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The Science of Pleasure

The invoice marked PAST DUE glowed accusingly from Hanna’s laptop screen, a small, red beacon of her impending financial doom. Its digital glare felt like a physical heat on her face in the cool, still air of her small apartment. It wasn’t the first such notice, and she had a sinking, leaden feeling in the pit of her stomach that it wouldn’t be the last. Her career as a freelance graphic designer had always been a rollercoaster of feast and famine, a dizzying cycle of lucrative months followed by terrifying droughts.

But the last six months had been a particularly barren stretch of desert, a silent, arid landscape where potential clients were merely mirages that vanished upon approach. A major client, a boutique coffee chain she’d poured two caffeine-fueled months of her life into rebranding, had abruptly folded. She had lived and breathed their aesthetic, earthy tones, minimalist logos, the scent of artisanal roasted beans that she’d tried to capture in a visual identity. All of it, gone. They had taken their final, substantial payment with them into the bottomless ether of bankruptcy, leaving her with a portfolio piece and a hollow, bitter taste of exploitation.

Now, the first of the month loomed like a guillotine. Her rent, a figure that seemed to inflate with every passing day, was due, her savings account was a repository of digital dust bunnies, and the ramen packets in her cupboard were starting to look less like a quirky, nostalgic student meal and more like a permanent, depressing dietary staple. The salty, synthetic smell of the chicken flavor powder seemed to cling to the very air in her kitchen. She could almost taste the MSG on her tongue just by looking at the colourful, crinkly packaging. This wasn’t a choice; it was a necessity, and the realization sat like a stone in her gut.

It was during a late-night, anxiety-fueled scroll through the dregs of the internet that a targeted ad had caught her eye. She’d been mindlessly clicking, her thumb numbly flicking past lurid clickbait articles promising celebrity scandals and dubious job listings for work-from-home schemes that screamed pyramid-shaped disaster. Then, it appeared. It was slick, professional, rendered in sophisticated shades of plum and silver that spoke of quality and expense. Intimate Desires Inc. Seeking Participants for Product Research. Confidential. Generous Compensation.

Intimate Desires. The name was ubiquitous, a byword for a certain kind of modern, shameless sexuality. You saw their sleekly packaged lubricants and high-end, elegantly sculpted vibrators on the top shelves of pharmacies, perched like trophies. They were even nestled somewhat incongruously next to the condoms and pregnancy tests in the ‘Family Planning’ aisle of larger supermarkets, a silent testament to their market dominance. They were the Apple of the sex toy world, premium, trusted, and, with their minimalist branding and high price points, slightly intimidating.

Hanna’s first instinct, a reflexive shield against hope, was to dismiss it. A scam. Something seedy and exploitative hiding behind a polished corporate logo, preying on people exactly like her. But desperation was a powerful motivator, a relentless tide that eroded doubt and caution. The words “generous compensation” echoed in the empty, cavernous space of her bank account, a promise of relief so potent it was almost painful.

She clicked.

The mouse button made a definitive sound in the quiet of her apartment. The landing page that loaded was all business, crisp and clean, with no hint of the salaciousness the product category might imply. It detailed a clinical trial for a new female arousal product. The language was precise, medical. The requirements were specific: healthy women, aged 25-40, not on hormonal birth control or any other medication that might interfere with vasoconstriction or neural responses, who reported subjective difficulty achieving orgasm through penetrative intercourse alone. Hanna felt a prickle of something that wasn’t just financial interest. It was a sharp, uncomfortable pang of recognition, a feeling of being seen in a way that was both validating and deeply exposing. She fit the demographic with an unnerving, perfect precision.

Her sex life, when she had one, had always been shadowed by a quiet, gnawing sense of inadequacy. Her memories of it were a montage of frustration and performance. She remembered Mark, her last serious boyfriend, a kind and patient lover whose very gentleness had somehow amplified her feeling of being a broken puzzle. He had treated her body with a reverence she hadn’t felt it deserved, yet his efforts only highlighted the disconnect. He’d tried everything, whispering loving reassurances, reading earnest articles online, buying toys that buzzed and pulsed with hopeful energy. But the main event, the act that was supposed to be the pinnacle of their intimacy, the shared summit of their physical connection, often left her feeling like an observer in her own body. She was performing pleasure she didn’t quite feel, a pantomime of ecstasy, chasing a ghost of a sensation that always remained just out of reach, a faint whisper on the edge of her hearing.

The frustration had built a wall between them, brick by insidious brick of unspoken disappointment and forced smiles. Each failed attempt was another layer of mortar, solidifying the distance until the relationship itself, unable to bear the weight, crumbled into dust. She’d told herself, and him, that it was just her, a quirk in her wiring, a personal failing. But the existence of this very trial, its specific and targeted recruitment, suggested she wasn’t alone. Far, far from it. It hinted at a shared, silent sisterhood of dissatisfaction.

Driven by a potent cocktail of morbid curiosity and stark, undeniable financial need, she’d filled out the initial survey. The questions were multiple-choice, discreet, yet they felt intensely personal. Then came another, more detailed questionnaire. Finally, there was a phone interview, a surprisingly thorough screening call with a woman whose voice was a study in calm, clinical professionalism. She asked questions that made Hanna blush a furious, hot red, even though she was completely alone in her apartment, her voice a reedy whisper as she confirmed details about her own anatomy and sexual history. And with each step, the legitimacy of the operation grew.

The emails from the reps were meticulous, outlining every stage in excruciating detail, confirming the compensation, a figure that would not only cover her rent but also refill her grocery shelves with actual, nutritious food for a month, and, most importantly, repeatedly stressing the opt-out clause in bold, reassuring type. Your comfort and consent are our paramount concern. You may withdraw at any time, for any reason, with no penalty. That clause was her safety net, the ripcord she clutched in her mind. It was what had convinced her to accept the final invitation, to push past the vibrating wall of her own anxiety.

And so she found herself here, on a Tuesday morning, the air thick with the smell of city exhaust, riding a cross-town bus that groaned and shuddered with every stop. A brand-new, hot-pink dildo from Intimate Desires’s own product line was nestled at the bottom of her tote bag like a guilty, pulsing secret, wrapped in its soft velvet pouch beneath a pile of old receipts, a leaky pen, and a dog-eared paperback. The building was an anonymous glass-and-steel tower in a sprawling business park, utterly indistinguishable from the insurance firms and tech startups that flanked it. There was no garish sign, no hint of the company’s purpose, just a discreet, brushed-metal plaque that read ‘Intimate Desires Research & Development.’ Inside, the lobby was hushed and cool, the conditioned air smelling faintly of lemon cleaner and corporate indifference. It did nothing to soothe the frantic, panicked hummingbird wings of her nerves.

“Hanna? They’re ready for you now.”

The receptionist’s voice, crisp and detached, sliced through the fog of her anxious thoughts. Hanna felt the expected twinge of nerves tighten into a hard, cold knot in the pit of her stomach. The waiting room, with its muted grey chairs and bland, abstract art, had begun to feel like a safe, if sterile, cocoon. Now, it was time to hatch. She was beginning to wonder, not for the first time, not even for the tenth, just whether this was really something she was prepared to do. The sheer, bizarre reality of her situation was crashing down on her. She stood up slowly, her legs feeling strangely disconnected from her body, like stilts she was still learning to use, and walked past the reception desk towards the frosted glass doorway at the other end of the room. The receptionist who had called her name had already turned back to her monitor, her face illuminated by the cool, bluish glow of a spreadsheet. To her, Hanna was just another appointment, a line item to be checked off, a task completed. The anonymity was both a comfort and an unsettling confirmation of her status here: a data point.

Hanna hesitated, stopping a meter or so short of the doorway and the clinical-white corridor that lay beyond. The silence of the office hummed around her, a low, electric thrum of servers and central air. She could still change her mind about this. The reps, in their carefully worded emails, had stressed this point with an almost zealous repetition: she could back out at any time. The words were a comforting mantra, but also a siren call to flee. Just turn around, give a polite, mumbled excuse, and disappear back into the warm, messy anonymity of the city. Hanna winced a little, the corner of her mouth twitching in a grimace. This was definitely, unequivocally, the weirdest thing she’d ever done. But the secret, she reminded herself, would never leave this building.

The payment was transformative, life-altering, a lifeline thrown into the churning waters of her debt. And a strange, defiant curiosity was beginning to eclipse her fear, a little spark of rebellion against her own timid nature. What if it worked? What if, for one strange afternoon, she could solve the puzzle of her own body? She took a deep, fortifying breath that did little to calm her racing heart, but at least filled her lungs. She made her way down the corridor, her soft-soled shoes making no sound on the polished floor, to the solid oak door at the very end, and knocked softly, her knuckles rapping three times with a feigned confidence she did not feel.

“Come on in.”

The voice was calm, female, and mature, carrying a note of warmth that was instantly disarming. Hanna pushed the heavy door open and stepped inside, shutting it hastily behind her with a soft, definitive click that sounded like a chamber being sealed. The world outside—the bus, the rent, the city—was gone. There was only this room.

“Hi, Hanna. Thank you for joining us today.”

Hanna absorbed the words whilst only half-listening, her gaze sweeping the room. Her senses were on high alert, frantically cataloging her surroundings, trying to make sense of the space. She hadn’t really known what to expect: a plush, decadent boudoir? A cold, sterile laboratory filled with beakers and wires? A standard doctor’s examination room with paper sheets and anatomical charts? The reality was an odd, unsettling hybrid of all three.

Her first impression was of a large, state-of-the-art dentist’s office. The walls were lined by high, seamless cupboards in a pale, calming grey, and below them ran long stretches of gleaming stainless-steel countertops, sterile and immaculate. The air carried a faint, almost imperceptible antiseptic scent, clean but chemical. In the center of the room, commanding the space, sat a large, reclining chair upholstered in a plush, medical-grade dark blue material. It was a formidable piece of furniture, armed with adjustable sections for legs and head, sitting in its own large vacant space like a throne awaiting a sacrifice. It did at least certainly look professional, impeccably clean, though Hanna eyed the chair with a deep-seated apprehension; she certainly didn’t wish to be made to feel like… well, a patient, a problem to be fixed.

“Hanna?”

The voice, gentle but firm, pulled her from her reverie. Hanna jumped slightly, her thoughts scattering like startled birds. She turned to face the speaker for the first time. It was a woman of about fifty, perhaps a little older, with a neat cap of silver-grey hair cut in a practical, stylish bob. She was dressed in a plain silk blouse, the color of cream, and a charcoal pencil skirt, a look that was professional but not severe. A lanyard with an ID card was looped around her neck. Again, Hanna didn’t know quite what she’d been expecting—someone in a stark white lab coat, maybe, clipboard in hand and a stern, judgmental expression. This woman, however, looked about as ordinary as she could have wished for. Her expression was open and her eyes, magnified slightly by her sleek, modern glasses, conveyed a calm, reassuring authority. It was, to Hanna’s surprise, genuinely and profoundly reassuring.

“Hi, sorry,” Hanna replied awkwardly, her voice a little hoarse. She cleared her throat, the sound loud in the quiet room. “So, are you… In charge of the test?”

“I am indeed.” As she spoke, Hanna’s awareness expanded to encompass the rest of the room. Her initial scan had missed them, but there were several other people present, she noticed now, seated at a long desk pushed against the far wall. They were all younger than the first woman, probably in their late twenties or early thirties, and again dressed in a semi-casual but professional style, smart trousers, blouses, cozy sweaters, and all wore matching lanyards. They were also, Hanna noticed with a silent, profound twinge of relief that briefly loosened the knot in her stomach, all female. Not that performing an intimate act in front of a female audience felt great, but all the same, it was leagues better than the imagined alternative of a group of strange, impassive men, their faces unreadable as they watched her.

“Now,” the grey-haired woman continued, her voice warm and perfectly measured, “I’m sure our reps will have explained as best they can to you already, but I’d like to just do a quick run-through of the product and what we expect to see in the test today with you, okay? We find it helps to demystify the process, to make it feel less… clinical.”

Hanna managed a small, tight nod, her mouth suddenly as dry as paper. “Sure.”

“Right.” The test leader walked over to her desk and picked up a small, sleek plastic box from its surface. It was the same sophisticated plum color as the website’s branding, cool and smooth-looking. “The product we’re testing today is called Inner Sensations, for now, anyway. The marketing department is still debating catchy alternatives. It’s a two-fold treatment; there’s a pill which is taken orally, and a topical gel which is applied to the genital area as desired. Oh…” she paused, giving her head a little shake as if chiding herself for the omission, and a genuine, warm smile touched her lips, crinkling the corners of her eyes. “Where are my manners? I’m Dr Jennings, by the way, although you can just call me Sarah if you’d prefer. I’m the head of somatic product development here. And these…” she gestured with an open, graceful hand to the others behind her, who looked up from their laptops, “are Lucy, Dora, and Alexia. They’re part of my research team, and they’ll be observing alongside me today.”

There was a soft, polite murmuring of “hi”s and “hello”s from the three younger women. Each of them now had a clipboard resting on their desk, loaded with what looked like complex charts and dense lines of notes. Hanna gave a jerky, puppet-like nod in their silent acknowledgment, her throat too tight to manage a proper greeting. Being ‘observed’ in this particular context wasn’t a concept that made her feel particularly chatty. Still, she found it reassuring in a strange, detached way to see that everyone seemed to regard this as just another day at the office. The quiet clicks of their pens against their clipboards and the soft, almost inaudible hum of their computers were mundane, everyday sounds that grounded the bizarre situation in a sense of normalcy. Perhaps it really was, to them. A job is a job.

“Anyway,” Dr Jennings continued, her focus returning entirely to Hanna, making her feel like the sole occupant of the room again. “We identified this some time ago as a priority product to deliver, but it’s taken years of dedicated research and testing to get this far. The science is quite fascinating, actually. It all stems from an obvious, and frankly underserved, issue: just about every male-female couple has penetrative intercourse as a staple of their sex lives, but clinical data and anecdotal evidence overwhelmingly show that many women never or seldom reach orgasm from this, at least not without concurrent clitoral stimulation. So, we began working on a solution.”

Hanna nodded along, feeling a little less like a biological oddity and more like a statistic, which was somehow comforting. This had been front and centre of the early surveys she had filled in online, the questions precise and probing. She’d been honest, clicking the radio buttons for ‘rarely’ and ‘never,’ feeling a familiar, hot flush of shame even as she did so in the privacy of her own home. She’d matched their ideal profile to a T: on no other medication, no prior medical conditions, and she could have probably counted the orgasms she’d had from penetrative sex on one hand if she ever had a sudden desire to feel profoundly and cosmically short-changed by life.

Still, she’d been skeptical at every stage, first that it was some kind of elaborate scam, then that there must be something sordid or exploitative about the trials themselves to steer well clear of. But she’d done her reading ahead of time, delving into the murky depths of internet forums and review sites. There was plenty of feedback from other, previous Intimate Desires trials out there, glowing testimonials in pride of place on the company’s site, of course, but also candid, detailed accounts on regular old reviews pages next to mundane ads for hotels and local businesses. They affirmed the trials’ integrity, the professionalism of the staff, the promptness of the payment, and some even went into rather a lot more detail than she’d needed about what the product testing involved. This part was all above board. She knew what she was doing, alright. It was just doing it that was perhaps going to be a little strange.

“The solution is essentially this.” Dr Jennings opened the plum-colored box with a soft, satisfying snap and held up two bottles for her inspection. One was a standard, opaque white pill bottle with a child-proof cap, the kind you’d get from any pharmacy. The other was a taller, clear pump-action bottle, like a high-end soap dispenser, allowing Hanna to see the contents, a thick, translucent gel with a pearlescent, purplish hue that caught the light.

“For most women, of course, the external clitoris is the epicenter of pleasure. It’s the most densely packed with nerve endings and provides the most reliable method of achieving orgasm. There are significant internal networks of nerve endings that branch off from the clitoral body and can be stimulated through penetration. What some people refer to as the G-spot is likely a part of this internal structure, but its exact location and sensitivity vary wildly from person to person. It tends to be a little trickier to locate and stimulate effectively for everyone. Now, other companies have already tried their hand at producing gels and balms that increase general sensitivity, usually with topical stimulants like menthol or capsaicin, which create a ‘hot’ or ‘cold’ sensation. But our research department has been breaking new ground down a different path. We started asking, what if, instead of just making things more generally sensitive, there was a way to get penetration to activate all the same neural pathways as direct stimulation of the clitoris? If your body could react to the pressure and friction of penetrative sex the way it reacts to having your clitoris rubbed?”

She shook the nozzle-topped bottle a little, and the viscous, shimmering gel inside swirled slowly, hypnotically. “That is, basically, what this is intended to do. The pill contains a proprietary blend of botanicals and amino acids that increase blood flow and relax smooth muscle tissue, priming the body for arousal. The gel contains a localized vasodilator, but also, and this is the key, a unique bio-adhesive compound that interacts with specific nerve receptors within the vaginal walls. The goal is for the combination not just to increase physical sensitivity, but also to get your body to play a little ‘trick’ on your mind. A kind of sensory rerouting. Like those hypnosis tricks where it feels as if you’re doing something with one hand, but you’re actually doing it with the other. If it works—and it is if at this stage, which is why you’re here—then the pressure and movement of penetration should provide much the same quality and intensity of pleasure as direct clitoral stimulation.”

She set the bottles back down carefully inside the velvet-lined box. Now was the moment of truth, Hanna supposed. The point where abstract theory met very, very practical application.

“So,” Dr Jennings continued, her tone becoming more instructional, her professional demeanor firmly in place, “what we need you to do today for the trial is to use the product, take the pill, apply the gel, and then to masturbate only by penetration. Strictly no external clitoral contact. We need to isolate the variable. You did bring a suitable masturbatory aid, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s in my bag.” Hanna felt a hot, mortifying blush creep up her neck and flood her cheeks, a prickling heat that felt visible. The last email she’d received from Intimate Desires had advised her to do so, and had even included the offer to claim back the price of a new one as a business expense, provided she bought one of theirs from a pre-approved list, of course. Even trailblazing sex toy retailers, she’d thought wryly at the time, were still at the end of the day looking out for their bottom line. The package had arrived in the post perfectly, discreetly boxed, looking like any other online order, though she’d still felt profoundly awkward that morning, coming into town with it crammed in the very bottom of her bag, a lump of silicone pressing against her paperback, a silent, vibrating secret underneath her usual pile of urban detritus.

“Perfect,” Dr Jennings said, either not noticing or politely ignoring Hanna’s fiery blush. “Now, the pill once taken should take at least around five minutes to reach peak efficacy. We’re going to leave you and observe from the other side of the glass there…” She indicated with a nod of her head, and Hanna noticed for the first time something she’d missed in her initial, panicked scan of the room. Facing side-on to the long reclining seat was a large, floor-to-ceiling panel of dark, reflective glass. One of those movie-style one-way mirrors, presumably. The thought of them all sitting behind it, watching her every move, sent a fresh, sickening wave of anxiety through her. “We’ll provide our standard water-based lubricant as well, although the gel itself is also designed to act as a lubricant of its own. Also, if you’d like any… well, materials to help you get in the mood, there’s a remote for the wall-mounted television which has full, unrestricted Internet browsing available, or there’s more traditional printed material in the second drawer of the side table on the right.”

“Sure.” It dawned on Hanna a moment later that ‘materials’ was a delicate corporate euphemism for ‘porn,’ and she blushed again, a deeper, hotter crimson this time that burned at the tips of her ears. “I mean, uh… I think I’ll manage fine on my own.” The thought of trying to get aroused while a group of strangers watched her watch porn was a layer of meta-weirdness she couldn’t begin to contemplate. It was an Escher painting of awkwardness.

Dr Jennings nodded, her expression unwavering and non-judgmental. “Not a problem at all. Many participants prefer to focus inward. Once we go, please take the pill and then massage the inside of your vagina with the gel as best you can. Wait five minutes, there’s a clock on the wall, and then begin masturbating. And please remember, only focus on penetration; do not stimulate your clitoris directly. There’s also a gown there,” she pointed again, this time to a hook behind the door where a long white cotton shift, similar to a hospital gown, was hanging, neatly folded over a hanger. “You may change into it out of sight from the mirror, there’s a privacy screen you can pull around, and wear it for the duration of the test if you’d prefer.”

Hanna nodded, clutching at the offer like a life raft in a turbulent sea. It wasn’t a perfect solution, but the less the group could actually see of her naked body, the better. It felt like a small scrap of dignity she could hold on to, a thin cotton shield. “Okay,” she said, her voice small and tight.

Dr Jennings offered another gentle, affirming smile. “Right, then. We’ll get into position. You’ll find everything you’ll need on the desk in the box; we’re mic’d up behind the glass, so feel free to speak up if there’s anything you need. And remember,” she said, her voice softening with a deliberate, kind emphasis, “you always can still decide to back out. We understand this isn’t everyone’s cup of tea.”

“I think I’m okay.” Hanna could once again feel her nerves jangling like a loose wire in a storm, a frantic buzzing beneath her skin. This time, however, it was also tinged with a certain clinical sense of intrigue. She was, she had to admit, rather skeptical that the whole thing would actually work. It all sounded a bit too ‘miracle cure,’ a bit too ‘alternative medicine,’ and she seldom really got going at all from just penetration, even with a partner she loved and trusted deeply. Never mind doing so, sitting in a sterile room that smelled like a dentist’s office with a team of people watching her through a spy mirror. But still, she was curious to know what would happen. Presumably, all the years of research and development hadn’t been for naught—maybe she’d at least feel something new, something different.

“Wonderful.” Dr Jennings gave her a final, encouraging nod. She opened a different door, one Hanna hadn’t noticed tucked away beside the mirror, and her three aides filed out silently behind her, their faces placid and unreadable. “Remember to wait five minutes after the treatment,” she added, gesturing to the large, simple analog clock on the wall, its black hands stark against the white face. “Good luck!”

She closed the door behind her, and Hanna was alone. The silence in the room was suddenly immense, amplifying the sound of her own breathing into a ragged, uneven rhythm. She walked over to the privacy screen, a simple folding panel of heavy fabric, and pulled it into a small U-shape near the door, creating a tiny, makeshift changing room that blocked the view from the mirror. With fumbling, clumsy fingers, she peeled off her t-shirt and her jeans, then, more awkwardly, her underwear. The cool, conditioned air of the room raised goosebumps on her bare skin, a sudden, chilly shock. She slipped the gown on over her head; it was loose and smelled of sterile, industrial laundry detergent, the hem tumbling down to just below her knees. It felt anonymous and vaguely medical, but it was better than being completely naked.

Finally, she went to her bag and, a little gingerly, as if handling something dangerous, took out the ‘aid’ from her Intimate Desires order. It was a firm but yielding silicone dildo, about seven inches long, in a vibrant, almost shocking hot pink. It had a lightly veined texture along the shaft and a pronounced, defined head, with a suction-cup base she had no intention of using. Hanna couldn’t decide whether something intended to be hyper-realistic or something more abstract and gaudy would have made her feel more awkward; this, she thought, was an acceptable, if slightly loud, compromise. She placed the dildo on the small metal side table next to the reclining chair, alongside the plum-colored box containing its chemical companions.

Now, how was she going to do this? The practicalities of the situation seemed insurmountable. She took a steadying breath and made her way over to the chair. It was cool to the touch as she settled herself down, the plush material sighing softly under her weight. The chair was surprisingly comfortable, contouring to her back and supporting her in all the right places. Next to her on the table was a glass of water, condensation beading on its side, looking impossibly pristine. Taking a quick look at the clock on the wall, noting the exact position of the long second hand, she dispensed one of the pills from the bottle and swallowed it with a large, grateful sip of water. It went down easily, a small, tasteless capsule. That was the easy part.

The hard part came next. Moving tentatively, every muscle tensed, Hanna shifted her hips, raised the hem of her gown up to her lap, and cautiously spread her labia. She reached out with her free hand and picked up the purple gel bottle. It took a few priming pumps to get the mechanism into action, spitting air before it shot a large, cool glob of the shimmering fluid onto her fingertips. Yeesh, it did feel like lube, slippery, thick, but not sticky, with a silky texture. Hanna reached down and massaged the purple gel around her opening, then pushed her fingers inside, wincing slightly at the bizarre intimacy of the act under these conditions.

She worked to spread it around as liberally as she could, her fingers sliding easily against her inner walls. It did, in fact, feel nice to the touch, imbued with a subtle, spreading warmth that kind of tingled as it seeped into her skin. It wasn’t an aggressive minty or cinnamon heat like some ‘warming’ lubes she’d tried before, just a gentle, pleasant radiating warmth, like a sunbeam blooming inside her. She took several more generous squirts from the bottle until she was satisfied she’d applied it as far and wide as she was able, then set it back on the table. Now she just had to wait.

She leaned back in the chair, pulling the gown back down over her knees like a protective blanket, and stared at the clock. The second hand swept around the dial with agonizing, torturous slowness. One minute. Two. Was something happening? Maybe it was her imagination, her mind playing tricks on her in anticipation, a placebo effect born of hope and strangeness. It could have just been the lingering tingling sensation from the gel between her legs that was making her feel so acutely aware of her own body, or it could have still been the baseline thrum of nerves that were causing those flutters in her belly. Or maybe, in fact, the pill or the gel or both really were starting to work.

A deeper, more profound warmth was beginning to bloom low in her pelvis, a heavy, pleasant feeling of awakening that was entirely new. And even aside from that, was she also starting to feel just slightly excited about all this? It was daunting, sure, but it was also an adventure of sorts. A bizarre, clinical, but undeniably unique experience. It was certainly a more interesting way of making a little money than covering another endless, soul-crushing shift on a shop floor, folding sweaters, and smiling at rude customers.

The five minutes were up. The second hand swept past the twelve with a barely perceptible click. It was time. Again, tentatively, her heart thumping a nervous, unsteady rhythm against her ribs, Hanna reached for the dildo. Its pink silicone surface felt smooth and cool in her hand, the weight of it surprisingly substantial. She wouldn’t need extra lubrication; the purple gel was plenty, had already made her feel slick and ready, a wetness that felt both natural and chemically enhanced. Hanna once again tugged up the hem of her gown, this time raising her right leg and bending it at the knee, propping her foot on the edge of the chair just so her supervisors on the other side of the glass hopefully didn’t see all, and lining up the rounded tip with her entrance. Then she eased it forwards, slowly, cautiously, and felt the toy enter her, her inner walls stretching to accommodate its thickness. It felt… how did it feel? It was too early to tell.

She began making soft, shallow thrusts with about half of it inside her, just a couple of inches forward and back at a time, the gentle curve of the glans grazing against her upper wall. Back and forth, back and forth. Damn, that pronounced head had been a good call. It provided just enough targeted pressure, a little extra weight behind each thrust that focused the sensation in a way she’d never quite managed with a real partner.

Hanna inhaled sharply; she hadn’t realized she had been holding her breath, her whole body tensed as if braced for disappointment. She was suddenly, completely engrossed in what she was doing. The toy was gliding effortlessly in and out of her, the gel creating a perfect, frictionless slide. And now, with each deliberate movement, she was becoming surer: she liked it. A lot. This was quite different from how it had been every time before. This wasn’t the vague, dull pressure she was used to, a sensation she had to actively focus on to even register. There was something else at play, a vibrant, specific sensitivity that made her tense and twitch each time the dildo pressed deep inside her. It was a sensation that was making her thighs clench instinctively together, her muscles contracting as if trying to feel it closer, more intensely.

With a small, decisive sigh that was part surrender, part determination, Hanna sat up a little. She rolled her gown up higher, abandoning her pretense of modesty in the face of this astonishing new feeling, and raised her bent leg further up for better access and a deeper angle. She took a firmer grip of the dildo’s base, and this time, the next thrust was bolder, less hesitant, sliding a little deeper with a liquid ease. Deeper, and harder, and now she was moving into a different rhythm, a pattern of longer, more languid thrusts that stopped just shy of the sensitive tip of her cervix before withdrawing almost entirely, the prominent head dragging deliciously on its way out. For a few minutes, she was happy just to play around with different patterns, a scientist in her own right, testing what angle worked best, what speed produced the most friction, what depth hit that sweet spot.

Eventually, she found it; the thrust that did it all, a certain upward tilt that hit just the right spot, rubbed her just the right way. A low hum of pleasure started deep in her chest, a resonant vibration. Could she do it again? Yes… a little gasp escaped her lips, sharp and involuntary, there it was. Clear as a bell. And again. The sensation was sharp, focused, and utterly intoxicating. Did it feel like penetration? Did it feel like something else? She couldn’t quite be sure. Her brain was having trouble categorizing it. It wasn’t the familiar, sharp zing of her clitoris, but it had the same electric, undeniable quality, translated into a deep, internal thrum. She didn’t mind much either way. It felt good. Incredibly, shockingly good.

Hanna’s thrusts began to pick up speed, her movements losing their experimental, measured quality and becoming urgent, needy. Her wrist was starting to get tired from the repetitive motion, a dull ache forming, but she didn’t care; it felt too good to stop, too promising to pause. Her hips were rocking in time with the thrusts, rising off the chair to meet the toy, eager and impatient. The low hum in her chest had grown into a full-body vibration, a current running from her toes to the roots of her hair. Was she actually going to climax just from this? It was harder somehow to discern her usual telltale signs of an approaching orgasm; the landscape of her pleasure felt redrawn, the familiar paths rerouted. Everything felt a little different like this, more intense, more diffuse, and yet more powerful all at once.

And then suddenly she felt the familiar rush, the unmistakable tipping point where her body took over from her mind, and before she could even prepare for it, it was upon her, a tidal wave of sensation coursing through her body. Hanna felt her hips involuntarily bucking upwards as her thighs clenched hard around the dildo, her inner walls contracting in a series of powerful, deep pulsations as raw pleasure ripped through her body, making her tense all over, every muscle pulled taut. “Oh!” The sound was torn from her throat without her meaning to, a sharp, surprised cry that echoed slightly in the quiet room. Heat flooded her face, and she began to blush, and then to laugh, a breathless, exhilarated sound as the reverberations kept on surging through her. She sat up a little, her thighs now locked tight around the dildo, holding it deep inside her, hanging on to the last few delicious shockwaves for as long as she could. And then, as the last tremor faded into a sweet, lingering warmth, it was done. She sagged back against the chair, still a little short of breath, the dildo still snugly inside her, and a slightly embarrassed, utterly incredulous smile played across her lips. Wow.

Dr Jennings’s voice, disembodied and professionally placid, emanated from a small grille somewhere near the ceiling, startling her. “Excellent, Hanna. That looks really positive.”

Hanna flinched slightly, yanked abruptly from her warm, hazy cocoon of sensation. She had forgotten, completely and utterly, that she was still being observed. “Yeah.” She winced a little inwardly at the calm, clinical assessment of her orgasm. Turning slightly away from the mirror as if to reclaim a sliver of privacy, she tentatively eased the dildo out from inside her. It slid out with a soft, wet sound that made her ears burn. “Well, I did orgasm,” she said, her voice still breathy and unsteady. “It was… good. Really good. And, uh, things felt… I mean, usually I need to be really in the mood for penetration to feel much of anything, but this was pretty good right from the get-go.”

“Excellent,” Dr Jennings said again, the same calm, positive inflection in her voice. “The biometrics we’re tracking showed a significant increase in heart rate and galvanic skin response consistent with your report. That’s all very promising data. Now, would you like to continue?”

“Oh.” No longer caught up in the sensory whirlwind of the moment, the reality of her situation returned with a vengeance. Hanna felt a fresh, potent wave of self-consciousness wash over her. “I mean, I could. But, I don’t usually orgasm more than once all that often,” she added, feeling the need to manage expectations. Then again, she supposed with a jolt of dawning realization, she didn’t orgasm from penetration all that often, either. This was entirely uncharted territory.

“Well, again, that’s actually something we were hoping the product would assist with,” Dr Jennings’s disembodied voice explained patiently. “Reducing the refractory period and allowing for sustained or multiple orgasms is another key development goal. So it could be another useful test. Again, as ever, please don’t hesitate to say no if you’re not comfortable, and, I should mention, you are coming up on the thirty-minute mark since we started, which was all that was outlined in the sign-up agreement, so you have fulfilled your obligations and will still be paid in full either way.”

The thirty-minute mark? Had she heard that right? Hanna glanced at the clock again, shocked. There it was, sure enough. Half an hour had evaporated into thin air. Five minutes of that had been waiting for the thing to work, but still… she’d been so completely caught up in the sensations, so lost in her own body, that time had ceased to exist.

“I guess I could try going again,” she said, surprising herself with her own willingness. The shyness was still there, a faint buzzing of unease about the unseen audience, but it wasn’t as if she’d be showing them anything she hadn’t shown them already. And who knew, perhaps, she thought with a flicker of inward amusement, this strange purple gel and little white pill would actually revolutionize sex lives up and down the country, and one day she’d look back on this bizarre afternoon with a strange sense of pride, a secret pioneer of pleasure. Still, as she settled back down into the plush contours of the chair and picked up the pink dildo again, the thought at the forefront of her mind was that, on the other hand, it was entirely possible that whatever this was would fail in later trials and never make it to shelves. Who knew when she’d get the chance to feel like this again?

“You may want fresh lube,” Dr Jennings’s voice chimed in helpfully. “The gel does tend to dry out over time with exposure to air.”

“That’s okay.” Hanna again adjusted her gown a little more modestly over her hips, a small, futile gesture of decorum. Dr Jennings and her team probably could have guessed from their biometric data, but she would have preferred not to say out loud that by now she’d produced more than enough slick, natural wetness of her own.

She lined the toy up again with her entrance. This time, there was no hesitation, no cautious exploration. It glided in between her swollen, sensitive folds as if coming home. There was no need to experiment this time; she knew what she wanted. She settled back into the same deep, rhythmic thrusting, tilting the head of the toy just so. Almost immediately, she was greeted by the same warm, rich sensations, but this time they were more immediate, more potent. It was as if the pleasure was already there, a dormant pool waiting deep inside her, and each thrust was just gently coaxing it to the surface, sending out ever-widening ripples of sensation.

Hanna closed her eyes and breathed deeply, a long, slow exhale, trying to relax and concentrate on nothing else but the feeling. There were minute details she would never before have noticed that were now jumping out at her, rendered in high definition: the subtle drag of the veined texture against her body with each inward slide, that little lurching rush, like missing a step going downstairs, on each outward motion… was she feeling all of this because of the gel and the pill? Or had these sensations always been there, buried under layers of anxiety and disconnection, and she’d just never been aroused enough to notice?

Her leg twitched involuntarily, a sharp little jerk that surprised her. It was once again getting harder to keep still. A restless, demanding energy was coiling in her belly. Hanna found her thrusts were suddenly picking up speed again, the rhythm shifting from languid exploration to a driving, insistent pace. Her hips were rocking insistently, lifting almost entirely off the chair to meet each powerful, deep push. She didn’t know if she would climax again, but even this—this incredible, sustained plateau of feeling, a high, soaring note of pure sensation held indefinitely—felt phenomenal. Her whole body was tingling like crazy, a humming, high-voltage current running just beneath her skin, making the fine hairs on her arms stand on end. She was an instrument, perfectly tuned and being played with an expert’s hand, and the music swelling inside her was all her own.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Quiet Desires


[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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