
        
            
                
            
        

    
Secrets and Sex Toys

Part One:

All Work and All Play

by

Amanda Marain


Chapter One

Dave rolled off his wife, collapsing only briefly on his pillow before propping himself onto an elbow and throwing a questioning gaze at her.  He didn’t vocalize the question - he didn’t need to.  But Vanessa evidently felt the need to qualify her negative response with more than a head shake.

“Almost, I think,” she said.  “It was...  there was something.  And I still enjoyed it.”

Dave formed half a smile, trying to hide his disappointment.

Van had never climaxed.  Not once during their marriage, not before they’d met, not with either of the two other men she’d been with before him.  Not while masturbating, not in the midst of a dream.  Never.  They had tried every conceivable position together, tried manual stimulation, tried oral sex (repeatedly), and while sensations would build and Vanessa would enjoy the sessions, an orgasm would remain tantalizingly out of reach.  She wasn’t even sure what one was supposed to feel like, other than that it was supposed to blow her mind and she figured she’d know it if she encountered it.

Dave had recommended she try toys.  He’d read that some women experience their first orgasms with vibrators, but Van had adamantly refused.  She was embarrassed by the very topic, and felt an instinctive defensiveness on her husband’s behalf.  Surely a piece of plastic couldn’t achieve what her husband was unable to manufacture in her.  He’d argued the point for a while, but had finally let it rest.  The subject was closed.

And now there were further stressors in their marriage that had nothing to do with the bedroom.  They had moved together to the big city, pursuing a job lead that Dave had cultivated for months.  Only after they’d arrived and settled did the job offer disappear.  Too late to go back to their old place, and now here they were, both unemployed, both trying to figure out how they were going to pay the rent which was more than double what it had been in the town they’d come from.

Dave, fit for his thirty years, his short brown hair only rumouring decades-off balding, gave his wife a loving kiss, then climbed out of bed to get ready for another day of job hunting.  Vanessa laid where she was for a while afterward, listening to him shower, wondering just what they were going to do.

It was later that night that they shared with each other the unexpected but tentatively good news.

“Any luck today?” Van asked him.

“Maybe,” Dave conceded.  “I have a second interview lined up.”  She didn’t ask what it was for, because they’d both been to several interviews already that had amounted to nothing.  Best to wait for a yes before getting their hopes all the way up.  But Dave was particularly grateful she didn’t ask, because the job had nothing to do with his field.  He had a Bachelors in Computer Science, and while he had shown up at the company hoping for an opening in I.T., the job had turned out to be largely janitorial in nature.  Though his expertise in computers and passing knowledge of electronics had impressed them enough for him to be considered.  It wasn’t precisely in line with his ambitions, but it would pay the bills for a while if he could book it.

He followed up with the same question for her.

“Maybe,” she said.  “They’re sending me more information, or something.  It was a bit confusing.”  He didn’t question further, either, giving her the same grace she’d given him, but even if he had, she wouldn’t have been able to provide details.  She’d applied online, and the job description had been brief and not entirely clear to her.  Testing and reviewing products.  Working from home, mostly, she’d gotten that much, but with openings at the company proper if things went well and she was interested.  But what the products were, she hadn’t quite grasped.  It seemed to be a toy company by the description, but they were seeking adult testers, not children, so she wasn’t sure what marketing insights she’d be able to lend her reviews.  She’d simply have to wait till the promised information arrived and take it from there.

A box showed up two days later while Dave was out at his follow-up interview.  It was plain, brown cardboard, the only clue as to its origins the return address on the sticker in the top right corner.  She’d been expecting a pamphlet or brochure at this point, something to clue her in to the potential job responsibilities, but the little package had some slight weight and it rattled subtly when she shook it.  Definitely more than a brochure.  She set it on the kitchen table, got a steak knife out to cut away the tape, and opened it.

Inside was a printed note lain over layers of curled crepe packing paper.  She unfolded it and read the neatly typed message:

Dear Mrs. Holland,

Please find enclosed the Alstace 300 Pocket Rocket.  We request a review, no more than 1000 words, by end of week, submitted electronically through the website you used to apply.  Please submit either in pdf or rtf format.  Your application will be weighed by the fullness of your review, so please be as thoughtful and detailed as possible. 

We gratefully await your response.

Julia Wells, Head of Product Testing,

She/Her,

Alstace Toys

Vanessa blinked at the note, re-read it several times.  Evidently the job was hers, pending a considered review.  She hadn’t done much writing since college, but she’d had not inconsiderable skill back then.  Though she had no idea how she was going to weigh the merits of some toy, let alone something called a Pocket Rocket, which sounded like something sci-fi and geared towards boys.  She was picturing a model spaceship as she dug through the paper packing material.  When her hand closed around something small, plastic and tubular, she was pretty sure she’d hit that guess on the head.

When she pulled it out she was more confused than ever, though.  It was four inches long, cylindrical, white, and tapered through three different tiers of expanding width.  One end was capped with a clear plastic head, the surface of which was ridged.  It did resemble a small spaceship in the vaguest sense, but certainly wasn’t something she could see capturing the imagination of any child.  She turned it over in her hands, saw the product name stencilled on the side in gold letters: “Alstace 300 Pocket Rocket”.  Below that there was the word “Off”, a black arrow proceeding from the right of that, and then the word “Max.”  Oh!  So evidently it did something, which was good, because she was pretty sure she wasn’t getting any job off the review that had so far been rising in her brain:  The Alstace 300 Pocket Rocket is an exceedingly boring product that in no way resembles a rocket ship, and will provide your child with endless hours of ennui.  The on/max switch would also explain the product’s weight, because it was heavier than it seemingly merited based on its size and composition.  She turned it over and saw that there was a battery port at one end.  The company had seemingly been nice enough to provide one for her review already.  The only question was how to turn it on.

She rolled it further in her hands, saw no switch, tried pressing either end to no avail.  She was able to remove the top plastic cap, revealing the rounded heads of three small gold, ball-bearings arranged in a triangle.  Their function was lost on her, though.  She tried tapping it against her palm, even checked to ensure there was a battery installed (there was one AAA), before finally deciphering the arrow’s meaning.  She gripped the top and the base, twisted in the arrow’s direction, then squealed and dropped the whole thing when it suddenly began to buzz and vibrate in her hands ferociously.

It landed with a clatter on the floor, buzzing, jittering and spinning slowly in place, and she was halfway to retrieving it, hoping she hadn’t broken the toy, when she finally clued in to what she had been sent.  She was fairly naive, sexually - her lack of orgasms throughout her life had led to a general lack of interest in the whole subject, and she mostly participated with her husband because she loved him and he seemed to enjoy it.  She had heard of vibrators, of course - her husband had tried more than once to get her to purchase one - and she understood what they were conceptually, but had never encountered one in the flesh, and didn’t consume enough pornography to have ever seen one in use.  Though she was alone in the apartment, she felt herself blush just to be in the presence of this one, and though the walls were thick and largely soundproof, she felt suddenly mortified that one of her neighbours might overhear the thing buzzing on the floor and guess that she was up to something she most certainly wasn’t.  That thought pushed her back into action, and she grabbed the thing up, twisted it back to the off position.  It stilled immediately, once more just an innocuous plastic tube.  No need to be embarrassed by that, right?

She stood staring at the device in her palm for a long while.  She had no personal desire to test the thing, let alone write a review of it, and felt nothing but embarrassment at the prospect.  She was pretty sure any review she wrote was going to be unsatisfactory to them anyway, as she was uniquely unqualified to attest to the thing’s merits or lack thereof.  But Dave was out right now trying his best to get a job, and she had promised she was doing the same.  This job, as distasteful as it now seemed to her, was the first prospect she’d landed in weeks.  Could she really turn her nose up at it?  Besides...  Dave had been urging her to try just such a device for a long while.  It wouldn’t work on her, of course, she had no hope of that.  But didn’t she owe it to him to at least try?  When it inevitably failed to do its job, she could just write the most honest review she could, to at least know in her heart she was trying to uphold her side of the bargain.  And she need never tell Dave or anyone about this shameful episode.  She could put the Alstace Toy Company behind her, and go back to searching for something respectable.  It was either that or simply throw the whole thing in the trash right now and go immediately back to another afternoon searching job sites online, fruitlessly.  And she had to admit, that prospect made her heart sink.

She gave the little vibrator another brief twist to the on position, winced as it buzzed loudly in her hand again.  But it did have a variable speed control, apparently.  The further she twisted, the more fiercely it buzzed.  She could maybe keep it quieter by putting it on its lowest setting, and if she soundproofed the bedroom, she could be a little less concerned with her neighbours hearing.

She took it there now, cast about the room for means of dampening the sound before deciding her best bet would be just to climb under the covers.  Just to be safest, she dug the winter quilt out of the closet and cast that over the bed.  Then, blushing all the more fiercely, utterly disbelieving that she was even entertaining this prospect, she stripped off her clothes. 

She caught herself in the full length bedroom mirror, admired herself for just a moment.  She may have been frigid, but she still understood what beauty was, certainly knew she fit the descriptor.  She’d had the attention of men all her life, unable to return their desire until she’d met Dave, and then it had been more his personality, his sense of humour, and above all, his patience that had let her finally return his affections.  Still, she could easily see what he had seen in her.  She had long and lustrous, red hair that flowed down to the base of her shoulder blades.  Her twenty eight year old body was in great shape, her stomach taut, her breasts small but still pointing forward rather than down, her ass toned and her pubic hair trimmed into a tidy wedge - if she couldn’t appreciate sex, she could at least present her husband her most aesthetic self to ensure he enjoyed it.  At five foot two she looked the picture of health, compact, thin waisted...  she looked ready for sex, she looked designed for it, and she felt the old disappointments come flooding back into her at that thought, so huge and dark that she almost dressed again and went through with her earlier plan to just pitch the toy out.  But she still needed the job, and a huge part of the self-disgust she felt was her own perception of letting her husband down, even though he constantly reassured her that she wasn’t doing so, that he loved her desperately, that her ability to climax or not did not define her as a woman.  She didn’t want to let him down now.  So, she steeled herself and climbed under the covers, tucking her head and all inside, bending her knees, spreading her legs, so that she was now inside a hot little private tent.  It was dark, though, so she leaned over the edge of the bed, fished her cell phone from her jeans pocket, turned on the flashlight and set it on the bedtop beside her.  Then she reassembled her blanket womb.  Hot, stifling almost, but it did feel secluded from the rest of the world, and she was pretty sure the layers of cloth would muffle the sounds of the toy.  She wasn’t sure how long she’d be able to breathe under all this, though, so she heaved a sigh and brought the device up to her face, eyeing the little twist diagram, the arrow, the word “Max”.  It was now or never.

She twisted it on to its lowest setting, frowned at the sound it made, then tested its strength by holding those buzzing little ball bearings against the palm of her left hand.  Even set to low, the thing had some force, and the vibration wasn’t exactly unpleasant.  She brought it up to her cheek, ran it across, and it definitely felt nice there.  Like a little massager, which she supposed it was.  Even if it served no purpose between her legs other than to mortify her, it actually might be useful after a long and stressful day of job hunting.  A test run across her shoulders confirmed that.  Rolling her eyes at the ridiculousness of the action, she even brought it down to her breasts, gliding it over the smooth skin, lingering on the nipples.  It raised both to points that made her chuckle ruefully, but there was still not an objectionable sensation to be had from the thing.  In fact, it felt nice.  Better than nice.  Its frantic but insistent attention on her breasts stirred something in her, a low-grade arousal and, curious, she twisted the dial a little higher, her interest piquing as the sensations intensified.  This was...  unexpected.  It was just a rapidly oscillating bit of plastic and smooth metal - it shouldn’t be...  whatever it was.  Intriguing?  Stirring?  She found herself passing it back and forth from one nipple to another, and when she briefly thought how nice it would be to have two of these things she realized something truly shameful - she liked it.  She liked what it was doing to her breasts, to her tits.  (That word actually shot across her brain, feeling dirty and wrong and wonderful all at once.  She wasn’t given to dirty talk, and tended to think of her anatomy and even her husband’s in clinical terms.  When they had sex, he inserted his penis into her vagina, not his cock into her cunt...  and there, she’d just thought more dirty words.  What was this thing doing to her?)  She reluctantly pulled it from the wonders it was performing on her nipples, allowed it to buzz its way down across her stomach.  She hesitated as she reached the top of her pubic mound, because the next step, she knew, is where the disappointment would only set in again - it would probably still feel intriguing on her clitoris, the way her husband’s tongue could feel intriguing, but it wouldn’t go further than that.  For all its curiosities, the thing was, at the end of the day, just a massager.  But she’d at least have some things to write about that, so she sighed, braced herself, lifted it clear of her pubic hair, and touched its buzzing head down on her clit.

Oh my God.

She yanked it away, eyes flared, mouth dropped open, gasping more in surprise than ecstasy.  What the fuck had just happened?  The instant the device had touched down on her pussy, a sensation had shot through her loins that she’d never felt before.  More than just a massage, more than desire, it had been...  what?  What the hell had she felt?  She genuinely had no idea.  She brought it tentatively back into position and oh, fuck, yep!  There it was again.  An electricity, a pleasure that she’d never felt before, burgeoning in her loins.  She pulled it aside.  Was this the fabled orgasm?  Had she climaxed?  But no, when she put it back in place for the third time, she realized the sensation was intensifying, not subsiding.  She hadn’t cum yet, but she thought maybe she was on her way, at the great gateway to parts unknown, and this time she let it rest in place, not bothering to roll it around or reposition it, just settling it in position, the three gold ball bearings encircling her little clit in a gilded cage, rattling it to heaven, because it felt like that, like she was leaving her fucking body, maybe she was dying, this was unlike anything she’d experienced before, and it was growing, it was coming for her, it was almost scary, would have been terrifying if it wasn’t for just how fucking good it felt on her cunt and ooooooohhhhh!  That last bit wasn’t just a thought, that was vocalized, she had just hollered as she flexed at the waist, sitting upright, buzzing toy still clenched to her clit, the blankets falling away from her head and face so that she was face to face with herself in the bedroom mirror, her mouth open in a marvelous circle, her eyes wide.  But then she lost sight of herself as her eyes rolled back into her head and she screamed a primordial cum - her first - at the ceiling, her legs spasming on the bed, her hips trying to buck harder at the device, to fuck it, to somehow give it the pleasure it was giving her.  Then she collapsed back, yanking the device aside, dropping it to the bed, letting it buzz against her leg under the blankets, no longer caring about the sound it was making, not even concerned that her neighbours probably had just heard her, because holy fuck, she’d done it!  A fucking orgasm, she was sure of it - what else could it be?  And if this was what all the fuss was about, then Jesus Christ, she understood.  That sensation had been epic!  Brief but all consuming.  Women had these on the regular?  This was what they experienced when they had sex with their husbands?  Because, God, she’d be on him all the time if that was the case.  She’d insist they both quit their jobs and do nothing but fuck day and night, if this was the end result.  Was this what he experienced when his cock clenched up and shot its sperm?  Dear God, did her cunt do that to him? 

She snagged up the device, rode it to another staggering climax, her left hand pounding the bed top in time with the waves of pleasure that took her over, pinning her to the bed, inflicting the vibrator’s will.  She tried it again thereafter on a higher setting, and wow!  That was even more intense!  What the fuck had she been missing all her life?

After round four, she finally pulled herself from the bed.  She had a review to write.  She didn’t dress again, though, and she kept the toy on hand even as she typed at the computer.  She came twice more before she clicked send.


Chapter Two

Vanessa had been debating all afternoon whether to tell her husband or not what had transpired.  He wouldn’t be upset...   she didn’t think so, anyway.  It was good news, after all, and she had gotten there by pursuing his suggestion.  But when she thought about admitting to him that after the first time she’d done it, she’d gone back and then did it again, and then again, and then again and again and again, she blushed so deeply it was almost painful.  Would he be upset, then?  If she told him, “Sorry I’ve never had an orgasm with you, but this little thing blasted me off so hard that I just kept fucking it all afternoon.”  She hid the box, she hid the toy and she was till figuring out what she was going to do when he came in the front door, smiling.  That smile could only mean one thing.

“You got the job?” she asked him.

“I start tomorrow!” he laughed, and she danced over to him, embracing him, congratulating him.

But when the first thought she had was, Good, you won’t be home tomorrow, so I can have sex with my Pocket Rocket all day, she was pretty sure that not telling him about her adventures today was the right move.  She did ask what the job entailed.

He hesitated for only a moment, but finally said, “You know, it’s an electronics place.  And I’ll be in charge of the maintenance.”

“Of the computers?” she asked.

Another brief hesitation, then, “There are computers.  And the electronics and stuff.”  He nodded and smiled, and he seemed happy, so she didn’t push for further details.

He was overjoyed and considerably relieved to know there was at least one massive relief to their economic anxieties on the horizon, and he dragged her to the bedroom, stripping her of her clothes as they went.  He got undressed himself and climbed in with her, letting his hands rove over parts of her body that had earlier surrendered zealously to a buzzing bit of plastic and she was surprised that her body responded - not as forcefully as it had to the Pocket Rocket, but with more energy than it ever had to him previously.  Had the toy somehow awakened something in her?  Had it let something off a leash that had previously been tethered deep inside?  Had it opened her up not just to orgasms by way of machine but by other routes, too?

He dropped his face between her legs, licked at her pussy several times, and she had just enough time to recognize that this was different, that something was building beneath his tongue that never had done so there in the past, before he abandoned it and brought his penis up to take his tongue’s place.  He was used to the fact that his oral attentions would get her nowhere, and didn’t always spend as much time at it as he had in the days when he had been passionately trying to introduce her to the joys of sex.  He pushed his five and a half inch dick up inside her, and even he noted, privately, that she was wetter than usual.  And as he began to thrust, she responded with counter-thrusts, something she almost never did.

Soon she was moaning, too.  He’d never heard her do that before, actually wondered briefly if she was faking it - maybe trying to put on an act for his benefit, as a sort of congratulations for the job.  If so, it was working.  He had never heard anything as sexy in his whole life as his wife moaning, but when she grabbed hold of his ass with both hands, her nails actually biting in as she added her arm strength to his thrusts, he thought this might just be the real thing.  That maybe she was experiencing pleasure in sex for the first time.  Unfortunately for Dave, that was the biggest turn-on he’d ever experienced in his life, and far earlier than normal he gasped, his body tensing, his cock pulsing and shooting its semen up inside her.

She grew even more frantic as she felt him go off, her arms still insistently trying to draw him into her, even as he froze in his climax.  He opened his eyes onto her own, wide and urgent, and when she whispered at him, “Keep going,” he got right back into motion, even though is own climax had already come and gone.  He wouldn’t have long before his dick softened and became relatively useless for what she needed, so he thrust all the more forcefully, his pubis pounding into her clitoris, and when her breath began to hitch, her head to turn back on its neck, and she whispered out, “Oh, God!” he thought he might just cum again.

Her orgasm was nowhere near as forceful as those she’d achieved with the Pocket Rocket.  Maybe 10% if she were to put a number to it.  But it was very real, and it was the first she had ever experienced with him, or with anyone for that matter, and as it crested and passed, she turned her eyes back on him, full of love and joy and gratitude.

He laughed with her, asked, “Was that...?”

And when she nodded, he laughed again.

“What happened?” he asked.  “What changed?”

This was it.  This was the moment she could tell him just what had transpired, maybe drag the thing out of its hiding spot so they both could marvel at what this little chunk of technology had gifted them.  But if he asked for a demonstration, if he saw just how powerful the cum she could derive from it was compared to that she had just achieved with him, would it dampen his joy?  Would it turn their mutual victory into a lopsided competition that he had lost before he’d even known it had begun?  She doubted this last bit, but knowing just how hard that thing made her orgasm, there was a selfish thought that clamoured desperately in her brain, too:  would he ask her to throw it out?

So she simply shrugged and smiled and said, “I don’t know!  You just made me cum!”

He laughed still again, then got her to describe the sensation, hanging on every word.  She embellished some, adding in descriptors and sensations that more properly belonged with her earlier orgasms than the one she had just achieved with him.  But her lack of climax had been a barrier between them so long that overcoming it was like winning the lottery.  It was the happiest they’d been together for a long, long time.


Chapter Three

Dave’s spirits were still considerably buoyed when he pulled into the parking lot of his new workplace the next morning, though that enthusiasm dampened a little as he climbed out of the car and started the walk to the large combined corporate office and R&D labs of the Alstace Toy Company.  He’d fended off the detailed answers to Vanessa’s questions last night mainly because he was still embarrassed to be working a job that really didn’t employ his skillset in any way, but there was also the added chagrin of working for an adult toy manufacturer.  It was a product, like any other, and one that leveraged a surprising amount of technological know-how to boot, but he could think of a thousand other jobs he’d rather be doing than sweeping up at a dildo manufacturing company.

His morning was spent doing paperwork and getting a photo ID badge with magnetic key card.  Security was alarmingly tight at the company, ostensibly because of the cutting edge research they were doing.  Dave, who was far from a connoisseur of adult sex toy technology, found it hard to believe that one company’s intellectual property as concerns such things could greatly outstrip the performance of another’s, but he wasn’t being to be paid to believe it.  He would be getting paid to clean the offices on rare occasion, and primarily the labs.  And he wasn’t doing it alone.  There were several maintenance personnel on staff, but he was introduced that morning to just one, a lovely Hispanic woman named Maria.  She had black hair pinned back in a bun and a body that could have rivalled his wife’s, evident even through the overalls she was wearing.  Though she was larger chested than Vanessa.  And maybe very slightly older...  surely no more than thirty, Dave’s own age.

As they walked together through the halls, her showing him the various areas they were to maintain, she engaged him in small talk.  “So, I understand you just moved to town.  What made you seek out a job here, of all places?”

“Honestly, I submitted to all kinds of places.  I had a job lined up, but...”

“Fell through?” she asked.

“Yeah.  But we still have to pay the rent, so...”

“Well, there are worse jobs.  You’ve worked maintenance before?”

“No.  My last job was in I.T.  And before that I was in university.”

“Studying?”

“Computer Science.”

“Wow.  You’ve changed fields.  Well, the guy you’re replacing actually did some light tech work here, too, so maybe...”

“On computers?”

“Robotics, I think.”

“Robotics?” Dave asked.  “I thought this place made...”  But he couldn’t bring himself to say it to this lovely lady he’d just met.

She chuckled.  “They make all kinds of things.  You’d be surprised.”

She opened a door and he stepped into a large room.  The lights were out and there was no one else here.  But it was the layout and décor of the room that surprised him in this otherwise seemingly clinical, corporate environ.  A large section of the floor was given over to gym style mats, and there were tables with sex toys openly laid out, some sort of swing hanging in the corner, and what appeared to be something like a cushioned chaise lounge, and what might even have been restraints laid near at hand.  Dear Lord, what had he gotten himself into?

“Is the manufacturing done on site?” Dave asked.

“No, the factories are nearby, but you and I’ll have nothing to do with them.  The offices you saw this morning, and most of what you’re seeing here is research and development, and a few testing facilities like this one.  Though this is the biggest and the most frequently used.  Translation: the one we have to clean the most.” 

She took him upstairs to another door, let him poke his head into the room.  There were a few people in lab coats working at computers on desks, and one of them actively tinkering with some electronics, presumably for some sex toy or another.  Dave was once again surprised at the level of technology and science being levied at what he had assumed was no more than a buzzing bit of plastic.  She closed the door and they moved on.

“So, we just wander and look for stuff to clean?”

She laughed.  “Of course not.  There’s a set schedule, and rules that need to be abided by.  And...  did you get issued your walkie?”

He shook his head.

“You will.  So, yeah, we carry these, too.”  She tilted the one she wore at her waist in his direction.  “To respond to occasional specific sanitation needs.”

“Like what?”

She shook her head.  “Like...  well, anything.  A spilled chemical, someone throwing up, or other bodily fluids that need cleaning.”

“Other bodily fluids?”

“As a rule, it’s not a fun day when they call you on this.  And mostly they don’t.  Most days we make the rounds at the appointed hour, and nobody bugs us.”  She glanced at him, laughed and said,  “I can see I freaked you out with the term ‘bodily fluids’ - just put that from your mind.  I promise it’s a rare instance when we have to deal with anything like that.”

They were approaching another door, above which was a large, triangular light, currently glowing red.  He was about to ask about it, but she beat him to the punch.

“It means we can’t go in there right now.  Nobody can, except people who are supposed to be in there.  Which most of the time is no one, at least up here.”

“Why?  Hazardous chemicals or something?”

She laughed.  “No.  There isn’t much by way of hazardous chemicals on site.  But you remember that testing lab I showed you downstairs?”

“The place with the mats?”

“Yeah.  This room is directly above that one.  It’s an observation room.  If the light’s on it means the testing room downstairs is in use, and that’s closed to anyone not designated to be there.”

“They’re testing...?”

“Sex toys,” she shrugged.  “That’s pretty much what we do here, right?”

“So scientists are actively using...?”

“Not scientists as a rule.  They hire outside contractors who test and provide feedback about the products.  Some of that is done off-site, but for newer products especially, they do it here, with direct one-on-one feedback to the designers or engineers.  Rarely there are observers up in this room, too, taking notes, I guess?  I don’t know.  For obvious privacy reasons, people in the room or up here are kept to a minimum.”

“You mean they’re actually down there right now, using the toys?”

“Someone is,” she shrugged.  “It’s R&D.”

“Naked?”

“I’d guess.  Depends on the product, I suppose.  No more naked than they need to be to properly test, I’m sure.  And the good news for us is that this room, here, very rarely sees use.  And unless it’s on the docket for cleaning, we don’t have to touch it.  Nineteen days out of twenty, you won’t have to open this door.”

She led him on down the hall, and he cast one disbelieving look back at the red light.

At the same that Maria was guiding her new co-worker around the R&D halls of the Alstace Toy Company, Vanessa was climbing from her bed and over to the laptop that had just chimed at her.  She’d spent the better part of the morning giving herself over to the marvels of the Alstace 300 Pocket Rocket, promising herself after each mind-bending orgasm that that would be last, that she’d get up and do something practical, maybe some housework, or maybe getting back online to search for more work.  But she’d feel so spent after each climax that she’d end up just lounging, nude, on the bedtop, regathering her strength, and as she’d finally decide to rise, she’d catch sight of her new toy, her loins would beg for just one more, and she’d give in.  She’d lost track of how many times she’d climaxed this morning.  Six?  Seven?  But that chime meant an incoming email, and she forcefully stood now, fighting the urge to get back on her back or up on her knees, and to shove that wondrous bit of plastic once more against her clit.  Instead, she brought it with her and sat naked, reeking of sex, in the chair at her desk.

The email was from the manufacturer of her new, little lover.  It read:

Dear Mrs. Holland,

Thank you for your exceptional review of the Alstace 300 Pocket Rocket.  We found your thoughts and comments most enlightening and gratifying, and we are thrilled that you have found the product so much to your liking.  With your permission, we’d like to include your testimonial in one of our online advertisements.  If this is acceptable to you, please inform us, as well as if you’d prefer to use a pseudonym to attach to this review.

We should also like to procure your paid services, on a contractual basis, to write more reviews of further products.  If this is of interest to you, please reply by end of business day, and we can discuss terms of payment.  Any products you are sent are, for obvious reasons, yours to keep, as well, and after successful completion of five separate reviews, pending corporate approval, there may also be further job opportunities, should these be of interest to you.

On a personal note, let me just add that yours was one of the most in depth and thoughtful and, frankly, enthusiastic reviews for the Rocket that I have seen in my time here, and that is the standard product we begin new reviewers with.  I look forward to your further thoughts on Alstace products.

Julia Wells, Head of Product Testing,

She/Her,

Alstace Toys

Vanessa settled back into her seat, reading and re-reading the letter.  She’d done it?  She’d gotten the job?  At least on a temporary, contractual basis, that seemed to be true, and even as the smile grew on her face she wondered just what she was going to tell her husband.  She could, of course, just tell him the truth - that she was being paid to test sex toys for a local company.  Given what sexual doors it had thrown open between them, he might even be thrilled.  But how was she then to explain that she’d lied to him previously about what had enabled her new orgasmic self?  If she’d told him straight away it surely wouldn’t have been a problem, but now?  She had told him that he had simply made her cum...  which was, technically true.  He just hadn’t made her cum first. 

Or as hard, she thought.  Let’s not forget that.  This thing will have me dropping two dress sizes, the amount of exercise it’s giving me. 

Would that be discouraging to him?  Was his ego in play, now?  And how would he feel if he was going off to work at his new job, every day, and she was giving him a kiss goodbye and saying, “I packed you a lunch.  And if you call and I don’t answer, don’t worry, I’m just fucking whatever new device the company sent me.”

That gave her enough pause that she even wondered if she should simply turn them down.  But they needed the money.  It was a job, a legitimate job.  It was an income!  Plus...  she looked down at the little toy still in her hand, and knew that there was another, far more compelling reason she didn’t want to decline them.  This little toy had changed her entire understanding of sex.  Hell, it had given her a new outlook on life, a new self-confidence, a new ownership of what it meant to be a woman.  She hadn’t realized till yesterday just how much her lack of ability to achieve orgasm had left her feeling not just sidelined in bed, but unworthy, lacking, wholly not feminine.  This tiny device was a key that had opened new vistas.  What might future products they might send her do?  (And how hard will they make me cum?)  She tucked that last thought aside, pretended she hadn’t even had it, as she typed her acceptance letter.

When Dave got home, she asked him how his first day had gone and he said it had been good.  She could sense the hesitancy in him, though, and didn’t probe for further details.  When he asked how her job hunt was going, she admitted that she may have found one, writing reviews for various products.  He didn’t pursue details there, either, for which she was immensely grateful.  Neither knew that they were both hiding employment by the same company for very different reasons.

He congratulated her and then they celebrated their new economic windfall up in the bedroom, in the very bed where she’d ground herself into her new vibrator something in the region of nine separate times that day (she’d had to change the sheets because her pussy juice had left them damp and with an obvious odour).  She achieved orgasm once again, despite the soreness of her overworked vagina, and it was stronger, even, than her first with her husband. 

But it still paled compared to what Alstace could do to her.


Chapter Four

In filling out various forms prior to accepting the contract to review further products, Vanessa had made sure to specify that she would only be available to receive deliveries Monday to Friday between 10 AM and 3 PM.  It was late enough that she could be sure Dave would be off to work even if he had a slow start, and early enough that he shouldn’t yet be home, even if he left work early.  She had made the firm decision to hide from him just what she was up to, but assured herself it was only for now.  If and when these other job offers from Alstace materialized, she would reassess, and surely inform him then of her new employment.  She was already assuming that if her next five reviews were as well received as her first, then the new job would surely be in their ad department, writing copy or something.  Nothing shameful in that, regardless of what the product was.

It was only two days since she’d submitted her acceptance formally, and she was not expecting another product so soon, but when the delivery man showed up with another plain, brown wrapped package, this one larger than the previous, she felt her heart rate pick up.  She was excited to see what they had sent.  More to the point, she was excited to test what they had sent.  Assuming it was as good as what they’d sent the first time.

She signed her acceptance of the package with a marginally shaking hand, took it to the dining room table and cut away the tape.  Unlike the Pocket Rocket, which had come free-floating in the crepe paper, this one was in its molded plastic packaging, and came with a separately packaged charging cord.  All of it was ensconced in the same party favour crepe paper and came with another note from Ms. Wells stating that she was looking forward to the next review.

So was Vanessa.  She had negotiated a higher price than had initially been offered.  They had put $500 per review on the table, she had countered with $700 and they had settled on $600.  All in all, Vanessa was feeling pretty smug about that, but truthfully, the money was the lesser of her reasons for excitement.  One look at this new product promised her it was going to be a different experience from her last.  She didn’t know if she’d like it more or less than the Pocket Rocket, but she was itching to find out.

The Alstace Electric Real-life Lover was so realistic in its appearance of a reasonably well endowed male member that she gasped and blushed when she first laid eyes on it.  She had reasonable privacy in her apartment, but she actually went and closed all nearby curtains before even removing the thing from its box.

It was a flesh toned dildo in the perfect molded shape of a six inch, well-veined, erect penis, complete with a beefy set of balls beneath.  It also came with a small remote control, and as she cut everything from its packaging, and inspected this latter, she was initially confused, assuming the vibration could be controlled manually on the toy itself, exactly as it had been on the first product she’d tested.  But no, there was no way to activate it without the remote, and as she lifted the rubber cock from its plastic, noting as she did so just how much bigger around the thing was than Dave’s own penis, she realized why.  Behind the base and balls was a suction cup.  This thing was designed to be affixed to a surface to let you fuck it hands free.  The AC charger could be plugged into the very small opening directly in the centre of the cup.

She set the remote and cord aside, brought the dildo proper up for a closer inspection.  While the shaft was rigid enough to stay upright and elongated inside her, the outer surface had a malleable and soft feel.  A very real feel.  If not for the absence of body heat and the obvious scent of newly unpackaged silicone, she would have had no trouble believing this was a real penis on a real man, and as she let her fingers trail over it, finally encircling the shaft in her small hand, she felt a surge of wetness between her legs.  She had been with other men before Dave, but sex hadn’t been something she had truly enjoyed back then.  Newly introduced to the wonders of orgasm, it would be fair to say she was presently addicted, and handling this thing now, in the privacy of her home, felt dirty and sexy and very, very wrong.  It was just a toy, no more than the Pocket Rocket, but its realism made it feel almost as if she really had taken a lover behind her husband’s back, exactly as the product’s title promised.  A lover that would fuck her when she wanted, how she wanted, as often as she wanted.  And a lover, frankly, with a larger penis than her husband’s.  She wouldn’t consider herself a size queen, but of the men she had been with, Dave’s five and a half inches was actually the largest.  This thing, according to both the package and her own estimations, was only a half-inch longer, but the size difference was noticeable and she was very eager to find out just how noticeable once it was pushed up inside her.

These two factors, though - its realistic nature and its increase in size over her husband - made her double down on her decision to keep this new job a secret.  It was entirely possible he wouldn’t object, but was it worth the risk?  Besides...  there was something extra dirty and fun in maintaining the secret.  As package after package arrived, she would be amassing her own private harem.  A bunch of tireless sex slaves that would do anything she needed to fulfill her desires.

She put the dick down only reluctantly, dug out the small instructional booklet that came with it.  It promised multiple vibrational settings and strengths, but it did have to be charged before use.  And that would take...?  Ugh, an hour and a half.

She plugged it into a wall, resting it on the arm of the couch, turned on the television and tried to forget how burningly horny she was.  It didn’t work.  Every ten seconds or so her eyes would be drawn back to the naked penis on her sofa, and it finally dawned on her that although she would obviously need to include a review of the device’s electronic functions, it could serve even in its present, uncharged state, as a simple dildo.  In fact, her primary desire was to experience it in just such a state.  Her husband’s cock didn’t vibrate, after all, and having sex with the thing sans electric charge would more closely simulate taking a real-life lover - something she had no desire or intention to do, except in safe, fantasy mode.  Which she now had physical access to.

She threw herself to her feet, fairly dashed to the new toy and unplugged it.  She looked around for a proper surface to which she might affix it, even as she danced out of her clothes.  She was soon completely naked, standing with the rubber cock in one fist, spinning in place, trying to suss out the best place to fuck.  There was a clear section of wall not far from the couch and she planted the dildo there, just below hip level, gave the rubber cock a few tugs to make sure it was securely affixed.  That realism thing reared its head again, though, and the very act of manipulating this jutting, slightly curved penis aroused her, enough that she found herself handling it as she might her husband, doing the things that would turn him on, even dropping to her knees to run her tongue along its length.  Again, only the taste and smell really told her she wasn’t, in fact, orally servicing a real man, and despite the fact that she had this thing ready and able to fuck, she realized she was here with her hand between her legs as she licked at the toy, even popping its bulbous head into her mouth for a sample suck.  It was enough to make her pause, because the truth was that until Alstace had come along, she had given up on masturbation years ago, and even since then, had only effected it with the help of her Pocket Rocket.  But here she was, on her knees, and her fingers seemed to know what to do, and even more of a miracle, it was working, her body was responding, and she said a private thank you to the company that had brightened her life tenfold.  She also forced herself to stop.  When she did cum (not for the first time today - claiming that would be a lie - she’d been on round three with the Pocket Rocket when the delivery man had come to the door) she wanted it to be at the hands of - or the shaft of - lover number two in her growing, secret harem.

She got to her feet.  When she and Dave made love it was almost always in the missionary position, and she instinctively tried to come at the toy now from that direction, but mounted as it was, it was a difficult prospect.  Her toes and knees encountered wall, and she basically had to flatten her small tits on cold paint to fit the dick inside her.  Uncomfortable as the position was, she did nonetheless hold that position for a moment, buttocks flexed, fingers splayed on the wall, dildo stretching her pussy a little more than her husband could, because the obstacle of the wall aside, it felt real.  Her cunt was generating enough heat to mask the fact that the dildo wasn’t, and dear Jesus, yes, this is probably what it would be like to fuck another man...  assuming that man’s dick was protruding from a wall, of course.  She didn’t know the term “Glory Hole”, had never heard of such a thing, but she basically invented the fantasy now of some faceless man feeding his penis through a wall where she could ride it to her heart’s content.  The image was exciting, the reality only slightly less so, because aside from her pussy, her body wasn’t loving this flat plane experience.  She withdrew the dildo from inside her, stepped back, reasoned for only a moment before recognizing that coming at the thing from the other direction might give her more range of motion. 

She had had doggy-style sex with both of her boyfriends before Dave, never to much satisfaction, and she and Dave had even briefly experimented with it in the past.  It had just been a long time.   But she turned her back on the toy now, bent at the waist, reaching behind herself for the rubber tip, shuffling backward in tiny steps to push the penis up inside and oooooh, God, yes, that felt amazing, that was real, that was a guy, tall but unknown, with this wonderful big dick, standing behind a wall, maybe even restrained behind that wall so that he had no choice but be fucked by this gorgeous, small, red-haired woman, and fuck him she would, planting her hands palm down on the wall, lifting her hips, sinking them back, eyes lost in lust as she was filled with the largest thing she’d yet taken inside herself.  But after several thrusts, even though she could feel an orgasm already mumbling for release, she thought that this situation, hot and glorious though it was, wasn’t perfect.  Standing like she was, her heels were still riding the baseboard, and her ass, tiny and taut, was nonetheless encountering flat surface that prevented her from sinking onto the thing as deeply as she thought she might otherwise be able to.

She again withdrew it from her, even stepped away to once more search for the optimal surface.  There were wooden chairs at their dining table and she thought that throwing her legs astraddle one of those might not only let her ride the new dildo with some force, but give her a grip to hang onto while she did it, but she was invested in the fantasy of the man behind the wall now, poor hot slave boy, shackled in place to be used at her discretion for just one purpose, and while she might be able to adapt that fantasy to fit the chair (was already doing so in her newly filthy mind), she wasn’t done with Wall Slave yet.  That’s when she struck on the perfect solution.

Separating their dining room from the living room was an open archway.  The inner surface of that arch was smooth and flat, and wide enough to accept the complete circumference of the suction cup.  She turned back to the rubber cock, tried to yank it from the wall in one quick tug, but slicked as it was now with her own secretions, her grip was loose and it didn’t want to come.  She laughed, grabbed it in both hands, and wiggled it back and forth till the suction finally released.  She didn’t hesitate, but brought it straight away to the open arch.  She got down on her knees beside it, leaned forward, comparing body to wall to find just the right elevation for the thing.  Then she planted the dildo and rushed to the sofa for a pair of throw pillows.  Just because she was going to be on her knees didn’t mean she needed to bruise herself.

She put the pillows just to either side of the archway, one in the living room, one in the dining room, cushioned her knees on them, planted her hands on the floor and slid herself back, pillows and all, till she felt the dildos’ large head touch her asshole.  Oh!  That wasn’t intended, but it was intriguing, something to come back to later.  For now, she wanted that thing somewhere else, and lubed up as she was, she didn’t even need to use her hands to guide the thing this time, just lifted her hips, flared her vaginal lips as she spread her legs a little further, knees almost even with the archway frame, feet backed well inside two separate rooms, and pushed backward, groaning aloud as the penis filled her up.  She sank back slowly, enjoying the new depth it could reach, touching her inside where she had literally never been touched before by anyone or anything.  Dear God, where had this thing been all her life?

She closed her eyes and gave in to the fantasy again.  She was an imperious queen, the man behind the wall a royal subject she had seen from a distance and selected for this express purpose, this one time honour.  He was clamped to the reverse of the wall at hand and ankle, only his penis presented on this side of the wall for her pleasure.  Unable to move, but surely unwilling as well, as hers was the cunt of a queen, a gorgeous, lithe queen with hair like fire.  (In some small part of her mind she recognized that this bondage section of the fantasy had surely only arisen to help account for why the man wasn’t thrusting back against her, but she didn’t mind it, not one bit, although it was the first time she had ever taken a sexual fantasy in this direction in her life).  She would ride him till she was satisfied, whether that was minutes or days, and only when she was finished would he be unshackled and dismissed, without once being given an opportunity to so much as see the woman who had fucked him.  The anonymity of the situation and the absolute control turned her on, as did the newness of the shape and feel of this large penis, and she was already beginning to thrust, teeth grit almost angrily as the veins of the cock and its flared head stimulated her insides in ways she’d never experienced before.  Her palms were on the ground, and the fantasy was expanding, deepening...  the man was a farmer, tall and strong.  He was married to a lovely young bride who paced outside the castle walls anxiously awaiting her husband’s return, fearful that he, like so many who had been used this way before, would be forever ruined by the perfection of Her Majesty’s pussy, the absolute glory of the consummate woman, regal but sexy beyond compare.  Vanessa even opened her eyes to watch her fiery red hair, lit only by overhead lights with all the curtains shut, waving and jolting around her, encasing her vision so that she could see only her wrists and a spot of floor.  Nothing whatsoever to detract from the fantasy.  There was a dollop of wetness on the floor that stole her focus for just a moment as she tried to figure out what it was before it was joined by a second and she realized she was drooling, open mouthed, spittle dripping heedlessly over her lower lip as she fucked and fucked and fucked the farmhand and Goddamn, here it came, roaring from her depths, closer to cumming, closer, closer, and there it was, an orgasm so epic it stunned her, as did the loud, almost pained shout she had given, was still giving, (Jesus Christ, Vanessa, shut up, someone will hear!), but her voice just kept on wailing out her cum.  It was different from the orgasms bestowed her by the Pocket Rocket, different even than those she got off her husband’s dick, because the thing was hitting her deeper, and filling her more broadly than he did.  She didn’t have the experience to yet put the vocabulary to it, but her previous orgasms had all been clitoral, even with her husband, from the sheer force of his pubis pounding between her legs.  This thing had set off a chain of events deep inside.  Her legs were trying to spasm, she could feel her adductors trying to draw her legs shut, almost as if they could bar the gate from the intruder that was giving her so much pleasure, but they were unable to do so because all her weight was on her knees, so she was at this thing’s mercy, not even fucking it anymore, she suddenly realized, just sunk as deep onto it as she could go, her pussy contracting around it, her voice lowering to jolting moans, spit still drooling onto the floor as she sank onto her elbows, unable to muster the force (or the desire) to pull herself forward and off the thing yet.  She came to rest like that, on knees and elbows, face down near the ground, vaginal lips kissing the dildo’s balls, and she stayed that way for more than two minutes after the orgasm had finally given way, basking in the release, marvelling at the new sensation, even as she recognized her exhaustion and thought how nice it would be to take a nap.

When she finally felt able, she pulled herself forward the same way she had sunk herself back, letting the low friction under the pillows guide her and them both away from the dildo.  She then turned herself around, ass sinking to the floor, careful not to touch her cunt directly to the pillows (try explaining those stains) and stared at the cock of the farmhand that wasn’t a farmhand, but was instead whatever she wanted it to be, whenever she wanted it.  She was very, very late to discovering masturbation, but she had a powerful imagination, and she was still utterly enamoured with its power to transport her to any situation she dreamt up.  That cock could be anyone’s cock.  Farmhand, celebrity, the cute young guy who had bagged her groceries earlier that week.  Alstace didn’t market vibrators.  They marketed wild sex, limited only by the imagination of the purchaser.  Vanessa was quite sure she would never cheat on her husband.  She was also sure that before the day was out, she would have fucked a half-dozen more men in crazy situations.

But that was for later.  She couldn’t yet write her review - she had barely sampled this thing’s range of application, hadn’t even tried out its vibrating capacities yet.  But first she needed a nap.  The farmhand had worn her out.

Dave’s day at work was considerably less exciting than Vanessa’s, though not without its share of fantasy.  He had found Maria attractive on first meeting her, but what of that?  It wasn’t uncommon for him to find many women attractive, and so long as he didn’t act on that attraction there was nothing wrong with noticing it.  But the environ they worked in, even though he hadn’t yet discovered just how sexual an environ it could be, was filled with unusual and distracting images, from the blatant phalluses laid out on tables around which the two of them cleaned, to the images on packages depicting semi or totally nude individuals.  He would spot these things from the corner of his eye, embarrassedly look away, then find himself wondering if Maria had noted them, if they’d done anything to her, if they turned her on at all.  If so, she displayed none of it, and he supposed that was natural.  She’d worked around this stuff long enough that it was surely just workplace detritus.  But it didn’t stop his thoughts, and as the day wore on he would find himself guiltily looking away from her, wondering what she might look like on one of these packages, or using one of the products or...  no more ors.  He was married and he oughtn’t be thinking of a co-worker like that.

But by the time he got home he was more than a little horny, and his wife was once more receptive, spreading eagerly for his dick and cumming even before he did, for which he was immensely grateful.  But at the moment of his climax his eyes squeezed shut, and despite the model-level gorgeousness of the red-head beneath him, it was Maria’s spread legs he came between.


Chapter Five

Vanessa’s review of The Alstace Electric Real-life Lover was even more positively received than her first.  She tried the new toy out on every setting, multiple times, thrusting the vibrator in and out of her with her hands, fucking it in the archway several more times, suctioning it to chair tops so that she could ride it like a cowgirl, going at it in combination with her Pocket Rocket so that she was being vibed both inside and out, and even setting the thing to a hands-free gradual increase in vibration, then shoving the remote out of reach and just sitting on the vibrator to await release, completely at its mercy, so she could fantasize about what it might be like to have control of the orgasms taken from her, to be made to cum whether she wanted to or not.  (She definitely wanted to).  She would play games with herself, promising herself that even if someone came to the door she wouldn’t stop until she’d cum.  Once, she even barely parted curtains at street level, then fucked the thing at a distance well removed from the window, watching the occasional passersby in cars or on foot, terrified that one might look in her direction, turned on by the thought that one might look in her direction, praying that one might look in her direction and see just what an epic slut she had become in early service to Alstace.  Her days were spent seeking more and more inventive ways to achieve orgasm, and the words she put to paper were worshipful of the device, and very graphically detailed in the ways that it could be used.  Even before the next product arrived, she got an emailed response from Ms. Wells which consisted of only two sentences:  “Wow.  Nice work.”

Two hours before his wife’s new toy arrived, Dave was walking down a second floor hallway in the Alstace labs.  He had just finished cleaning one of the design rooms and had nothing else on his docket for the next hour, was thinking about seeing if Maria wanted to grab an early lunch when he rounded a corner and spotted her.  Her head was just turning from his direction when he stepped into view, she didn’t seem to have seen him, and she was scanning now the opposite length of hall, almost furtively.  Her hand was on the turn handle of a door, and Dave didn’t have to question which room she stood before.  The lit red light above her head said it all.  Seemingly satisfied that no one was coming from either angle, she yanked the door open and hurried inside.

Dave frowned quizzically.  She had been very clear with him on his first day that when that light was lit, no one but officials with clearance were allowed inside.  He didn’t suspect she had such clearance, and her clandestine aspect before entering only reinforced that thought.  So, just what was she doing in there?

Dave didn’t know for certain what went on in the test labs, though his imagination had provided him a few images.  He had never once seen the inside of the observation room into which Maria had slipped.  He was intensely curious, but he was new to the job, and the last thing he needed was to go home to his wife and inform her he’d been fired in only his second week.  So instead of entering, he crossed to the wall opposite the door, stood with folded arms and waited for Maria to emerge.  He was picturing his playful query of what she’d been up to as a semi-flirtatious conversation starter.  He was still attracted to Maria, was pretty sure he’d sensed a reciprocal attraction, still had no intention of cheating on his wife, but was enjoying the day-to-day playfulness of their dialogue.  But five minutes passed and she didn’t emerge, and his curiosity finally got the better of him.  He crossed to the door, gripped its handle, checked in each direction for any observers, although literally no one had so much as entered the hall in the whole time he’d stood there.  The only place he departed from Maria’s action was in opening the door.  He was much more cautious than she’d been, cracking it just a little and peeking in before entry.

The door actually let onto a tiny entryway, with another door immediately opposite.  That second door, however, had a glass window in it, and he crept into this tiny adjunct and peered through to the room beyond.

The most obvious feature of the room he peered in on was its wall length window.  It was angled at about thirty degrees, giving a full view of the test room below.  He’d noted the window previously from the test lab, or rather, what he had surmised to be a window, because from within the lab the surface was mirrored, to provide at least the illusion of privacy for those working within, and probably to keep any evident judgements on the part of those in the observation chamber from influencing the tests themselves.  There were eight chairs spaced evenly in the room, though these were easily mobile to allow observers to sit as near or far from the windows as they pleased.  There was also a panel to the right of the window that Dave assumed was some sort of intercom, to allow those up here to listen in and/or possibly communicate with those below.

All of these things Dave noted and absorbed only in passing, because the truth was his attention was stolen almost immediately by Maria.  She was standing near to the window, her back to him, looking down into the test lab intently.  Dave couldn’t see any of the lab from where he stood, but the light above his head before he’d entered told him it was in use, so his imagination filled in at least an approximation of what she might be watching.  Whatever was going on down there he assumed it was sexual in nature, not just because that was the nature of the products Alstace sold, but because of what Maria was doing.  Both her hands were held in front of her body where he couldn’t see them, but both were in motion, her shoulders and elbows moving rhythmically.  Her feet were a little wider than shoulder length apart, her knees were slightly bent and her breath was rapid.  Most telling of all, at one point, when her body shuddered, he saw the zippered seam of her overalls - clearly unzipped - flutter briefly into view to the left of her shoulder.  He didn’t know what she wore beneath them, but he found the lab areas hot enough that he was usually only in his underwear beneath the workman’s uniform.  Whatever she wore beneath - if anything - she had, for reasons of her own, which Dave could clearly guess, sought access. 

She was masturbating.  It seemed impossible.  She had been, flirtation aside, the picture of professionalism, but he could reach no other conclusion from the data before him.  Maria had reached inside her overalls with both hands, was watching whatever dirty practice went on in the labs, safe from observation herself behind mirrored surface, and was playing with herself.  Frantically.  Probably trying to make herself cum as quickly as possible to minimize the risk of being caught.

Over the past two weeks he had, on more than one occasion, noted her absence and been unable to find her.  He had by now been issued his walkie-talkie, and on several of those occasions he had tried to contact her with a question only to be met with radio silence.  He had assumed she’d been out of range or that the signal had somehow been blocked, though on several other occasions they’d communicated over radio from opposite ends of the premises, so he’d been confused by it.  He wondered now if maybe she’d simply turned her radio off.  He keyed his handset now, listened for the squelch of static from the walkie she had clearly placed on a chairtop beside her.  It didn’t come.  Yes, she had turned her walkie off, probably to further reduce the risk of being caught by having some radio chatter overheard by someone passing the room, or maybe even by someone down in the lab itself.  Had she turned her walkie off on all those other occasions, too?  Had she done it for privacy up in this room, to watch the live porn unspooling below her, and to give herself some sexual gratification in tandem?  He cast his mind back, couldn’t even begin to guess if the test lab had been in use on those other occasions.  But he suspected he was on to something.

As her self-ministrations became more urgent, Dave realized his erection was tenting out the front of his overalls. 

Like his wife, he was more sexually keyed up nowadays than he had ever been before, partly because of the sexualized nature of his workplace, partly because of lovely Maria, but mostly because Vanessa was cumming nightly with his dick inside her.  He didn’t know what had changed there, but he was grateful for it. 

He was much more sexually knowledgeable than his wife.  Because of her inability to climax, she had generally pursued sex over the course of their relationship solely to please him.  But he had always enjoyed sex, and though they didn’t talk about it (and he was sure she wouldn’t care if she did know) he had masturbated near daily throughout their relationship, even on those days when they did have sex.  He watched porn, like most men his age, and for reasons he’d always tried not to psychoanalyze, had, since marrying Vanessa, been most carnally drawn to videos in which the women achieved large and obvious orgasms.  The orgasms themselves were the point he would watch for, not the story, not the relationships, and so mostly his pornographic diet had consisted of videos where lovely ladies got themselves off, with fingers, with dildos, with vegetables - it didn’t matter.  And now the new object of his lust was right in front of him, driving herself toward an obvious orgasm.  It was impossibly hot, and though he didn’t have her courage (likely born of years of getting away with exactly what she was doing), and wouldn’t risk opening his overalls to let himself out, he started fondling his dick right through the heavy cotton fabric of his uniform. 

He could hear Maria’s breathing, just barely, through the closed door.  Fast and ragged.  At one point she even cast a quick and perfunctory glance over her shoulder, back at the window through which Dave peered.  If it had been anything other than an habitual action, something she had surely done dozens, maybe hundreds of times, each time spotting nothing worth noting, she surely would have absorbed that he was standing there, eyes wide, looking in at her.  But it was so quick and so cursory that she didn’t spot him, just turning her gaze back on the performance below, and working all the harder to get herself where she was trying to go.

She got there a few moments later.  Her knees bent further, dropping her into a deep plié, and her breathing went from quick and ragged to quiet grunts that she clearly tried to stifle.  She almost lost her balance, put a hand out to catch herself on the window before withdrawing it last second, fearful of the sound it might make, and straightening again with just her flexing abs and force of will.

Dave pulled his hand from his groin quickly.  It would have been all to easy to follow her, to get his cock twitching and pumping while he watched her cum.  But he had no change of clothes and he didn’t want to find out what kind of splotch he would leave on his overalls if he did that.  He was trembling violently, epically aroused by her private session, intensely curious as to what she was seeing that could drive her to do what she’d just done.  And wondering and fantasizing about just how often she got up to this very naughty act. 

Orgasm achieved, Maria was now quickly straightening herself, doing up her overalls, reaching for her walkie to clip it and its belt back to her waist.  Dave ducked and then hurried from his little entry, back into the hallway.  He needed time to process what he’d just seen, to decide how to handle it going forward.  Should he mention it to her?  Should he ask about how often she did it?  Should he ask for a private demonstration?  His cock promised him that was a great idea even as his heart backed away, hands in the air, reminding him of his marriage.  Whatever he decided to do, his first priority was to get away before she spotted him, get somewhere he could rid himself of this erection without ruining his uniform. 

He was hurrying toward the men’s bathroom around a corner ahead of him when he heard voices coming down that hall.  His boner was still a very obvious thing, so he spun back the way he had come just as Maria hurried from the room, and, not wanting her to see the triangle his dick had designed in his uniform, he immediately altered trajectory to bend at the waist and drink from a convenient fountain. 

She spotted him, came over to him, and her voice sounded worried as she addressed him.  “Hey!  What are you doing up here?”

He glanced up at her.  Her cheeks were flushed and she looked a little sweaty.  With good reason.  

He stopped drinking only long enough to tell her, “I was cleaning room 203.”  Then, because he couldn’t resist, “You?”  He went back to the flow of water so he’d have an excuse to stay bent, hiding his erection.  The cold of the water, coupled with his fear of being spotted was helping it to recede.  Behind both of them, two scientists went by discussing their work.

Maria glanced once at them, then turned her eyes back on Dave, scanning for any sign of knowledge of just what she had been doing up here.  He hid it well, though, and she eventually said, “206.  Guess we were right next to each other and didn’t know it.”

“206 wasn’t on our list, was it?” he asked.  He was safe now.  His dick had shrunk back to something that would register as no more than a gentle swell behind his uniform, and that was fine.  He straightened.

Maria shrugged.  “Never hurts to take initiative,” she answered.  She ran a hand through her slightly mussed hair, smiled, and walked off down the hall.

Dave almost called after her to see if she wanted that lunch, but he had other important business to tend to.  He headed for the bathroom.

Vanessa’s new toy came with extreme glowing praise for her last review.  She read it with happiness primarily because as long as she kept Alstace happy, it seemed Alstace was going to keep her happy.

The newest toy looked like some sort of alien weapon.   It was deep black in colour, had what she might have taken for a handle till she noted the rubberized ridges there that had to be meant for stimulation, and a weird, thin wand-like protuberance that curved back on the main body.  This protuberance had five rounded nodules on it. 

There was also a bottle of lubricant. 

She stared at the device through its packaging, trying to make sense of it before realizing that the product’s title at least spelled out its intended use.  Alstace Vibrating Anal Beads/Butt Plug.  Oh!  So this thing went in your...?  Despite everything she spent her days doing and despite her complete privacy at the moment, she blushed.

She’d been intrigued by the brief graze of her Real Life Lover at her asshole when she’d been fucking it in her favourite archway, but she hadn’t actually gone the full distance to explore those possibilities yet.  She’d heard of anal sex, knew it was a thing, but she’d never tried it herself.  If direct vaginal stimulation hadn’t been able to get her off before, what logical reason had she had to assume anal stimulation might get the job done?  But this thing was clearly designed for just this purpose.  She read the instructions, noted the emphasis on using lubrication before insertion.

She was nervous but excited as she took off all her clothes.  She went to the bedroom, spread out towels because she’d been gushing more and more as her orgasms intensified, slathered the thing in lube, got on her knees, bending forward exactly as she did when taking her lover in the archway, and very cautiously fed the beaded end into her asshole.

Oh!  Oh, this was...  different.  At its greatest depth, it came to rest with the little rubberized spikes directly against her clitoris.  There was a bit of compression between the two competing prongs of the device, but that’s when she discovered it was flexible.  The clitoral stimulator could be curved away if she didn’t want to use it, or tightened if she wanted a firmer grip.  She gave the whole thing a few tentative insertions and removal, was still trying to decipher if she liked it or not when she remembered the word “vibrating” in the thing’s title.  There was a simple on/off button on the tip that resided outside her body at the moment, and she gave it a click and...

Her thoughts manifested audibly.  “Oh!  Yep!  Yeah, that’ll...  Unnnngh!” 

The orgasm was completely different yet again from what she’d been able to achieve from either the Pocket Rocket or her 6” lover.  Her back arched, her face nothing but surprise as her asshole almost immediately began twitching around the device in spasms of pleasure. 

What the fuck?  How many fucking ways were there to cum?  She turned it off as her first climax passed, stood with the device still inside her.  She gathered her other toys, tucked the clit vibe tighter against her, clenched with her asshole and clicked it on again.  She had an idea.  An experiment that needed doing.  She shuffled with the vibrating beads rattling her ass, the little spiked pad abusing her clit, and a vibrator clenched in each hand.  By the time she’d reached the sofa she was on the verge of cumming again, hands outstretched like a tight-rope walker for balance.  She accepted the climax, standing in cruciform, then, rather than risk losing her balance as the next one shook her, she clicked it off, and added to her burden her usual throw pillows.

She went back to the archway, put the pillows in place, suctioned Real Life Lover into place.  She turned the clit vibrator of the anal toy aside.  She was going to see what her three harem servants could do when they co-operated.  She was already lubed between her legs from the two orgasms she’d just achieved, and she pushed back onto the large dildo before thumbing it to max vibration on the remote she’d placed on the floor in front of her.  She thumbed the anal toy back on, then twisted the Pocket Rocket to max, and forced it up hard against her clit.  She thrust and buzzed and ground and growled and drooled and surrendered when the three-way stimulation took control of her body so that she couldn’t even support herself on her palm, nor her elbows, but fell tits first on the hardwood, one hand still torturing herself with the Pocket Rocket, both other dildos still vibrating inside her despite the fact that her neck was craned back, her chin on the floor, her tits sliding in her own spit, her pelvis tilted in circus-level contortion, and her body convulsing with a climax she wouldn’t have dreamed possible to achieve.

“Oh, God!” she groaned, but her speech was so slurred she sounded drugged, and had anyone been in the room to hear her, its doubtful they would have been able to decipher what she’d said.

She pulled the Pocket Rocket away, but that still left her impaled on two other vibrators.  Too much!  It was too much!  She twisted her body to wrench Real Life from her pussy, curled up in a fetal position between her pillows, her side now slathered in drool, too, as she fumbled down between her legs to get the anal device turned off.  She laid there panting, dazed, stunned really, by what she’d just experienced.  Sex with Dave was great.  She was grateful she could finally achieve orgasm with him.  But that?  What she’d just experienced?  Jesus, she had practically astrally projected.  Alstace knew their business.  And while there may have been an element of loneliness and even shame to what was by now her every waking obsession, my God!  She wanted to make up for twenty years of missed orgasms in as short a time as possible.

As she laid there on her side, trying to recover, willing her own energy to return so she could try out some other wondrous method of self-abuse, she heard the door to the front of their apartment complex unlock and open.  Their own apartment was only two doors removed from it, so she was used to hearing people come and go (and she was increasingly certain that at least some of her neighbours - those who occupied the apartments flanking her own - had grown quite used to hearing her dozenish climaxes daily), but she was naked on the floor with one stilled vibrator still shoved up her ass, and another plugged into the wall behind her, and she threw a panicked glance at the wall clock.  It was a little after three thirty, too early for Dave to be home, surely, but if, if it was him, how the hell was she going to explain this?  Even if, as she suspected, he’d be cool with the idea of her masturbation, even with her using toys, how many levels was his respect going to fall to find her fetal in her own saliva, done in by three separate devices at once?

The footsteps coming down the hall were heading in the direction of her apartment, which didn’t mean much of anything, everyone came in this direction from the front door, but it was enough to throw her into panic, and she was back on her knees immediately, frantically tugging at the wall mounted dildo, unsurprised when it refused to budge because her grip kept slipping in her own vaginal lubricants.  The anal dildo was still protruding from her like some vestigial tail when the footsteps stopped directly at her door, and she heard the familiar sound of Dave’s keys jingling. 

Oh, my God!

A mighty heave and the wall-mounted vibrator gave with a loud pop, and as she heard the keys fit into the door, she got to her feet, black dildo still protruding from her ass, Pocket Rocket and Real Life in hand as she charged for the bathroom.  Her hair flowed out behind her like flame as she sprinted, shutting the door, panting and gulping, catching herself naked in the bathroom mirror, face near-hysterical, bug-eyed.  She cranked on the bathroom tap to cover any noise she might make, opened the cabinet beneath the sink, yanked the black toy from her ass and shoved all three to the back, unwashed, behind standing rows of old nail polish.  Then she pumped liquid soap into her hands and tried scrubbing away the overwhelming smell of her own pussy, even as her head panned, looking for something, spying it, thanking God that she had left her bathrobe hanging in here so she wouldn’t have to emerge naked.

Dave called her name, and she called back, “Just a sec!” before turning off the tap, donning the robe and slipping out of the bathroom.  She was about to head to meet him, trying to compose her face into something relaxed, or at least less alarmed, when she remembered the towels spread on the bed and the bottle of lube.  She walked as quickly as she dared in that direction, threw the towels into the laundry bin, chucked the lube under the bed, went back down the hall to meet him.  By the time she got there she had even forced a smile onto her face, which flickered only momentarily when she saw everything else she’d forgotten.

The cleaning docket had been light that day.  There had been a power outage for several hours the day before, and as such, some planned activities for the Alstace labs and facilities had been pushed back, and some of the rooms that Dave and Maria were supposed to tend hadn’t needed tending.  Maria had been looking at him funny all afternoon, and Dave suspected that she suspected he knew she’d been in the forbidden observation room.  He doubted she had even entertained the notion that he’d spied her masturbating, but she was definitely more hesitant in her dialogue with him, and as they completed the last of their scheduled maintenance more than an hour ahead of schedule, she seemed relieved to suggest they both knock off early.

“We can get Mark to clock us out at our usual time,” she suggested, Mark being another of the cleaning crew, mostly handling the office areas. 

After checking in to ensure it wouldn’t get them in trouble, Dave had accepted with gratitude.  He was impossibly horny after what he’d seen today, despite tending to his own needs in the men’s room, and he just wanted to get home to Vanessa, get her naked and fuck her till they both came wildly.

He was just perplexed by what he was seeing now, as he stepped into the apartment.  Her clothing, all of it, panties and bra included, lay in a cast off heap near the dining table.  It was possible she was prepping to do laundry, but it wasn’t an assortment of varied clothes, it was one complete ensemble.  It was what she’d been wearing when he’d left for work. 

There was also a smeared streak of moisture in the archway that connected dining room to living room, two pillows from the couch down on the ground there.  And a small device laid nearby that he bent and picked up now.

It was little larger than a key chain fob, had only two buttons, one labelled with a minus sign, the other a plus.

“What’s this?” he asked Vanessa as she stepped into the living room.  She was wrapped in her soft red bathrobe, the one his mother had gotten her for Christmas a couple years back, the one he found impossibly sexy as it complemented her vibrant hair.  Hair which was a tousled mess just now, and he would have suspected he had just woken her from a nap if he hadn’t heard her fairly slamming the bathroom door as he’d entered, and then rushing back to the bedroom afterward.  Probably she had been sleeping shortly before he’d arrived.

“I don’t know,” she told him.  “I was going to ask you.  Maybe a garage door opener?  Did they give us two?”

A garage had come with their apartment, but they only had the one automatic opener, and it was in Dave’s pocket now.  He shook his head.  “No, that’s different.  Bigger.”

She shrugged.  “I found it when I was cleaning.  Maybe it belonged to whoever lived here before.”

He looked over the rest of the out of place mess, asked her, “Is everything okay?  Are you okay?”  She looked flushed.

But she chuckled, rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “Yes, I’m fine.  I spilled some orange juice.  It was literally everywhere.  Then when I went to get stuff to clean it, I wiped out in it, and it got all over my clothes.”  She nodded at the heaped mess, started gathering it now under one arm.

“What’s with the pillows?” he asked her.

“It took a lot of effort to clean it all,” she shrugged.  “I was down on my knees for a while, so I thought, why not get some padding?”

He nodded.  He had smelled something funny as he’d entered, faint but there, though he figured orange juice and cleaner combined might leave such a scent. 

He followed her down the hall as she headed for the bedroom, watched as she tossed her handfuls of clothes into the laundry basket on the floor.  When she turned back toward him he had closed the distance, was right behind her, grinning and erect and she gasped, getting out, “What are you-” before he locked her in a kiss.  When she’d had a moment to catch her breath, she said, “Oh, okay.”  Then he was parting the robe, hands finding her little breasts, the very erect nipples.

“You smell good,” he whispered to her, and was surprised when she stiffened for a moment, concern on her features.

“Why?  What do I smell like?”

He hadn’t actually considered what she smelled like, only that she smelled good, but her hands were up near his neck where she had clasped them, and he realized the overwhelming scent he was catching was just soap.  He told her and she smiled and stole back in for another kiss.

He slid his hands lower, over her taut, hot stomach, lower, to her flame red bush, her pussy that was already impossibly wet...

Impossibly wet.

They’d been kissing for mere seconds, she’d supposedly been sleeping when he’d come in, at least according to the mess of her hair and her semi-dazed eyes, but her vagina was like a full and dripping sponge when he touched her.  It was incredibly sexy, but also confusing, and as he dropped to his knees to plant his mouth upon her, loving the sound of her groan, and the thrust of her hips to meet his tongue (something she never would have done just two weeks before), he realized there was another aspect to her scent, an overwhelming aspect to her scent, and its source was right in front of him.  She reeked of sex.  She reeked of her own primed pussy.  And now that it was in his nostrils, thick and wonderful, he realized what he had smelled when he’d first come into their home.  That hadn’t been cleaning supplies.  That hadn’t been orange juice.  That had been her.  That had been Vanessa scent, that had been ready and eager pussy scent, that had possibly been orgasm scent, maybe many orgasms scent to be so thickly suffusing his living room.  A warning passed through his brain and he wondered if perhaps she was having an affair.  After all, she had dashed into the bathroom when he’d come home.  If he went in there now, would he find a man hiding?  Could that perhaps even explain what had loosed the gates of her previously imprisoned orgasms?  Another man’s touch?  Another man’s tongue?  Another man’s dick?  It was ridiculous and even as the image arose in his mind (confusing in its combined arousal and nausea inducement) he assured himself it couldn’t be so.  Not his innocent Vanessa.  But the seed was planted, and if he didn’t check it was going to keep him from giving her what her urgently thrusting hips promised she wanted.  So he told her to lay down and get ready and then, before she could object, he walked down to the bathroom. 

It was empty.  There was no one in there, no one hiding behind the shower curtain, and though he glanced at the cabinet beneath the sink, he knew that space was far too small to hide a grown man, so he didn’t even bother looking.  Her scent was thick in here, too, though, and as he puzzled it out, he came to the only conclusion left.  His wife had been doing to herself what Maria had been doing to herself.  She hadn’t expected him home so soon, had been masturbating, naked, probably in the living room, which would explain the clothes.  Hell, the drapes had all been shut, which they never were when he got home. 

Jesus Christ, the woman had found her orgasms, and now she apparently couldn’t get enough, couldn’t even wait till he got home to help her get there.  Far from upsetting him, the thought doubled his lust.  He went back to the bedroom with the image of her pleasuring herself, prodding herself, her freckled face screwed up in orgasm.  He tore off his clothes as he went, was pleased at the way her eyes locked on his throbbing cock.  That too was new. 

He climbed onto the bed atop her, locked her in another kiss which she enthusiastically met, her own juices still on his lips and tongue.  But rather than proceed with the fuck he had been planning the whole way home, he leaned back, supporting himself on one palm.  He took her hand in his, which she granted with a smile, and he gently moved it down not to his penis, which she was expecting, but to herself.  To her needful vagina.  He pressed her own fingers down into herself, and she instinctively withdrew, blushing, but he took her hand again, guided it back.  She left it there, this time, unmoving, frowning and asking him, “What do you want?”

“I want you to...  do you...”

She shook her head, said, “I don’t know how.”  That wasn’t even a lie.  She had been masturbating non-stop for two weeks now, but not once had she gotten herself all the way there without the aid of one Alstace product or another.  But he was staring down between her legs, staring at her flame red bush, at her hand resting atop it.  Did he really want to see this?  Would it turn him on?

“This is how you learn,” he told her, and she almost laughed.

She could have spouted,  “Dude.  Believe me.  I know how to make myself cum.  Let me fetch my toys and I can break this bed.”  But she didn’t.  Instead she just eyed him, trying to suss out if he could really possibly want this, if it could really be arousing for him instead of just something shameful that she had to hide.  When he reached his own hand for himself, wrapped his cock in his fist without a hint of self-consciousness, then leaned back and nodded for her to begin, she realized it could.  Because, Jesus, having him eye her like that while he toyed with his dick was hot as sin, and knowing that she had aroused him sufficiently to make him do that, that she, not just his wife but a woman in her own right, a hot woman, a sexy woman, an orgasmic woman, had filled him with such need made something inside her tumble.  It was like when she had masturbated near the window, wishing someone passing might spy her in her wickedness.  The shame was hot, the being an object of lust was hot.  She let her fingers part her cleft, let one of them find her stiffened clitoris, began toying as he watched.  And as he began a slow pump of his own dick. 

“You like this?” she whispered, and he didn’t even voice an answer, just gave a slow nod, his eyes locked on her cunt, on what she was doing to it.  Locked on her shameful act. 

The lust that rose in her was different yet again from everything she had achieved, sexually, before.  So it wasn’t all about stimulation, she knew that, she supposed, she’d been fantasizing after all, but none of her fantasies had gone in detail in this direction before.  Yes, there had been the thing with the window, but she had been tucked well back from that, the odds of her being spotted almost nil, and despite her promises that she wouldn’t stop till she came, she knew in her heart that had anyone actually seen her she would have dropped flat on her stomach and crawled from the window.  But there was no hiding now, and this wasn’t a secret she might get caught at, it was performative, she had an audience, and she had ensnared that audience with the mere sight of her pussy, just like her fantasy queen could do to a farmhand or courtier or any of the other people Vanessa had pretended to fuck.  Her cunt had power, her husband’s slack jawed gaze proved that.  The shame of what she was doing combined with the lust of the power trip.  And it was good.

“Am I a slut?” she asked him, and he actually blinked, snapped from his reverie for just a moment by a question she had never posed before.

“What?”

Oh, God, had she ruined it?  She stopped her fingers from moving, stammered, “I meant-”

But he saw that she had stopped, didn’t want her to stop, realized what she had said, what she wanted in this moment, and he dropped his eyes back between her legs, assured her, “You’re a slut.  You’re hot as hell, you’re sexy like no other woman, and I love you.  But you’re a filthy little slut playing with your own cunt.”

Whoa.  Those words.  Those words had just done something to Vanessa.  The shame was back, but it was good, it burned behind her sternum and between her legs, and she started playing right away again, her eyes roving between his (always on her pussy) and the hand on his dick, tugging at himself as dutifully as she was rubbing at herself.  Emboldened, she slipped one finger from her other hand up inside her pussy, watching the grin that grew on his face.  No judgement.  No admonishment.  Just lust from both of them. 

The finger had nothing on Real Life Lover, and for just a moment she entertained the notion of running down the hall and fetching all her toys, showing him just what she got up to while he was at work.  But baby steps, man, baby steps.  There was her being a filthy little slut in front of him, and there was her being an insatiable fuck monster whenever he was out of the house.  She had only endured one weekend since starting this new job, a weekend where both of them were home all day together, and it had been actively painful, as her desire to make love to her toys had been a pounding and constant need.  No, that wasn’t something she could share with him just yet.  Besides...  what she was doing was clearly enough for him.  His penis was beading with pre-cum, and his breath was rapid and fierce.  Watching her abuse herself with her fingers was going to make him cum.  The sight of her cunt and the sight of her touching it was going to make him cum.  And she was pretty sure that was going to make her cum.

“Have you ever done this before?” he breathed.

She shook her head.  The truth.  Not precisely this.  “You?” she asked back, though she was certain she knew the answer.

He chuckled, said, “All the time.”  He could have added, “I did it today at work, after watching my hot co-worker do what you’re doing.”  But he didn’t, not the least of which reasons being that the thought of Maria had been, until this second, driven entirely from his mind.  Watching her had been hot, but watching Vanessa?  Watching his prim and proper wife work to give herself sexual pleasure?  Hearing her beg him to call her a slut?  Oh, fuck, this was beyond any fantasy he had entertained before today.

“All the time?” she asked.  She grinned.  Maybe she wasn’t the only insatiable fuck monster.  “What do you think about?”

“I watch porn,” he told her. 

“When?”  She actually paused in her self-attention for just a moment, smiling bemusedly, entertained by the notion that her husband might be watching filthy movies on a near regular basis, somehow without her knowledge.  But she saw the disappointment cross his features and she got her hands in motion again right away.

“Bathroom, mostly,” he grunted.  “On my phone.”

“So that’s why you take so long in the john,” she chuckled.  Far from being upset, she found the notion highly arousing.  How many times had she been seated on the couch, him just beyond the wall behind her, cock in hand, making himself cum?  And she could hardly blame him.  Sex with her hadn’t been precisely a romp a minute.  Until now, of course.  He had been banging her every night, and now this, this dirty new procedure.  She had vistas to explore with Alstace, but that she could do in private.  She had so many things to explore with her husband, too.  “What do you watch?” she asked him.

“Mostly girls doing what you’re doing.”

She grinned.  So he liked to watch?  She’d give him something to watch.  She rolled off her back, got up on her knees.  She pointed her ass and cunt back at him, reached down between her legs, started toying again.  She looked back past one hip, at the way he was devouring her with his eyes, at the way he was pumping that pretty cock now, smaller than Real Life Lover, but hot and real and attached to a beating heart.  So hot.  She reached her other hand around the other hip, inserted her longest finger inside herself again, but burning with lust, burning with shame, wanting him to see her at her sluttiest, she tried something she’d never done before.  She inserted the little finger of that hand into her asshole, too.  It was still heavily lubed from her adventures with the new black toy, and she was able to immediately start pumping that hand, driving what felt like tiny versions of the Alstace toys in and out of herself.

“Holy fuck,” Dave grunted, and he lifted himself higher on his knees, his cock now level with her ass.

She thought he meant to insert, to turn this into a proper fuck, and while she was open to that, she was also excited to have him watch her make herself cum, to share at least some of her secret, dirty pastime with him, but she needn’t have worried.  His face had been lifted beyond the line of her vision, but his penis and balls were still in sight, and he was jerking himself frantically now, and his hips were starting to buck, almost like hers did when she blasted herself off with one toy or another, and at the moment of his climax he grunted out, “Oh God, you wonderful whore!”

She didn’t know if he’d said that for her benefit, but she was definitely at her whore-iest, head down on the bed, cocked and peering back at him as he jerked off, both her hands working her clit, her cunt and her asshole simultaneously, all presented to his eager eyes, and as she absorbed the words, and as his cum struck her, hot, burning hot, spattering her working hands, the cheeks of her ass, her pussy, her curly red pubic hair, as it rolled down one cheek, then the other, tickling as it went, as his body shook with the force of his cum, and she saw it begin to drip from her body, down onto the bedtop, her climax took her hard.   Not as hard as Alstace - she doubted anything in nature could do what their science could do - but the hardest she’d ever experienced with another human present.  And there was something else, too, a second component that filled her in tandem with the climax, alongside the dirty, dirty shame at fucking herself openly, and the lust at the sight of his cock, and the secrets she was keeping, and the newness of sex itself.  It was love.  She loved him, pure and simple.  And having him here, instead of at work, added something that had been absent in all her fantasy fucks of the past two weeks. 

And the reverse was surely true, because the next words out of his mouth were, “Oh, God, I love you.”

He crawled up past the heaped pyramid of her contorted body, her ass still in the air, dripping with semen.  He collapsed on the pillow, locked eyes with her through the draped lines of her gorgeous red hair.  And he started to laugh.

She laughed, too, laughed from that awkward position until she finally pulled herself back to a proper kneel and crawled from the bed to go for the towels she had earlier cast into the laundry, to wipe his cum from her backside and legs.  She was still laughing when she said, “Oh, God, that was so fucking dirty.”

“Yeah, it was,” he agreed. 

“And...”  She eyed him cautiously.  “That was okay?  I mean it wasn’t too dirty?”

“Just the right amount of dirty,” he assured her.  “Optimal filth.  And...”  He hesitated, too, cocked her half a grin, said, “You know when I call you a whore...  that’s not...  I don’t think you’re...”

“I know,” she said.

“I mean it was dirty.  You’re dirty.  You’re a wonderful, dirty girl, and I’m so glad you’ve found how to...”  He shrugged.  “I’m happy for you.”

“I’m happy for us,” she said, but she hoped he wasn’t going to go back to the questions about how she’d gotten there.  Because she loved him, and he loved her, and they were optimally dirty, and she wasn’t ready to tip those scales with confessions of incessant toy fucking in his absence.

But he surprised her with what he suggested next.  “You know...  if you wanted...  I mean, we could look into getting you something.”

She paused in her leg scrubbing.  “Getting me...?”

“Like a toy,” he said.  “If you think your fingers are fun, I promise you, you can get further with a motor boat than using your hands for paddles.”

She laughed, shook her head.  Yeah, she knew.  “Where would you even...?”

“There are stores,” he shrugged.  He still hadn’t told her where he worked.  He was still too ashamed, and after what had happened today in the observation room, had new reasons to be wary about sharing that.

She realized that if he was offering this, he really was open to her using a device, and if she was ever going to share with him the secret that her neighbours had probably already guessed, now was the time.

But she didn’t, instead just going to fetch her laptop when he insisted they could shop right online, no need to even deal with a store clerk.

They made love again afterward, and it was good, but both of their brains did wander into fantasy territory, her about being watched by strangers while she fucked the new machine her husband and she had just purchased, him about watching his co-worker do to herself what he’d just seen Vanessa do.  Neither of them knew that they were both keeping secrets, and neither of them knew that the secrets had a mutual name and that that name was Alstace.

But it was all about to come crashing down.  Their deepest perversions (which neither had ventured anywhere near yet) would soon be laid bare for both of them to see in detail.  Whether it would bring them closer together, as their session tonight had done, or whether it would drive them apart forever, remained to be seen.


Reviews are really important to independent authors and they help get the right story to the right reader.  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a rating or review for it!  It would mean a lot to me :)

Thanks!

Amanda
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Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Hotwife and the Neighbor Boy

Maggie's 35th birthday is on the horizon, and it's weighing on her. When her husband notices their eighteen year old neighbor seems to have a thing for Maggie, and that the desire might even be reciprocated, he hatches a plot to make this Maggie's best and hottest birthday yet, and make her feel a whole lot younger in the process.

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Clothing Not Optional

I'm in love with the hot new girl in our medical program, but she keeps to herself, and seems to be into some pretty wild stuff. When I finally convince her to date me, she drags me on dirty adventures, culminating in a party where the women are all dressed, but the men, including me... we're all naked! And the ladies have all the power... Am I really up for this?

Webcam Wife Part One: InnocentWife123

When my job comes into jeopardy, my wife agrees to take work teaching online. She’s even bought a brand new webcam for the purpose. Only it doesn’t take me long to realize that while I’m out of town, she’s doing a lot more than teaching. She’s putting on shows for paying men and women - shows where she gets naked, shows where she puts the toys she’s never told me she owns to very good and very dirty use. My wife is a webcam girl. And she has no idea I know.

Webcam Wife Part Two: Show Time

My wife is a sex cam worker, and in an effort to revitalize her channel she wants to try something besides just going solo. Like, maybe dragging our hot, female, next door neighbor into the mix. Or... maybe getting me on camera? Naked. Alone. Or with her and the neighbor... Am I up for this? Is she? Is our marriage?

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Jack's Punishment Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson was promised his identity would be protected when he agreed to serve as a sexual teaching aid for his female classmates. But four of those girls now know who he is, and armed with nude photos of him, have everything they need to blackmail him into fulfilling their every sexual desire...

Jack's Punishment Part Three: Teachable Moments

The conclusion of the Jack's Punishment series...

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson has had a day of sexual awakening, serving as sexual education aid for his female classmates, being blackmailed by several of them into performing perverse acts with and for them in the girls' change room, and then coupling with his neighbor, Cathy... and that was only Tuesday! He's got a whole school week ahead! And now that he's been given the blackmail material, which also implicates his tormentors, Jack has a little more freedom to start making demands of his own.

But will it all be complicated by the fact that one or more of those girls, and even the teaching assistant, Ms. Wells, seem to have developed feelings for him? For that matter, what if Jack has fallen in love with one of them, himself?

Roommate Wanted Part One: The Attic Voyeur

I'm just starting at university and I've moved into a large off campus house with two guys and another girl. All of them seem friendly enough, though the place is falling apart, and I'm pretty sure one of them is watching me through the bathroom ceiling vent while I bathe. I'm convinced of it, actually, and while I know I should be angry, mostly I'm just aroused, to the point that I've begun putting on performances for my unknown voyeur. How am I going to find out who it is, though? And what am I going to do with them once I do?

Roommate Wanted Part Two: With Benefits

Now that I've caught the peeper red-handed, the question is: what I am going to do with them? Or have them do to me? But my other two roommates have secrets, too, and I have the means to find out what those are now. And as all of our secrets come out, is it going to destroy our living arrangement? Or turn it into something far hotter than just watching?

Pineapples in Winter

Rob is not related to me, is certainly not my brother, but he grew up in the same house as me, and my family basically treats him like he is. I'm eighteen, and he's twenty two, and though he doesn't know it, I've lusted after him most of my life. Now he's coming home for the holidays with his incredibly hot girlfriend, who I'd trade places with in a second, if I could. And maybe I can. Because Rob is playing mind games that he thinks are working on me, and as long as I play along I might just get everything I've ever wanted from him, his smoking hot girlfriend and my best friend... and still come out seeming completely innocent on the other side.
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