hanging. The two researchers and the suspension guy all had something else to do, so they exited the room, and Candy and the doctor went to go look at something on the computer.

Every couple of minutes, though, Candy would glance at me and say something like, “Doing okay, Kit?” Once or twice, the doctor had me move my feet and wiggle my toes. But for the most part, I was on my own to watch the clock on the wall.

I was ready to get down as my 20 minutes neared its end. The three other people returned with like a minute to spare.

They straightened the mat under me and the guy did his thing, cranking me down slowly while they guided me down to my back.

The bracket was removed and I just lay there, feeling a little light-headed, while they all gathered around my feet to look at the marks 20 minutes of hanging had left.

After that, it was just a long interview, the usual questions about how things felt, what I would tell someone who was considering the product, blah blah blah.

Then I went back to the team lab for a round of more conventional product testing. And yeah, I came good and hard. Maybe it was the product, a thick, knobby dildo. But I don’t think being hung made me less aroused.

In Conclusion

So that’s it. I think I’ve shared everything interesting I’ve experienced at Smith. The rest of what I’ve done would be just variations on what’s here, and I don’t want to be boring – or at least, not any more boring than I’ve already been.

It’s the spring semester of my senior year. I’m not sure what I’m going to do, but I’ve made a good impression at Smith. I might still help with product testing, but they might let me do some real marketing, even product development. I’m looking into other options too. Product testers get paid way more per hour than marketing specialists there, so I’m not sure the pay would come to enough.

The last thing I want to say here is to salute the unsung heroes of adult product testing. Yes, we’re paid generously, and it’s one of the few jobs where you’re expected to orgasm while you’re on the clock, but there are some issues you might not think about.

I touched on them earlier. My mom and my boyfriend both got really uncomfortable when they found out what I did.

People always ask what you do for a living, especially as you get closer to graduation, and I can’t just blurt out the whole story. So I tell them I help with product research at Smith Corporation. I literally say Smith Corporation. That’s good enough for some people, but if they want to know more, I have to lie. Smith makes proteins, I’ll say, and I spend a lot of time looking at slides through a microscope. Yes, the questions almost always stop at that point.

Guys I’m interested in is where it gets the toughest, and there’s no formula for how to handle it. I’ve lied about the proteins, I’ve given some hints, I’ve said the real company name and hoped they didn’t know what it did (no one does).

I did tell one guy everything after we got pretty close, and he got really into it, wanted all the details, basically was the first audience for this story. It seemed like it made sex with him really hot, because he’d say things about it while he was up me. But then, when things started to settle down in the relationship and everything wasn’t a constant turn-on, he couldn’t handle it. He wanted to work at Smith and be my exclusive testing partner (a really terrible idea, trust me). And then he got jealous of everyone else – the guys I was with (just two or three), the girls I was with, even the male researchers. Basically, and this is what I told him, he wanted all my sexuality, and I wasn’t willing to give it all up. He was getting plenty, but he couldn’t have it all and that wasn’t good enough for him and things just kind of tapered off. No big blowup, like with Bill, just sort of faded away, an email here and there, and then nothing. I miss some things about him, but I never cried.

I’m in another relationship now, kind of casual, but intense at times too, with a guy who used to work at Smith, so he’s totally cool with everything. Maybe that should be a prerequisite for dating someone? He left Smith a few years back (guys don’t get paid nearly what girls do). Now he fixes motorcycles but he’s thinking about going back to school. It’s fine either way. And he’s not the only Smith or former Smith person I hang out with. I have kind of a new circle of friends – testers, administrative, even a few researchers – Beth for one – and there’s a bond there, because we’re all in it together I guess.

Anyway, thanks for reading all this. It’s a lot longer than I expected it to be. But it was fun to write. I hope someone likes it.

END
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