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Chapter One

“Before I give it to you, tell me why you want it so bad.”  Maria stood with crossed arms, her usual defiant pose when she wanted something and didn’t intend to give an inch till she’d gotten it.  Her dark hair was done up in a bun, the way she always wore it at the Alstace labs, her lithe body covered in the blue work coveralls. 

“I just do,” was Dave’s response.  He was dressed the same, had even adopted her trademark pose, though with him it wasn’t defiance.  It was defensiveness.  He had made some unsettling discoveries about his wife the night before, his mind and heart both still reeling.

She sighed, squinting at him, finally shook her head.  “You didn’t get this from me,” she said.  “Because I didn’t get it from my guy.  So, if you’re some crazed stalker or something, and that’s why you want this, we were never involved.  You’re not a crazed stalker, are you, Dave?”

“No.”  He was interested in finding out details about one specific woman, but that woman was his wife, and they weren’t estranged.  Until recently he would have assumed them happily married.

She fished around in one pocket, held out a folded piece of paper to him.  He took it with trembling hands, unfolded and scanned it.  There were thirteen names on the page, ten female, three male, with accompanying email addresses and phone numbers.  The page title read, “On Site Product Testers”, and included today’s date. 

She was at the bottom.  Vanessa Holland.  Dave’s wife.  An on site tester for Alstace, which meant she was paid to come into the labs and experiment sexually with the various toys the company produced, all under the watchful eyes of one or more engineers or designers.  His wife masturbated for a living.  In front of others.  And until last night, he’d had no idea.

“How long has-” Dave started, but he didn’t finish the question, didn’t want Maria finding out about his marital anxieties.  She hadn’t noticed, apparently, that one of the persons on the list shared his own last name.  Instead he amended his question to, “How long have each of them been here?”

Maria shrugged.  “I know about as much as is on that page.”  She stepped around him, looked over his shoulder at the paper.  “I recognize a few of the names toward the top of the list.  So, maybe it’s in order of seniority?  I dunno.”  She noted the way the sheet was shaking in his hands, had no idea what to make of that.  Finally she said, “Stephanie’s gone, I see.  The girl from yesterday?  They must’ve let her go.  Told you that was coming.”

Dave and Maria had both spied on Stephanie the day before, riding some sort of fucking machine in the largest of Alstace’s labs.  Things had gotten out of hand as they’d watched, too, both Dave and Maria masturbating in front of each other.  Dave had no idea how he was ever going to tell his wife about that, if he was ever going to tell her.  Of course, she was essentially doing the same as it turns out, here on site.  Possibly frequently and possibly for some time.  There was every chance she had more to confess than he did.

“Who will they put in her place?” Dave asked.

Maria shrugged again.  “Someone on this list, I’d guess.  Depends what they’re testing, maybe.  Depends too who consented to work that room, because those testers know there’s a possibility of an audience up in the observation room.”  She sighed.  “We won’t find out today, because the room’s not in use, nor tomorrow because...”

“Not in use then, either?” Dave finished for her.

“No, it is.  But there are observers.  So...  next time?  You and me?  If you want to catch another show.  I mean, I can’t speak for you, but I enjoyed the last one more than most.  You’re...  good company.” 

She twisted her wry grin at him, then walked off down the hall, leaving him to stare at the page in his hands, his wife’s name, his wife’s email, his wife’s phone number. 

The seriousness of what she was doing, the magnitude of her deceptions, was hammered home to Vanessa as she walked down the street outside her apartment complex.  What had begun as an innocent job application (she’d had no idea what the role entailed when first contacting Alstace) and had progressed into a prudent white lie around the derivations of her first orgasm, had grown with the passing days.  She had a sizeable shoe box filled with sex toys hidden under her dresser now, a collection that only kept growing, so that she was already trying to dream up safer hiding spots.  She had lied about the remote control her husband had found that operated one of her favourites, was even going out of her way to replace it each day precisely where he’d left it on the kitchen table, though she used the thing multiple times per day.  She’d told him the day before had been uneventful when she’d in fact spent it fucking multiple sex toys in front of a lovely young woman who had, prior to that moment, been a total stranger. 

And now this.  Destroying evidence.

She went several blocks from her home to be sure the suspicious action wouldn’t be spotted by any neighbour.  Then she fished in her pocket for her torn up contract with Alstace.

She’d been expecting an emailed contract, since they’d conducted their prior business that way, but her new responsibilities came with a hefty pay bump, such that she would now be making somewhere in the neighbourhood of triple what her husband did.  And apparently that level of income had signaled to Alstace that they needed something more tangible.  So, the documents had arrived by courier, in the hours she had previously specified she would be home.  She’d signed them and mailed them back, then had scanned her own copy and hidden those scans in the deepest, most obscure folder she could manufacture on her laptop.

And now the physical copy was being tamped, in pieces, down a sewer drain.

She didn’t know when she would be ready to tell Dave about her new sex toy obsession.  She should have done it sooner, she was certain.  Too late for regrets on that front now.  But if the day came that she did confess or, God forbid, he stumbled across her harem of rubber and plastic lovers by accident, getting rid of the contract now would at least give her options.  She could tell him about her work...  or she could see how he reacted to the toys, and only dispense that information if it seemed safe. 

Or she could tell him everything now.  Let him decide how comfortable he was with his wife performing solo sex acts in front of scientists for a fee that would finally start moving them toward home ownership.  It wouldn’t be a safe option, but it would be safer than having him find out on his own several months down the line, when she would have to confess not that it had happened once in front of a woman, but dozens of times in front of multiple strangers, including men.

But...

But what if he said no?  The money was a game changer and continuing to amass free sex toys would be great, though neither of those factors were the main allure.  She had, in the last couple weeks, discovered a fantasy she hadn’t even known she’d had.  Getting to do this in front of others, allowing them to see her at her most filthy, her most sexual, her most womanly...  To get to do it under the gaze of men, who might look at her the way her husband had the night she’d masturbated in front of him, who might go home and do to themselves what he had done, all while thinking about her gorgeous body and the way it responded to the touch of the toys...  a way it hadn’t been able to respond just weeks ago, a way that she had given up hope it might ever respond...  To embody lust in front of them, to achieve orgasm in front of them... 

She hastened her step homeward, because just thinking about it had cued in her a need for some alone time with the toys in question.

Of course, Vanessa had no idea that her husband already knew.  He’d found her toys, and had seen her name on the docket of in-person testers at the very company where he worked. 

When he arrived home that night, she kept her distance because of the guilt and fear that she was feeling.  He kept his distance because of the guilt and fear that he was feeling.  Not the same guilt.  Not the same fear.  But it all came to mutual consequence. 

For the first night in weeks they didn’t so much as hug, let alone celebrate their newfound enjoyment of sex.


Chapter Two

But guilt didn’t keep Vanessa from showing up to work the next day, especially considering it was a Thursday.  With Alstace’s one day on, one day off testing schedule, it would be her only opportunity this week.  She staggered her departure with that of her husband by twenty minutes to be sure she wouldn’t be discovered.  Then she Ubered in to the Alstace testing site, watching the eyes of her driver in the rearview mirror the whole way, wondering if he had any clue where he was dropping her or what she was about to do. 

She wasn’t as frightened as she had been on her previous trip.  There were butterflies, sure, but those were as much about lust as they were about nerves.  Because today was to be her true indoctrination into the company.  She’d be testing in the big room, with the cute little brunette, Ms. Bennet, who had supervised her masturbation previously.  But also, she’d been told, with one or more other engineers present, and, just possibly, observers tucked out of site in an overhead chamber. 

“Are there?” she asked Ms. Bennet, as the two of them walked down the hall toward the test labs.  It occurred to her then how strange it was that this lovely little woman had seen her get intimate (and loud) with several marital aids, and she hadn’t yet learned the girl’s first name.  And that thought got her considering the irony of calling them marital aids when she was doing everything in her power to keep them from her husband, and that brought back the guilt, and she pushed it all out of her head.  She had made her decision.  She was here.  Might as well enjoy it.

“I’m not allowed to tell you if there are observers in the observation room,” Bennet answered.  Her petite form was packaged in a lab coat that may have been too large for her, so that she looked like a little girl playing at being a scientist, instead of her actual twenty two years.  “They don’t want it to influence your experience.  Make it performative in any way.”

“Honestly, I’m going to be more distracted trying to guess if I have an audience.  You, at least, know if there’s anyone up there?”

“Yes, we’re always informed, we just can’t share that information.  I can tell you that usually there aren’t observers.  Figure you’ve got...  twenty percent odds?  Don’t even worry about it.  Just focus on myself and Mister Landon who-”

“Mister?”  Vanessa halted.  So she was definitely going to be observed by a male today.  While she did...  well, while she did what she so loved doing.

Bennet continued for several steps before noting her absence, stopped and looked back at her with confusion and concern.  “Yes...  Mister Landon.  He’s an engineer, like myself, completely professional.  You did sign the consent papers, yes?  There was a box you had to check to allow the opposite sex to be present...”  She riffled through the papers she had clipped to a clip board, scanned one toward the end.  “Yes, you checked the box.  Did you understand-”

Vanessa got herself moving again.  She could feel herself blushing, and her heartrate had picked up considerably.  She didn’t want Bennet figuring out that it had been a sudden spike of arousal, not panic, that had brought her to a stop.  “Yes, I was just surprised.”

“You’re good?” Bennet confirmed, and Vanessa nodded.

Dave had no business on the first floor, certainly had no business lurking in a hall near to the primary testing room.  He was supposed to be running cleaning rounds of some of today’s unused R&D labs upstairs.  But he had to know.  He peered around one corner of the corridor, at the multiple closed doors on either side.  Those led to small, intimate testing chambers used by many of the on site testers.  But even closer was an isolated door - the one that led to the big testing lab, the one where people (like Dave and Maria, though they weren’t supposed to) could watch from behind a sloped one way mirror on the second floor.  He had no idea if his wife had ever passed beyond that door, had no idea if she’d be visiting the facility at all today...  but some new girl was being inducted in there, according to Maria.  And his wife was among the newest. 

He was so intent on watching that door, his own body half tucked behind the wall for a quick retreat, that he failed to notice Maria approaching from the other direction.

“What are you doing?” she asked.  She had an exasperated grin on her face and she shook her head as he spun to face her.  “I told you - there are observers today.  Legit observers, not pervs like you and me.  Or better paid pervs, at least.  If you’re waiting for the new girl, you might as well put a stopper in it, because whoever it is, you won’t be seeing her naked today.”

“I wasn’t...  I was...”

Maria chuckled.  “Uh-huh.  You weren’t, you were...  Come on let’s get upstairs before someone asks us what we’re doing.”

But just then they heard the voice, approaching down the hall Dave had been observing.  One voice.  Female.  Undergirded with more than one set of footsteps.

“Treat it the same as you did the first time, when I was the only one there,” said the voice.  “Your observations were insightful - more than that, useful.”

Dave couldn’t resist a quick glance back around the corner.

And there she was.  Vanessa.  Dressed upscale casual, slacks and a buttoned down blouse, jacket thrown over one arm, purse hanging by its strap beneath.  Dressed like she was heading to church rather than to a giant lab to fuck a bunch of sex toys in front of multiple parties.

She was accompanied by a shorter brunette woman in an oversized lab coat.  One of the technicians or engineers, though that one didn’t look old enough to even be in college, let alone to have graduated.

Maria pulled Dave back and threw her own quick glance down the hall before taking him by the arm and guiding him away from the approaching pair.

“Okay,” Maria said, “you’ve got your visual.  When you pump one out in the men’s room later, picturing the new girl pumping one out on whatever roboticized fuck machine they give her, your fantasy will be more fleshed out.”

“That-” Dave began, but he caught himself before he could finish the sentence with, is my wife. 

“I know,” Maria said.  “It’s the red haired hottie we saw from the window.  And I for one am looking forward to getting her tight little package unwrapped.  You want to place bets on whether it’s a dye job?  Or you think she’s got a burning bush down below?  Or is she shaved like Stephanie?”

He knew the answer, didn’t provide it.  Even though he’d already known Vanessa was one of the testers, had seen her name in black and white, it was something else entirely to see her being escorted to the test chamber and...  smiling.  She had been smiling.  She was looking forward to whatever was about to happen.

He focused back on something the technician had said.  Treat it the same as you did the first time, when only I was there.  Did that mean this was Vanessa’s second time only?  Not at home.  He’d seen her collection there, had held each piece in his hands, absorbed the heft, the breadth and the functionality of each.  He’d even unknowingly handled her used toys here, had been in the very room where she’d tested the mammoth dildo, Kong, and the little clitoral sucker, probably not long after she’d finished.  But was that the only time?  And did ‘when I was the only one there’ indicate that there would be more than just the female lab tech on hand this time?  There would definitely be observers above.  Men, women, Dave didn’t know.  But would there be others in the room with Vanessa, to coach her, to watch her, to absorb her naked throes of passion...?

“We’ll find out soon enough,” Maria went on, as she pushed open the double doors that led to the stairs up to the second floor.  “What she looks like.  What she sounds like.  What she likes.”

“Why are you going on about this?” Dave demanded, sounding more aggressive than he’d intended.

“Because I can see the effect it has on you.”  She pointed down at the little tent of his hard-on, which he hadn’t even realized had sprung into being as they’d walked down the hall.

Dave was terrified.  Dave was angry.  Dave was apparently also aroused.  All too confusing.

Bennet pushed open the door to Alstace’s premier test lab and Vanessa stepped inside. 

It was big.  That was the first thing Vanessa noticed.  Forty by forty or thereabouts, a stark contrast to the cozy, gynecological lab in which she’d first had her way with Kong and the other toys.  The section of the floor she occupied was standard tile, like the floors of her high school, back in the day.  But there was a large squarish section comprised of interlocking mats, soft and sound absorbing, there to take a pounding while she...  well, while a pounding was taking place, she guessed.

At the center of the mats squatted something industrial in appearance:  bars welded to bars in a harsh lattice, with some sort of cushioned seat atop.  It had gears and what might have been pistons, and she couldn’t begin to fathom how it worked, though given her job and her location, she assumed she would find out soon enough.  This whole world was new to her, and every device promised an adventure into previously undreamt realms.  But it was hard to look at that contraption and not feel a little anxious.  It was unlike anything with which she’d so far experimented.

Her eyes toured further.  She saw tables and chairs, those latter of varied style and construction, all set up near to the mats.  An open laptop already running.  No sign of Mister Landon, whoever that should end up being.

Twenty feet up the ceiling continued the industrial theme with white wrapped piping and exposed silver ductwork.  And...  yes, hard to miss it.  A lengthy section of mirror running at an odd angle, sloped downward so that it reflected part of the floor and even the contraption atop the mats.  Except it wasn’t a mirror.  Not on the other side.  That was the observation room where several parties might even now be watching her.  Men?  Women?  Anyone?  Twenty percent, she reminded herself, and the butterflies in her stomach (and those in her loins) flapped their wings in earnest.

She heard a click, turned to see Bennet locking the door.  No accidental intrusions while Vanessa got her rocks off.  For science, of course. 

“There are cubbies here, too,” Bennet told her, and motioned to the far end of the room where stacked wooden boxes rode the wall upward.  “Though you can still use the change room, if you -”

“No,” Vanessa answered right way.  “Here’s fine.”

Her eyes flickered up once again to the mirror, wondering who might be up there to watch her disrobe.  Wondering if they would do so with clinical detachment or with a mask of clinical detachment riding an unavoidable arousal.  Vanessa was a stunningly gorgeous woman, after all, and disrobing was the least of what they’d be seeing her do today.  As she crossed to the cubby section of the room she could already feel herself trembling, both with nervousness and arousal of her own. 

She turned her back to the mirror, reached for the top buttons of her blouse.  It took her two tries to get the first one undone, and before she could manage the second, a new voice halted her.

“Is she on her way?”

Vanessa’s eyes slammed to the left where a tall, blonde man had emerged from a short hall.  He wore a lab coat like Bennet, open at the front, though at least his fit properly.  White shirt, khaki pants, black dress shoes.  He was clean shaven and had arresting blue eyes behind glasses.  Not gorgeous on the level that Vanessa was, but a solid seven out of ten.  His height alone would have caught her attention if he’d passed her on the street.

If that didn’t do it, what he was carrying would have.  Each of his gloved hands clutched some sort of dildo.

Vanessa was no stranger to sex toys, not anymore, but she blushed almost painfully at the sight.  He turned her way in time to catch it.  Grinned.

“Oh.  Didn’t see you.”  He stepped toward her, reached out a hand as if to shake hers, realized he had a fleshy phallus in it, stepped back, laughed, shook his head.  “Sorry.  I’m making a great first impression!  I’m Walden Landon, one of the Alstace engineers.  You’re Vanessa Holland, I’m guessing.”

She nodded, swallowed hard.  She hadn’t known what to expect when Bennet had mentioned there would be a male engineer present, hadn’t known if it would be someone older, someone unkempt, someone creepy...  but she hadn’t expected this thirtyish, attractive man, with a grin that left him boyish in appearance despite his height.  She dropped her eyes.

“Let me keep getting set up, and then I’ll walk you through what we’re doing today,” he said.  He started back toward the machine and she glanced at him again before returning her trembling hands to her blouse’s buttons.  The butterflies were a flock of panicked crows now.

She had never been naked in front of any man but her husband, at least since they’d been married.  Her gynecologist was female, and though she’d changed and showered plenty of times at the gym (and more recently masturbated to repeated and overpowering orgasms in front of Bennet), there were obviously only females present on those occasions, too.  She already had so much to confess to her husband, and what she was about to do was a potential (probable, near certain) red line.  One that she couldn’t uncross.  Was she really going to do it?

It was her third attempt at the button and her fingers were shaking enough to so far yield no success.

She glanced over one shoulder at the mirror that wasn’t a mirror, wondering again how many people were back there, eyes glued to her, waiting to see her naked body for the first time.  She dropped her eyes to Mister Landon, crouched by the device where he was screwing one of the dildos into place beneath the cushioned seat, while Bennet stood close at hand with her clipboard.  Vanessa still didn’t know what that big, metal contraption did, but it was clear that her purpose here today was to fuck it.  In front of all of them. 

Guilt, skyscraper high, rose inside her.  Lust burned like the sun above it.  Her hands were still trembling as she leant them fierce concentration till the blouse was removed.  She folded it into one of the cubbies. 

She was reaching behind herself to unclasp her bra when Walden called out, “You can keep your top on, if you want, for today.”

She hesitated only a second, then clicked the little clip apart, tossing it into the cubby with her blouse.  Her strong, naked back still to everyone, she shrugged and said, “It’s already off.” 

Up on the second floor, Maria marched quickly behind Dave, trying to keep up.  He had put on a burst of speed, and by the turns he was taking, the corners he was rounding in his militant quick step, she had a pretty good idea of his destination.

They passed two buttoned down scientists, Maria throwing them a nervous glance.  They rounded the final corner and Dave came to a halt.

The red sign above the test room observation chamber glowed accusingly at the far end of the hall as at least four well dressed men, ranging in age, by their looks, from mid-thirties to early sixties, entered the observation room.  They were followed by two women, both in their early thirties.  One of them, Dave recognized, was Ms. Wells, the head of product testing, whom he’d been introduced to in his first week on site.

Dave had seen his wife masturbate only once, a few nights prior.  Watching her on the bed, ass raised into the air, massaging her clit with one hand, pumping pussy and asshole alike with the other had been the hottest moment of his life.  He had blown his load all over her and she had followed suit, face screwed up tight, grunting out a cum unlike any he’d known her to experience before.  He’d asked her if that had been her first time and she’d said it had, though he hadn’t been naive enough to believe it.  Still, the new question wouldn’t be whether it had been her first time masturbating, but whether it had been her first time letting someone watch.  She was new to the big room, sure, but she’d been in one of the smaller rooms.  How hard had she cum under someone’s gaze there?  How hard would she cum today, with all these people and God knows who else watching?  Would she cry out as she had that night?  Would she beg her observers to call her a slut, as she had him? 

How slutty did she intend to get?

Dave was shaking, unaware how closely he mirrored his wife, below.

“What is going on with you?” Maria demanded.  She crossed in front of him, glanced once back at the observation room door as it edged shut, then back to him.  They were alone in the hallway.

He shook his head, tried to step around her but she blocked his path.

“Where are you going?” she asked.  When he didn’t answer, she gestured emphatically behind herself.  “You just saw them all go in there.  You can’t go in.  Unless you want to get fired and maybe take me with you.”

Still no answer.

She glanced down at the front of his jumpsuit.  His erection was still obvious behind the blue fabric, but so was the slight shimmy of that fabric as he trembled beneath.

“Look, I can’t tell if you’re upset or if you’re about make yourself cum telepathically.  You are freaking me out, though.”

She turned around, stared hard at the observation room door, the red light above it.  His eyes were locked on the same when she turned back to him.

“Come on,” she said, and she took his hand.  He didn’t want to go but she was insistent, and he finally let her lead him down the hall, past the closed door, past the red light, past the window where they’d both looked out onto the parking lot and seen the woman who now occupied the test lab.  She guided him around the corner, into one of the smaller design labs where there was none of the overt sexuality of the small testing labs they cleaned downstairs, just an unoccupied desk and a powered down computer.  This room was on their docket to clean today, and they both knew it would be unoccupied for the remainder.

She shut the door behind them, gestured for him to sit.  He dropped himself into the desk chair, face grim.

“Talk to me,” she said.

He opened his mouth but still didn’t say anything, ended up dropping his eyes in shame.

She frowned.  “It’s the woman,” she guessed.  “The new girl brought in to test.  Something about her.  And it’s not just that you think she’s hot.  That we both think she’s hot.”

His nod was so subtle she could barely discern it.

“You know her,” Maria went on. 

No response at all this time.

“How?” she asked.

He didn’t speak, just reached a still obviously trembling hand into the breast pocket of his jump suit.  He pulled out the list she had given him the day before, the one with the names and contact info of all the on-site testers.  He hadn’t brought it home for fear Vanessa might find it.

Maria looked bewildered, but she took it, running her eyes down the names.  “Yeah?  I gave this to you yesterday, what’s the-”  She hesitated, eyes on the bottom of the sheet.  She looked up at him, his flush face, his eyes ashamed and wary.  She edged herself to a seat on the corner of the desk.  “There’s a name on here,” she said.  “The last name.  Last name on the sheet and last name...  same as yours.  Is that who’s down there right now?”  She glanced at the sheet, read, “Vanessa Holland?  Is that the redhead?”

Dave nodded.

“Kay...  So...  This is either, like, your wife or your sister, and given your hard-on hasn’t let up I’m afraid to ask which.”

“Wife,” Dave grunted.

“Your wife.”

He nodded.

“Your wife is a product tester for Alstace...  and she didn’t tell you?”

Now a head shake.

“Didn’t tell you she was doing it on site or didn’t tell you she was home testing or...”

“None of it.”

“Huh...  And...  does she know you work here?  Cuz that’s a pretty ballsy move-”

“She doesn’t know.”

“Okay.  Okay.  So you’re a janitor at a sex toy manufacturer and your wife is a toy tester for the same sex toy manufacturer and neither of you knew?  I mean, I’m not married, but there might be some communication issues the two of you need to-”

“What’s she doing down there?” Dave demanded.

“Well...” Maria sighed.


Chapter Three

Vanessa still had her back to all parties by the time she’d gotten down to her panties.  She had dressed professionally for her arrival and had debated long about what to wear beneath her clothing.  Knowing she would be disrobing in front of others had left her wanting to wear something lacy, something sexy.  The type of thing she might have worn to pique her husband’s interest.  But she had settled for a simple pair of pink, cotton panties.  Cute, but nothing that would have shown up in a lingerie catalogue.  She had made the decision out of fear that if she dressed provocatively, one of the observers might figure out how turned on she was to be observed.  It was a weird thing to worry about, given her employment hinged on not just achieving arousal but orgasm.  Still, if they could be clinical, she at least wanted to seem proper.  She cast a single look back over her shoulder and noticed that Mister Landon, still down on one knee by the sex machine, threw quick and furtive glances her way.  So maybe the pink panties had been the right choice.  And maybe not all observers were strictly clinical.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, hesitated.  This was it.  She hadn’t revealed anything of herself to anyone yet, but with a quick bend she would be adding a big item to the list of things to hide from her husband:  that she had deliberately stripped naked in front of another man.  Maybe more than one, depending on who was watching from behind that mirror.  She tried to reassure herself that it was Mister Landon’s job, that he was a technician, so not much different from disrobing in front of a doctor.  Absolute bullshit, of course.  Not that it mattered because when she looked his way again, his eyes were on her ass, waiting for the big reveal, and she felt her vaginal lips flare and juice so that she knew when she finally did approach Walden and Bennet they were going to be able to tell how turned on she was.  Turned on enough that she was bending before she could second guess it again, panties sliding off her bum, down her calves to her ankles.  One last glance his way while the angle was right, while she had an excuse, and yep, he was taking it in, her naked ass, the red wisps of pubic hair that would be showing through her thigh gap, her engorged and needful slit that was pointed right at him.  He stared only for a moment before going back to the machine.

Vanessa instinctively crossed her arms over her chest as she turned to face the others.  She saw Bennet give her a quick once over, eyes lingering for the barest moment on Vanessa’s exposed vagina before slamming to her clipboard.

Vanessa’s eyes darted to the mirror as she deliberately unfolded her arms.  She had crossed the red lines.  She was here.  She was getting paid exorbitantly to live out a sexual fantasy she’d only just discovered.  The time for hesitation was over.

She walked, naked, toward the two techs.

“You know what goes on down there,” Maria told Dave. 

Dave nodded.  “Those people observing...  What will they...?”

“Be doing?” Maria finished for him.  She shrugged.  “That was a pretty big group.   I would guess just observing.”

“You guess.”

“I told you...  I’ve had to clean up in that room before.  On at least two occasions I was mopping up someone’s cum.  So...  we’re not the only two who have enjoyed the view.  But I doubt that a group that big is going to be...  I doubt there’ll be an orgy in there, let’s put it that way.  This is, though it’s sometimes hard to believe, still a place of business, and there’s big money at stake.  The wrong rumour starting about the wrong activities on site could fuck up the cash flow pretty bad for Alstace, if not get them shut down completely.  I think they’ll watch your wife do her thing.  They’ll take notes.  They’ll keep it all clean and professional.  Then, if I had to put money on it, every single guy who went in there, and maybe both of the ladies, too, will be giving themselves a little stress relief the first moment they have some privacy.”

“Really?”

“Even scientists and business folk are human, Dave.  And while Alstace only hires hot testers - probably to ensure the products are shown in their best light when buyers come to observe - your wife is hotter than most.  Like...  a lot hotter.  I can see why you didn’t want to fuck that up with little old me.”

Dave didn’t take the bait, didn’t reassure Maria the way he was sure she wanted him to, that she was hot, too.  He was too distracted for that.  “Who else’ll be in the room?”

“The little girl techie...  her name’s Bennet.  I don’t know her first name, she’s been around less than a year.  And there’ll probably also be...”

“Walden?”

Maria nodded.  “He’s like their A number one for the big lab.  He’s not always the one running the tests in there, but most of the time, whether it’s a male or female product tester.”

“They do male product tests?”

Maria nodded, biting her lower lip.  “Those are my favourite.”

“You said - about Walden - you said, ‘We like him.’  You didn’t tell me what that-”

“Yeah,” Maria said, cutting him off.  She shook her head.  “Walden Landon.  He...  He likes the job.  I mean, likes the job the way I like the job.  You know?”

“He likes to watch.”

“I like to watch.  And the reason I like to watch him is that...  sometimes he likes to do more than watch.”

She clocked the alarm on Dave’s face, put out a hand to reassure him.  “He’ll behave today.  One hundred percent.  He can be professional.  It’s how he’s kept the job so long.  And he knows there are observers today, so...  all business for Walden Landon today.”

“What about when there aren’t observers?”

“Then...  I mean, it’s probably going to depend on how professional your wife wants to keep it.”

Walden looked up from his crouch as Vanessa reached his side, and she thrilled at the way his eyes slid down her body.  Not creepy, not even unnatural.  Of course you’re going to look when a naked person steps up beside you.  A quick appraisal, then back to business.  But he had seen her.  He had seen all of her.

She turned her own attention to the machine and what he was doing. 

It was large, as she’d noted, with a plush, red, vinyl seat strapped atop.  The seat had a cushioned back and was flanked by molded hand grips.  There were twin foot rests further along, with Velcro straps to keep the feet from slipping.  All in all, it could have passed for a common piece of workout equipment in any gymnasium except for a few details.  The seat itself was split, with enough purchase on either side of the gap to comfortably support the buttocks.  The edges approaching that gap were sloped subtly downward.  She guessed that was to let gravity do the work of opening any female seated there widely enough to allow smooth entry to what rested below.  And poised just beneath...  oh, my.  Walden had finished attaching both dildos and was currently rolling lubricated condoms onto each.  Two dildos right beneath the seat.  Probably meant for simultaneous use.  Which meant...  Vanessa’s face reddened.

“We don’t have to start with this,” Bennet assured her, catching the reaction. 

“What is it?” Vanessa asked.

“We’re still deciding on a name.  Right now it’s going by ‘The Queen’s Throne.’  Does that sound...   How does that sound to you?”

Vanessa’s blush deepened.  It was only coincidence, but more than a few of her sexual fantasies centered around being royalty, serviced by whoever she wanted.  “It’s alright, I guess.” 

“Give it some thought,” Bennet said.  “We’re not sure if it’s too forceful a name.  Sometimes words that speak to power imbalances can turn people or couples off.”

Walden stood from his crouch.  “I read the report of your last testing session,” he said, and if Vanessa had thought her blush couldn’t deepen, she was wrong.  “The Throne has multiple attachments, but I chose the two I did based on your previous feedback.  I know you enjoyed Kong-” 

Yeah, she hadn’t even hit the halfway gauge on her blushing capacity.

“-but it was something you had to ease yourself into.  The Throne has variable speeds but its strong suit is neither subtlety nor gentleness, so I’ve stuck with attachments that are more modest in size.  Not small, but nothing approaching Kong’s length or breadth.  How do they look to you?”

She leaned forward, up onto her toes, peering down into the chair’s slit gap.  Each of the dildos were about six inches tall, both longer and bigger around than her husband’s penis, the metric she often used when gauging a new Alstace toy.  The one in front was thicker than the one behind, and sculpted around its circumference with three smooth, rounded ridges.  She knew from experience with some of her other toys how much those could enhance the experience of having it inside her.  The one behind, in contrast, was a replica human penis, much like her favourite toy at home, Real Life Lover.  It was thinner than Real Life, though, and Vanessa was guessing that was because it was designed for a different entry.

“The report said you prefer lifelike shapes,” Walden Landon went on, “but we are curious to see, especially at higher speeds, if the contours of the front attachment are more effective than a traditional penis.”

Vanessa nodded, her heart hammering in her chest.  Even at home, her introduction to a new sex toy was a moment of great excitement, like (she imagined) her introduction to a new lover would be.  This thing was so different from anything she’d yet tried, though, and she was being asked to use it, to ride it, in front of Bennet, in front of this new male co-worker, and possibly in front of a gallery of anonymous viewers.  She was trembling again, and it was all she could do to resist the urge to throw herself into the seat, legs spread, and demand that Walden start it up.

Bennet was again assessing her reaction, and to Vanessa’s relief, assessing it wrongly.  “There are other things we can start with.  If you need to warm up, get lubricated.”

Bennet surely knew from her previous testing session that Vanessa didn’t need a warm up before getting to business.  Vanessa had taken on the massive Kong with no prep work at all.  Besides, she was sure that both her lab coated co-workers must be able tell by her scent that her vagina was primed.  She had grown used to that scent around her house, had invested in endless sprays and potpourris to keep her husband from being slammed in the face with it every time he got home.  But they hadn’t even started yet and she smelled like she’d been taking on several of her best fuck toys for the last twenty minutes.  Hell, they could probably see for themselves that she was ready to go. 

Under the guise of more closely examining The Queen’s Throne, Vanessa leaned further.  She let her hair fall about her face to conceal her self-inspection.  And yes, the lips between her legs were plumped and needy, the curls around her slit already dampened, and the glaring lights above were showing twin reflected lines of moisture down her inner thighs.  She had never been more embarrassed in her life.  Yet somehow the humiliation of standing naked and identifiably horny in front of these others only redoubled her need.  If she didn’t get some relief soon she was probably going to start grinding the rounded top of the vinyl seat.  Still, she was afraid to show her eagerness to try out the Throne, in case they all thought her perverse.  So she nodded to Bennet, figuring that using another toy could at least provide an excuse for why she was so fucking wet.

Bennet fetched what looked like a small sceptre from the table.  How fitting for use in the throne room.  She held it up to Vanessa, who nodded as primly as she could.

Bennet walked back to her, sceptre in hand as Walden took a seat behind the table, peeling off his gloves, dropping them in a waste basket.  “It’s a simple vibrating wand,” Bennet said.  “Have you used one of these before?”

Vanessa shook her head.

Bennet pointed out the control switch on the side, its six metered positions.  “This controls intensity of vibration.  It’s for external use only, obviously, you don’t want to try fitting this anywhere...”

“Understood.”

“We have several of these on the market.  The only change here is to the head.  If you look closely you’ll see it’s very subtly tapered instead of the usual rounded top on our others.  That’s meant to allow it a little more access between...  folds or...”

“Okay.”

“The principal concern is whether or not the angle is too steep.  If we’ve made it correctly it should provide an irritation free vibration just like our other wands, but also give it more versatility for women who want more purchase between the labia or under the clitoral hood.  Sound like the toy to warm up with?”

Vanessa nodded.  She didn’t need a toy to warm up with, she needed a toy to finish her, forcefully and repeatedly and as soon as possible.  Bennet had had her at the word “vibrating”.

She took the wand, cast about for where to use it.

It was Walden who spoke up this time.  “You can use it standing, or lay down on the mats or take a seat.  How would you use the device at home?”

And dear Jesus, was she really supposed to tell this guy she’d just met how she preferred to fuck her massive arsenal of sex toys?  When even her husband didn’t know?  Of course, Walden was about to find out first hand, and even as it all crossed her mind, and the embarrassment mounted, she realized she wanted to tell him.  She wanted to confess how lewd she got at home, when no one was around.  She wanted to admit to being an utter sex slave to Alstace.  But again, professionalism, right?  “It depends on the device.  With something like this I might lay down, or I might sit cross legged.  It’s hard to say having never experimented with it before.”  She threw another quick glance around the room and her decision was made in an instant.  The Queen’s Throne was angled so that when she occupied it both Bennet and Walden at the table would have an unobstructed view between her legs, to assess the action of the device and its effect.  And the sloped mirror window was ten feet back and ten feet above their heads.  Of course it was.  Those people were here to assess, too. 

“Can I sit on the throne?” she asked and Bennet shrugged and nodded, waving her hand in invite.

Vanessa was trembling sufficiently that she had to stabilize herself with a hand on the seat back as she threw her leg over.  Her nipples were on diamond tipped point.  No hiding that.  She tucked the wand’s head up against her vagina to at least momentarily conceal that she was as wet between her legs as if she’d stepped from the shower.  She settled her back against the seat rest, acutely aware of how obscene she must look, naked, wand tucked up to her cunt, twin dildos poised to pierce her, inches below the Throne.  She ignored the device’s stirrups for the simple reason that she could throw her legs wider without them.  Her lust was growling like a tiger in her sternum as she planted her feet far from the edge of the Throne’s metallic base, and pushed her knees wide.  Nothing concealing her privates now but the sex toy she was here to test.

A quick lift of her gaze, face flushed, and she could see that both her technicians were looking straight at her pussy.  Or maybe at the wand, waiting for her to use it.  She had never felt so horny in her life.

She flicked on the switch with her thumb, intending on hitting the lowest setting, but notching it up to level three or four in her keyed up state.  The room filled with the intense buzz of an unmasked sex toy, a sound that had a Pavlovian influence on her clit by now.  It echoed in the large test lab, and she felt an instinctive panic, ludicrously fearing to be overheard even though she was doing what she was doing blatantly, under the gaze of at least two observers.  Of course, the panic was secondary, because the wand was still tucked up to her pussy, and the head was now oscillating at high speed, burrowing between her Autumn curls to say “Hello” to her clit, to say “I like you” to her clit, to say “Let’s fuck” to her clit.  She was so needy by now, so desperate to cum that it almost happened right then, with a two second dose of plastic love.  She only prevented it by yanking the device hard away from herself, mouth opened in a surprised gasp.

“Does it hurt?” Bennet asked, face concerned, half-standing.

“No,” Vanessa assured her, even as she eased the device back down to its lowest setting.  “Just stepped over about three levels in its power setting.  The switch could be a little tighter, so you don’t accidentally crank it up like I did.”

“Oh,” Bennet said.  “Got it.  Will note.”  She sat back down and typed at her computer.

Vanessa eased the wand back to her vagina.  On its lowest setting she could hold her cum at bay, but not for more than a few seconds.  Not now, not as badly as she wanted this.  She pulled it millimetres from her lips, faking its use so that an orgasm wasn’t her opening number.  It tickled at her pubic hair, and even that was sending a happy telegram to her engorged clitoris.  Jesus, what good was the feedback of a tester who could be made to cum by the mere proximity of a vibrator?  Would she ever be invited back? 

Of course, the two at the table had a highlighted view between her legs, and she wasn’t sure if they could tell that she was faking the wand’s application.  So she pulled it away, drawing it up to buzz at her nipples.  And now the technicians could see her exposed vagina, lips sheened, pubic hair beaded with her juices, clit standing like a planted flag, marking her liberation from frigidity.  Most particularly Walden Landon could see every bit of her that no man since her husband had seen.  And yes, Walden was looking, eyes not on the device as she rolled it across her nipples, but on her most private of parts, exposed under bright lights.  Her arousal surged anew and she fought the urge to jab that wand back onto her clit, to rocket herself to howling climax.  Instead, she planted her feet in the stirrups, inched herself lower in the seat and let her knees drop outwards.  Now anyone at that table could see everything.  Her cunt was still front and center, but even her asshole would be visible, doing its subtle dance of tightening and loosening, like it always did when she was trying to hold off her orgasm, to make it bigger when it came.

And it was coming.  Even if she kept the wand away, it was coming.  The only way she could think to stop it was to turn the wand off, to pull herself to an upright seat, to lock her legs and swing her feet free of the device so that she was sitting like an obedient student, knees together, before them.  And it was in that instant, that moment of pivot, that she saw it.  Or thought she saw it.

The lights were bright, but both Bennet and Walden were seated with their legs beneath the table, and the shadows there were deeper than elsewhere.  Bennet was typing, and Walden was sitting with pen to paper, not writing, just watching her.  His other hand was tucked into one of his lab coat’s pockets, beneath the table.  And as she swivelled toward him, she thought he jerked it, pocket and all, guiltily away.  From between his own legs.

Of course, it could have been her imagination.  It was her fantasy realized, after all, that a man might be driven to masturbate by the sight of her overt sexuality.  His face betrayed nothing out of the ordinary.

“Everything okay?” Bennet asked.

“Yeah, just want to try it from other angles.  The tapered head, by the way, it’s working for me.  It got in there, not in an aggressive way, but I could feel it trying to find its way in.  It was...  it was hot.  Like it wanted me.”

“Wow.  That’s good,” Bennet said.

And it was good.  It was feedback.  Her second bit regarding the wand.  And though she was willing to bet that no other woman in the history of Alstace on-site testing had succumbed to orgasm as fast as she was about to, if her feedback had value, maybe she’d be okay.  Anyway, she couldn’t wait any longer.  She needed to cum.  So she followed through with her deception, getting up off the machine entirely and kneeling on the cushioned floor beside it.  She laid one arm over the seat and rested her head atop it.  Her heart-shaped ass was pointed directly at her observers, and there was nothing unusual or suspicious about that.  It was in their title, after all.  They needed to observe.  She shuffled her knees a little further apart, making sure they could again see all she had to offer.  Her soaking pussy, her athletic ass, her tiny, begging asshole, eager for its upcoming ride on The Queen’s Throne.  Even her small tits, nipples hard and pointing at the floor.  She tucked the wand against her vagina, keyed it on to level 1.

And oh yes, here it came.  What promised to be a powerful orgasm, and only her first of what would likely be many today, and only on day one of her new job.  Jesus fuck, they were paying her for this!

Up to level 2, that dirty little whine, so secret and shameful, now loud and proud, climbing in both volume and frequency.  She could feel her asshole tightening as it braced for the glory her cunt was about to endure.

Level 3, and she had maybe five seconds left before blast off.

She fidgeted enough to tuck her head lower, gorgeous, flame red hair draping at the floor, bracketing her face.  Lower still, her back arching, her ass and cunt her highest points, displayed to all.  And she peered between her spread legs.

She could see beneath the table again, into the laps of both Bennet and Walden.  From their angle, they couldn’t see her eyes. 

Bennet’s legs were crossed tightly, as though she were clinging to herself for purchase.  She was pitched forward in her seat, maybe to see clear of the table’s edge.  Walden’s legs were spread, and no, his hand wasn’t between as she had hoped.  Maybe he was cautious, maybe he’d caught her glance and didn’t dare repeat the act, or maybe she’d imagined it after all.  But one thing she wasn’t imagining:  he was hard.  She could see the solid outline of his dick straining inside one trouser leg.  She could see its full length, not anything like Kong, but bigger than the toys she’d get to fuck on the Throne later.  Bigger than any man she’d ever been with.  She could see the outline of his swollen head.  He was hard, and more than that - she had made him hard.  The sight of her, her womanliness, her womanhood, her surrender to the Alstace toy had made him hard.

She was on her knees, naked, ass and cunt in the air, and he was hard.  She was cranking the wand up to level 4, her pussy singing, and he was hard.  The vibrating head was nestling into her cunt like the burrowing nose of some animal, using her clit for its own, and he was watching it all and he was hard.

She never made it to level 5.  The orgasm grabbed her forcefully enough that her head raised up, neck craned back, every muscle along her spine flexing.  She cried it out, a wild howl that evolved into “Jesus, I’m cumming,” not that there had been any room to doubt that.  Her asshole tightened and relaxed, tightened and relaxed, winking its gleeful news their way.


Chapter Four

Dave and Maria were both still alone in the upstairs office.  He had filled her in by now on his and Vanessa’s sexual history, her inability to climax until recently.

“So she started cumming only after she started testing for Alstace,” Maria said.  “And you had been coaching her to try a sex toy all along.  She did it, it worked...  she just didn’t tell you it worked.”

“She didn’t tell me,” Dave agreed.

“But it worked.  What you wanted her to do worked, and your sex life has been great ever since.  So...  her job made things better for both of you.”

“But now she’s down there,” Dave impressed upon her.

“And you’re worried she’ll cheat on you.”

“Isn’t she, already?”

“You tell me,” Maria countered.  “What happened the other day - you and me, in the observation room.  Neither of us laid a hand on the other.  We both came spectacularly.  Did you cheat on her that day?”

“I feel guilty about it.”

“Okay.  But did you cheat?”

Dave sighed.  “Strict definition, maybe not, but-”

“Okay,” Maria said, cutting him off.  “What she’s doing isn’t any different.  In fact, you could argue that what she’s doing is more innocent.  Firstly, it’s her job-”

“That doesn’t make it-”

“Secondly, she’s probably the only one naked down there.  You and me both gave each other a little more visual stimulus, didn’t we?”

“You think she’s naked down there?”

Maria, frowned, tilted her head.  Come on, her look said.  “You know exactly what she’s doing.  Okay, maybe not exactly, but...  she’s naked, and she’s playing with her epic self.  Riding, or grinding on, or somehow letting something Alstace designed drive her to orgasm.”

“In front of others.”

“Yep.  Just like Stephanie did in front of others.  Including you and me.”

She squinted at him, eyes roving over his seated form.  She finally commanded, “Stand up for me, Dave.”

“No.”

“Don’t be coy.  I’ve seen what you’re packing and I’ve seen you do what all guys do with it.  And while I’d love another look, that’s not why I’m asking.  I’m trying to prove a point.  Stand up.”

He frowned at her, finally forced himself up from his seat so she could make her point by seeing his.  For he was still obviously erect beneath his coveralls.

“You’re conflicted,” Maria said.  “You’re upset, or at the very least you feel you should be upset.  And you have every right to be.  But you’ve got images in your brain that at least part of you enjoys.  So how do you want to handle this?”

“I don’t know.”

“You could head downstairs right now, burst into that room, drag her home with you.  I mean, maybe let her put some clothes on first, but...  you’d get fired for entering the room without permission, assuming they haven’t locked the doors, of course.  She might get fired, or she’d more likely quit in embarrassment.  And I know those on-site testers get paid well, so that’d be a sweet chunk of family income gone.  You’d fight it out.  Verbally, I’m assuming.  You don’t seem like the type to go further than that, thank God, or you’d have probably taken action already.  Maybe you get divorced, maybe you salvage things with a lot of resentment on both sides.”

“I don’t want any of that.”

“Then...  maybe you don’t do anything right now.  Maybe you wait...”

“And...?”

“Either talk to her when you’re both home.  Or, I mean, it’s not like you don’t have the perfect opportunity to find out if she’d cheat on you.  We can get back in that room in a few days.  We can watch the whole show unfold together.”

“Spy on her,” Dave said and Maria shrugged.

“You had no compunctions about spying on other girls.  Myself included.”

“It’s wrong,” Dave said.

Maria laughed.  “What about this isn’t?  Her not telling you she was fucking toys for a living was wrong.  Your not telling her about your job - maybe less wrong, but wrong.  What we did together in that observation lounge, and watching Stephanie, legs spread and screaming for joy - pretty fucking wrong.  What your wife is doing downstairs right now-”

“Legs spread and screaming for joy,” Dave cut in.

“It’s all a mess of wrong.  Yep.  And through it all, you’re still hard.  So, are you going to be able to handle it?  Do we go back to work, or...  do you need to get rid of that, first?”  She pointed at his dick.

He didn’t answer, just returned her stare till she finally got up from her seat on the desk and crossed to the door.  He thought she would open it but she locked it instead.

“I’ll make you an offer,” she said.  “And don’t worry, I’m not going to lay a hand on you this time, either, I get you’re not wanting to cheat.  But you can’t walk around with your little man sniffing the way ahead of you, and I don’t think you’re going to be able to get back to work with this imbalance.  You know she’s down there, making herself cum in front of others behind your back.  You can do the same, right here, right now, if you want.  At least you’ll know you’re even.”

“And what will you do?”

“I know what I’d like to do, but given that’s off the table...  if you don’t object...?”  She took the tab of her coverall zipper in hand.

Like last time, Maria didn’t step out of her clothing - too easy to get caught if someone came to the door, even though it was locked.  But she did unzip her uniform all the way to its base.  She unclasped her bra to release her pretty caramel tits, and pulled her panties aside so that he got his first good look at her pussy.  She kept herself trimmed tighter than his wife, but not clean shaven like Stephanie.  The pink of her inner labia and clitoris stood out vibrantly against her dark skin and black pubic hair as she swirled two fingers over her clit, increasing her tempo as he got himself unzipped, underwear down to his thighs, cock in hand.  She stopped him before he could cum, fumbled around the desk drawers till she found a box of Kleenex.  She handed it to him, instructed him to lean back in his chair and plaster a few tissues over his torso to catch his load when he went off.  “And give me a second to get going again.  Looking for the tissues broke my rhythm.  I wanna cum when you cum.”

So he did as she commanded, keeping his hands away from his dick, watching her stare at it and drive her clit mad with those two fingers till she finally said in a hitching voice, “Now.”  Then he took himself in hand and drove his own thing mad.  She held off till his first grunt, and till the first jet of semen shot against his chest, even higher than he’d thought to cover so that it gummed down in his chest hair.  Then she was biting one hand to keep from crying out, trying to keep her eyes open to watch his end of the show, failing, slumping lower in the chair and thrusting her crotch in his direction as her hips bucked and fucked at no one and nothing but her own two fingers.  And for the span of those few minutes at least, Dave forgot all about his wife and what she was up to below.

What she was up to was all about The Queen’s Throne.  She’d given her feedback about the wand, then when asked if she needed a break, had climbed back into the seat, fed her feet into the stirrups and declared, “No, the Queen is quite ready.”  Which garnered a chuckle.

“Do you want to control the speed yourself, or do you want me to do it?” Walden asked.

“You.”  She wouldn’t be cheating on her husband any more than he was on her, but the idea of letting another man control her orgasm had a debaucherous appeal. 

The dildos started up in a slow, opposing rhythm.  The thicker cock would push up inside her cunt, doubly slicked from the condom’s lubricant and her own recent wand usage.  Then it would withdraw as the thinner one entered her ass.  She kept one hand under the seat, to guide them on track.

She couldn’t decide which was the bigger turn on:  to be floodlit in her lasciviousness, or the double-penetrating action of the machine, itself.  But when Bennet came over to lower the chair, ensuring that both dildos could remain inside Vanessa at all times, a third variable occurred to her.  With the tech crouched and leaned over her, Vanessa could feel her body heat.  The rapid inhale and exhale of Bennet’s breath against her breast.  She could see the flush of poorly masked arousal in her cheeks.  A living, human partner was the only thing missing from the equation.

When they started the chair up again it was better.  She no longer needed to guide the phalluses, freeing her hands to toy with other parts of her.

Her gaze flickered between Walden, Bennet and the faceless, potential group behind the mirror.  The mirror cast back only the sight of her beautiful self, wanton and eager and enslaved to a machine that grew more and more merciless as Walden notched it up in power.

Vanessa didn’t try to meter her orgasm this time, just let it come and work its will.  Or Walden’s will, since he was the one controlling it.  The Throne couldn’t have been at more than half power when she knew her time was drawing near.  “Oh, Jesus Christ!”

“Stop?” Bennet called.

“Don’t you dare!”

Vanessa had both hand grips clenched tight now.  She was unconsciously lending her biceps to the mission of getting more dick inside her, but the vinyl seat wouldn’t let her get any lower.  She watched herself in the mirror, noted how every muscle in her body was working to help her over the finish line.  Even her face, brow furrowed, teeth bared in regal rage as the Throne fucked her and fucked her and, “Fuck! I’m cumming!”  A belted roar, straight at the mirror, straight at her reflection, straight at whatever fine upstanding men might be behind it in rich business suits with hard-ons straining their zippers.

Her cunt and her ass spasmed about their violators, sharing their victory with ramming, emotionless rods.

As her grunting and thrashing began to slow, so too did Walden lower the power of the device till finally she was left seated atop the stilled Throne, rubber cocks motionless inside both her openings, the only sound her rapid breath.

Things were even more tense in the Holland household that night.  Neither husband nor wife spoke of their day, asked how the other was or what they’d been up to.  They didn’t embrace when they saw each other, didn’t kiss, didn’t speak throughout the entire course of their dinner together, but instead watched TV in silence, canned laughter from some sitcom taking the place of conversation.

Reliving the day’s events in her head, Vanessa quailed.  She had gone a thousand miles past the red lines she had set in her own imagination.  She'd remained neither clinical nor professional but had cranked out half a dozen noisy cums for all to watch and hear.  She could never tell her husband what she had done, unless she wanted a divorce.  Part of her wished she had never heard of Alstace or answered the ad that she’d found online.  But the part of her that felt differently couldn’t make it to bed time without locking herself in the bathroom and fingering both clit and asshole to one last orgasm, remembering the eyes on her as she’d fucked one toy after another throughout the day.  And remembering the python trace of Walden’s hard penis down one leg of his trousers.

Dave took a shower after dinner and worked his lathered cock to his second cum of the day.  He relived the sight of Maria working her clit, and imagined scenarios of his wife fucking the giant machine he’d seen Stephanie take...  all under the gaze of Walden Landon and the group behind the mirror which, unlike his wife, he could put faces to.  These latter fantasies of Vanessa in the primary testing room left him conflicted, his stomach in knots, his dick impossibly hard till he silently shot his load into the shower spray.


Chapter Five

Dave’s dreams that night were troubled and wild and wondrous.  In them his wife was using her private stash of dildos, watching out the apartment windows for his return so she could hide them away before he found out.  Then his wife was riding a literal robot, not one of the lifelike sex dolls that Alstace produced, but a boxy, 1930s vision of the future, with a corkscrew dick that spun inside her and had her wailing.  Then his wife was fucking Walden while Maria stood by, naked and smiling.  And that’s the image that bolted him awake, dick hard enough to break stone, mouth dry, panicked and horny and needful all at once.  He looked at Vanessa’s sleeping form, thought about waking her, unsure if he wanted to tell her he loved her, wanted to hear it back, or if he wanted to confront her and end this weird dance of deceit that both of them were doing.  Instead he lay down once more, turned on his side so he was facing her back.  He watched her breathe till he dropped into restless sleep again.

Neither said much to the other in the morning as they parted ways, he to head in to Alstace, she to occupy herself with the very toys he’d dreamed about, as well as two new ones she’d taken home the day prior.  She climaxed steadily and readily throughout the day, as she always did with her harem.  And more than once the dildo she suctioned onto the inner wall of the archway separating living room from dining room became Walden’s dick in her mind.  The guilt she felt after each such fantasy confused her.  She had, after all, spent the last several weeks envisioning fucking all manner of persons.  Some invented, some that she and Dave both knew from their day to day lives.  Of course, none of those men besides Walden had, in the real world, been allowed to watch her writhe, naked, wrapped around one vibrating toy after another.  So, perhaps that was the difference.  Either way, the guilt didn’t stop her from shuddering and drooling with Walden’s fantasy cock jammed up inside her.  But each time during the day that she looked out the window for her husband’s return, it wasn’t as he’d dreamed.  Not a fearful wife anxious she’d be caught about her naughty business, but a wishful one, hoping that he would catch her, that he would stop her before all of this progressed somewhere even further beyond redemption.

“So, here’s some news that’s either going to panic you or get your dick up and begging again,” Maria told Dave.  “Probably both.  No servicing the big room today, which means nobody’s in there.  After the weekend, it’s quiet on Monday, too, because apparently there’s some computer update going in that night, and they don’t want the hassle of having to back up last minute research data just in case anything goes wrong.  But Tuesday?  No viewers in the observation room.  And the big room will be seeing a lot of use.”

“My wife?”

Maria shrugged.  “I don’t have those details.  I could probably find out, but I’ve made it a point to never pry too deep in case my dirty, dirty pastime gets discovered.  By someone other than you, I mean.  But we’ve got a double docket of cleaning duty that day, which means there’s going to be at least two sessions.  They won’t both be your wife.  They never back to back them like that.  Too taxing on the tester, I’d guess.  You up for a double bill?”

“I’m only really interested in the one act.”

“Oh, bullshit.  Tell that to the window I had to clean after you finished watching Stephanie.  I know you have a particular interest in Vanessa, but you can’t tell me you’re not a general fan of The Big Room channel.  Keep me company.  Don’t make me say please.”  She purred that last line, a playful flirtation, but he didn’t take the bait, didn’t flirt back.  He did, however, agree.  Because it was one thing to avoid temptation when all that was on offer was a wry grin and a sultry gaze, quite another when it was the greatest show on Earth.

The weekend and the following Monday were hard on both Dave and Vanessa.  The tension between them was obvious, but neither was willing to address it, which meant they spent a lot of time in separate rooms or sitting silently with vast space between them.  They both feared Tuesday.  And Tuesday couldn’t come soon enough for either.  When it did, each spent the morning mentally prepping for what lay ahead.

Despite Maria’s assurances that she’d done it more times than she could count, entering the observation room was a risk, Dave knew, and not just to his job.  Maria’s presence and the growing desire he had for her made it a risk to his marriage, too.  And what he might see below was at least as big a risk to same.  So before he left for work, he tried to get some hint from Vanessa about whether he might be seeing her at Alstace later.

“What do you have on tap for today?” he asked, and her look of surprise at what should have been a banal question, the way she blinked rapidly in his direction, the way she stammered before she got out her two word answer, left little room for doubt.

“Nothing much.”

“What’s that mean?”

“You know, just working...  writing...  stuff for work.”

Vague to the point of absurdity.  But would his answer reveal any more if she was to ask the same of him?

It was all on his mind as he pulled into the Alstace lot, and by the time he’d gotten inside he’d resolved to call the private viewing off with Maria.  But when she smiled her sultry smile, cocked her eyebrow and asked, “We doing this?”, his intention melted away.  He had a chance to catch a double-bill, after all, and he had a chance to watch Maria take it all in in her lecherous, self-celebratory way.  He also had a chance to watch his wife, to see what she did with her days, to see how she did it, how she enjoyed it, and most of all, how far she’d go.  He was most definitely doing this.

Vanessa had her own debate that morning about heading into Alstace at all.  There was a whole mess of red lines behind her, too late to uncross.  But ahead were more.  Scarlet lines to form scarlet letters.  And she had no idea what she would do if she was presented the opportunity to skip across those.  Might it not be best to call in and quit, avoiding the red line minefield altogether?  Ah, but there was the money, wasn’t there?  And there was the siren call of more toys to be met and seduced and taken home to her secret stash.  The opportunity to use those toys in front of others.  To broadcast the completeness of her sexuality in the most basic and debased way.  And that idea made her burn.  That idea made her tremble.  That idea made her remember who would be doing the observing, and how he might react, and who was she kidding, there was never any doubt, she was going, God help her.  She didn’t even hesitate to pull on a pair of sexy lace panties, this time.  First impressions count.

But that was for the afternoon.  Before she’d even reached for those sexy undergarments, Dave and Maria had made their way up to the second floor, turned off their walkies and slipped into the observation lounge.

There were no contraptions in the room below, no devices that looked like they’d been designed to confound a gymnast.  Just a single recliner atop the mats, the usual table and laptop off to one side.  And Walden Landon.  He came out of the back room in his typical lab work attire, something unidentifiable in one hand.

“I don’t think I like that guy,” Dave acknowledged, and Maria answered with a grin and a head shake and an emphatic, “Oh, baby, I sure do.”

Walden took a seat at the table, setting the device aside, and Dave squinted at it.  It was transparent and rubbery and soft.  Tubular like most sex toys.  He didn’t recognize it, but Maria must have because she suddenly squealed, “Oh, fuck yes.”  She was already unzipping her coveralls, tacking on, “Today’s the best kind of day.”

“What’s that mean?” Dave asked. 

His question was answered a moment later when the hallway doors opened in the primary test lab and a bearded man walked in, dressed in a white bath robe.  He was accompanied by Bennet.  She did no more than confer briefly with Walden at the table before leaving, casting a single glance back at the men as she did so.

“Oh, poor girl,” Maria chuckled.  “She’s gonna miss it.”

“Miss what?” 

But there was no need to ask, because the bearded man drew the sash on his robe and heaved it back off his shoulders, revealing a powerful back and taut, rounded buttocks.  Dave’s mouth opened in surprise.  “This is a male product test.”

“Yep.  Dude’s got a great ass, too.”  Maria had reached a hand inside her clothing to toy at her breasts, still cupped in her bra.  She had a hard time drawing her gaze from the naked man below as he climbed into the recliner and laid back. She did throw one quick glance at Dave, though, said, “Oh, come on, get in the spirit.  I watched a woman with you.”

“But I’m not...” Dave started, then shrugged.

“I’m not gay, either,” Maria asserted.  “Doesn’t mean I can’t get off hard to a woman pounding herself with a rubber cock.  Ten bucks says you go stiff when he starts at himself with that toy.  And you’re just wasting valuable viewing time if you don’t take action.”

“I suppose I could just watch you,” Dave said.

“If there’s one thing this room has taught me it’s that my horizons can always be broadened.  Yours too.  Try something new and see how you react.”

So he watched the scene unfold below him, the locking of the doors, Walden bringing the toy to the man in the recliner.  Whoever the bearded guy was, he was handsome and in great shape, which was only in keeping with what Maria had told Dave about all the testers being supreme physical specimens.  The man’s stomach and chest were lightly haired, but it wasn’t enough to hide the six pack he had obviously spent months in the gym cultivating.  And as the man began to toy with his penis, as it stirred in his lap and climbed to a point only half an inch below his belly button, as he squeezed a bottle of lube onto his shaft, then fit the opening of the hollow sex toy to his large tip, Dave was surprised to find that Maria had been right.  Maybe it was the constant motion of her by now obvious masturbation beside him.  Maybe it was the feathery whisper of her shuddering breaths as she watched an act she wasn’t supposed to.  Or maybe it was just the fact that the guy was objectively hot and he was about to treat his cock to a particularly fun time.  Dave’s own dick stirred and sat up, creating its usual wave crest in his coveralls that Maria couldn’t help but notice and grin at.

“Told ya,” she gasped, and her hands worked beneath the blue cloth of her uniform.  She might have been typing 200 words a minute under there.

Walden took his seat again behind his desk.  He gave a few taps at his computer before shoving it aside and pulling pad and paper to himself.  Meanwhile, the bearded man started a gentle pump with the toy, revealing with each stroke a long and turgid shaft.  It glistened under the strong overhead lighting.

“Walden,” Dave started, “you said he...  he gets hands on with the girls, sometimes.”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Does he ever with the guys?”

“No,” Maria answered right away.  “But there was one session where after the guy left, Walden locked the door and jerked off.  Not right there behind the desk, but back in the alcove past the cubbies.  Not sure why he tried to hide it.  He didn’t think anyone was up here and I once saw him strip down to nothing, socks off and everything, to fuck this little Asian tester right there at the center of the room.  But he went for the alcove to play with himself and I could still see him from the waist down.”

“Did he cum?”

“We both did.  I’ve never once entered this room when I wasn’t supposed to, without getting myself off good before I left.  Speaking of which...  you know what would make me even hotter than watching that GQ model shoot his load through that toy?  Watching you shoot yours while you watch him.”

“Why?”

“I like pushing boundaries.  You haven’t figured that out about me, yet?  And we can’t linger in here forever Dave.  If you wanna take out your rocket and play, you should get on it because recess is almost over.”

So he opened his coveralls and took a page from her book, pulling his underwear aside to feed his twitching dick out the gap that provided.  He angled himself just enough that she could see his purpling head overtop his moving fist.  When the man below brought himself to a spasming orgasm, sperm evacuating the top of the toy to paint the grooves of his stomach muscles white, Dave blasted the window.  And Maria dropped to her knees, seized by her own quiet orgasm. 

As they both came down from the highs of their respective climaxes, she surprised him by rocking forward and running the tip of her tongue over the long streak of cum he’d left on the window.  She grinned at his look of shock and said, “I didn’t touch you.  You didn’t cheat.  But now I know what you taste like, too.  I’m collecting you in bits and pieces, Dave.”

They dressed and cleaned and hurried from the room.  The post orgasm guilt was clawing at Dave again, but on the general scale of emotions it was nothing compared to what he’d be feeling a few hours later.


Chapter Six

Bennet escorted Vanessa down the hall toward the big room, once again.  “Ms. Wells was most pleased with your work two days ago,” she said.

“She saw the report?”

“She was present during your session, along with a cohort of potential buyers and investors, all of whom, I’m told, were thoroughly impressed.”

Vanessa’s breath quickened and her face flushed.  So there had been viewers up in the room.  She wanted to ask the ratio of men to women in that cohort, how many people had watched her succumb to the Throne and the other toys.  She didn’t dare.  “I thought you weren’t allowed to tell me that.”

“After the fact we’re permitted.  Just not during or before.”

“So you can’t tell me if there will be anyone today?”

“I couldn’t even if I wanted to,” Bennet answered as they arrived at the double doors leading into the large test chamber.  “I haven’t been informed.”  She pushed one of the doors open.

“You said the technicians were always informed,” Vanessa reminded her.

“The technicians who will be present, yes.  I’m not with you today.  Only Mister Landon.  He usually runs the big lab alone.  Mostly I’m only present for someone’s first time in there, to help ease them in to the new environ.  You graduated to the primary test lab fast, by the way.  Most have at least five or six smaller sessions before ever seeing the inside of this place.  Ms. Wells must like you.”  She nodded for Vanessa to enter, then despite what she’d said, followed her inside.

Walden was already seated at the table, powering up his laptop, but he stood and smiled as both the girls entered.  “How’s it going, Missus Holland?”

“Vanessa,” she reminded him.  For God’s sake, the guy hadn’t just seen her naked, he’d watched her fuck anything and everything he’d presented her with.  They should be on a first name basis.

“I know, I just...  it occurs to me we didn’t get the formality of how to address one another out of the way last time, and that was my fault.  Didn’t want to be presumptuous.  You can, of course, call me Walden.  Or Landon, if you prefer, or Mister Landon if you want...  I get all three around here and I’m not picky.”

“Walden it is.”  Vanessa glanced at Bennet, eyebrows raised.

“Oh, it’s Susan,” Bennet replied.  “But I actually prefer Bennet, if that’s cool.  There’s, like, three other Susans who work here, so...”

Vanessa nodded.

“You have everything you need?” Bennet asked Walden, and he nodded.  She turned back to Vanessa.  “And you?  You’re okay with just the one on one in here?  None of us want you to be uncomfortable.”

Was she okay?  She was terrified.  And she was thrilled.  Having more than one audience member had been hot, but there was something even more debauched about the idea of doing what she was here to do while locked in a private room with just one man who wasn’t her husband.  Her fantasies about Walden the week prior, fantasies she’d indulged in again on Monday, while riding her favourite sex toy, came back to her, and her blush, which hadn’t yet subsided, deepened.  She gave her head a shake to clear her thoughts and emotions, and then responded before Bennet could misinterpret.  And before Vanessa could second guess her own choice to be here.  “Yes, it’s totally fine.  I’m good.”  

“Okay, then.  Walden has a walkie, if you need anything.  I’m just a quick radio call away, good?”

“Good.”

Bennet gave one last nod and then left.

Vanessa stared at the closed door for a moment, then called to Walden, “Do you want me to lock it?”

Walden had resumed his seat.  “Uh, yeah, if you don’t mind.  Since you’re there.  Thanks.”

She turned the thumb bolt that sealed them into their private world, then turned her attention to the rest of the room.  The last time she’d entered, the Queen’s Throne had been front and center, and while she would have loved another go at it - it’s the one toy she hadn’t been able to take home - she was pleased by its absence.  It meant there were new experiences awaiting.  What those were she couldn’t say, because this time the mats in front of Walden’s table were vacant.  The only things noteworthy were what might have been a wheeled table further back in the room and something large laid atop it, though even that was concealed under a white sheet.

“What’s under there?” she asked Walden.  “Can I take a look?”

He shifted in his chair to look where she was pointing, gave a long, drawn out, “Ummmm...”  He turned back to her, brow furrowed.  “If you don’t mind, that’s for later.  Not the best place to start, and I’d rather wait for its moment to reveal it.  That sounds ominous, I bet, and it shouldn’t, because there’s nothing...  It’s just not time for it yet, and...”  He sighed, shook his head.  Gestured back at it.  “You can look if you want.”

“No, no.” Vanessa said.  “I’ll take the surprise.”

He chuckled.  “Alright.”  He returned his attention to his laptop.  “Sorry, give me one last minute here - computer’s been wonky today.  If you want to go ahead and get undressed...”

She walked toward the cubbies.  “Bottom half?  Top half?”

“Bottom half needs definite access.  Top half is entirely a Vanessa call.”

Vanessa took it all off, hesitating only a moment when she’d gotten down to her panties to throw one glance back to see how they were being received.  But there must have been something legitimately wrong with his computer, because he didn’t look up, just frowned and punched at the keys of his laptop.  She continued undressing, loving the naughty thrill of the bright lights on her pale skin.  She turned back to him, totally nude, hands at her sides.  And now he did glance up, and yes, there was that appraisal, that quick run of the eyes that assessed and absorbed everything, all her bodily secrets, and she walked toward him, smiling.

“Okay,” he said as she came to the front of the table.  “Let’s get started.”

Dave and Maria walked down the second floor corridor that housed the observation room.  The red light above the door was glowing, and that meant someone was at work below.  Maybe Vanessa, maybe not.  Dave hadn’t spied her entering the building like last time.  It was his second pass down the long hall in the last ten minutes, and he and Maria had yet been unable to enter because of the three scientists gabbling by the window.  The scientists sipped at coffees, as if it was just an ordinary afternoon at the office, as if Dave’s wife might not be naked, might not be cumming, might not be (in his worst fears) fucking one of their colleagues almost immediately below where they stood.  It was all Dave could do to keep from hollering at them to clear the fuck out as he passed.

“I’m gonna kill those guys,” he muttered to Maria, and she smiled in sympathy.

“Patience.  The session’s booked for two hours and it’s not like we can stay in there the whole time anyway.  We’re only missing the trailers.”  They reached the end of the hall, and she had to take his arm to prevent him from immediately retracing their steps.  “Give it a few minutes, at least.  We look like prison camp guards marching back and forth like this.”

He frowned at the floor, let out a voiced sigh that was almost a grunt.

“Breathe,” she told him.  “It’ll be okay.”

He nodded, stuffed his hands in his pockets. 

Both their walkies squawked at once, and there was a squelch of feedback that had them instinctively stepping apart.  Then a voice and a name that drew Dave’s head up.

“Walden to I.T.,” the voice said.  “Walden to I.T.”

Dave looked up at Maria.

Down in the big lab, Walden leaned to one side in his chair, walkie held at half-arm’s length, waiting for a response.  Vanessa noted the way his eyes absently traced the contours of her body as he did so.  She folded one arm behind her back, gripped its elbow with one hand, cocked her hips to the side.  A relaxed stance that showed off her form to its fullest.

“Walden to I.T.,” he tried again, and when he didn’t get a response, he shook his head.  “I’m really sorry about this,” he said to Vanessa.  “I mean, it’s tech, it happens, but...  I’m sorry.  You may have to get dressed again if they’re sending someone down.”

Vanessa shrugged.

“I’ll try and-” he said, but he never got a chance to finish that thought because his walkie suddenly spoke back to him in a woman’s voice.

“Julia to Walden.”

It was Ms. Wells, Vanessa realized, the head of product testing.  On a first name basis with Walden, though that was hardly surprising considering the seniority of his position among the test supervisors.

“Go for Walden.”

“I heard your call to I.T. and you’re not going to get a response just now.  The whole team’s at the manufacturing plant - some sort of cascading outage caused by the last software update.  Is that what you’re experiencing?”

Walden keyed his walkie.  “Maybe...?  Computer starts up okay, but the keyboard doesn’t work and the mouse does nothing.  So, I can’t get the spreadsheet fired up.”

“Are you in the middle of a test?” Julia Wells asked.

“Just about to start one.”

“You can go old school for now.  Just record on pen and paper, and I’ll see what I can do about getting someone to you, maybe during the break.  That work?”

“That works,” Walden agreed.  “Though, I’ll be off walkie during the test itself, so we don’t break anyone’s concentration.”

“Understood.  Julia out.”

Walden twisted the volume dial on his walkie till it clicked off, set it down.  “Sorry, again.  I thought I could get it fixed, myself, just with a reboot, but that didn’t work.  Wouldn’t have had you undress in the first place if I’d known I was going to have to call.”

“Not a problem,” she promised him, and then, because her need was growing by the second, she repeated his words back to him:  “Let’s get started.”

“Absolutely.”

On their third entry to the second floor hallway, Dave and Maria found it empty.  She still had to take his arm to keep him from bolting straight into the observation room, and to force him to pause with her near to the door, listening for approaching footsteps.  Hearing none, they passed through the door and into the entryway.  A quick glance through the inner door’s window confirmed to both that the room was unoccupied.  They stepped into its hush as a pair, though Dave immediately dashed to peer down through the one way mirror.

And there she was.  The woman who had sworn to him to always be true, sitting naked, legs crossed, in a wooden chair that had been placed atop the mats.  She was full frontal to the mirror, the upper fringe of her red pubic hair peeking out from atop her overlapping thighs.  Alone for the moment, head turned to look over one shoulder, to the area past the cubbies. Her nipples were stiff and upraised, he could see that from here.  She trailed the tips of her fingers across them before casting a furtive glance up towards the mirror behind which Dave stood.  Then she dropped that hand back to her side.

“Can she see us?” Dave demanded as Maria joined him at the window.

“No.  I think she just suddenly remembered there might still be observers.”

Vanessa’s head snapped back over her shoulder as someone approached through the alcove.  It was Walden Landon, done up in his khaki and white sex-scientist ensemble.  Vanessa made no move to conceal herself, to withdraw, to run for her clothing, wherever that might be.  She kept the same relaxed posture, except for her nipples, of course, which were at militant attention.

Dave’s wife was naked, seemingly aroused, and completely at ease in front of another man.  His stomach did flip flops as Walden placed a small cardboard box on the table.

Maria stepped to the intercom panel, turned on the sound so the two of them could hear what was said below.  She dialed down the volume, and though Dave knew from past experience that the two of them couldn’t be heard (the transmission wasn’t reciprocal unless a certain button was pressed) his voice was pitched even lower than before when he asked, “They don’t know if somebody’s up here?”

“Walden knows there’s no one,” Maria assured him.  “Your wife might not.  She’s not supposed to know, anyway, unless Walden told her.”

“Why would he do that?”

Maria drew even with Dave once again.  “If he wanted the tester to feel secure about participating in anything that might not be strictly according to protocol...”

Dave’s jaw clenched.

“Relax, Dave,” Maria insisted.  “She hasn’t done anything unexpected as of yet, and nothing to even come close to what you and I have done in this very room, including today.  There’s going to be more, you know that.  You’re going to be cool, right?”

“I’ll be cool.”

She leaned forward, glancing at the front of his coveralls for the telltale sign of his erection, and when she didn’t see it, she frowned.  “We’ll see.”

It was Vanessa who first broke the silence below.  She asked, “What are we starting with today?”

“We’re starting with the least sexy activity possible,” Walden answered, and he reached into the box and pulled out a sex toy, still ensconced in its hard, clamshell packaging.  “I need you to open this.”

Vanessa grinned, got up from her seat and walked to him.  Again, no attempt to hide anything of her body.  If anything she seemed to be angling herself to make sure Walden could see as much of her as possible.  Which had the side effect of letting both parties in the observation lounge see as much of her as possible.

Maria drew in a hissing breath.  “So, she is a natural red head.  She is beyond cute, Dave.  She’s like a Playboy centerfold after digital touch ups.  I told you I’m not gay, but she’s got me reconsidering.”  She cocked a glance his way.  He hadn’t acknowledged what she’d said, eyes glued to his wife and to the other man watching his wife.

Neither Dave nor Maria could see Walden’s eyes from where they stood, but he had to be soaking it all in, from her cute painted toe-nails (when did she do those? Dave wondered, because he hadn’t noticed them before today), to her shapely thighs, her trimmed, fire engine thatch of pussy hair, taut stomach, small sculpted tits that looked begging for touch, her wickedly grinning lips, eyes that danced with mirth and who knew what else, to the epic mane of blazing red hair that flowed over shoulders and back.  Playboy centerfold didn’t do her justice, even after touch ups.  She looked like fantasy art come to life.  Something Frank Frazetta or Boris Vallejo might have painted if their sole objective had been to instill lust in their viewers.  Her beauty was angelic, not in its innocence, but in its fierceness.

But she was still Dave’s wife, and the familiarity of her laugh, her frustrated but still smiling head shake as she strained at the package and tacked on, “Um...  can you give me a little help?” stirred more in him than her beauty alone ever could.

“Nope,” Walden said.  “Can’t.  If you come at it from the side, dig your fingers into the edge, does that help?”

Vanessa did as he’d asked, still couldn’t get it open.  She finally held it in front of herself to examine it:  a metallic mauve vibrator, maybe seven inches long, smooth as a bullet.  “The Tantalizer,” Vanessa read.  “Well, given I can’t get at it, I’d say the name’s right.  After all this, do I seriously not get to play with it?”

Walden chuckled, held out a pair of scissors to her.  “We just wanted to see your response to the packaging.  This thing’s only been out a week, and the number one complaint we’ve had about it is its inaccessibility.  Vendors love this clamshell packaging, because it shows off the product and makes theft trickier, but it’s always tough to open, and this one is extra stubborn.”

“Well let me at it, and I’ll teach it a lesson,” Vanessa joked.  She fought with the scissors, was finally able to pry the package apart.  She snatched the toy from its plastic nest with zeal.

“There’s batteries in the base of the package,” Walden informed her.  “They go-”

But she cut him off with a snicker.  “Believe me, I know how to put batteries in a vibrator.”  She glanced up at him, rolled her eyes.  “Lotta practice.”

“Of course.”  Walden moved behind the table, took his seat.  He closed the laptop altogether, drew toward himself the same pen and notepad he’d used that morning.  He jotted something down that neither Maria nor Dave could read.

Vanessa got the batteries in, twisted the thing on from its base.  It buzzed loudly in her hand and her grin grew brilliant.  “It sounds good,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“They each have their own song.  This one sounds like it wants to have fun.”

“Don’t they all?”

She shook her head.  “Some want to love you.  Though they can’t, not really, so sometimes those...  they can work, they do the job, but they can’t fulfill their promise.  This one just sounds eager to please.  And that much I’m sure it’s up to.” 

She walked back to her chair and all three of them - Walden down below, and Maria and Dave up above - locked eyes on her gorgeous ass.  Like the rest of her, it was perfect; Eve’s ass on the sixth day of creation.

“Goddamn, Dave!” Maria whispered to him.  “How do you not the spend the whole of every day just following that around, hoping she’ll trip and fall on you?”

This was enough to get a small smile from him, though his eyes didn’t stray from Vanessa.  His breath was coming quick by now, excited by her nudity, excited to have it acknowledged by the gorgeous woman beside him.  Excited by the sight of his wife with a buzzing sex toy in her hands, her ease and familiarity with it.  Excited even by the presence of the other man, by the way he’d canted his head, just a little, to drink in the sight of her backside as she sashayed back to her seat.  There was a bitter curl to that last bit of excitement.  It was tangled with fear, like a racing rabbit, snagged by thorns at the last moment as it burst from a briar patch.  But it was excitement, sure and true.

Vanessa turned in front of her chair.  “Any special instructions?  Or things to watch out for?”

“No,” Walden answered.  “Don’t want to alter your instincts.  Use it how you want and where you want.  That wooden chair gonna be okay for you?  You want something softer?”

Vanessa considered it, said, “I chose it because I didn’t know what we’d be working with.  For something with a suction cup, for instance, I’ve found the wooden surface works well.  But even for this...”  She sat in the chair, bottom slid slightly forward, back curved.  She drew her feet up till the soles of both were touching on the seat top, heels almost in contact with her buttocks.  She let her knees fall outward till her legs were like spread wings, resting against the arm rests.  All of her intimate bits - her breasts, her vagina, maybe even her asshole, though that was hard to spot from Dave’s window perch - would now be maximally displayed to the lab coated gentleman across from her.  “This’ll work, I think,” she went on.  “You can see well enough?”

Walden couldn’t resist a chuckle as he shook his head.  “Vanessa, I can see...  I can see very well, thank you.”

“Good.  Let’s test this bad boy.”  And she cranked the vibe to a higher speed and lowered it to buzz against her nipples.  She alternated sides, taking her time with each, eyes occasionally lifting to Walden who was watching, pen to paper, writing nothing.  Then up to the mirror, unaware she was looking directly at her husband, but wondering if, hoping that there might be someone.  Someone devouring her with his eyes, absorbing a memory he’d take with him the rest of his life to revisit at need.  Or maybe acting on that need right now, dick in hand, giving himself pleasure, watching her give herself pleasure.

“And there he is,” Maria whispered.

Dave didn’t even glance her way, knowing without needing to check that she had seen the tent in his clothing.  Although neither of them knew her fantasy, Vanessa was at least half right.  Someone was up here watching her.  Not in hand yet, but Dave’s dick was up and begging.  Harder than it had been that morning, watching the bearded guy with Maria.  Harder than it had been in the shower five days prior, fantasizing about his wife in the test lab she now occupied.  Harder even than it had been with Vanessa folded over herself on their bed, dipping fingers inside herself for his personal viewing pleasure.  What she did now she did for herself alone...  well, maybe partly for Walden, too, but that - that desire to show off both body and sexuality, would be for her own gratification.  Vanessa wanted to cum, and cum hard, and like Maria, seeking the libidinous sights of the observation room, Vanessa was willing to go to dangerous lengths to get there.  It was preposterously hot to Dave, though it begged the obvious question:  just how far was she willing to go? 

Through the intercom, they both heard Vanessa say in a shaky voice, “Okay, it has the tantalizing part of its job down pat.  Let’s see what it can really do.”  And she trailed the long vibe down between her breasts, over her sternum, over her half-clenched stomach, through the low thicket of red hair that crowned her beautiful pussy, laying it across her clit and letting it buzz in place as her jaw dropped and her back arched.  “Oh, fuck,” she said.  “It’s good, it’s...”  She struggled with words for a second, gasped out, “Do I have to provide feedback right now?”

Walden was leaning forward in his chair, pen now dropped, and his voice was tell-tale shaky, too, when he answered, “You can save it till you’re done.”

Vanessa nodded, pulled the vibrator away from her clit, gasped, then grinned.

“Did you...?” Walden asked, hesitantly.

“No.  Just a quick breather.  This one doesn’t want to be rushed.”

“The toy or your orgasm?”

“For the moment, they are one,” Vanessa answered, grinning.  Then she tilted the vibe parallel to the ground and eased it inch by precious inch up inside her, head lolling on her neck.

Dave’s breath was coming fast and ragged.  Watching Stephanie had been a dirty triumph, but he’d never felt a rush like this.  Seeing Vanessa work herself to a pleasure that only she knew how to achieve, all under the eager gaze of this other man, had set fire to Dave’s belly and loins. 

“Horizons broadened?” Maria asked him and he gave out a shaky sigh.

“Shall we?” she continued, and he heard her drawing the zipper of her coveralls down.

But he didn’t join her, not yet.  He didn’t want anything to distract him from his wife, who was picking up her pace so that the vibe was no longer exploring her insides but plundering them.  Her bicep flexed, her elbow cranked, and the mauve, buzzing toy went in and out, buried to the dial.  She was taking almost all seven inches, taking it hard, taking it at top speed, and it still wasn’t enough.  Her other hand finally joined in the fun, fingers flickering over her swollen clit in a self-conducted concerto.  And her body rocked back and forth, both feet still planted on the chair top, legs spread wide in holy benediction to her act.  “Oh, God,” she gasped.  “Oh, Walden, I’m gonna cum. Are you watching?”

He was most definitely watching, leaning hard enough into the table that it broke the fall of his lab coat and shirt alike.  But he still stuttered as he replied.  “Uh - yes, of course.”

“Good,” Vanessa insisted, and then her eyes clenched shut, her back arched sufficiently to lift her hips from the seat, to thrust toy and hands and pussy toward the man in front of her.  Her neck levered entirely over the seat back, gorgeous hair like a cascade of molten copper aimed at the floor.  “Oh God, oh fuck, oh God!” she prayed to the ceiling.

It was enough to put Maria over the edge.  She had been going at herself beside Dave, unnoticed, almost forgotten, but she growled out now, “Oh, fuck, that’s hot,” and she buckled forward, left hand inside her coveralls, down between her legs, right hand grasping Dave’s arm hard enough that her nails would leave a mark.  And then she was cumming too, cumming loud, trying to stifle it, all with her co-worker in her clutch.


Chapter Seven

Nine minutes later Maria and Dave were out of the observation room.  Activities were still progressing below.  Walden had produced another toy from his box, and though Vanessa had been offered a break, she had refused, going after the new toy no less zealously than she had The Tantalizer.

Dave and Maria hustled away from the red lit door, both of them flushed.  Dave didn’t even try concealing his erection until they heard others approaching around the corner, at which point he spun to look out a window, Maria tucked up tight to shield his situation.

“How you feeling?” she whispered to him as a pair of techs walked past behind Dave.

“Uncertain.  Turned on.  Weirded out.”

“I get both,” Maria assured him.  “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think your wife’s my new favourite.  I could watch her all day and still come back for more.”

“She’s still in there,” Dave reminded her.

“I know.  But the first rule of the observation room is to never outstay your welcome.  We need to be seen about the complex, and we need to be reachable.  Which reminds me...”  She switched back on her walkie, nodded to Dave to do the same.  “Don’t worry,” she reassured him.  “We’ll get back in there, even before they take their mid-session break.  But let’s split up and do a quick lap of the premises, say hello to a few co-workers.  Give it ten minutes and then maybe radio for me, too, so people can hear us chatting.”

“Won’t they hear us in the test chamber?  I don’t want my wife recognizing my voice.  Or my name.”

“You heard Walden - he’s turned off his walkie during the test, which is pretty standard protocol.  Nothing’s gonna kill a tester’s cum faster than hearing two janitors talk about urinal cakes.  But if you’re worried about it, key your walkie late.  Just make sure you get out the Maria part so I can answer, so we establish that we’re still out and about and doing our jobs.  And I’ll take it as a signal for us to reconvene here.”

On the first floor, in the Primary Testing Chamber, Vanessa was reclined even further in her wooden chair.  She was more flushed than either Dave or Maria, her entire body sheened with sweat, glistening dildo still clenched in her right hand, legs no longer spread like wings but thrown wide over each arm of the chair, feet dangling.  She looked like a tossed doll that had landed with a wanton ballerina’s grace.  Her breath was only beginning to slow.  She’d been testing for no more than twenty five minutes and had already given herself three orgasms.  She was going for the record, it seemed.

Walden was jotting down the single observation she had provided about the latest toy, and she stared at him as he did so, wishing she could get down on hands and knees to look below the table, certain he would be every inch as hard as when she’d caught him that first day.  When he glanced up she lowered her eyes, but she made no move to shift her position.  She left herself flung fuckably wide, letting him explore her body with his eyes if nothing else.  “Do you have any other thoughts?” he asked.

“Gimme a minute to consider.”

“Sure.”

She let her gaze wander around the room.  It lingered momentarily on the strange shape beneath the cloth again, then lifted to the mirror where, just like last time, the only thing she could really see was herself.  Every inch of herself, deliberately presented.

“You’re wondering if there are observers up there,” he said.

“I’m always wondering that.”

“You don’t seem...  concerned with the notion of being seen.”

“Not concerned,” she assured him, smiling.

“Interesting.”  He glanced to the mirror, tacked on, “There were last time.  The day you were on the Throne.  There were then.”

“Were then...” Vanessa repeated.  “Does that mean there aren’t now?”

“I’m not supposed to say.”

“I’m just going to operate under the assumption that there are, then.”

He considered this, asked, “Does it help or hinder you to assume that?”

“A little of both.  You want an unvarnished performance, and knowing who my audience is would get you that more easily.  You could just tell me.”

Walden nodded.  “I could tell you, if you really want.”

“Ha!” Vanessa grinned.  “That means there’s no one, then.  Because I know you’d get in trouble for telling me.”

“I would,” he agreed.

“Just you and me, then,” Vanessa said.

“And does that help or hinder?”

“Well...”  She winked at him.  “I’ve cum three times not knowing.  I guess we’ll just have to count how many times hereafter and do the math to get an answer.”

He chuckled, shook his head, and he looked in that moment of boyish good nature so handsome, so sexy, that it spawned in her more than lust.  It spawned something close to panic.  Dave flashed through her mind.  Dave going innocently about his job while she lolled nude and shiny in front of this man, her loins tingling with the urge to be more than just seen.  There was nothing but danger left here, and she knew it, she feared it.  But it did nothing to diminish that itch between her legs.  Or the heat in her belly that had her breath picking up again.  She asked, voice quavering, “How do you do this job?”

“What do you mean?”

“You...  are surrounded by sex all day.  Not just the concept of it, but people...  people acting out their fantasies in front of you, naked...  people cumming in front of you, making themselves do it again and again.  At your behest!  Doesn’t that...?  How do you do this job?”

“It affects me,” Walden acknowledged.  “I feel things...”

“But you’re here to do a job.”

“It is my job,” he agreed.  “But...”  He shrugged.

“Is there someone at home for you?” she asked him.  “To help with those feelings?”

“No,” he said.  “I mean, I date.  And I...”  He cocked his head at her, and he didn’t look precisely uncomfortable, but he did look cautious.  “This isn’t exactly a professional conversation...”

Vanessa shrugged.  She nodded to her own body, the way she was spread and pointed at him.  “I don’t have any secrets.  We don’t have to talk about it if you’re uncomfortable, I just...  I mean, this is basically water cooler chit chat around here, I guess.”

Again that chuckle and the innocent, little boy’s smile.  “I suppose.”  He sighed, then said, “I have sex, to answer your question.  Maybe not as often as I’d like, but I also...  I mean, I often have to...  recalibrate as needed.  When I get home.”

Now it was her turn to chuckle.  “That’s a big old euphemism.”

“I do what you do,” he agreed.  “Minus the toys.  Solves the problem, gets me reset for another day at the office.”

It was an intriguing image and Vanessa blushed and sat up, planting her feet on the ground.  She brought her knees together, concealing from him the fact that her juices were flowing anew, her privates plumping and reddening.  This conversation was certainly not going to get him an unvarnished performance; it had already canted the needle toward the “Must Cum Now” part of the dial.  She glanced once at the dildo in her hand said, “Not much more to say about this one.  I’ve had bigger, I’ve had smaller.  It’s not Goldilock’s bowl of porridge that was just right, it’s more the bowl that got the job done.”  She shrugged, acknowledged, “Twice.  Does it count against me if I don’t have deep feedback on every single toy we test?”

“No.  Scale of one to ten?”

“Six.”

“Twice on a six,” he grinned.  “Something was working for you.”

Her blush deepened and looking to change the subject she asked, “Can we try out what’s under the sheet now?”

He looked back over his shoulder again at it, said, “That was supposed to be for last-”

But she cut him off.  “I’m ready for something dynamic.”

He sighed, smiled and nodded.  “Lemme get us some water first.  Don’t want you dehydrating on me.”

Dave radioed to Maria from the first floor, ten minutes after they’d separated.  He did as she’d suggested, omitting his own name, so the call was, “-to Maria.”  When she responded with “Go for Maria,” he kept it as brief as possible.  “I’m heading to room 206.”  It was a lie, but he knew she’d take it simply as the call to reassemble.  And 206 was on their docket, so the broadcast would make sense to anyone who was listening.

After climbing, he waited in the long, second floor corridor with the red lit door for nearly five minutes.  He was beginning to wonder if she’d already gone in ahead of him, when Maria finally walked briskly around the corner.  She was grinning as he asked her what had taken her so long.

“That’s a surprise you’ll have to wait for.” 

The second floor was unnaturally quiet, and after a quick glance around the far corner, she motioned him into the room and hurried in behind him.  They’d turned the intercom off before they’d left and Maria handled the honours of getting that back on as he took up his standing position at the window.

Vanessa and Walden were both still below, his wife just as naked as when he’d left her.  She was sipping at a bottle of water, then placing it on the table as Walden wheeled over a rolling table covered in a drop cloth.  The shape beneath was irregular and both Dave and Maria eyed it speculatively as Walden pulled aside the wooden chair Vanessa had previously occupied and got the table up onto the mats in the chair’s former place.

“What is this?” Vanessa asked.  She was excited - she had yet to encounter anything Alstace had on offer that didn’t excite her - but she was also cautious.  They’d never taken pains to hide anything from her before, and she had no idea why they were doing so now.

Walden must have read it on her face.  As he locked the table’s wheels into place, he said, “I’ll show you.  But before I do, I want to be clear about why this was supposed to be saved for last, and further make it clear that its use is optional.  For some people what’s under this cloth would be a dream come true, but others might find it...  off-putting.  So if this isn’t for you, you tell me, and we wheel it aside, and just get back to testing the rest of today’s assignments.  Cool?”

“Okay, now I’m nervous.”

“No need.  It’s just another toy, though the most expensive one you’ve been exposed to yet.  We market a whole line of these to rave reviews, though this one’s a work in progress and by far the most advanced.”  He put his hand on the top edge of the sheet.  “Shall I?”

“Okay...”  She was grinning, though it was slipping, and she took a step back as she gave him a nod.

Dave expected him to whirl it aside with a flourish, like a magician revealing the assistant he’d just made reappear from nowhere.  But Walden took his edge and walked with it, folding the cloth over its own midpoint. 

What he revealed was a man.  A gorgeous man, laying on the table top, which was cushioned, like the surface of a divan.  Wide blue eyes, dark hair, stubble on the cheeks and chin, chiselled nude torso, stomach as muscled as that of the man he and Maria had watched earlier.  A man made in Vanessa’s mould, because if she was Eve, then Walden had just uncovered Adam.  Another perfect ten.

Vanessa gasped when she saw it and did more than take a step back.  She scampered away, almost tripping before steadying herself and recognizing what her husband hadn’t clued in to yet:  the man on the table wasn’t moving.  Because the man on the table wasn’t real.  Not that that was easy to tell, even at close range. 

“Holy shit,” Maria whispered beside Dave.  “I’ve never seen them test one of these before.  And if that’s the latest that’s...  the Adam 9000, I think it’s called?”

He looked her way, startled that the name mirrored the thought he’d just had.  “What the hell’s the Adam 9000?”

But it was Walden who answered, putting out a hand toward Vanessa, assuring her, “He’s not real.  He’s a doll.  But he’s top end.  Look.”  He bent below the far edge of the table, came back up with a remote control.  He pushed a button and by the way the sheet which was still draped over the doll’s lower stomach and legs reacted, all of them recognized what that had done.

“He’s fucking breathing!” Vanessa exclaimed.

“Yes.  And it’s adaptive.  So if you engage with him in...  physically significant ways, the breath rate will increase.  Also, here, touch...”  Walden gestured Vanessa over and she came hesitantly, but she did as he was doing, laying her hand on one of Adam’s well sculpted pecs.

“He’s warm!”

“Yep,” Walden agreed.  “That’s kept at a static 97.8 degrees Fahrenheit.  There are plans to later have that also adapt to activity, but the Adam 9000 is still in development.  There’s a whole host of features that haven’t been implemented yet, including the ability to sweat and to vocalize...  maybe.  It’s going to need a lot of testing over the course of the next year or two to find out which features enhance the experience, and which detract.  And which are simply too cost ineffective to make them worthwhile.”

“The skin feels almost real,” Vanessa observed.

“That was one of the foremost design goals.  Still room for improvement, but it’s our most lifelike yet.”

“And I’m supposed to...?”

“If you want,” Walden said.  “He’s...  you can investigate the rest of him and decide for yourself how or if you want to use him.  Is this going to be too weird?”

“I don’t know yet,” Vanessa answered right away.  “I’ve never...  I mean I’ve ridden dildos and such, even ones that are sculpted, you know...  accurately.  But...”

“Well, despite a projected twelve to twenty thousand dollar price tag, Adam is essentially a dildo.  He’s just got the rest of the body to go with it.”

“Jesus, he does have that,” Vanessa agreed, trailing one hand over the doll’s warm torso, shaking her head in disbelief at how lifelike it felt.  “He’s not going to move or anything, right?  He’s not-  this isn’t like a Westworld thing where I’m gonna regret-”

Walden laughed.  “No, he’s not an android.  He’s not going to move unless you move him.  That’s not even in the design specs.  Though he is poseable, so if you wanted him in a specific position, gravity allowing, he could hold that for you.”

Vanessa’s mind reeled.  How many times had she suctioned her Real Life Lover toy into the archway of her home and fucked it silly, pretending there was a real human standing behind her to which that dick was attached?  This would just be a variation of that, only she wouldn’t have to imagine the man to which the penis belonged.  Assuming it had a penis, of course...  She lifted the edge of the sheet and peeked beneath, and yes...  oh, yes...  Adam was equipped like any human male.  Well, maybe not like any - the doll’s penis was notably longer and thicker than that of most men, and that despite the fact that...  she peeked again.  “He’s not hard,” she noted.

“Adaptive, as well.”

“You mean, if I were to...”

“Manipulate it, it would react.  Alternatively, if you prefer, you can use the remote to just switch it on and leave it on.  It’s all customizable, you know?  You can indicate a sensitivity level to determine when or if it climaxes, and can decide if you want, you know, simulated...  um...  ejaculate...”

“Really?!”

“Not real, of course.  But organic.  Bio-degradable.  Edible, come to that.”

“Maybe turn that option off for now.”

“You’re the boss.”  Walden pressed a button.

Vanessa tilted her head and bit at her lip.  Could she really go through with this?  Again, in principle, no different than what she’d been doing for weeks, and at the end of the day, probably nowhere near the gamebreaker for her marriage that masturbating in front of another man might be, should her husband ever find out...  only it was different, because this thing wasn’t just a dildo - it looked like a man, it felt like a man, it even breathed like a man and...  well, if what Walden was saying was true, it could react like a man.  And she’d be riding it, riding Adam, in front of another real life, breathing man who, like Adam, wasn’t hard at the moment (she’d checked) but surely would be once she got pogoing up and down on Adam’s big cock.  All while her husband sat behind a desk in some office, entering code or fixing computers or whatever the hell it was he did...  all none the wiser.  Could she do it?

She took hold of the sheet and walked it down to the base of the cushioned table, let it drop to the floor.  She stepped back to admire Adam in all his glory.  Well muscled legs, an ass that seemed flexed, lifting the doll’s pelvis subtly toward the ceiling.  A thatch of trimmed pubic hair above his cock, and lightly covering his balls that...  she ran her hand through it.  “Jesus, even that feels real.”  She threw a glance again up to the mirror, behind which she was assured no one was around to watch her debase herself should she go ahead and fuck this simulacrum.

One of the someones who really was there said, “I think she’s gonna do it, Dave.  Are you cool with this?”

The day had already been sensory overload for Dave, and he felt like he was immersed in some erotic dream that may or may not have been a nightmare.  And now he was essentially going to see his wife fuck another man...  except, not really...?  He didn’t answer Maria, just shook his head, waiting to see what Vanessa did next.

Vanessa checked in with Walden:  “For sure.  There’s nobody up there for sure.”

“It’s just the three of us,” Walden promised, nodding toward Adam on the table.

Up in the observation room, Dave whispered, “He told her there’s no one up here.  What’s that mean?”

Maria shook her head.  “Maybe nothing...”

Vanessa, below, asked the question that Dave really wanted to ask:  “And what will you be doing while I deflower your newest sex doll?”

“What I always do.  Watching.  And recording my observations on my lap-”  He glanced back to the table, frowning, continued, “Recording my observations longhand I guess.”

Vanessa eyed him, a plan forming.  Was she going to do this?  Who was she kidding, of course she was!  Adam was a sex toy.  Potentially the greatest sex toy she’d ever get to play with, and since she was certain she wouldn’t be allowed to take him home to join her harem (and where the hell would she hide him anyway?), she sure as hell wasn’t missing the opportunity to climb aboard and find out just what it would feel like to fuck another man...  all while maintaining not just plausible deniability, but actual deniability, because Adam wasn’t real!  And she would do it in front of Walden, and it would be the greatest manifestation of her sexuality yet displayed.  And she would cum all the harder for his eyes on her, but there was room to play this one, there was room to take it further without going further.  She wasn’t even lying when she said, “I’m nervous.”

“It’s just another-”

“I know.  But I’m nervous.  And if you don’t need the laptop-”

“I can’t use the laptop.”

“Then you don’t need the table.  So if I’m going to do this, you hang on to the remote, in case I need anything adjusted, and I want you closer.  Pull up a chair where I can see you, and I can be sure there’s someone to intervene if this guy suddenly lurches to life.”  She wasn’t really concerned about that, but he always got to watch her, and just once she wanted to watch him.  Wanted visual confirmation that she was the woman she felt like she’d blossomed into, the whole woman, the fully sexual being that Alstace had finally given her access to.  She could get that confirmation from his reaction, and she could see that reaction in its purest physical manifestation if there wasn’t a table between them.

Walden laughed.  “He’s not going to spring to life.  Well, one part of him will, but the rest-”

“I’m serious.  I want a human beside me or I don’t do this.”

“Okay,” he said, and he maneuvered around the table toward the wooden chair she’d used earlier.

“That one’s going to be damp,” she warned.

“Right!”  He veered around the table on which his closed laptop still rested, retrieved pen and paper and the chair he’d used all day.  He brought them around and planted them a few feet away from the table on which Adam reclined.

“Closer,” Vanessa ordered, and he did as she’d asked.

“Any other orders from her majesty?” he asked, but he was grinning and it was clearly meant as a joke.

Not that she would have taken offense.  Those were magic words, reflecting back dozens of fantasies she’d treated herself to over the last many weeks.  She wanted to give him another command, to always refer to her that way.  Instead she shook her head, then lifted herself up onto Adam’s table.  It took a couple of tries and she finally chuckled, “This thing needs stirrups.  You can write that down.”

“Not so much a criticism of the product as the platform, but I’ll note it for next time.”

She got on her knees, looked down at the fabulously assembled man on the cushioned surface beside her.  There were no visible seams, no hint of plastic sheen to the skin.  In fact, the skin had legitimate pores, and around the eyes and the various joints it was even marred by tiny creases and intentional human imperfections.  She took one of his warm hands, held down the upper arm and flexed the rest at the elbow.  There was some resistance, as there would need to be to ensure Adam could hold a pose, but it worked as advertised, the hand remaining outstretched toward the ceiling when she released it.  She manipulated the fingers, noted the tiny whorls of fingerprints there.  Alstace really had thought of everything.  He wouldn’t move without her moving him, but she couldn’t help but imagine the dirty possibilities for those long fingers, and just how those hands might be used to enhance a fantasy.

“This is too real,” she muttered.

“Is that feedback?” Walden asked from his seat a few feet from the opposite long edge of Adam’s table.

“No.  Or...  maybe positive feedback.  Just thinking out loud.  Um...  you mentioned he would react if manipulated.  Is that...  Do I have to adjust his...?”

“The eventual plan is to include sensors throughout the body.  Right now you’ll find him responsive in all the major erogenous zones.”

“So...?”

Walden moved his hands in a way that almost mimicked the sign of the cross.  He touched his lips, touched his neck, ran a hand across his chest, then pointed down between his own legs.  “And the other side,” he added.

“Wow.  Okay, then...”  She took a deep breath.  “I’m going to try this.”


Chapter Eight

Up in the observation room, Dave’s breath had picked up to match his wife’s.  It was the sight of her there, naked, one hand resting on the torso of this impeccable man.  From his vantage the illusion the doll presented was even fuller than it was from Vanessa’s.  Adam stared straight at the ceiling, and beyond his breath, he didn’t move.  But there was nothing otherwise to dissuade Dave that his wife was about to fuck another man in front of him.  The emotions he was experiencing were confusing.  An emulsion of jealousy and fear combined with a ferocious lust that felt like it was eating him alive from the core outward.  When Vanessa threw one leg over Adam, not sinking onto his pelvis, but straddling his stomach, Dave’s jaw slacked open.

“Steady on, chief,” Maria said beside him.  “We all still good?”

“I think so,” Dave murmured.

Maria leaned forward, nodded, said, “You’re reacting in the ways I like to see.  So, let me remind you that we can’t stay in here forever.  I can’t imagine you don’t need some release by now.  I know I’m good to go again.”

Dave nodded, and he took the tab of his coverall zipper, drawing it downward.

“And because this is a special occasion,” Maria went on, “I got you something.”

He glanced her way as she pulled from her pocket a plastic encased sex toy.  It was the same style as what they’d seen the bearded gentleman using that morning:  a transparent hollow tube made of soft silicone, with gentle swells and contours on the interior.  She had removed the advertising from the package to let her carry it concealed, but it was still buttoned up in its case.  Not literally the toy the other man had used, then, but a product she’d either bought or stolen, otherwise destined for store shelf.  She drew a bottle of lube from her other pocket.

Dave shook his head.  “I don’t need it.”

“How many toys does your wife have at home?” Maria demanded.

“I’ve lost count.”

“And she sure seems to enjoy them.  Don’t you want to know, at least?  What we design here?  Get some small sense of what she experiences?  Of what she’s about to experience?”

“I’d feel self-conscious,” Dave confided.  “Jerking off with that thing in front of you.”

“Oh, I’m not suggesting you operate it.”

Vanessa glanced once at Walden, sitting near at hand, pen held to paper.  She could see his lap, exactly as planned.  Not hard yet, but she really hadn’t gotten going, had she? 

She bent in close to Adam’s face.  The unblinking eyes were a little unnerving, but they were undeniably gorgeous.  Sea blue, with realistic irises.  “Can he blink?” she asked Walden, but she was only half paying attention to his answer.  Her hands were busy tracing the contours of Adam’s chest, weaving through the fine hair, seeking out the nipples that...  yes, like everything else, felt completely real.

“Ultimately, yes.  Right now, no.  Though you can close the eyes, if you want.”

“No, they’re pretty,” Vanessa breathed.  She kissed Adam’s lips, marvelled at the fact that there was actual breath coming from both his mouth and nose.  And that it was warm.  Unscented, which was perhaps the only unrealistic thing about that, but all in all, not the wrong choice.  The lips were soft, even slightly moist, though Adam obviously made no attempt to kiss her back.  His breath did hold for the moment her lips were locked with his.  Amazingly lifelike, but not alive.  As incapable of love as all her other sex toys.

Vanessa was used to improvising her fantasies around the realities of her environment.  To account for the fact that her suctioned dildos never thrust back at her, she had invented the scenario of various men tied behind a wall, only their cocks protruding for her enjoyment.  She had more than once envisioned herself a queen, ordering royal subjects to her chambers where she could use them however she wished.  It took only a slight embellishment now to make Adam into the perfect embodiment of those fantasies.  She was not just a queen, but a sorcerous one, who had literally spellbound this young man.  He couldn’t move, but he could still experience everything she was doing to him.  He would enjoy it as all of them did, and would be left with only the burning memory once he was returned to his life as...  a blacksmith...  that fit the bill for his physique.  Vanessa pulled back from the kiss, glanced behind her at Adam’s long, thick penis.  It wasn’t standing on end yet, but it may have reacted to her touch and to her kiss.  It seemed plumper than she remembered. 

Emboldened by the fantasy, she climbed backwards, enjoying the play of his pubic hair against her engorged clit.  She pushed further, till her waist was over his ankles, her face above what looked to all the world like a prime example of manhood.  She cast one look Walden’s way...  and had he reacted, too?  Plumper down below the waist...?  Maybe, maybe not.  She wanted absolute confirmation of how much he enjoyed her performance.  Wanted to see the spear shaft of his dick swelling his trouser leg.  He’d get there.  She rested her face on Adam’s thigh, traced one hand up the other leg.

“She hasn’t cheated on me,” Dave told Maria.  “I’m not going to cheat on her.”

“My God, Dave, I’ve gotten that message loud and clear.  That’s why I brought the toy.  I promise, I won’t lay a hand on you.  I’ll have one hand on the toy, and the other will be busy with my own body.  No more contact between you and me than there has ever been.  And, I mean, look what she’s doing.”

Below, Vanessa’s hand had finished its journey up Adam’s leg.  She toyed again with his pubic hair before running a single finger down the length of his penis.  All with her head canted to the side, soaking in the sight, up close and personal.

“She’s enjoying the fantasy of fucking another man,” Maria insisted.  “And that’s what I’m offering you.  The fantasy.  I won’t touch you, you won’t touch me, but at least you won’t have go through the tell-tale motions that say, hey, penis, it’s just me again.  Take the fantasy.  And let me enjoy the fantasy that I have a partner up here.  It’s been a really long time since I’ve gotten to do more than just watch from the outside in.”

He looked skeptically at her.

“I’m going to get it ready,” Maria said, prying the packaging open.  “And I’ll have it on hand if you decide this is something that interests you as much as it interests me.  In the meantime, you just watch your wife.  You watch what she does with that doll.  You watch what she does to it.  And you decide if there’s really anything so different between her actions and what I’m offering.”

Adam’s penis felt completely real to the touch.  Warm and soft.  Vanessa fit her small hand to it, enwrapped it in all her fingers, and Walden had been right - this thing was reacting.  She didn’t know what she’d been expecting...  something mechanical, something cheap.  Maybe some rigid body rising behind the silicone facade of the cock to force it into an upright position.  But no, this thing was behaving like a real penis.  It was swelling in her hand, not all at once but in push after push, as if it was filling on each pulse with fluid.  She released it, then let her fingers tickle at the underside, watching it climb, entertained that she was making it climb, half of her mind lost in the fantasy of manipulating this ensnared young blacksmith, half marvelling at technology that made her other sex toys seem like wooden dowels.  And holy shit, even the scrotum was reacting properly.  It had been hanging like a pendulous sack, but the skin around it now was wrinkling, the balls drawing up tighter to Adam’s body, and before she could miss her opportunity she cupped it in one hand, getting a sense of the weight and shape and feel of those balls.  A strapping man, bigger than she’d ever had in her hand before, but a completely convincing illusion.

As his cock climbed past the half way point, easily five and a half inches and still growing, she raised it away from his body, leaned in and kissed it.  Did it taste real?  No.  She recognized the sanitized taste as similar to what she’d get when she fellated her other faux lovers at home.  But that didn’t detract, if only because she was still quite in lust with those lovers. She kissed her way all the way up his shaft, thrilling to the way it was expanding in her hand, the way it was growing more turgid, the way even the cock head was deepening, oh so slightly, in colour.  She finished with a last kiss at the tip, then opened her mouth and tried to push him to the back her throat.  She could get the first four inches inside, but that was it.  He hadn’t grown to the size of Kong, her most mammoth dildo back home, but he was a lot bigger than Dave, bigger than Real Life Lover.  She leaned back, taking in the full measure of Adam’s now erect penis, still stroking it in her right hand, even as her left stole in to toy with her swollen clit.  Her fingers couldn’t even get all the way around him, and when she finally released his dick, just to see where it fell, the tip touched down at the top of his belly button.  He might have been seven inches in length, a little wider around than her wrist.

She glanced toward Walden, and while he still had pen to paper, he wasn’t writing.  Of course, that’s not what she was interested in finding out.  A quick drop of her gaze, and under the glaring overhead fluorescents there was no denying it.  The right leg of Walden’s khakis housed more than just his leg at this point.  She could see the enormous line of his straining penis, even the clear contours of his cock head, halfway down his thigh.  He looked similar in length and girth to Adam, and she could barely restrain herself from asking him to take it out.  She wanted to see it, and even in that thought she was deceiving herself again, because she wanted to do much more with it than that.  Instead of issuing the command, she grunted, “Oh, God, I need to fuck.”  And she crawled forward over Adam’s body again, stationing her desperately soaked pussy over his pelvis.

By now Dave had his coveralls not just undone, but cast off of his shoulders.  His underwear was dropped, his five and a half inch dick pointed at the window, twitching subtly with his pulse, already drooling pre-cum though he’d yet to take himself in hand.  Maria was beside him, grinning, lubed up sex toy in one hand, the other popping the clasp on her bra through the open front of her coveralls.  Her gaze alternated between Dave’s cute dick and his ultra-hot wife below. 

“She’s going to fuck him,” Maria said.  “Adam 9000, I mean.  She just said it, and you can see the lust craze in her eyes from here.  She’s gonna bang that doll so hard she may just spring it to life through force of will.  And you’re going to watch.  So how about it?  Can I do this for you?  Can I make this extra special for both of us?”

He looked at her, fully intending to say no.  But Vanessa below had taken Adam’s long, handsome cock in hand again, was trying to fit it into her cunt.  She had to plant one foot on the cushioned surface of the table and lift her hips to give herself clearance to get just the tip inside.  After that she was slowly lowering herself onto the penis, head craned backward so that Dave could see her gorgeous face.  Her eyes were closed, so Dave didn’t see the promised lust craze there, but her lips were quivering, her jaw juddering as she inched down on the huge silicone cock.  And any will Dave had to resist was gone.

He nodded to Maria and she smiled.

Vanessa couldn’t fit the whole of Adam inside of her on the first maneuver.  She had to raise herself again, and then inch her way downward till her inner thighs contacted Adam’s pelvis, barring further descent.  There was still an inch of penis outside of her, but it would do, it was more than enough, and now she was picking up speed and confidence, pushing off his chest, raising her hips, coming back down again, filled wall to wall with hot cock.  She paused only once, to ensure she got the full experience of the doll.  She raised both his arms, fitting her tiny tits into Adam’s big palms.  Then she folded his fingers just enough that it could complete the illusion that he was manhandling her while she rode him.  The brush of warm flesh over her nipples as she picked up speed again was intense, and when her eyes dropped once more to Walden’s lap, to his urgent and obvious need, her own will cracked as readily as her husband’s had.

“Do you need to recalibrate?” she asked him on a shaking breath.

His eyebrows raised.

In the observation lounge Maria had gotten down on her knees in front of Dave.  She was careful to keep her promise as she fit the toy to his cock head, easing it as gently onto him as Vanessa had onto Adam.  She used both hands at first, face right up to his dick, as attentive as a scrutinizing jeweller.  But when it was fit to him, and the lube had done its job, and the toy could slip back and forth along his length as easily as a real vagina, she stuffed her left hand between her legs and started her own journey toward release.

He looked down at her, and while most of his lust was still reserved for what his wife was doing below, seeing Maria’s gorgeous face level with his dick, seeing what she was doing both to him and to herself, there was a moment where he could have taken it further.  He wanted to tell her to cast the toy aside, to take him in her mouth, or to plant her hands on the window so he could fuck her from behind.

Maria saw it.  “You just watch your wife,” she told him.  “And I’ll watch you.  And together we’ll both get what we need.”

So Dave said nothing, but turned his eyes on Vanessa again.

“Recalibrate?  Yeah, I’m kind of there,” Walden admitted.  “But I’m certainly not supposed to.”

“There’s nobody watching,” Vanessa reminded him.  “No reason you should have to suffer.  Besides, it’s not fair that you’re the only one who gets to watch.”

“Are you sure?”

Vanessa nodded eagerly, her thrusting tempo increasing.

Walden put the pad and pen on the ground, then stood up.  He undid his belt, and lowered his zipper.

In the observation lounge, Dave gasped, “He’s taking his cock out.”

“Then brace yourself,” Maria answered, still pumping his dick inside the transparent sleeve.  “He’s big.”

There was no way Walden could retract his dick to fit it through the gap in the front of his pants, so he did what Dave had done, shoving his clothing down past his knees. 

It was the only moment when Vanessa’s new stride faltered.

Walden’s dick was at least as big as Adam’s, maybe bigger.  It was fully extended, his balls drawn up tight like Adam’s.  Standing as he was, the weight of his penis wouldn’t allow it to point skyward.  Instead, it held at around a forty degree angle, pointing straight at Vanessa, close enough that she could have leaned over and taken it in hand.

The alarms inside her were screaming again, just as they had when she’d first disrobed in this room.  Her first time naked in front of a man other than her husband.  She’d left that particular red line in the dust, had fucked multiple sex toys, was fucking a sex toy in front of this guy.  And a most realistic sex toy at that.  But this too was a new red line, in front of her only for a moment as Walden’s pants came down, then well into the rearview mirror.  She was not only in a room with a naked man other than Dave for the first time since they’d started dating.  She had requested it.  And she was so goddamned tempted to tell Walden to bring his epic penis to her, where she could fit her fist around it, where she could bring it to her mouth, where she could hop off Adam and climb aboard the Walden double decker.  Or order him onto the platform, so that she could take two dicks at once, Adam below, Walden behind.

She forced herself into motion on Adam’s dick again, cutting off the words before she could say them, trying to force feed the hunger inside her.

Walden fit not one but both hands to his giant dick, tugging himself in her direction, all while eyeing the rise and fall of her hips.  She stared at his penis while he milked it.

“Do you want more?” he asked, and he took a single step toward her.

Yes, Goddamn it, hold me the fuck down and plough me with that giant thing.  Let me experience everything I missed out on in college!  Let me know what it’s like to cum with at least one other man inside me!  Let me feel you buck and thrust and shoot off in my cunt, in my ass, while I explode all around you and know that I did that to you and you did this to me, and let’s burn away every insecurity I ever had at being frigid, right here and right now on this mattressed floor! 

“I’m married,” is what she said, and it wasn’t regret that flooded her at those words, but a moment’s disbelief followed by a profound, aching relief.  It didn’t stop her need any, though.

“Okay,” is all Walden answered, and he went on masturbating.

She watched him do what he was doing, and her tempo picked up still further.  Had Adam been real, she might have hurt him.  She gasped out to Walden, “You said this thing can cum?”

“Yeah.”

“Turn it back on.”

The remote was in his pocket and he fumbled it out, hitting a button, then dropping it to the floor and resuming his two handed warrior’s grip on his cock. 

Vanessa thrust and bounced and groaned.  Had she not already cum three times, she would have already been launching over that cliff again.  She wanted to hold out, though, wanted to feel the blacksmith squirt inside her.  Wanted that much of the fantasy realized, at least.  But she was losing this battle, her orgasm was coming, and it was going to be a big one. 

She was debating whether she should hold off, or ask if there was a way that Walden could remote trigger it, when she felt the change in Adam’s cock.  Stiff as it was, it went stiffer, evident even as her insides continued their high speed slide and pound atop it.  Just in the nick of time, because her own orgasm was at the door, not bothering with knocking, not even striding in, but booting the thing off her hinges.  Adam’s long cock began to spasm, and then she felt it, unmistakably.  Hot cum flooding her cunt.

“Oh!” she grunted.

It was Walden’s cue, and while he never laid a hand on her, he took a final step toward her.  And then the cum was spraying out of him, too, painting her shoulder, painting her cheek, painting Adam’s forearm, sneaking past to spatter one of her nipples.

Vanessa collapsed forward, Adam’s hands splaying to either side of her.  She gripped Adam’s shoulders, unable to further vocalize her cum, just gasping.  Her eyes were clenched shut, her own pelvis pinned against the doll’s, supporting herself more on the lower reach of her thighs than the tops of her knees.  Her feet and lower legs twirled at the air, casting a more powerful spell than her sorcerous queen ever could have.

In the observation lounge, Dave fired off at the same time.  He glanced down on instinct, even as one hand shot out for support on the window.  Maria had pushed the sleeve down as far as it could go, his cock head protruding out the other end.  Her hand was still dancing between her legs, and her mouth was open to receive the jet of his cum.  He saw the spasm of her orgasm grab her immediately after the first bolt of semen hit the roof of her mouth.  She was smiling and cumming and swallowing all at once till his orgasm died to a trickle.

And not once did she touch him.


Chapter Nine

All four people were coming down from the heights of their climaxes, the doll’s dick not yet even starting to shrink, when the blast of radio chatter sounded from Dave’s walkie. 

“Julia Wells to David Holland,” it said.

Maria jolted so hard her back hit the wall beneath the window, and Dave’s head slammed to the side, looking not at the walkie but down into the test chamber.  He thought he saw Vanessa and Walden react, their heads cocking slightly in the direction of the mirror-window, but both of them were still too orgasm-drugged to muster the strength for more.  Most importantly, neither turned towards Walden’s walkie, still on the table, so it must have been turned off.  Perhaps they’d been reacting to the sound of Maria’s impact.

“Julia Wells to David Holland,” the walkie squawked again.

“Turn it off!” Maria hissed at Dave, eyes wild. 

He stumbled toward it with his clothes down around his ankles, coming down hard on his knees, crawling the final two feet to reach it and turn the dial.  He turned panicked eyes back on Maria.  The first rule of the observation room may have been to never outstay your welcome, but the second, as Dave well knew, was to turn off your walkie before entering.  The room was allegedly sound proofed, but all it would have taken was one keen eared person passing in the hall, and a volume dial cranked a smidge too high, and their time in the observation room - their time at Alstace altogether - would have ended in disgrace.  “What do I do?” he demanded.

“You have to answer her!” Maria insisted.  “Get out of here and answer her, fast!  I’ll clean up!”

He nodded and got to his feet, scrambling his underwear and coveralls back up, not even bothering to wipe the semen still drooling from his tip.  He pushed through the inner door, putting his ear to the outer before cracking it and listening again.  Hearing nothing, he stepped out into the hall, marched quickly away from the red lit door, and cranked his radio back on.

“- to David Holland,” the voice on the walkie was saying again, sounding more than a little annoyed by now.

He keyed the transmit button, said in a breathier voice than he’d have liked, “Go for David.”

“Could you come by my office immediately?  I need to talk to you.”

His face drained of colour but he started for the stairs at a quick clip.

In the test chamber Vanessa forced herself back to her knees, then edged forward on her palms till Adam’s penis fell out of her with a splat.  She glanced between her legs, saw perfect replica semen running from inside her, beading on the close hairs, moistening her inner thighs.  Not real, she knew, but utterly convincing.  And as the wave of her orgasm disappeared into the distance and she settled into its wake, the caution she’d felt earlier came back to her, redoubled.  Was it just another red line when you looked between your legs and found yourself dripping with semen?  When a man with a long and now hanging dick shuffled over with a box of tissues to mop not just that up, but the sperm that had spattered the rest of your body?  Even your face?  Sperm which in that case was real?  At the height of her orgasm she’d felt a desire to strain her tongue to her cheek, to find out what Walden tasted like.  But now...?

There was still lust in her.  Vanessa had more than a decade of backlogged orgasms to catch up on, and through Alstace she’d discovered something inside herself she’d been missing her entire life.  She couldn’t imagine that even as an old maid there would be an hour that passed where her carnality didn’t promise in low and whispering tones that she could achieve true happiness with a little attention between her legs.  It would never stop trying to convince her that over the next perverse hill was everything she’d ever dreamed of.  Or given up dreaming of.  If only she had the courage to crest it.  It was cunning, she’d come to realize.  And it was willing to lie to get it what it wanted. 

But was she?

She climbed down off Adam’s table, still swiping away the cum on her face, no longer feeling even a vague urge to taste it. 

“How was that?” Walden asked, as he rebuckled his pants.

“Good,” she answered perfunctorily.

“Good?  Twenty thousand dollars worth of tech between your legs and all you’ve got is good?”

“Still looking for words,” she answered, and that wasn’t precisely untrue.

“Okay,” he replied.  “Let’s sit down for a second, collect your thoughts while they’re fresh, and when we’re done that we should be due for a break anyway.  Sound good?”

She nodded, but her only thought at the moment was how she was ever going to tell her husband what she’d done here today.

It was the first time anyone besides Maria had radioed directly for Dave since he’d started here, and given what he’d been doing as Ms. Wells had called, he couldn’t help but feel apprehensive about what he was walking into.  She hadn’t asked for Maria, though, just him.  If he was about to be fired for peeping, shouldn’t his co-worker’s head have been on the block, as well?

He knew the location and layout of Julia’s office from the rare occasions he’d been asked to clean it.  He nodded to the lovely young receptionist who stood at his approach.

“Ms. Wells is waiting for you,” she said, and before the receptionist had even had a chance to notify her boss, Julia’s office door opened.

Julia Wells was an attractive woman of about Dave’s own age, with short, brown, cropped hair.  She wore a pair of slacks and a buttoned down, striped shirt.  She looked concerned as she nodded to him, gesturing inside her office and saying, “Come in, Mister Holland.”

She brushed past a tall, potted plant, sat behind her oaken desk, pointed to the chair opposite hers.  “Take a seat.”

He did so, and the sunlight coming through the window behind her caught him in the face, causing him to squint.  He almost laughed - it was too much like a set up from some old cop show, bright light shining in the face of the perp before they bombarded him with questions.  He wondered if he should even hear her out, or get up and leave before the true beratement could begin.  He might have, if it weren’t for one thing that clamored in his brain:  she didn’t ask me to close the door.  Would she fire him, especially over so sensitive a matter, while her receptionist sat feet away, listening?

“Mister Holland,” she began, and he leaned toward her, which at least got the sun out of his eyes.  “When you applied here, you were looking for something in I.T., is that correct?”

“Um...”  Not the opening he’d been expecting.  “Yes.”

“I’ve pulled your résumé and can see you have extensive experience in that field.  I apologize again that we lacked an opening when you approached us, but I wonder if you might be able to help us out today.  We’re in rather a bind.”

“I...  I can try.”

“Good.  Midnight last night saw an update of all of our computer systems and something was overlooked...  I’m not the person to ask what.  All I know is that we’ve been having trouble with our systems all day, ranging from the simply irritating - slow response times and the like - to the catastrophic - evident system wipes and boot failures.  Fiscally speaking, it’s far more important that the assembly lines keep running than that R&D progress.  We can fall behind in research a single day and recover, but a day of lost production could cost millions.  For that reason, all of our I.T. department has been shunted to Manufacturing to help them out.  A good chunk of our research staff has been sent home for the day, too.  You may have noticed the halls seeming emptier than usual.”

Dave cast his mind back to that group of technicians that had blocked him from getting to the start of his wife’s session and thought, No, I didn’t notice that.  Still, he and Maria had been in and out of the observation room three times today without problem, so maybe he had this system crash to thank.

“Which brings me to you.  I know you’re unfamiliar with our systems, and so please don’t feel any pressure to work a miracle.  But those few staff we still have here today are complaining of computer issues and I wonder if you might take a look, starting with our primary testing lab.”

Dave’s mouth dropped open.  The primary testing lab was where his wife was, even now, presumably.  Show up there and the gig was up.  She’d know he worked here.  She’d know he knew she worked here.

Julia squinted at him.  “You would be compensated, of course.  I recognize this isn’t within your current job description, so we could work out a bonus of some sort.  Time is slightly pressing - they’re due for a break in that lab right around now, which means this is really the only time I can get you in there.  But we can work out a contractor’s fee in more detail afterwards if that’s not too...”

“Um,” Dave said, shaking his head.

“...And depending on how things go, maybe even look at other opportunities for you here...?” Julia went on, trying her best to bait the hook with something he might bite at.

Still Dave hesitated.  And why?  Why was he so hellbent on hiding this all from Vanessa further?  Initially, he’d been ashamed about finding employment outside his chosen field, but he was being offered the opportunity to rectify that, at least in the short term and maybe longer.  He’d been ashamed to be working for a sex toy manufacturer, but so was Vanessa!  He’d wanted to find out how far she would go behind his back, but hadn’t he discovered that today?  She’d told Walden she was married.  She’d backed him off.  She’d gone no further than Dave had with Maria, really.  How many times had he wondered how to broach the subject, how to end the masquerade of perpetual lies that both he and his wife were lost in?  Walking into the test lab, right now...  for better or for worse, that would do it.

“I thought it might be an opportunity that interested you.”

“It is,” Dave finally said.  “I’m...  I’d be happy to help.”

Julia beamed.  “Excellent.  I’ll notify the test lab that you’re coming.”  She picked up the walkie from the edge of her desk, keyed the transmitter.  “Julia to Walden.”

“He turned his walkie off,” Dave said instinctively, and then inwardly flinched. 

“Right...”  Julia cocked her head at him.  “How do you know that?”

His brain scrambled before the obvious truth dropped in his lap.  “I heard your earlier discussion over the radio.”

“Of course,” Julia smiled.  “I’ll have to call.”

She picked up her phone.

Vanessa had relayed to Walden everything she could think of on the topic of Adam 9000.  It was hard to mask the tempest raging inside her - the shame, the fear, the confusion - but even through it all, her feedback was mostly positive.  At the end of the day, the thing had made her cum, and cum hard.  Granted, circumstances and company had contributed to that, but for the single woman with the means to afford it?  It would be amazing to come home from work to a guaranteed fuck every night, and most specifically to an unaging lover with movie star looks, whose cock could be made to perform in precisely the way one pleased.  If she wasn’t so worried about her marriage she’d have probably asked for another go after the break.

She delivered her feedback nude, as she was used to doing, but for the first time she felt an urge to cover up.  She was relieved as Walden hung up the red phone that resided on a far wall and approached her, saying, “That was Julia.  They’re sending an I.T. guy down, so hopefully I can get your thoughts properly entered while I can still read my handwriting.  Which means you should probably get dressed...  I know you don’t have a problem being seen, but we could both get in a lot of trouble for flashing other workers, you know?”

She managed a small smile and went for the cubbies where her clothing was stacked.  She pulled on her pretty lace panties without checking for Walden’s reaction, replaced her bra, her jeans, her blouse.  She had just started to button that up when the knock came at the door.

Walden went for it after a quick glance to ensure she was decent.  “Hey,” he said from behind her and across the room.  “Thanks for coming, it’s the laptop.”

She glanced over her shoulder.

She froze.

It was her husband walking in with Walden.  He was dressed in a set of blue coveralls, his hands tucked into his pockets.  His eyes met hers, held for a second, then dropped.  He followed Walden to the table on which the closed computer rested.  His gaze toured the room, picking out everything but her, lingering especially on Adam’s still exposed nude form.  The doll’s penis had retracted to unexcited levels, but he hadn’t been cleaned yet.  He was still dotted around the pelvic region with residual semen.  His own.  And possibly Walden’s.

The air, despite the test lab’s size, carried a hint of sex:  her own vaginal secretions, which had been flowing non-stop for the last hour, and the slight chlorine scent of sperm.  She didn’t know if that last bit could be attributed to the man who ran the test labs or to the doll.  She wouldn’t put it past Alstace to lend the artificial spunk as much verisimilitude as they could.

Dave had taken a seat beside Walden, was nodding and listening to the man explain his problem, but his eyes lifted once more to hers.  And this time they held.  There was worry in them.  There was sadness in them.  There was...  she didn’t want to guess what else.

She hadn’t moved since she’d spotted him, but she turned away now as she tried to get her blouse buttoned all the way up.  If she’d thought her hands had trembled violently on her first day in here, when she’d tried to remove the shirt, it was nothing to what was happening now.  When she finally had it secured, she took a deep breath and forced herself to turn around.

His eyes were no longer on her.  He was prying at the side of the computer, performing whatever I.T. work he’d been hired for.  Apparently Dave worked for Alstace, too.

Walden threw her a smile, though.  “This may take a bit.  We’re supposed to be on fifteen, but should we make it twenty?  You don’t have to wait around here while we get this back up and running.  You can grab a bite if you want.  You know where the cafeteria is?”

Dave glanced up at that, waiting for her reaction.  She nodded.  Tiny, terrified nod.  She tried to force a smile at her husband, but it was every bit as small.  A lost smile, afraid to come out of hiding.

He returned it.  A perfect mirror.

She went to the cafeteria, took a seat at a table.  She didn’t order anything.  She doubted she could have kept it down.  She ran out the clock and went back exactly at the twenty minute mark. 

Dave was gone. 

Walden was transcribing his notes into his now apparently functioning laptop.  “Just another two minutes,” he said.

“Actually,” Vanessa told him, “I’m not feeling all that well.  Is it possible we could call it for the day?”

“Um...”  He nodded, squinted, cocked his head.  “Just to confirm...  not feeling well physically, or...  did I overstep...?”

She shook her head.  “I asked you to do what you did.  I overstepped.  But honestly, I’m just feeling a little nauseous.”

“Okay,” Walden acknowledged.  “Yeah, if you’re not feeling it then there’s no point in continuing, for sure.  And honestly, I think they cancelled all the other testers for the day.  This computer crap’s messing everything up.  Nobody’s going to bat an eye if we call it here, especially since we got the big ticket item out of the way.”

She nodded.

She went home.


Chapter Ten

Dave couldn’t follow suit, since he’d been tasked with getting a large number of computers back up and running.  Some needed the most basic of fix, resetting them with a boot disk he’d been shown in the I.T. office.  Others would’t respond even thereafter, because something in the update had scrambled the CMOS settings.  For those he had to pop the battery before even starting.  Easy if you’d encountered the problem before, a nightmare if you hadn’t.  He wasn’t granted access to any of the more sensitive research, which kept some computers off limits, but Julia was overjoyed with his efforts.  Apparently things had not gone as smoothly at the Manufacturing plant, despite a much larger team at work.

“I cannot begin to express my gratitude,” Julia told him.  “We can sit down right now and draw up a retro-active contract for this extra work today.  And if you’d like, also discuss having you reapply to a position in the I.T. department.”

It had been several hours since Vanessa had left, and technically Dave was already into overtime.  “Actually, would it be okay if we ironed that out tomorrow or something?  My wife isn’t feeling well, and I’d really like to get home to her.”

“A lot of that going around,” Julia acknowledged.  “We can talk tomorrow.  And I hope she feels better.”

Vanessa heard his key in the lock and looked up from her seat on the couch. 

She had cried when she’d gotten home, all the harder when he hadn’t shown up behind her.  Her mascara had dropped contrails down her cheeks, but she’d scrubbed them away by now.  Her eyes were still slightly red, but the sniffles had stopped, and she was glad of that.  She was ashamed and she was terrified.  But she was also prepared to take responsibility for what she had done.  It was the least she could do.

He came in wearing the same hesitancy on his face as she had on hers.  He had changed from his workplace uniform, as always.  He shut the door behind him, stood in the entry.

They eyed each other in silence for a long moment.

“I guess we need to talk,” he finally said.

“Yes.”

He pried off his shoes, stepped further into the room.  As his view broached the love seat opposite their couch, he saw that she had laid out something - many somethings - on the coffee table between.  He recognized the shoe box that was usually kept hidden beneath her dresser.  It was open, and the photos had been pulled away to ensure the other contents were on display.  There were several sex toys on the table he’d never seen before co-mingling with those few he had photographed prior.  There was a white plastic bag with one enormous shape inside, and he knew right away that that was Kong.  She was keeping it hidden for his sake, he was sure.  So the opening moments of their conversation wouldn’t have to be held over this ludicrous and intimidating phallus.

He eased himself into the love seat, a small lake of dildos and vibrators between them.

She took a deep, shuddering breath.  “I’m sorry,” is what she said, but he held his hand up, shook his head.  She started to cry again, taking the motion for dismissal, for a complete shut down of the discussion before it could begin, and he leaned toward her, shaking his head even more emphatically.

“No, no, wait.  Vanessa.  Please...  I’m not...  we do need to talk.  We’ve been keeping secrets, both of us, and...  I think we both know that can’t go on.  But you don’t have all the facts yet.”

“Neither do you,” she said.

“I have more than you think.”

He told her about his initial interview, how embarrassed he’d felt to be working so completely without his field, and at a place like Alstace to boot.  And he told her about the day he’d spotted her in the parking lot as she’d left the R&D labs, the day he’d unknowingly scrubbed her freshly used toys before they’d been packaged up and sent home with her.  The day he’d found out what the remote she kept hidden in the open on the kitchen table controlled.  The day he’d found her shoe box hidden beneath her dresser.

“You scrubbed...?” she said cautiously.  “So you handled...?”

He cracked a half-grin and unwrapped Kong, laying the monstrous twelve inch dildo on the table.

Vanessa blushed and hid her face.  “Why didn’t you say anything?” she finally got out.  “You even knew I was lying about the remote control.”

“I knew,” he admitted.  “Not at first, but...  yeah, eventually.  And I didn’t know how I felt.  I was...  scared, partly, that you were hiding so much from me.  We didn’t used to do that.”

“No.”

“I was turned on partly.  I mean, the night I found them, we still made love...  do you remember that night?”

She smiled gently.  “I do.  That was the last time we made love, if I’m remembering correctly.”

“Yeah.  So...  I didn’t yet know what it meant that you were working at the labs themselves.  I suspected you were, and later I got confirmation.  But I didn’t know what that meant for us...”

“I wish you had said something.”

“I couldn’t,” he told her.  “I couldn’t talk to you about it, because it would have meant...  it would have meant I had to...”  He tried to go on, couldn’t.  His face cracked and now he was crying, silently, fighting to regain control.

She got half from her seat, reached out for him on instinct.  But she was still assuming she was the source of his pain, so she sank back down again.

His breath hitched and his lip trembled, but he gripped himself internally, forced himself to get out, “It would have meant I had to tell you about what I was doing.  Because you’re not the only one who had secrets at Alstace.”

“You were working there, I know,” she said.  “A janitor, I know, and that’s nothing to be embarrassed about-”

“You don’t know,” he corrected her, and now he forced the tears to stop.  It took supreme effort, and he had to swallow several times to completely stem the flow, but he did it for the same reason she had before he’d gotten home.  He owed her the truth.  And any remorse he felt for his actions was for him alone to bear.  “You don’t know about Maria.”

It was the first time either of them had brought up another party.  She didn’t know how much he’d intuited about what had transpired in the test lab, with Walden, with Adam 9000, but he wasn’t stupid - he must have at least had guesswork.  But Maria...  this name was just a mystery from nowhere.  She sank further back in her seat and said the only thing she could think of:  “No, I don’t.”

“And you have to.  So...”  He continued his story, incorporating his co-worker.  Meeting her, the initial attraction, flirtation.  All innocent enough until the day he’d caught in her in the observation room.

“She was masturbating?!” Vanessa guffawed, and the vehemence with which she did it surprised her, given it’s all she’d spent her days doing for weeks now.  “Like, just there, in the workplace.  Wasn’t she worried someone would see her?”

“No, because no one was allowed in the observation room, so there’d be nobody to catch her.”

“Then how’d you catch her?”

“I saw her go in.  I followed her.”

“And you just watched her?  Get herself off?”

“Yeah.”

Vanessa tilted her head at him, uncertain how she felt.  There was some of the now pervasive arousal...  picturing this mystery woman who’d been described to her with no more than ‘Hispanic.  Beautiful.’  Picturing her playing with herself, picturing her husband watching.  Yeah, that woke something up between her legs.  But it was a confession from her husband.  He clearly felt guilty.  And she didn’t know how much more he had to confess.  “Did it turn you on?” she asked.  “To watch her?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

“What’d you do?”

“I took off to the bathroom and jerked off.”

Vanessa laughed.  “Okay.  Well...  okay...  That’s it?”

“No, there’s more.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah.”

“Should we have drinks for this?” she asked him.  “Some sacramental wine to go with our confessions?”

“We should have some sacramental bourbon.”

“Big guns.  Fuck.  Shit’s going to get real.  Alright, then.”

She fetched the bottle, poured them both a drink, resumed her seat on the couch.  “Confess, my son,” she said to him.

He took most of the rest of it at a run, pausing only to gulp from his glass on occasion.  He told her about joining Maria to spy on the girl named Stephanie, how the two of them had ended up masturbating together in the observation room.

“Well, you’re not exactly alone there,” Vanessa said.

“I know.  It happened a few times, though.  In an office.  That one started with us talking about you, and progressed to us getting naked and getting ourselves off again.”

“How did it progress from me to that?”

“You were in the building,” Dave said.  “I was picturing what you were up to.  Got me horny.  She got horny.”

“Oh,” was all Vanessa said.

“It happened again this morning.  Observation room.  We watched a dude, actually.”

“Really?”  That stirred something mighty up inside Vanessa, too, but she didn’t dwell on it, not yet at least.  Because something occurred to her in that instant that drew all the colour from her face.  “You were in there today?”

“Yes.”

“Um...  this morning?  Or...”

He stared back at her.  Long stare.

She sighed.  “What did you see?”

“The Tantalizer.  And you starting with the dildo after that, though Maria made us get out then.”

“So that’s all you saw?”

“We came back.”

“Fuuuuck.”  Vanessa gulped down the rest of her bourbon, poured herself another.  With a full glass, she looked him in the eye.  “Tell me.”

He filled her in on everything he’d witnessed, up till the point that both she and Walden had cum.

“He didn’t touch me,” she got out right away, voice panicked.  “I didn’t let him touch me.”

“I didn’t let her touch me, either.”

“What’s that mean?”

So he got out the last of his side.  The whole time he was watching her fuck the doll, watching Walden pump his big cock onto her, Maria was down on her knees, Dave’s dick wrapped in a sex sleeve, tugging him off into her mouth.

“Wow,” was Vanessa’s assessment.  “We had quite a day.”

“Yeah,” Dave agreed.  “But that’s everything.  From my end.”

“So, it’s my turn?”

“If you don’t mind.”

“You saw the worst of it.”

“Good to know.”

“So, this is how it started...”

Vanessa recounted the first day, her astonishment at her first orgasm, her excitement at those that followed throughout the day, and her overwhelming joy when they’d made love that night and she’d discovered that the floodgates had opened - she could get off with him as well as the toy.  “I didn’t tell you, because I didn’t want you feeling like you were lacking.  You were so thrilled when I came, and so was I, and I didn’t want there to be an asterisk to that first orgasm.  But the toys kept coming.  And I kept using them...  um...  like, a lot.  And I didn’t tell you then, partly because things started going so good between us in bed.  And partly because...”  She sighed.  “Partly because I was having a lot of fun.  And I didn’t know how you’d react, if you’d make me stop-”

“Why would I make you stop?  I bought you your first sex toy!  Well, I guess not, but I thought I did.”

“I dunno.  It was my job, I had to review them, but...  Fuck, this is embarrassing.”  She was blushing deeply as she went on.  “I don’t know if you really get what I mean when I said I used them a lot.  Like...  you’d leave for work in the morning, and I’d be naked by the time you hit the base of the driveway.  And for the next nine hours that you were gone...  I’d be fucking these guys.  Sometimes several at once.  All over the house.”

“Really?”

She nodded, hung her head.

“Like, where?”

“Where...  did I use them?”

He nodded.

“There was one time out of the house.”  She pulled the little wearable butterfly from the shoe box, explained to him how it worked, how she’d strapped it on and taken it to the mall.  Her multiple orgasms there, in the parking lot, on the escalator in front of the teenager.  “I was still wearing it when you came home.  Do you remember my cramps?”

“The bad cramps that had you running for the bathroom?”

“You were dicking around with the remote.  You almost had me on my knees right there in the kitchen.  So, I ran.”

“Oh, my God.  Sorry.”

She chuckled.  “All’s well that ends well, and it ended well in the bathroom.  As for the rest...”  She heaved a heavy sigh.  The blush hadn’t left her face.  She took out each toy, told him how she would use it, the different synergies she’d learned between them.  She took him on a tour of their home, pointing out all the different places she’d gotten off with one or more of them, the daring things she’d tried, like doing it near to the open curtains.  She finished with the archway between dining room and living room, fetching her 6 inch Real Life Lover and suctioning it on there, at just the right height to be taken on her knees.  “This is my favourite,” she told him.  “Couple times a day, at least.  Sometimes just him alone, sometimes with a few other favourites along for the ride.  You almost caught me here once, you know.”

“The day there were the cushions on the floor,” he remembered.  “Yeah, I figured that one out.  That wasn’t orange juice or cleanser I was smelling, was it?”

“No...  that’s just what your wife smelled like most of the day, because this is what she’d been doing most of the day...”  She shook her head.  “I’m sorry.  I should have told you, and maybe all this-”  She paused, eyeing him.  It was disbelief when she followed with, “Are you hard?”

He smiled, shook his head, answered, “Don’t worry about that.  You haven’t told me everything.  What about the on-site stuff?”

“I’ve only done it three times.  And you saw today.”

“So tell me about the other two.”

She took him back to the couch, pulled out the various dildos she’d been introduced to her first day there, set them beside Kong.  And she told him about her first experience masturbating in front of the pretty little technician, Bennet, going into detail about how hard she’d cum with that girl’s eyes on her, as Vanessa had fucked the hugest dildo she’d ever played with.

“Okay, now you’re just playing dirty,” Dave said.

“What’s that mean?”

“It means, yes, I’m hard.  Go on.”

So she told him about the second day, about her anxiety stripping naked in front of another man for the first time, not knowing if there were others watching from above.

“I saw them,” he told her.  “I saw those people that watched you.”

“Who were they?”

He gave a brief description and he saw her squirm in her seat. 

“Will it be a problem if I tell you that that turns me on?” she asked.  “The idea that they watched me?”

“Will it be a problem if the next time I jerk off I do it picturing that hot little engineer watching you?  And maybe imagine her joining in?”

“No.”

“Then, no for me either.  Go on.”

With that last obstacle down, and the obviousness of his growing excitement, she spared no detail about her day with the tapered wand and her time on the Queen’s Throne.  She described her climaxes as vividly as possible, growing wet as she always did when she relived these moments, her breathing quickening to match his own.  She finished with, “That’s everything.  I left today right after you last saw me, in case you didn’t know.”

“There’s nothing else?” he checked.

“No.  From you?”

“No.”

“So what do we do now?”

“Well, I don’t know about you, but-” he began, and she finished for him.

“I’m really fucking horny.”

“Me too...  Would you like maybe to introduce me to some of your toys?  Show me the archway in action?”

“No.”

“No?”

“I have no problem doing that for you later.  But right now?  No.”

She got from her seat, was stripping herself naked even as she approached him.  Her shirt hit the floor, only half unbuttoned, then her bra, then she was shimmying pants and panties down together, taking him by the hand as she kicked the cuff from her clinging ankle.

He followed her around the love seat, peeling away his own clothes as they went.  She shoved him with both hands behind her, bent herself over the sofa.

“Yeah?” he asked as he pushed his underwear to the ground.

“Please.”

He’d cum twice today already, but though he’d have thought it impossible just hours before, he was the hardest he’d ever been in his life.  He tilted her ass a little higher, edged his cock head up to her hot hole.  She was dripping like he’d never known. 

He eased himself inside and she growled, “Oh, God, yes!”  It didn’t take long before he’d established a rhythm, and he gripped her pelvis, lifting it from the sofa so she wouldn’t be friction burned. 

Her waist suspended in his grip, she planted her hands on the love seat’s cushions and wailed as he fucked her from behind.  The orgasm that came for her then dwarfed everything, even the cum that had taken her on the doll just hours before.  Out from under the crushing weight of all the lies, she realized she’d found the one thing missing from all her dallies with all her toys, something she’d pondered before, something she’d recognized without being able to appreciate it.  More than just body heat, more than simple human connection.  Love.  The man behind her knew her for who she really was, knew all her secrets, all her dirty fantasies...  and still he loved her.  And she loved him. 

And it was amazing.


Chapter Eleven

They talked long into the night after that, pausing occasionally to make love again, or to let her show off her techniques and abilities with her accumulated harem, which never failed to lead to still more love making.  She even cracked the package on the toy he’d bought for her, now that she didn’t have to pretend to be disinterested.  And rather than give it some solo time, she had him use it on her, till she was a twitching, stuttering, naked mess in his lap.

When even she was finally sated, they dressed again and discussed how to proceed.

“I don’t want to go back,” she said.

“To Alstace?”

“Yes.  I like what we have.  I like what we’re becoming.  And I don’t want to risk that.  Going back...  I think going back would risk that.”

“I trust you,” he assured her.

“I don’t,” she told him.  “That place is built for temptation, and I just don’t want to be inside it again.”

“So, you’re going to quit testing?”

“Oh, God, no!” she answered right away.  “I wanna keep doing that, if they’ll let me.  Just from home...  would that be okay?”

“Show me the new toys you get?”

“Yep.  Use them on me?”

“Yep.”

“Okay, then,” she said.  “It’s settled.  I’ll contact Julia tomorrow.”

“And what about me?” Dave probed.  “I don’t have another job at home to resort to.”

“I know...  This Maria...  and the observation room...”

“No more alone time with Maria.  No more time in the observation room.  I can draw a line in the sand on those.”

“Lines can be crossed.  I know that much.”

“Yes,” Dave agreed.  “Though...  it may not be an issue.  Julia talked about having me re-interview for the I.T. department.  That would take me out of Maria’s orbit, mostly.  Probably a salary bump, too, which would be good, because, I’m sorry to break this to you, but I have it on good authority that they won’t let you test forever.”

“I know.  It will be a sad week when the toys stop coming.”

“Yeah?”

“They’re more fun to collect than Beanie Babies.  And I’m...  I guess it’s a lame job to be good at, but I think I’m really good at it.  Like, I have a knack for sex toys.”

“So you do,” Dave agreed.

The next day Dave met with Julia in her office.  She closed the door this time, but for all the right reasons.

“I want to bring you into the I.T. team.  Not at the most senior level.  There’d be a lot of resentment if you swooped in from Maintenance and became the I.T. Director or even Security Manager.  But after your work yesterday, we definitely feel you’d be an asset, and if you’re willing, I’d like to offer you a role as one of our I.T. Project Managers.  I’ve looked over your current contract, and it’d be a pay bump of almost fifty thousand, with occasionally longer hours.  Do you feel you’d be up to it?”

“I do,” he said, honestly.

“I’m just sorry I didn’t see your potential from day one.  The way...”  She hesitated and he cocked a side eye at her.  “The way I did your wife,” she finished.

“You knew?”

“No,” Julia confessed.  “I should have.  If I’d have compared your work forms I’d have noticed you both shared an address.  Same last name, both applied around the same time, both mentioned being new to town.  I’m a little embarrassed I didn’t notice.  But Vanessa filled me in this morning...  as she was resigning as on-site tester.  That wasn’t your doing, was it?”

“No,” he insisted.  “That was her choice.”

“That’s what she told me,” Julia said.  “None of my business, either way.  I have a bit of a soft spot for your wife.  She’s descriptive, and she’s good for sales.  I’m sorry we’re losing her on the premises, though I of course granted her request to resume at home testing.  She knows there’s a shelf-life there, though.  That’s a corporate thing, not a me thing.  The brass demands we shake up the voices now and again.”

“She knows,” he promised. 

“Okay, then,” Julia finished.  She pushed an envelope across the table to him.  “You’ll find our offer inside.  Take it home.  Talk it over with Vanessa.  Make a call.  Don’t wait on it, though.”

“I won’t.”  He stood, hesitated.

“Was there anything else?” she asked.

“Actually...”

Less than ten minutes later Dave was heading for the exit.  Maria spotted him, noticed he wasn’t in his coveralls.

“I heard something was in the works with you,” she said as she approached.  “Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

“So you’re just leaving little old me behind?  Not all of us have I.T. backgrounds.  I’ll be lonely.”

“It’s not me you want,” he told her.

“But it’s you I almost had.”

He smiled, nodded.  “Almost did.  Thank you for not...”

“You wouldn’t have forgiven yourself.”

“No.  So, thank you.”

She nodded and he started for the door.  He stopped after just a few steps, turned back, gave her a serious look.  “We almost got caught yesterday,” he reminded her.

“Your fault.”

“Yeah...  but it’s a numbers game.  Sooner or later...  you’re going to get caught.”

“But I’ll have a lot of fun beforehand.”

“I’m just saying...  you don’t love the job.  You only love one thing about it.  And there’s a way to get that thrill without risking a firing.  You ever think about applying as a tester?  I happen to know there’s an opening on site as of today.”

“They don’t start you there.”

“No.  But you could work your way up.  Just think about the collection you could amass.”

“I like that,” Maria conceded.  “But-”  She frowned.

“You’re pretty enough,” he assured her.  “Maria, you are more than pretty enough.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Smooth talker.”

He laughed and headed for the exit.

She called after him, “It would get me closer to a certain tall, blonde guy!”

“Much closer,” Dave agreed. 

She was smiling when he cast his last glance back.

Dave took a couple hours longer getting home than he needed to.  He had to stop at three different stores to get everything he was after, and his arms were filled with a large box and several bags when he came in the door.

Vanessa was there, fully clothed, though there was a hanging scent to the air that led him to guess she’d been testing.  No new delivery today, so really she’d been playing.  But that was cool.

“What’s in the box?” she asked him as he put it down on the kitchen table.

“An answer.  To what comes after they won’t let you test any more.”

“Oh, yeah?   What is it, a box full of dildos?”

“Potentially.”

“What?”

He chuckled, and then segued.  “They gave me the new job.  Fifty thousand more a year.”

“What?!  That’s amazing.”

“Yeah.  And benefits for both of us, and some perks, including one that I had to ask specifically after.  Julia was a little surprised.  Not a common request from I.T. folk apparently.  But she seemed happy enough to grant it.”

“And what was that?”

“Courses.  They’ll grant me access to any training courses I want, provided they fit within my schedule.”

“Okay,” Vanessa said uncertainly.

“So...  I’m going to learn up on some design and manufacturing aspects.”

“And the box is full of your course materials?”

“No, the box is a 3D printer.  I also picked us up an air compressor and some plastic pitchers.  We still need to get some platinum cure silicone, a vacuum pump, a-”

She cut him off.  “Honey, you’re going too fast.  What do we need all this for?”

“So after we know how to design, we can...  practice.  I’ll have the technical knowledge.  And you already have the knack.”

“We can make our own dildos?” Vanessa laughed.

“We can design our own and manufacture them in small numbers.  With the right courses, I’m hoping even more than dildos.”

“So, we’ll never run out!” she beamed.

“More than that.  With a few designs we could approach Alstace, see if they’re interested in purchasing.  Or maybe letting us onto the design team proper.”

“And if not?”

He took her in his arms.  “How does Holland Toys sound to you?”
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