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Chapter One

Dave Holland stood in the open doorway of a small test lab at Alstace Toys.  It was a clinical room, no more than twelve feet by twelve feet, and looked almost like a doctor’s office, with its leather topped reclining “exam table”, and even attached stirrups.  Like a gynecologist’s office, he supposed.  Not that he’d ever been in one of those.  There was a desk with a computer atop, shelves with stacks of paper.  And what might have been a surgical tray directly next to the exam table.  But it was what was on that tray now that had Dave hesitating and frowning. 

The R&D adjunct of the company, which he now occupied, had several such test labs, most of them about the size of this one, with one notable exception.  The largest lab was easily sixteen hundred square feet in size, with a fancier recliner than the exam table, and with padded floor which he could only assume was to allow testers to take the toys onto any surface.  To get down on hands and knees and put the products through their paces.  Alstace manufactured adult toys, of course, and other sexual products.  Dildos, vibrators, inflatable dolls, real dolls, swings, restraints, whips, you name it.  If it could be fucked or used in the service of fucking, Alstace designed and manufactured it.  And, as Dave understood it, brought in outside contractors to openly test the products in rooms like this one, and report on the effects to scientist or engineer observers.  Rooms like this one, or the big one with the padded floors and the mirrored windows up near the ceiling from where technicians or corporate bigwigs could watch the action and record their data.  That larger room saw usage several times a week, its upstairs observation room only occasionally...  at least officially.  Dave had caught his gorgeous, Hispanic co-worker, Maria, up in that room only last week, watching what was going on in the test lab...  and masturbating.  She had brought herself to orgasm, secure in the belief of her privacy, not knowing Dave was peering in the windowed door behind her.  And based on several absences he’d noted from her, when she would go radio silent, and the cross-referencing he had done in the week since, it’s something she appeared to do often.  Maybe every time that the big lab was in use and the observation room unoccupied.  No wonder she liked the job so much.  The pay was okay, but the fringe benefits...!

He knew the big lab was in use right now, didn’t know if the observation room was also occupied.  He dug out his phone, checked his day’s schedule.  He and Maria and several others worked in the maintenance department, which was really code for janitorial.  They got a paper notice of the rounds they were supposed to make each morning, but they were also emailed their day’s schedule, which is what Dave relied on.  And yeah, the observation room would be empty today, like most days.  Which meant, if Dave was right in his suspicions, there was a decent chance Maria was up there right now, eyes and hands both exploring different points in the downward direction.

The thought turned him on, as it always did, but it was also problematic at this precise moment because of the contents of the surgical tray.  There was a code that was supposed to be radioed to them if they needed to clean up anything that might be considered “bio-hazard”.  He doubted what he was looking at right now actually posed him any physical threat, but usually the techs cleaned up their own tools of the trade, and Maria had promised she would show him how to safely handle things on the rare occasions when that didn’t happen.  No code had been radioed, but he was supposed to clean up this room, and the two huge dildos on the tray were still visibly glistening from use.  What was he supposed to do with them?

He radioed for Maria, got no answer.  Expected.  He knew firsthand that when she used the observation room for her peeping pleasure she turned off her walkie.  Which probably meant she was up there right now.

He had twice in the intervening week radioed for her and gotten no response, and both times had been able to see that yes, the big lab was in operation and no, the observation room was not.  On both occasions he’d been painfully tempted to head up there himself, to peep again through the windowed door and see if he could catch her once more playing with herself.  He’d fought the urge both times partly because he was afraid of getting caught but mostly because of his wife.  Things were going really well on the home front, and that was new. 

His wife, Vanessa, had been completely unable to orgasm the entire time he’d known her, until just a few weeks ago.  Then, all at once, it had been like a flood gate had opened.  They were fucking nearly every night, and she was cumming right along with him, with ever-increasing force.  She had masturbated in front of him, something he had found epically exciting since watching that was his own primary sexual fantasy, and he’d even bought her a toy which had arrived toward the end of the week previous, which she had so far declined to use.  She had claimed that the time she’d masturbated for his viewing pleasure had been her first fruitful masturbation experience, but he had reason to suspect that might not be the case.  He assumed that her first orgasm had come at her own fingertips in the last couple weeks, and suspected she still occasionally got herself off when he was at work.  Not that he minded.  Something had transformed her from his loving but frigid wife into someone who openly enjoyed sex, and whatever that was, it had his eternal gratitude.  But he had checked the new vibrator he’d bought her several times, and knew she wasn’t using it - it was still in the packaging.  He wasn’t sure why she was hesitant about it.

His own hesitation?  That he understood.  With their sex life finally heading in the right direction, Dave’s ever-growing attraction to his co-worker could only get in the way.  Maria had already snuck into his thoughts on more than one occasion when he’d been making love to Vanessa, and however badly he may have wanted to watch Maria engage in another dirty solo session, he didn’t want to risk fucking up his marriage...

Still.  There was the problem of what to do about the dildos recently used by some tester.  Was he supposed to throw them out?  Was he supposed to wash them for repeat use?  Leave them untouched so that the tester could pick up where they left off later?  Or could he very thoroughly clean them and then bag them up as a gift for Vanessa?  He really had no idea.

He tried Maria on the radio again and when he still got no answer, sighed and started for the second floor.  She was never off walkie for long, because getting caught, he assumed, especially doing what she did there, would be a very fireable offense.  But Dave was on a timetable - the little test lab was scheduled for a second servicing in a couple of hours which meant it was going to be used again somewhat imminently.  Maybe he could catch Maria in the upstairs hallway and get instruction then.

But she wasn’t in the hallway.  Of course, she wasn’t scheduled to be up here at all.  The red light was on overtop the observation room, indicating the big test lab was in use and that no one except those authorized was to be in that room, and that made him suspect that yes, she was in that room.  The halls were deserted, though Dave knew there were engineers and designers up here, tucked away behind closed doors to tinker on their toys.  There were no security cameras in the hall, he knew that, but still, opening that door would be a risk, so he loitered in the hall for several minutes, hoping Maria would emerge, hoping as well that she wouldn’t emerge, picturing her in that room right now, hands thrust into her overalls, driving herself over the edge.  Man watching that had been hot, and God he wanted to see it again, wanted to do more than just see it, actually, but he was married, goddammit, and things were good with Vanessa, and even watching Maria put that at risk, as the gorgeous, dark skinned woman occupied more and more of his thoughts, especially whenever his cock stood on end.  Vanessa was awakening sex, new and flowering, but Maria was ripe and perverted sex, a woman willing to go to any lengths, even risking job loss and public humiliation to service her dirty desires, and that made her hot.  And would it really hurt just to take a peek?  He had to ask her his question anyway, that was a valid excuse.  Though rationalizations didn’t matter, apparently, because he was already walking toward the door, was already turning the knob, was already ducking inside with only a quick glance to his right to ensure he was alone.

The door let onto a short entry, capped by a second door, this one with a window in it.  It was through this window that he had previously spied Maria performing her dirty deed, and he peeked again now, was very surprised not to see her within.  Huh.  Had his suppositions about the frequency of her secret hobby been completely erroneous?  He shook his head, wondering just how the hell he was going to get the answer to his question now, when he suddenly realized that he was here, alone, in the entry to the forbidden observation room.  And someone was downstairs now in the big test room, putting one sex toy or another through its paces.  If he fully entered, there was a huge window through which he could look, a window which was mirrored on the reverse side, meaning no one down there would have the slightest idea that he was up here.

He promised himself it was just to satisfy his curiosity, to put the dirtier thoughts he had aside once and for all, to confirm to himself that surely the full out dildo fucking he was picturing couldn’t really go on at his workplace (even though he had seen the evidence firsthand this morning - that was, in fact, what had sent him up here in the first place, lest we forget).  He just wanted to know what it was that had captured Maria’s attention, that was all.  He’d take a single quick peek, then he’d leave.

Despite his solitude, surrounded by nothing but evenly spaced, empty chairs, he still tiptoed to the window, holding his breath for added, unneeded silence.  He reached its edge, and looked down.

There were two people in the whole of the vast and well lit room below him.  One was a man in a white lab coat.  He looked about six feet tall, early thirties, had blonde hair and glasses, and was pacing a circle around the room’s other occupant. 

That other was a woman.  She wore a T-shirt on her upper body...  and nothing else.  She was down on her knees on the mat covered floor, her own dirty blonde hair flowing like a shaggy lion’s mane around her head, which was pressed all the way down against the mat.  Her naked ass was a perfect heart shape from Dave’s elevated vantage.  Cupid’s heart, perhaps, pierced by an arrow, because there was a shape protruding from between her legs, though that was no arrow, that was the anticipated dildo, only no, it wasn’t that either, it was a full on vibrator, because he could see it shaking so violently it literally batted the woman’s hand aside as she tried to control it, and he could see the fierce cast off of water or sweat or (most likely) her own vaginal fluids from the thing.  She had literally lost control of it, and the man had taken note, jotting something down on his notepad, but she finally got it back in hand, and though its action was clearly aggressive, more powerful than any vibrator Dave had ever seen used, even in porn, it was doing something right, because she didn’t pull it from herself, just held it in place as her whole body heaved with its attentions, that mop of dirty blonde hair shaking like a mitter curtain in an automated car wash.

Dave had simultaneously expected something like this and been certain that it could not be true.  He wasn’t in some strip club or some back alley peep show.  This was a legitimate business, not quite Fortune 500, but probably careening in that direction.  Most of the rooms he had been in were either standard office fare, occupied by men in suits or women in power suits, or else research labs, filled with computers and desks and whiteboards.  True, those whiteboards more often than not contained magic marker diagrams of sex toys, and it wasn’t uncommon to see safely packaged versions of Alstace’s current products on hand for reference.  But today was the first he had encountered such a product that had seen recent use, and this was definitely the first time he had seen one of the labs being used in the service of...  well of servicing a young lady.  Unless you counted the one time he had peeked into this room and found Maria servicing herself while looking down on a view probably not dissimilar from the one Dave was now seeing.  And he couldn’t really blame her for that, he was doing the same thing, after all, maybe a little more subtly, but still basically the same, wrapping his instantly hard cock in one hand, tugging it right through the fabric of underwear and overalls alike, casting just one look back at the door behind him, like she had... 

And there she was.  He had peeped in at Maria as she’d masturbated, she had even looked right at him and not absorbed it.  But he absorbed her now, her wide eyes, her grin, peering through the window in the door at his back, surely concluding by the motion of his arm exactly what he’d concluded by the motion of hers.  He snatched his hand guiltily from his penis, but he didn’t turn from the big bay window - that would have been more damning, still, as his five and a half inch hard on was raising a shark fin in the blue sea material of his workman’s gear.

His eyes snapped forward and he felt himself blush painfully as he heard the door open behind him.  He didn’t address her, but closed his eyes, to block out the sight of the woman below him cumming on the industrial vibrator, willing his dick to subside.  When it didn’t respond, and he heard her footsteps approaching slowly, he dropped himself into one of the nearby chairs, to conceal his erection with the fold of his body.

She reached his side, kept walking, up to the window, glancing down into the room, then turning to face him from a few feet distant, arms crossed, grinning.  She said, “You’re not supposed to be in here.”

“Neither are you,” he countered.  He didn’t look at her, just stared straight at the floor, heart pounding, mortified.

“What were you doing?” she asked.  That crazy, cool grin was still at her lips.  She knew full and well what he’d been doing.

He answered, “Looking for you.”

“Well, I’m not down there,” she replied, and she turned in place to again look down at what was happening in the lab.  Even from behind, he could see her smile widen.  Her pretty white teeth were well visible when she turned back to face him.

“Stand up,” she commanded.

He couldn’t very well do that, though, could he?  He shook his head.  “I’m good.”

“Yeah, you looked like you were doing good.”  Her eyes toured his body, settled on his crotch.  He was pretty sure his erection was concealed in his current position, though he didn’t look down to check.  She told him, “Stand up anyway.”

“No.”

“Do it,” she told him.  “Or I’ll tell them you were in here.”

“I’ll tell them you were in here, too.”

“Only cuz I saw you come in.”

“Not the last time, though,” he countered, and now he met her gaze full on.  He raised his eyebrows.

She chuckled, shook her head, and said, “I knew it.  I fucking knew it.  You saw me come out last week.  When you were over at the fountain.”

He could’ve left it at that.  Maybe he should have left it at that.  But he didn’t like feeling backed into a corner, and the truth is he had as much on her as she had on him.  So he said, “I saw you go in.  And then I saw you open that uniform and shove your hands inside and do to yourself what that woman downstairs is doing to herself right now.”

Her mouth dropped open, her eyelids fluttered.  Mostly it was shock, but even gape jawed there was a hint of the smile still at her lips.  Stunned by the fact that he knew, but somehow entertained that he knew, too.  She stuttered for a moment, even cast another glance back and down, to confirm he meant what she thought he meant.  What she finally got out was, “How much did you see?”

“I didn’t see the start.  Think I caught the mid-show.  But I saw through to successful completion.”

“You mean you watched through to successful completion,” she said.

He shrugged.  He had watched.  And he had relived, over and over in his mind’s eye.  She didn’t need to know that, though.

“Well, that hardly seems fair,” she said.  “Given that I caught the start but none of the rest.  Why don’t you finish for me?”

He eyed her, frowning, shook his head.

“No?  You want to.  I know you do.  You were having fun.”

“I’m good,” he said again.

She nodded once, still blushing from his announcement, but grinning again.  She said, “You want me to finish you?”

His breath caught.  Was she offering...?

She nodded in confirmation.  “You can even keep watching, if you want.  The show downstairs I mean...”

He still didn’t answer, and she continued with, “You wouldn’t be the first.  I mean, you would be the first I ever helped here in this room, or anywhere on these premises, for that matter.  But I’ve been here a few years, and I’ve had to clean cum off that window before.  It doesn’t leave a streak, if you’re worried about it.”

He sighed shakily.  His heart was still pounding, now for a different reason than simply being caught.  But he forced the words to his lips:  “I’m married.”

She nodded.  “Well, I’m not suggesting an ongoing affair.  I’m saying I can see my co-worker suffering, and I’m offering to help.  Think of it like a neck rub.”

“It wouldn’t be my neck,” he countered.

And her grin twisted further.  “Nope.”  She stared him down for a long time, finally sighed and shook her head.  Her arms were still crossed when she turned her back to him again, watching once more what was happening down in the the test lab.  After that she just stood there, her rapid breath the only hint that there was anything out of the ordinary in either the ongoing events below or the dialogue they’d just exchanged.

Dave finally asked, “You going to watch?”

“Yep.”  She looked back over one shoulder.  “You can, too, if you want.  I won’t tell anybody.”  When he didn’t budge, she added, “And I won’t do anything.  You’re married, I get it.  I won’t touch you.  But aren’t you at least curious?  About what they do?  About the messes we have to clean up?”

She looked down again, the quick rise and fall of her breath still the one true tell-tale to her state of mind.  Finally he got up and joined her, standing to her left, crossing his own arms, too, unsure what else to do with his hands.  He watched with growing disbelief as the woman below rolled onto her back and threw her legs wide, revealing a cleanly shaved pussy into which she plunged the fiercely vibrating toy.

After a couple of minutes Dave realized Maria had turned her head again.  She hadn’t shuffled any closer, hadn’t uncrossed her arms.  But her eyes were down at his groin level again, and Dave realized there was no masking it now, especially with the profile view she had.  His erection was clear and obvious.  She smiled, lifted her eyes to his and said, “Nice.  Next time I picture it, I’ll have a better sense of the real thing.”


Chapter Two

Dave was half right in his suspicions about his wife’s masturbatory habits.  Or...  maybe 5% right.  It had been masturbation that had finally unleashed her sexual self, but it hadn’t been once or twice, it was, by now, a dozen or so times daily occupation.  Literally, occupation.  Although she was unaware of just where her husband worked, or even precisely what he was doing (she assumed he was back in I.T.), and he had no idea who employed her, they both actually worked for the same company.  Vanessa had started home-testing Alstace products, eagerly awaiting each new toy they sent her, every 4 or 5 days, fucking that toy in every conceivable way (often in tandem with her previous toys) and then writing very detailed, very graphic reviews of the products in question.  She was hiding this completely from her husband for fear that his opinion of her wouldn’t just drop but crater when he discovered her unceasing obsession with self-inflicted orgasms and the vibrating toys that brought them.  Her inability to climax previously had led to a wavering sex life, and while she and Dave were definitely making up for that lately, having sex pretty much every night, the truth is that if you summed the number of times she’d fucked her toys in the last few weeks and compared that total to the number of times she’d fucked her husband in the last few years, you’d have a competitive race.  She could only masturbate while her husband was at work, which meant, if you did the math, she was making herself cum around once every 30 to 40 minutes, sometimes with no more than a 10 or 15 minute reprieve before starting the next session.  She had begun to suspect that her apartment neighbours might have figured out what she was spending her days doing, and that suspicion was now all but confirmed...  she’d caught strange, alternately speculative and disapproving looks from them in the last few days.  Initially she’d taken pains to at least keep her activities quiet, but she’d given up on that as both frequency and intensity of orgasms had climbed.  Truthfully, she was a little aroused by the notion of one or more of them listening in.  Ever since performing for her husband, just the once, the idea of being observed at her lewdest behaviour had become a central fantasy.

She had been enthusiastic when Dave had suggested he buy her a sex toy, thinking it might be an opportunity to ease him into her day-to-day activity, but she hadn’t yet opened the package.  Once she did, he was going to want to see her use it.  And she was nervous about that.  She was loving the new sex with her husband, loving her husband, more to the point, and the human connection that sex with him brought - the one missing ingredient from her high-powered, oscillating lovers.  But while the love aspect was great, the orgasms couldn’t compete.  His lovely cock made her cum now without fail, but the vibrators sent her to another planet.  If he actually saw her cum like that, was it going to kill his desire to continue making love to her?  Was he going to withdraw, view her as a slut not just in playful, sexy bed-bound banter, but in actuality?  Lose respect and lose lust?  Lose love?  She regretted agreeing to it now.

She had so far been sent four separate toys from the Alstace company.  The first, a Pocket Rocket, had been the key to this whole new world, but the second, her suction cup, 6” Real Life Lover, was her favourite.  Molded like a real penis, a little larger than Dave’s, planting that thing on one surface or another, turning its vibrations to maximum, and then riding it to ever shifting fantasies was pretty much her idea of a day at a theme park.  Life didn’t get much better than that.  The third had been a two-pronged anal and clitoral vibrator that had definitely changed her perspective on just how her anatomy functioned.  And the fourth?  Well, the fourth she was just opening now, trembling just a little as she always did when a new one arrived.  She privately thought of the toys as her harem, and she was about to induct a new member.  She couldn’t wait to see who that was.

Initially though, what she felt was disappointment.  What was inside, apart from another glowing review of her last review, was an item that looked more like a child’s toy than an adult’s.  It was a transparent rubber butterfly.  Like a hair barrette.  Only when she lifted the package from its nondescript box did she realize that the flip side had a small protruding, penis shaped dildo...  still somewhat disappointing, because that thing looked to be little more than 2 inches long.

Another reason she was hiding her toys from her husband is that she couldn’t deny, the Real Life Lover’s added girth over his own cock size had definitely been a source of pleasure.  But this new toy?  This was substantially smaller than her husband.  What was she supposed to do with it? 

It had attached straps that looked like they belonged on a bra, and another small remote control like the one that belonged to Real Life, and oh...  Okay.  She was looking at the accompanying diagram now, finally grasping that the toy she’d just received was wearable.  You stepped into the provided harness like you were donning a pair of underwear, plugged the little dick into your pussy, tightened it all and then turned it on for a hands free adventure.  The little brochure promised it could be worn under clothing, and that its operation was virtually silent.  One of the pictures showed a smartly dressed business woman sitting with crossed-legs in a crowded board room and smiling...  the implication being that one could enjoy remote controlled vibrational orgasms even in public, with no one around any the wiser.  Definitely intriguing...

So far Vanessa’s sexy solo adventures had all been enjoyed in the confines of her apartment.  The closest she’d come to public self-play had been a barely parted curtain that had still pretty much concealed her in the deeper shadows of her living room.  Did she have the courage to take her masturbation outside?  If it worked as promised, she wouldn’t be caught, so it wouldn’t technically be accessing her primary fantasy (the idea of Dave’s proper and dignified wife being watched while punishing her own cunt, being observed at her absolute sluttiest and most out of control) but it would be a fine consolation prize.  Cumming in the vicinity of strangers without them knowing.  She didn’t have a business board room packed full of men to enjoy, but she had city street or park or bus or...  well, anywhere, really.  Did she dare?

She was already stripping off her own clothes to push the toy into place, and as she started to put her clothes back on over top, without even checking for included batteries (Alstace always provided) she realized she dared.

She’d been too eager to even test it before donning it, to ensure it was really as quiet as promised, but she keyed it on now, just for a second, and while she heard nothing beneath her jeans, oh, wow!  The vibrations were familiar - she basically fed on them by this point.  But it was strange and wonderful to have it happening without needing to thrust or grind or to hold something in place.  And it was silent.  She could be standing in a crowded elevator and not a soul would know she was literally cumming in her pants.  Oh, she had to get this outside. 

It was still cool out, so she threw on a jacket over her T-shirt.  Now she was just a styling, hot, twenty eight year old wife who frankly looked younger than she was.  She made sure she had both her keys and the remote device, clicked that to its lowest setting, just to get her little pussy warmed up, then stepped out into the hallway to lock the apartment door behind her.

Her next door neighbour, Debora, was just emerging at the same time.  She was a stay-at-home Mom, and she had her toddler riding her hip as she fished in her purse for her keys.  She gave Vanessa an almost reproachful look - yeah, she knew - but Vanessa simply returned a smile.  Debora didn’t know, of course - she suspected.  And she sure didn’t know that Vanessa’s red haired cunt was being stimulated right now, as they stood beside each other exchanging glances.  And even if she did suspect, she was likely jealous.  It had to be hard to be stuck at home with a kid all day, knowing your younger, hotter neighbour got to spend her days so free of responsibility that she could lounge about the apartment just making herself cum till her husband got home.

Van turned her back on Debora, stuffed one hand into her pocket, and ratcheted the vibrational intensity a couple steps higher.  She headed for the complex door, a wide and secret grin on her face, as her orgasm began to make its soon-to-be presence known.  She even held the door for Debora, snickering inwardly as the mother passed within a foot of her, never knowing that Vanessa’s clit was being whipped into a frenzy by a little toy butterfly, or her G-spot assaulted by a two inch silicone penis.  Van followed her down the walkway but at the base, when Debora turned left, Vanessa turned right.  Cumming in front of the woman would be a little hilarious, but maybe not while she was porting her wide eyed kid with her.

She and Dave didn’t exactly live downtown, but they weren’t a far cry from it.  She headed in the direction of her local mall.

The first orgasm hit while she was still alone on a residential street.  She leaned against the tall, cement phallus that was a street light post, had to resist the urge to dry hump it as her cum cascaded through her jeans.  And that was on about 40% intensity.  She actually turned the thing off, to let her vagina recover as she continued the walk, but as the mall came into sight, she cranked it up to the halfway point.  The next climax took her with her hands planted against the hood of a stranger’s truck, while an older married couple walked about ten feet away.  She bit her lip, trying not to cry out, hips shifting urgently in a gesture that strangers might have read as suggesting she needed to pee.  When that one passed, she turned it off once more and headed inside.

The mall was crowded, as it always was.  At any given moment, there were a dozen or more people within a twenty foot radius of her.  She wanted this next cum to last, wanted to savour the debauchery and potential humiliation of orgasming in the presence of so many strangers, so she turned the butterfly back on to only its lowest setting.  A silent hum that kept her cunt on edge, but an orgasm always just over the next hill, lit up her panties as she browsed various shops, smiled at strangers, even exchanged a flirtatious look with a younger, hot guy.  She would never cheat on her husband, but by God, this was fun, having her pussy stimulated while she and some attractive stranger appraised each other. 

She wasn’t blind, she knew she was incredibly hot, with her fiery red hair and petite body.  She was just about any guy’s wet dream.  Still, it was nice to have that reaffirmed, especially while her clitoris was so attentive it practically waved at each passerby.  As hot as this was, though, she found herself wishing she’d worn a skirt.  Something short, something revealing, so she could have ridden the escalator and given young men behind her a thrill, as they peeked up at her panties, never dreaming of the service the vagina beneath was receiving.  Or maybe visited a shoe store, getting some guy (or even girl - not as hot, but still a thrill in the public slut it would have allowed her to be) to look up between her legs, close enough that maybe they might have heard what was going on, maybe even made out the bulge between her legs, or the vibrational blur the fabric of her panties would be showing, or, dear Christ, caught the scent of her begging vagina as orgasm number three stood up and smiled.  It was a variation of her by now ever present fantasy of being observed and judged for the depths of her perversion, and for the hotness, the womanness of her needful, her desperate, her glorious pussy...  and it hastened and deepened her need, and soon she found herself back on that escalator, vibrator cranked back to midway.  And as some guy, holding his girlfriend’s hand, made eye contact on the opposite moving stair, going down instead of up like her, that third climax did seize her, more powerful than either of the two previous, and despite her desire to be witnessed this way, the shame was huge, and she spun in place, turning her back on him, only to meet the gaze of what looked like a high school senior in his letterman jacket, standing just two steps below her.  It was too late to escape from him, her hands had gripped either rubberized bannister, and she was buckling toward him at the waist, stifling her cry, keeping it to a low moan as her face screwed up, and both her lips folded between her teeth, and her hair bounced and jolted in front of him.  She was cumming, cumming hard, right here in front of this kid, and though she was doing her best to hide what was happening, he knew something was up.  He smiled for just a moment, uncertain how he was supposed to react, then he settled on concern - she saw that through slit eyes - reaching out for her, his hand closing over hers unconsciously, so that fuck, she was actually in contact with another man, a younger man, as her orgasm raged, and that somehow intensified everything.  She almost sat down right there on the moving stairway, prevented it only through sheer force of will.

“Are you okay?” the letterman kid asked.

The backs of her heels hit stationary floor at the top of the escalator, and she barely kept her balance, spinning and stepping off, lithe but imperfect like a catnip high cat, looked back over one shoulder and told him, “Don’t eat at the taco hut.”

He grimaced at that, but it looked like he bought it, and she melted away into the sea of strangers, frantically thumbing the vibrator back to its off position. 

She fled the mall after that, mortified despite the realization of her fantasy, and suddenly terrified that it had all been caught on some security camera where some fat security guard would review the footage and definitely know what had happened.  Would she be put on some security watch list?  Don’t let this woman in the mall or she’ll orgasm in front of everybody?  Or would the guy just enjoy the footage, maybe pumping his own fat cock there in the privacy of his viewing room, watching her cum, rewinding, watching her cum, rewinding.  And fuck, how was that hot?  She was supposed to be put off by that thought, not encouraged, but halfway home she turned the butterfly back on, clit singing its ecstasy to the image of the lonely guard cumming at the sight of her cumming and then she was cumming because cumming was her job and cumming was her obsession and cumming was the missing puzzle piece in her life that had finally been fit into place to make her whole.  And to make her a woman.  She was high on orgasm number four as she continued the walk home.

She had only been in the apartment less than a minute, was still hanging her jacket up in the closet by the front door, when she heard keys slide into the lock beside her.  She had lost track of time, felt a fleeting moment of panic as she threw her gaze right and saw that sure, it was maybe a little early for Dave to be home, but far from unheard of.  Then she remembered the glory of the new toy - she was fully dressed, the butterfly concealed, and her husband would have no more idea what she’d been up to than the eighteen year old letterman kid had.  She thought she smelled just the slight clinging scent of four orgasms coming up from between her jean covered legs, and she did step away from the door, both to mask that and in case he was as horny as he often was when he came home, and he reached between her legs before she’d had a chance to hide her new secret lover.  But she was smiling at him when he came in.

He smiled back, distractedly, looking horny (yep) but looking concerned too, or guilty or something.  She couldn’t even read that look.  Her smile faltered for just a second but by the time he’d hung up his own jacket, he looked normal and everything was fine.  She still backed away from him as he entered, for all the same reasons, covering the action by spinning and heading for the kitchen to get herself a glass of water.  He followed.

“How was your day?” he asked, as she tipped her glass beneath the faucet.

“Boring,” she told him.  “Normal.  Got out for a walk to break up the monotony.”

She turned back to him and he had taken a seat at their small kitchen table to peel off his shoes.  When his eyes roamed the full length of her body, she knew what he was thinking, and in between gulps of water she said, “Yes.  Just give me a few minutes to freshen up first.”  By which she really meant a few minutes to get the two inch butterfly dildo out from between her legs and hidden somewhere safe.

She finished her glass of water (cumming that many times really was thirsty work), and when she put the glass on the countertop she saw that he’d become distracted with something small, turning it over in his hands, frowning at it.  She knew what it was at a glance, because he’d picked it up from where she’d left it, where she’d had to leave it ever since he’d found it the first time.  It was the remote control to her other vibrator, the 6” Real Life Lover vibe.  The remote she’d accidentally left on the floor last week.  She’d lied to him about what it was, telling him she didn’t know, suggesting that perhaps it was a garage door opener.  After he’d placed it on the kitchen table she’d been forced to leave it there, or rather to replace it there after the many times a day she used it, in case he should note its absence and become suspicious.  It was very similar in shape and size to the remote that controlled her butterfly device and she was grateful, not for the first time, that it was one of the few items Alstace left their product name off of.

“We ever figure out what this was?” he asked her, holding it up between finger and thumb.

She shook her head, thinking and we never will.  Or at least, you never will.

He was frowning at it again, and she didn’t know what had renewed his interest, but she didn’t like it, didn’t want him accidentally breaking it or, worse yet, somehow divining its true nature.  She didn’t hate the idea of him throwing it out, because then all she’d have to do would be to fish it out of the garbage and hide it properly, so she actually suggested it now.  “Probably junk.  Just throw it out.”

He nodded, still distracted by it, pressed the button with the minus sign a few times without reaction, then laid heavy on the plus sign button.

And...  fuuuuuckkk!  Oh, fuck, oh, fuck!  It must have operated on the identical frequency to the butterfly vibe because Dave had just unknowingly cranked up the buzzing toy that was literally plugged into Vanessa’s vagina, had cranked it up higher than any setting she’d had it at before, higher than the setting that had had her crazily cumming in the shopping mall or on the way home.  Her body jolted, her mouth dropped open and she buckled forward at the waist before she even realized what had happened, before she pieced together the wavelength thing, before she had time to think Oh, thank God this thing is silent, before she had time to realize just how powerful a setting he had put it on and just how hard she was going to cum in a few seconds.  If he had kept it lower she might have been taken by surprise but able to at least conceal her reaction long enough to get away, but she grunted loudly, almost dropped to her knees before catching herself.

Dave was on his feet in a second, casting the remote aside, stepping forward to catch her, asking sharply, “What’s wrong?  Are you okay?”

She could only think of one lie, could only formulate the one word:  “Cramp!”  She crossed her arms over her stomach, stumbled toward the bathroom. 

He let her go, calling out with concern, “Menstrual cramp?”

She grunted the affirmative then slammed the bathroom door behind herself and locked it.  She dropped to her knees just inside the bathroom, frantically unbuckling her belt, still in flight mode, thinking she had to get the thing off her before Dave figure out what was happening.  Then she realized she could simply turn it off with her own remote in her pocket, and reached for that.  Then she realized that she no longer had to, that she was safely out of his line of sight, that she could just let the vibrator do its work, and she bit down on one wrist to keep from screaming as the tiny plastic dick buzzed her G-spot to heaven while her husband stood some six feet distant just beyond the closed bathroom door.  She kept her voice tamped down even as her body heaved, as if she were doing some ultra-violent form of yoga, head thrashing, mouth opened in silent scream.  Dear God the orgasm was powerful, maybe intensified by the situation, but epic, and her later words of praise for the butterfly vibe would also be her first to contain any constructive criticism about an Alstace product, suggesting that they needed to keep the default radio frequencies of their various products well separated.

When the orgasm had passed, she thumbed the butterfly off, then continued her routine of stripping off her jeans and removing the device.  She was actively scrubbing the toy in the sink when she heard his quiet knock and his voice asking if she was okay.  She assured him she was, even as she stood, naked from the waist down, vagina exhausted and still somehow experiencing phantom vibrations despite its complete lack of contact, her panties soaked and reeking, her heart still pounding, and the voice that sometimes spoke up inside her over the last few weeks promising her again that this had all gotten out of hand, that she was taking things too far and risking her relationship over nothing but silly lies.

On the other side of the door Dave was both concerned for Vanessa’s well-being and mildly confused - he had intuitively sussed out her schedule over the years and it seemed too early in the month for her to be experiencing cramps, let alone one that seemed more forceful than any she’d ever spoken of before.  Concern won out for the moment, and he backed away from the door to give her her space.  But later he would also revisit the thought that had gotten him frowning at the kitchen table - the thought that the remote actually looked familiar, like he could almost remember what it was for.  Almost.

It would also be their first night in a while not making love.  He was filled with anxiety about what she had experienced, even suggesting several times that maybe they ought to see a doctor - he had never seen her doubled over in pain like that before.  And she was forced to keep up the ruse that she had begun, going along with his sympathies but assuring him repeatedly that she would be fine, that it was nothing out of the ordinary.

Later that night, after she’d suggested she lay down and he’d come to the conclusion that sex was off the table, he locked himself in the same bathroom she had and jerked himself off to the memory of his day at work.  He had intended to work out his lust on his wife - that had seemed important to him, vital even, before her cramps had laid her up.  But there was no way he was going to be able to sleep without at least giving himself that relief.

While he was locked in there, she was busy hiding her new toy where she’d hid the rest, buried beneath photographs in a shoe box under her dresser. 

When they went to bed that night, neither knew the extent of the secrets the other was keeping...  or how close those secrets were to coming out.


Chapter Three

The new toys from Alstace didn’t arrive to Vanessa on a set schedule, but generally came in about once every 4 or 5 business days.  It had been that long now since the butterfly had arrived and in between sessions with her current four harem members, Van found herself impatiently checking out windows for the mailman, hoping for the newest arrival.  She actually saw him come into the building with package in hand, and dashed down to the door to meet him, but the knock she was expecting didn’t come.  The package, it seemed, had been for someone else.  She went and checked her mailbox anyway - a small, metal case with a feeble lock, set amidst nine more for the other residents of her complex.  She could see through the tiny vents on the front of the box that there was something in there for her or for Dave, so she opened the box, her heart skipping a beat when she saw that the waiting letter was addressed to her and was from the Alstace Toy company.  If Dave had come home and found that...  Well, he hadn’t, she had, so she brought it inside now and opened it, disappointed that it was just a letter and not a toy, worried that it was just a letter and not a toy.  Had she been terminated?  Was that it? 

She recognized the letter head belonging to Julia Wells, head of product testing, right away.  The woman who was, for all intents and purposes, Van’s boss.  Or as near as she had to a boss.  Vanessa braced herself for something awful and started to read, but she needn’t have worried.  The opening of the letter was just further praise for the last review she’d sent in - the one for the butterfly vibe.  She’d been as explicit in that review as she had in all the others, even providing detailed personal accounts of the adventures she’d had with the thing.  Frankly, she’d been fearful she might have gone overboard, and that her public use of the toy might have been enough for them to cut her loose.  But nothing could have been further from the truth.  In addition to the corporate appreciation of her work, Ms. Wells had made sure to outline just how entertained she personally had been by Van’s newest adventures.  All good.  So, where was the next toy?

The latter half of the letter didn’t precisely spell that out, but at least hinted at an answer.  Julia was requesting a face to face meeting with Vanessa.  At the Alstace offices.

Vanessa dressed formally for the meeting.  She hadn’t a clue what they’d be talking about, nor what appropriate attire was when one was invited for a one-on-one at a sex toy manufacturer’s office.  She kept the skirt long enough that she would seem proper, not so long as to signify prudishness.  Not that she really needed to worry about that latter - they’d read her reviews, after all.

She and Dave owned just the one car and he’d driven it to work, so she had to Uber to the meeting.  Had Vanessa been more observant, or known to look, she would have seen their car in the parking lot, mere feet from her, as she exited the Uber vehicle.  But she didn’t.  She was single minded in her focus as she entered the office building, and since Dave was off in the labs, neither of them saw the other.

Ms. Wells’ office was smartly appointed, and apparently her job significant enough that she was granted appreciable real estate.  Her office had an outer waiting room, and the pretty woman behind the desk there offered Vanessa either coffee or water while she waited.  Vanessa, keyed up already, opted out of the caffeine and went for the water.

When Ms. Wells came to her inner office door, Vanessa was surprised by her age.  She couldn’t have been much older than Vanessa - maybe early thirties - though she had a position of significant responsibility in the company.  Somehow, Vanessa had been picturing someone older.  The woman had dark brown hair that she wore cropped at the base of her skull, kept a fit and attractive body under a power suit with tapered skirt.  She smiled broadly at Vanessa before checking if the red haired woman in her lobby was who she thought she was.

“That’s me,” Vanessa agreed, and Ms. Wells held the door for her to enter.

The inner office continued the outer office’s tasteful décor, potted plant in one corner, tall sunny window, smart oak desk.  Nothing at all to betray what the company worked on.  Vanessa took a seat in front of that desk as Ms. Wells seated herself behind.

“Thanks so much for coming, Mrs. Holland,” Ms. Wells started and Vanessa jumped in right away with a request that she be addressed by her first name.  Ms. Wells smiled, nodded, gestured to herself, said, “Julia, if you prefer.  And I’m really happy to meet you, Vanessa.  Your reviews have been among our most thorough, but also the best written, purely from an entertainment perspective.  That’s no small recommendation - reviews with detailed and well written accounts of product usage drive up sales, and we have noted a small but statistically impressive jump in sales in each of the products you’ve tested for us over the last month or so.”

“Oh!  I’m glad to hear that!”

“And I mentioned when we first contacted you that after your fifth review, there might be a more significant role available to you at the company.”

“I remember,” Vanessa acknowledged.  “Which is why I was surprised to receive a request for this meeting.  I’ve only done four reviews.”

“Four excellent reviews,” Julia agreed.  “Now, to be perfectly honest, for most individuals we contract for the review process, the fourth signifies the end of our relationship.  Statistically, only about thirty percent are even allowed to continue beyond the third review.  There are exceptions, however, and I think it’s fair to say you may be one of the most exceptional of those in some time.  Your enthusiasm for Alstace products seems matched only by your inventiveness in their usage.  Which brings us to today.”

“Okay...”

“The fifth review is always a gateway review.  Assuming it goes well, a new contract could be set in place for you, with a significant increase in pay, but also in responsibility.  Before I get into details, I do need to address my one and only concern, however.”

“Go ahead.”

“In your last review you brought up the fact that your husband accidentally switched on the vibrator with the Real Life remote control - an oversight that we are already addressing.  However, you also detail your flight to the privacy of the washroom, to conceal from him what had happened.  On a personal level, to be clear, I have no compunctions about you hiding the use of our products from your husband.  I’m quite certain that many of our clientèle do.  But if this is something you’re doing for a living, especially with increased responsibilities going forward, I need to ask - is your husband aware of your employment?”

Vanessa sighed, pursed her lips.  It had never occurred to her that this might be of any concern to the company.  She briefly considered lying, but more than one of her reviews had made at least oblique reference to her attempts at secrecy.  Ms. Wells would surely know.  So she answered, simply, “No.”

“Is there a reason you’re concealing it from him?”

Vanessa sighed again.  They were treading into very personal territory...  but then again, this woman was privy to the most intimate details of Vanessa’s masturbatory habits.  Was there even such thing as personal territory anymore?  She opted for honesty again.  “Our...  sex life...  had been a bit peculiar...  a bit non-existent, if I’m honest - until I started using Alstace products.  As I noted in my first review, the Pocket Rocket provided me my first ever orgasm.  Since then things have gotten better with him, since I’m able to...  to climax in bed with him, as well.  I intend to let him know about the product usage as well as the employment soon, but maybe not till I know we’ve both settled into a good spot with the way our sex life is now.  I don’t want him intimidated.  I guess I don’t want him freaking out.”

“You think he would freak out?”

Van shrugged.  “Probably not.  But...  look, I like your products.  It’s no stretch to say that they’ve literally changed my life.  For the better.  And I suppose that were I not employed further by Alstace, I could still purchase and use the products, but it’s more than brand loyalty I feel here.  It’s...  it’s gratitude.  It’s passion.  I’m sure many women would love to have the job I’ve been blessed to do for you, and whatever job may come next, but I doubt many of them would have the fervor for it that I do.  You...  you Road-to-Damascused me.  I’m converted.  I’m a different person.  And yeah, I’m a bit cautious about risking that with TMI for my husband just now.”

Julia chuckled, shook her head.  “Road-to-Damascused,” she repeated, under her breath.  Then she locked eyes with Vanessa again.  “You keeping this from your husband is not a deal breaker for us.  I bring it up with concern for you as a person, as a woman, as a wife...  not as a contractor.  Because the next phase of your employment, should you choose to pursue it, will be more...  hardcore?  That’s either exactly the wrong or exactly the right word to use here.  If you should choose to keep it from your spouse, that’s frankly none of our business.  But if you fear there’s any possibility he’d be upset by what you’ve been doing so far, well, there’s a greater chance he’d be upset by this.”

“Why, what is it?”

“The fifth review is always done on site.  With a clinical observer, traditionally with a new or developing product.”

“Clinical observer?”

“Designer.  Engineer.  For the fifth review it would be one or the other, to ease you into these new responsibilities, but going forward, it would not be unheard of for more than one person to be in the room with you, and occasionally up to a dozen, counting observers.”

“In the room with me?  You mean while I...?”

Julia nodded. 

“Watching me?”

“Taking notes on your reactions.  And listening to your real-time feedback.”

Vanessa let out her breath on a shaky exhalation.  Observers.  While she masturbated.  That was unexpected, and she wasn’t entirely sure how she felt about it.  Part of her instantly and instinctively rebelled.  Masturbating in her home was one thing, but it would take a lot of courage and self-confidence to do it in front of a stranger, let alone to detail the sensations one vibrator or another was providing her.  And while she was still pretty sure that Dave would be on board with her using toys - maybe rightfully annoyed that she had gone so far out of her way to hide it from him, but also maybe even turned on - this was a whole other story.  She couldn’t begin to guess what he’d think of this.  Probably nothing good.  Which pretty much settled it.  She couldn’t take the job.  Which is why she was so surprised when she heard herself ask, “Male or female observers?”

“Do you have a preference?”

Yeah, actually, she did.  The thought of doing it in front of anyone was terrifying, but she could also distinctly remember the thrill and the shame of cumming in front of that kid on the escalator...  that male kid.  Dildoing herself in front of another man would very literally be a fantasy come true.  But she couldn’t say that here, not if she wanted to maintain at least a pretense of professionalism.  So she shook her head, followed it with another question:  “And how often would I need to be on site for one of these review sessions?”

“The hours are flexible,” Julia asserted.  “And largely left in your lap.”  She chuckled, added, “No pun intended there.  We do have a requirement that it’s never two days in sequence.  That’s to keep the feedback pure.  If you’re tired or worn out from the day before, your experience is naturally going to be less than optimal.”

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem for me.”

Now Julia did more than chuckle, she outright laughed.  “No, I don’t think it would be for you, either.  If your reviews accurately reflect frequency of use, you’re pretty much a full-time tester already.  Still, it’s company policy, not my own, and some of our products in the pipeline - again, no pun intended - are a lot more intense than anything you’ve heretofore experienced.  So, maximally, you could be here Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.  That’s the limit.”

“And that would carry a full-time wage?”

“We pay our on-site testers something in the vicinity of a thousand dollars a session,” she answered.  “It goes up every year, so I’d have to look at the contract direct to get the dollars and cents just right.”

“A thousand a session?!” Vanessa gaped.  She’d thought the five hundred she’d been getting per review before had been amazing, and that had only been something she could earn around once a week.  But at three sessions a week, fiftyish weeks a year...  Jesus, she’d not only be fulfilling multiple sexual fantasies, she’d be knee deep into six figures.  Could she really pass this up?  Would Dave really object?

Did it matter?


Chapter Four

The next day Vanessa kissed her husband at the front door of their apartment as he squeezed his left foot into his still tied sneaker.  “Have a good day, my dear,” she told him.

“I’ll try,” he promised, then, out of character, asked, “What’s your day like?”

She shrugged, shook her head.  She was still dressed in her red housecoat, the one he liked so much.  She’d already showered, though, and thrown on a little make-up, enough to add an extra layer of pretty (not that she needed it), not enough to raise questions.

“Everything still going okay with you and those...  those review things you’re writing?”  He knew she was earning enough to keep up her side of the rent, though he was unclear exactly what she was reviewing, and had deliberately steered clear of probing too deeply in the hopes that she would extend him the same courtesy.  So far it had worked, and he hadn’t had to reveal to her his secret shame that he was A) working for a sex toy manufacturer and B) leaving his Computer Science degree dormant to instead work in maintenance.  There was nothing ignominious in the work itself, but she thought he was utilizing his primary skill-set and he took pride in that.

“Yeah, I guess,” she said non-committally.  A deeper answer would invite deeper questions, and she was happy with the status quo, too.

He was gone a moment later and she was rushing to the bedroom to throw on the clothes she’d pre-chosen.  She didn’t want to be late for her first day on site at Alstace.

When she arrived, she was greeted perfunctorily by Ms. Wells, but then remanded to the care of a young lady named Ms. Bennet.  Bennet was shorter than Vanessa, had long brown hair that extended to between her shoulder blades, and wide blue eyes that reinforced her youthful appearance.  She was quite pretty in Vanessa’s opinion.  Also quite talkative, rattling off company information at a mile a minute as she guided Vanessa down a long hallway lined with closed doors.  She stopped in front of one about halfway along, turned sharply on her heel and said, “We have change rooms.  If you’d like to disrobe there and don one of the housecoats, then we can reconvene in this room.  But some people like to keep their clothes on hand, for cell phone usage and whatnot, so you’re equally welcome to simply disrobe in the lab itself.  Your call.”

“I’ll be disrobing?” Vanessa asked nervously.  Silly question.  She’d known this was coming.  But her nerves were high, so the question spilled out.

“You can retain a top if it suits you,” Bennet said.  “Or if you’re cold.  The products we’ll be testing today do require you be nude from the waist down.  I mean, you can keep your shoes, if you want.  We just need access to...”  She gestured in a circular motion to her own groin area, but even she, used to dealing with such things on a daily basis, didn’t complete the sentence, and blushed even as she demonstrated. 

Vanessa was sure she, herself, blushed harder.  She nodded for Bennet to open the door to the test lab.

The room they entered was smaller than Van was expecting.  It was clinical too, like a doctor’s office, with the same padded exam table, and gynecological stirrups.  There was no paper sheet on the table, though Vanessa was certain someone cleaned that surface thoroughly between uses.  She could smell the pristine, almost minty chemical smell of some cleaning agent or other.

Bennet closed the door behind them, moved around to sit behind a nearby desk and switched on a computer.  She said, without glancing up, “Okay, then, just take off your clothes, and you can either put them on the chair there or in one of the cubbys at the back of the room.  Then hop on up on the table and we’ll get started.”

Just like being in a gym change room, Vanessa reminded herself, as she pried off her shoes and peeled away her jeans and socks.  You’ve done that a thousand times.  This is no different.  Except it was different, because Bennet was now unpacking sex toys from a box beside the desk, toys that Vanessa was supposed to fuck in front of her, and she’d never done that in a gymnasium change room.  She hooked off her panties with her back to her new acquaintance, piled all the clothes on the chair by the exam table.  She debated for just a second, then peeled off her shirt and bra, too.  If she was going to do this, she was going to fucking do this.  The pay was incredible, but the permission to do what she was about to do in front of another person who wasn’t her husband, even if that person was a woman (a very cute woman) was incentive enough.  She felt a surge of adrenaline, arousal and shame as she turned back to face the young brunette.  But Bennet threw her just a single glance and then nodded to the table.  Vanessa climbed on and asked, “Do I use the stirrups?”

“There may be times when I ask you to do so.  If I want to get a better look at how a product is performing.  But otherwise, you can or not as you wish.  Whatever makes you most comfortable and is most conducive to your optimal experience with the product in question.  This is your first time, yes?  Here, in the lab?”
Vanessa nodded.

“Just relax, then.  Remember that I’m not here to judge you, but rather the product itself.  And our devices are made to entertain, so if you’re having fun, that means the product is working, and if you’re not, that’s our fault, not yours.  All I need from you is honesty, so don’t hold back.  There’s nothing you can do or say that I haven’t encountered at some point in my time here.”

“And how long is that?  Your time here?”

“Just eight months,” Bennet told her.  “But that’s enough time to have done what we’re here to do today a few dozen times.  You good to go?”

Vanessa took in a shaky breath, nodded.  Bennet approached her then with a surgical tray, arrayed with a variety of sex toys.  There was a large black dildo that shone like dark latex under the overhead fluorescents, a smaller pink vibrator with a number of nodules and protuberances across it and something that looked like a device a doctor might use to take the temperature in your ear.  Vanessa had no idea what that was.

Bennet placed the tray on an armature attached to the exam table, stepped back.  “Okay, so you can start with whichever one you want.  If you have any questions about product usage or design, that’s part of what I’m here for, so feel free to ask.”

“And I just...”

Bennet nodded, blushed again, smiled it away.  “You...  use them.  The way they’re intended for use.  Or not, if you want to get inventive, I suppose.  That’s totally cool, too.  You can provide me with feedback during the process, if that doesn’t interfere with your experience.  Or, if you need to focus, you can hold all feedback till you’ve...  till you’re done with the product.  Just do your best to retain any thoughts, positive or constructive as you’re working.  Finishing off with a simple, ‘That was great,’ or ‘That sucked,’ is a good way to ensure you don’t get invited back.  They’re paying for details.”

“And are you recording or...”

“Video?  Not today, no.  If you’re open to that, there are forms you can fill out and a few different options for how you’ll allow the footage to be used.  And a pay bump, though I don’t know how much.  But today it’s just you and me.  And the toys.  Okay?”  She smiled again, a smile that was meant to be relaxing for Vanessa, but one that masked a little nervousness and awkwardness for Bennet as well.  And why not?  Vanessa may have been the one who was naked, but this girl was the one who had to watch it all in detail.  Alstace had gone out of their way to keep the environment sterile and clinical, but at the end of the day, Vanessa was here to cum, and Bennet was here to witness her cum.  Even after dozens of interactions, there had to be some element of awkwardness about that.

Vanessa selected the large black dildo first, picked it up, examined it.  Unlike the vibrator it wasn’t knobbed, but there were smooth contours to it rather than a straight and flat design.

“May I ask what made you select that one?” Bennet asked, typing something into the computer in front of her.

“It’s straightforward,” Vanessa answered.  “I think I know how to use it without having to ask for help.”

“Fair enough,” Bennet acknowledged.  “What do you think of the colour of it?”

“I like its shininess.”

“Gotcha.  Shininess.”  She finished typing, looked up, smiled.  Waited.

Vanessa ran her hands across the large dildo, getting a feel for it.  It had heft, and it was both wide and long, possibly a full foot, end to end.  It was phallic in design, obviously, but not specifically molded after a penis.  She would have preferred the latter, and she said so.

“Okay,” Bennet said, typing again.  “One of the design concerns for that particular toy is its size.  After a certain point of length and girth, some women are intimidated if the toy too closely resembles a penis.  You’re saying despite its size, you would prefer something more akin to an actual male member.”

“Most of my fantasies involve some form of sex with a man.  Whether this is accurately shaped like a man or not, my fantasy is still going to, with this particular toy, involve a very, very well endowed male.  A more accurate model would only aid that fantasy.”

“In terms of its size...  shape aside...  is that an attractant for you?”

“I’ve never used anything even approaching this big.  I’m curious...  I’m intrigued...  I’m...”  Vanessa sighed.  She was here for honesty.  “I’m eager.”

Bennet smiled.  “Do you need lubricant, first?  Considering its-”

But Van cut her off with a head shake and a chagrined smile.  Merely handling the device and being naked on the table before this pretty girl had gotten her juices flowing.  “I really don’t.”

Bennet returned the smile.  “Okay, then.  In your own time.”

Vanessa fit the wide head of the dildo to her vaginal opening.  She spread her lips with one hand, flicked her eyes only momentarily up to Bennet, whose own eyes were glued to the toy insertion.  That was her job, of course, that’s why she was here, but it still surged a shameful lust in Vanessa.  She was about to fuck the largest toy she’d ever touched, and this girl was going to watch.  She had already confessed her masturbatory practices to the whole of the company, but to be witnessed doing it?  In spite of the clinical environ, she felt like a total slut.  And she loved it.

Despite her overwhelming wetness, she still had to move slowly with the toy.  Her pussy was being stretched wider than she’d ever asked it to before, and while it wasn’t precisely painful, there was a sense of pain waiting just over the horizon.  Less than an inch in and she could already tell that if she handled this toy right it was going to gift her with an immeasurable orgasm.  But if she handled it without proper respect, it was going to bite her.  “It’s huge,” she gasped out to Bennet.

“Too huge?”

“No!  Just right huge.”  She had it just two inches in now, her body slowly adapting, but she gasped suddenly and stopped inserting.

“Everything okay?” Bennet asked.

“Yes.  It’s...  I’ve never...”  Then, again, “Oh my God, it’s huge.”

Bennet chuckled.  “Take your time.”

“Uh-huh.”  She started in with it again, three inches now, four inches.  Pause to breathe.  Pause to adapt.  Five inches.  Six inches - deeper than her husband’s cock had ever touched her, about as deep as she’d ever been touched by anything - the depth her favourite toy back home could probe, though that thing didn’t stretch her like this, didn’t fill her like this.  This thing wasn’t shaped like a human penis because it was inhuman by nature - not just because it was made of molded silicone, but because very few humans would have a penis that approached this thing’s dimensions.  It was monstrous, and when she later learned the toy’s title was Kong, she wouldn’t be surprised, because the fantasy that was already shaping itself at the outer edges of her mind was of sex with some otherworldly beast, some demon.  She was being offered in sexual sacrifice, and this thing had come to claim her, and seven inches, eight inches - wide around as her husband’s forearm, if not wider - and nine inches and, “Oh!”  She froze again, her breath coming in hitches, her legs shaking.  This time Bennet didn’t interrupt though she was staring with mingled concern and interest at Vanessa, the bestial black cock three quarters inserted.

Vanessa panted out to her, “Okay, we haven’t even started yet, and there’s the first one.  Just a little orgasm, but just because of this thing’s size, even without...  you know...  in and out, it triggered that.  I like this thing.”

“Take your time with it,” Bennet responded, sounding amused.

Vanessa did.  She pushed it home another inch, realized that to try to go further would likely result in injury, withdrew it slowly, all the way down to its final inch.  The second full insertion was easier, as her cunt was already stretched, and the third and fourth were easier still.  By the fifth she was able to strike up a rhythm, and by insertion number twelve she was cumming again, harder, eyes clenched shut, trying to tamp down her yell, acutely aware that she was in a workplace, but unable to keep it in.  Her legs shook so violently that the left fell from the table, kicking at air down by the floor, ankle rotating, toes flicking back and forth together, sounding like snapping finger applause at some beatnik poetry read. 

She was barely coming out of it when Bennet suggested, “Describe that.”

But Vanessa only responded with a head shake and the assertion, “In a minute.”  That orgasm had been intense, it had been epic, and she was back in the fantasy of being chained to some rock, some great and evil beast come to claim her, and she wanted another, she wanted to cum again and keep cumming.  She was thrusting the giant dildo in and out of herself now, using both hands, because this thing was like a fucking ogre’s club, there was no one handed usage possible, and here came the next cum, taking her as roughly and savagely as her imaginary beast, and both legs were back on the table, her heels scrabbling for alternate purchase, as if she were trying to get away, even though all she wanted to do was to surrender to it.  Her head craned back on the table, her gorgeous red hair hanging down either side of it, and now she wasn’t just yelling, she was babbling, she was cursing, “Oh, fuck, oh God, oh, fuck, yes, fuuuuccck!”

Bennet watched it all silently, her mouth agape, forgetting even to type.


Chapter Five

After lunch, Dave had been assigned to clean up in one of the smaller test labs again.  He had at least been taught by Maria now exactly what he was supposed to do with used toys.  If the engineer in question hadn’t handled it on his or her own, Dave was to don latex gloves, place the toys in sterile bags to be brought to a special cleaning area, wash them with the provided cleaners and return them to the room.  There they would either be used by the same contracted tester in a later session, or gifted to them, if they wished to keep them.  For obvious reasons, once used, no matter how well cleaned, products were never put into service again with a new worker.

Today’s tester had clearly earned her pay cheque.  There were three different toys laid out on the surgical tray attached to the exam table.  One was a pretty standard vibrator.  One, Dave knew from his growing and osmotically absorbed encyclopedic knowledge of Alstace products, was a clitoral sucking toy.  And the final...  well, the final needed no guesswork, except for the guess as to how a woman could fit it inside of her.  A gigantic black dildo that made Dave’s own dick look like a crayon.  He had seen such dildos on the website when he and Vanessa had been shopping for the toy they had purchased - the toy she had so far been reluctant to so much as remove from its box - and both she and he had instinctively shied away from them.  They were just too damned big.  One could have theoretically commit murder with one of these things.

The door had been shut when he’d entered, and the room had locked in the scent of sex.  One-sided sex.  It reeked of overworked vagina, and no wonder.  The toys had clearly seen service - the residue visible upon them - and both the tray and vinyl exam table were still visibly damp.  As he stepped closer, he could even see a few stray pubic hairs clinging to the largest dildo, plastered there by dried juice.  He was one-half revolted and one-half aroused by the sight.  Leaning in, he could see that the pubes were even the same reddish colour as his wife’s, though try as he might he couldn’t picture her taking on this claymore sized dildo. 

He put on his gloves, bagged the toys (needing an extra large one for the big black dildo) and sprayed down and cleaned the exam table top and tray as he’d been shown.  He knew Maria had received a similar assignment nearby, and though he was trying to keep his distance from her, terrified of the powerful attraction he felt for her, she popped out of an open door and joined him on his trek to the cleaning station.

She threw a glance at his extra large bag, the dildo clearly outlined through the opaque plastic, said, “Wow, someone took on the dreaded Kong.”

“What?”

“That big one you’re carrying.  It’s the new version of their biggest.  Kong it’s called.”

“How do you know?”

“When you’ve been here a while, you pick up a lot of details about the products.  Besides...  it’s not like I don’t have my own collection.”

Dave blushed, chuckled, shook his head.  She was always saying provocative stuff like that around him, trying to shock, maybe, or trying to arouse.  He took the bait, subtly lifted the big bag in her direction, said, “You have one of these?”

“No,” she laughed.  “I’m not that brave.  But we’ll see how this new version fares in testing...  maybe someday.”

They reached the cleaning station in a small side closet, broke out their respective toys, started cleaning, side by side.  He was just finishing with the bumpy pink vibrator when he happened to glance over as Maria opened her second bag and set a component aside.  On the one other occasion that they’d cleaned together, he had been entertained by the sight of her with a sex toy in her hands, but now it wasn’t the toy that grabbed his attention.  It was the small device she placed on a ledge near to the sink. 

It was the remote control.  Not a remote control, the remote control, the same one that was on his kitchen table back home.  The same size, the same shape, the same colour, the same two buttons on the front labelled with a plus and minus sign.  The one he’d found on the floor of their living room the day he’d come home to find Vanessa’s clothing all in a pile near at hand.  The one Vanessa had suggested belonged to the previous tenant, though they had moved into an empty and thoroughly tidy apartment, so where that thing might have been hiding was a mystery.  The one she had suggested might be a garage door opener, though it clearly wasn’t.  The one she’d suggested he throw out, though he hadn’t yet done so.

“What’s that?” he asked Maria, and she glanced up at him and then followed his gaze to the remote.

“It’s a controller,” she said.  “For...”  She held up the long and thin vibrator she’d been cleaning - a vibrant green with a suction cup on one end.  “I don’t know what this one’s called.”

“They have remote controlled vibrators?”  He already knew the answer.  Now that he was seeing the remote here, in its native setting, he realized he’d seen several such devices during his time at work.  A few of them were a different colour or a different size.  But they were all more or less the same.

“Yeah,” she shrugged.  Then, “I forget that you haven’t seen much of the products here in action.”

“You have?”

“Besides my own?  Yeah, you know I have.  You’re a party to my little secret, David.  I’ve seen a lot.”

“How often do you go up there?”

“As often as possible.  Why...?  Are you intrigued?”  She held up a hand to him, said quickly, “You don’t have to answer that, I saw the clear evidence of your intrigue the last time.”

“Aren’t you afraid of getting caught?”

She laughed.  “I’ve done it, like...  I dunno, seventy times?  A hundred times?  I’ve lost track.  Nobody checks.  Well, except for you.  As long as you’ve made sure on the docket that no one is scheduled to be there, you’re safe.”

“Yeah, but if you do get caught...”

“If I get caught I get fired,” she said with a shrug.  “There won’t be a big fuss made about it, because they wouldn’t want the bad publicity of voyeurism in their corporate offices.  Most people have no idea the depravity our workers get up to here, all in the service of science, of course...  And I think Alstace wants to keep it that way.  So if I get caught I get fired and I move on to some other job with at least as good a pay.  I haven’t stuck around here all these years for the money, Dave, or even the company discount.  I stay because a couple times a week I get a free sex show.  What you saw the other day?  That was tame.  That was peanuts.  You have no idea what happens in that room...”

“Why?  What happens in that room?”

“Some days nothing more than what you saw: a pretty girl fucks some piece of plastic.  But that’s still a show worth watching.  And when I say pretty I mean universally pretty.  It’s discrimination, I’m sure, but I’ve never known Alstace to hire an unattractive tester.  They’d never hire me, for instance.”

“They’d hire you,” Dave said reflexively, and blushed as he saw the sidelong glance she threw him, and her widening grin.

“You think so?”  She stopped scrubbing, eyed him up and down before finally saying, “I’m going up this afternoon.  The observation room is empty.  You should join me.”

“Why?”

“In a worst case scenario you’ll get to see something along the lines of what you saw last time.  Someone putting one of those toys through its paces.  Maybe even Kong, there.”  She nodded at the big black dildo he was currently scrubbing.  “But catch that room on the right day and you’ll get to see just how perverse our engineers can get...  not to mention the girls they contract to come in and do what they do.  That takes a special kind of girl.  We could get lucky.”

He caught her double-entendre, or what he was perceiving as such, made sure to spell out, “You won’t get lucky.”

She grinned.  “We’ll see.”

In the excitement of her dirty talk, and his inward (and failing) struggle to resist her offer, he forgot all about the remote control she’d pulled from one of her bags.  For the moment.

When they were done with the cleaning, they returned the toys to the rooms where they’d found them.  There was still an hour before the large lab was supposed to see use, so they went their separate ways, but as the hour wound down, despite his inward insistence that he wasn’t going to join her, Dave found himself on the second floor, heading in the direction of the forbidden observation chamber. 

Maria was already waiting for him, removed from the door to avoid suspicion, looking out a window onto the parking lot.  She smiled when she saw him (or leered, more like it, Dave thought), cast a glance in either direction down the hall, paused to listen for any approaching footsteps but his, then pulled the door open and ushered him swiftly inside.  She took him by the hand, pushed through the second, windowed door, and guided him straight down to the bay window that overlooked the test field.  “Oh,” she purred.  “Yeah, this is going to be a good one.”

The central area of open floor had been overtaken by a large metal framework with hanging, circular hand grips.  It almost looked like a piece of equipment to be used by a training gymnast, except for the second piece of equipment positioned directly below the metal frame.  That was another squat metal lattice attached to some sort of electric motor.  And protruding from the top of that, like the lone spike on an ironwork fence, was a long and obvious dildo.

The two persons down there today were the same as Dave had last seen when he’d been up here - the tall blonde engineer in glasses and lab coat, and the pretty young woman with the unruly, dirty blonde hair and cleanly shaved pussy.  She was fully nude this time, not so much as her socks on, and she had wrapped her arms lightly around herself for warmth.  Her nipples, even from Dave’s current vantage, were manifestly on point.  The man was down on one knee, fiddling with the dildo device.

“She stands over that thing and holds on to the rings?” Dave asked Maria.

“Holds on for dear life, I’d suspect.  Or else is tied in place, though they don’t seem to be testing any restraints today.”

“Wow,” was all Dave could think to respond.  He cast a single look back toward the windowed door behind him.  He was still nervous about being caught in this room.  But Maria didn’t seem even vaguely concerned, so he tried to relax and take his cue from her.

The man finished with whatever he was doing to the machine, rolled what had to be an extra large condom down over the dildo.  He was wearing latex gloves, and he pulled from one pocket of his lab coat a bottle of lubricant, liberally dosed the dildo with it, then spread it evenly across the toy’s surface with his hands.  The girl watched on eagerly.  When he was done, he stood and removed the gloves, tossing them into a waste bin.  He took a seat nearby at a folding table, typed something into his open laptop.  Then he said something to the girl.

“What’d he say?” Dave asked.

Maria crossed over to a switch on the wall, threw it, and the hiss of the big lab’s room tone filled the observation chamber.  Maria turned the volume down.  “This room’s sound proofed,” she said to Dave.  “Or it’s supposed to be.  But no use taking chances.  You should kill your walkie, too.”

Dave did so, eyes locked on the girl as she paced toward the device.  She ran a finger over the condom shrouded dildo, rubbed it with her thumb to test the viscosity, nodded.  She stepped over the device, legs straddling it, looked upward, stepped back and away, grabbed hold of the dildo machine and tried to drag it a little closer to the rings.

“You need help?” the engineer asked.

“That’s Walden,” Maria told Dave.  “We like Walden.”

“Why?”

“Watch from up here long enough and you’ll find out why.”

The girl had said something to Walden about the device being too heavy, and Walden had gotten up to help her edge it to where she was directing him.

“The girl, I think is named Stephanie,” Maria went on.  “She’s been doing this a while, but she’s leaving soon.”

“How do you know?”

“I talk to people here besides you, you know, Dave.  Not about this room.  You’re the only one who knows that secret.  But there’s gossip to be heard once you get to know the folks.  She’s going to be let go soon.  Nothing she did.  She’s quite good.  But they rotate the girls from time to time, to keep the feedback fresh.  Get a new perspective.  There’ll be someone new down there soon enough, mark my words.”

“That’s too bad,” Dave answered.  “She’s quite pretty.”

“They’re all pretty, Dave,” Maria said, casting him a smile.  “That’s what makes the shows worth watching.”

Stephanie stepped up to the dildo machine again, one leg on either side of it.  She looked up again and seemed satisfied with the device’s position now, because she took hold of one of the rings, stood on tiptoe to get her vagina over the tip of the dildo, then lowered herself carefully, free hand spreading herself to allow for insertion.  She grunted quietly, shifted her body position slightly, then reached up her other hand to grasp the second ring.  Her body was now an X shape, hands and legs both spread in counterpoint to one another.  “Okay,” she said to Walden.

“I’ll start slow,” he said, and he took his position back behind the laptop again, then adjusted a dial on an extended cord which trailed all the way from the machine, up onto the table.  Dave heard the machine begin to hum even before he saw it move.  The dildo was on some sort of rotating piston, and it began a very slow up and down motion.  Stephanie lifted her hips slightly in tandem with the device, not letting it penetrate her as deeply as it wanted to yet, but as she became accustomed to its movement, and her vagina became fully lubed both by the coating on the condom and by her own physical response, she allowed herself to settle back to her heels, and the dildo was able to push fully home, a good seven or eight inches up inside her.

Dave was watching it all with heart racing and mouth agape.  He’d crossed his arms again self-consciously. 

Maria was alternating her gaze between the events below and Dave himself and finally said, through a grin, “Somebody’s intrigued again.”

He glanced at her, followed her gaze down, realized that his erection was once more clearly tenting his overalls.  But wasn’t that why they were here?  He couldn’t enjoy the show without that being a natural by-product, so he didn’t even try to conceal it now, just shrugged and told her, “You wanted me here.”

“I do want you here,” she agreed.  “Just nice to see how much you want to be here.” 

Below, Stephanie asked Walden, “Speed it up for me?”

He adjusted the dial and the dildo started pulsing a little faster.  “How’s that?” he asked.

“Good,” she panted.  “Nice.  Keep it there for a minute or so, then crank it up again, kay?”

“Gotcha,” Walden said.  He typed something new into his laptop.

Beside Dave, Maria dragged one of the chairs out of its alignment and straight up to the window.  She leaned into the glass to look into the lab, then returned her gaze to her co-worker, now at perfect eye level to his erection. 

He heard the sound of a zipper lowering, looked away from Stephanie to Maria.  She had lowered the zipper on her overalls to about the base of her breastbone.  Through the open gap in the fabric Dave could see the pink of her bra, and a whole lot of skin.  She snaked a hand through the opening, fondling one of her breasts, still concealed by the blue cotton of the uniform.

“What are you doing?” he asked her.

“What I always do in here,” she shrugged.

“With me here?”

“You’ve seen me do it before.”

“From behind,” Dave emphasized.

“Well now you’re seeing it from in front.  You want me to stop?”

Dave didn’t answer.  Couldn’t answer.  Did he want her to stop?  Yes, he wanted her to stop, before she took this weird scenario even further than it had already gone, pushing his marriage into further jeopardy.  Did he want her to stop?  No, he wanted her to take it all the way, or better yet, let him take it all the way.  He wanted to push her up against the glass and fuck her while looking over shoulder to the action below.

She saw the indecision, took it as a green light.  She grinned and parted the material of the overalls further.  Her bubblegum coloured bra sported twin bumps where her hard nipples were raising the cloth.  She ran the fingers of each hand over them.  “Do you want me to stop?” she asked again.

He still couldn’t muster an answer.  He stared at her, at her hands running over her breasts, her fingers pausing to toy with and pull at her nipples through the fabric.  When she brought her hands together at the front clasp of the bra, and when he heard the little click of the two cups separating, his eyes widened.

“Last chance,” Maria said to him.  “Do you want me to stop?”

His response now felt as beyond his control as his lack of response previous, and he hated himself for it.  His head shook in slow negation.

She parted the bra, revealing her twin C cup breasts.  Her skin was a dusky colour, exotic and different from his wife’s lily white skin.  Her aereolae, larger than Vanessa’s, were a shade of brown, rather than pink, her nipples a deep tan.  With the bra released, she brought her hands back in to stroke at her breasts, just the sides now, avoiding the nipples, grinning at how his eyes had locked on to both of them, and not wanting obstruct his view.  “Intrigued,” she whispered.  Then, “I’m intrigued, too.”  His body was still turned toward the window, though his head was facing her, and he hadn’t looked back to the action below since he’d heard that zipper lowering.  She cocked an eyebrow at him, asked, “Do you want to touch them?”

Dear Jesus, yes, he did, but as self-disgusted as he was with himself for not telling her to stop, he was proud that he at least drew a line here.  He gave her the same slow head shake he had before.

Her grin twisted to something rueful.  She said, “Because I’m not your wife?”

“Yeah,” he grunted.

“Neither is she,” Maria said, and she nodded to the window.

It brought Dave’s head back around. 

The machine below was cranked to what Dave assumed was one of its higher settings now.  The piston was pulsing more rapidly than any human could match, forcing the long dildo in and out of Stephanie so forcefully that her body shook in time.  The girl was still clasping the rings, her eyes screwed shut, her wild mop of hair jolting and shimmying with the dildo’s impact.  She was wailing out an orgasm or the approach of one.

“I’m not touching her either,” Dave said, and when he returned his gaze to Maria, his breath intook sharply.

She had lowered the zipper further, right down to her groin.  He could see the top half of her panties, a matching pink to the bra she’d undone.  One of her hands was stuffed down inside, massaging her pussy, while the other still roamed across her breasts.  Her eyes were half-lidded.  She smiled and said, “You just want to watch.”

He didn’t bother answering that.  His hand had twitched toward his straining cock on instinct, though he’d caught himself before he could follow through with his reflexive desire.  She’d caught it too, though, her smile twisting further.

“Do it,” she urged him.  She leaned back in her chair legs spread wide, hand moving obviously beneath panties and overalls.

Dave wrapped his hand around his clothing covered cock.  He squeezed, he pulled.  He watched his co-worker.

“Pull it out,” Maria ordered him, and when he didn’t immediately do so, she reminded him, breathily, “It’s not cheating if you’re the only one who touches it.”

Below, Stephanie finally succumbed to the machine.  Her climax was wild and loud in the observation room, even with the intercom volume turned low, and both Dave and Maria turned their gazes on her.  She was thrashing violently atop the machine, almost looking like she was trying to escape it, though she wasn’t secured, so she could do so at any time.  Her hair was whipping from side to side, and Walden, still seated behind his laptop was watching with what might have been more than professional interest.

“Fuck, that looks fun,” Maria whispered loudly.

As Stephanie’s orgasm began to subside, Walden lowered the machine’s speed gradually to a halt.  When it finally stilled, the girl was left clinging to the rings above her, her body otherwise slack.  She was audibly panting.

“You okay?” Walden asked her.

She grunted wordlessly in reply, took a minute to catch her breath, then flexed her arms, and now she really did look like a gymnast, her body lifting upwards with her pull up, stomach muscles clearly flexed and defined.  Her cunt was obviously wet, the skin around it reddened from the machine’s onslaught.  A trail of shimmering moisture that Dave could see all the way up in the observation room connected her to the dildo as she lifted free, like a strand of dew covered spider’s silk.  It only snapped when she had pulled herself away and lowered her naked body back down to her heels behind the machine.

Dave turned his eyes back to Maria.  Her eyes were on the scene below, her hand moving with even more speed, though she sensed his gaze and locked eyes with him again. 

He was still absently stroking his cock through his overalls.

“Here’s the thing,” Maria said.  “When I cum, you’re going to cum.  You know you are.  Do you really want to do that in your work clothes?”

Dave’s breath was coming fast.  He was in sensory overload, with the scene transpiring in the laboratory, and the more intimate one right in front of him.  And she was right.  He was going to cum.  Maybe even before she did.  And technically it wasn’t cheating if he just did it himself, right?  He did it himself all the time anyway, and Vanessa didn’t mind.  Was this so different?  He recognized the gaps in his logic, but refused to dwell on them.  He needed release - if not here, then in the men’s room in a few minutes.  Only there he wouldn’t be able to watch Maria working her cleft beneath her cute pink panties, or playing with her gorgeous tits openly before his eyes, and what the fuck, his zipper was already lowering, he was lowering it without thought or will, and he was shrugging the overall’s shoulders away from his body, letting the full uniform drop to cloud around his knees, leaving him in his underwear.  And he was pushing those down, too, so it was too late now.  His hard dick sprung into Maria’s view, his nut sac drawn up tight, his pubic hair not as tightly groomed as he would have had it had he anticipated this scenario (though would he have even come to work today had he anticipated this scenario?) but not unkempt and wild, either.  And anyway, she didn’t seem to mind, she had just sunk even lower in the chair, her hand really going to town now, her mouth wide, sucking in breath.  Her eyes locked on his penis as his hand returned to its work, grabbing and jacking.

He felt his cum coming, and it must have shown on his face, because Maria did gasp out one thing: “Not on me, on the window!” and he shifted his hips just in time to jet a forceful load onto the glass.

She came hard at the sight, trying to subdue it is as she always did in this room, her voice all whistling gasps and a few odd squeaks and whines.  Her body thrashed in her chair almost as violently as Stephanie’s had.

Down in the lab, Stephanie was walking around the table now, laying a towel over a folding chair beside Walden, and sitting herself down, still naked, beside him.  He gave her a very quick once over with his eyes that she may or may not have caught, before returning his attention to the computer, and taking the dictation of her experience.

Dave’s semen was running in several lines down the glass of the window, and Maria was straightening herself in her seat, not bothering to zip up, but just catching her breath.  “We should clean that,” she said, grinning.  “You made a lovely mess.”


Chapter Six

Ten minutes later Dave was back at the same window in the hallway where Maria had been waiting for him to arrive on the second floor.  Now that the lust had been exorcised, all he was feeling was guilt.  He didn’t know what he was going to do about what had just transpired...  pretend it hadn’t happened?  Or tell Vanessa?  And if that latter, then how, how, how?

He heard the door to the observation room open and close behind him. 

Maria had lingered to put everything back in order.  She was at his side a moment later, looking down into the parking lot along with him.  She said, “Nothing happened, Dave.  You jerked off.  I’m sure it’s not the first time that’s happened in your marriage and it never bugged you before.”

It was no more or less than the thought he’d had in the room, just before his libido had taken over and he’d stripped naked and jacked himself off in front of his co-worker.  But out from under the shade of arousal, he could easily recognize the breaking points in that argument.  The only question was whether it would lead to a breaking point in his marriage.

“You didn’t lay a hand on me,” she went on.  “You were a good boy.  More’s the pity.  At the end of the day, is it really so different from watching porn?”

He grunted non-committally in answer.  His eyes were touring over the sun-twinkling chrome of the lot parked cars.  He could see his own, two rows removed from the front entrance, and three spaces up.  In a little over an hour he was going to have to climb into that car and drive home to his wife.  His loving and innocent wife who hadn’t spent her afternoon masturbating in front of a co-worker.  What the hell was he going to do?

Down below, near to the front entrance of the building a car pulled up.  It lingered for only a moment before someone walked out from beneath the building’s overhang, reaching a hand for the car’s rear door. 

It was a woman.  A thin and shapely woman with incredible, wind blown red hair, a large plastic bag in one hand, a purse over the opposite shoulder.  Dave was further removed from the woman than he had been even from Stephanie and Walden, but instinctively he thought, There’s Vanessa.  It was the hair.  It was the gait.  Hell, it may have even been the jacket - didn’t Vanessa have the same one? - though he couldn’t double-check because the woman had climbed into the back seat now and drawn the car door shut, and the car was pulling away, and obviously it couldn’t have been Vanessa, she had no business being here.  Did she?

“Bet you wouldn’t mind seeing her working the lab,” Maria said, and she chuckled low to herself.  “Neither would I, for that matter.”  Then she walked off down the hall, giving Dave the space she figured he needed.

It was her voice, though, that provided the connecting point for Dave.  He flashed back to their conversation at the cleaning station, before he’d allowed things to progress beyond harmless flirtation.  Their conversation about Alstace products, about Kong, and about the little remote control she’d placed on the shelf.  The one that was identical to the one he’d found on the floor of his home.  Right beside a heap of Vanessa’s cast off clothes.

That was an Alstace remote.  A vibrator’s remote.  He was sure of it.

When Dave suggested he knock off early, Maria didn’t argue.  She recognized the guilt he was experiencing, didn’t want to exacerbate it.  He got home a good hour earlier than normal.

Vanessa was in the shower when he arrived.  He could hear the water running, and though normally he would have gone immediately to greet her, maybe even to join her, he hesitated now.  He still hadn’t decided what he was going to tell her.  Besides, co-mingling with his guilt to create an uneasy brew in his gut, was this burning...  curiosity?  Lust?  Dread?  He couldn’t even identify the emotion - perhaps it was a mixture of all three.  He needed a look at the remote control...

It was on the kitchen table where it always was.  Simple and innocuous, easy to overlook and forget about...  unless one knew what it was.  And Dave now knew what it was.  It took only a very cursory examination to confirm it - this thing was dead-on identical to the one Maria had pulled from her bag back at the Alstace labs.  It was the remote control to some Alstace sex toy or another.  Which - excepting the wildly improbable suggestion that Vanessa had made that the device belonged to their apartment’s former occupant, somehow left behind and overlooked while they had both jointly cleaned the place before bringing their belongings in - meant Vanessa was keeping secrets of her own.  Going out of her way to keep secrets, in fact, because she hadn’t tried to conceal the device again after he’d found it, but left it here, hiding in plain sight, where it could become background noise until he forgot about it.

So, she had a toy.  The obvious questions that followed that revelation were where she was hiding it, and more importantly, why she was hiding it.  He had bought her a vibrator, after all.  She had the overt go-ahead from him to use it, and so far had refused to do so.  But whatever this remote control operated, he was willing to bet she was using that.  Probably had been, in fact, the day he’d found the remote next to her cast off clothes, and found her hustling back and forth from bathroom to bedroom, hair a wild and tousled mess.

He picked up the remote from the table, carried it to the living room.  Through the wall behind the couch, he could hear the shower running, couldn’t make out any more distinct sounds than that.  Which probably meant she couldn’t hear him, either.  If he wanted his curiosity abated, now was the time to do it. 

He got down on one knee, peered under the couch.  There was nothing there but a few dust bunnies.  He pulled open a drawer to the hutch before deciding that it was unlikely she would hide a sex toy in the most publicly accessible room in their house.  They’d never had company over to their place since moving in, but if they did, all it would take is one innocent house guest looking for a coaster to open the wrong drawer and find a very awkward conversation starter.  No, she’d hide it somewhere private - the bathroom or the bedroom.  If he had a sex toy, and could find a way to conceal it, the bathroom would be his most likely choice - after all, whenever he masturbated, that’s where he did it, in the shower or standing over the toilet.  Then again, the reason he did it there is that if he was home, she was home.  He had no other recourse to privacy.  She had a solid nine or so hours each day when he was out of the house.  She could do it anywhere she wanted, and while that included the living room (where her cast off clothes had been), it had been from bathroom to bedroom she had rushed after he’d come home that day...  so the bedroom seemed the most likely candidate.

He went there now, pausing only briefly as he passed by the closed bathroom door to see if she might be up to it right now...  but if so, she was being quiet about it.  He could hear the shifting falls of the water as she turned this way or that and presumably scrubbed at herself, but nothing that spelled out definitively a bathtub adventure.

The bedroom was untidy, as it usually was.  That was on both of them, of course.  Neither one of them were neat freaks, and neither even bothered to make their bed when they got up in the morning.  What would have been the point?  They would just have to unmake it again when they went to bed.  He made a quick stir through the blankets and sheets there now, to see if she had left anything behind, but the bed was toy free.  Where had she hidden the thing?

He was just bending to a crouch again, to look under the bed, when the idea came to him.  Whenever he or Vanessa misplaced their phone, there was one sure fire trick that always helped them find it:  they would have the other one call them.  Then they’d just follow the ring tone or the sound of the vibration to its source.  He was pretty sure the same principle could be applied right now.  He held his thumb down hard on the remote control’s plus sign.

And there it was.  An immediate answering hum arising...  somewhere.  Somewhere in the room with him right now.  He spun in place twice, cocking his head, before settling on a location...  somewhere around her dresser.  His first thought was the top drawer where she kept her underwear, but when he pulled that open the volume did not increase.  He bent for the second drawer, realized the sound was coming from under her dresser.  Back down to both knees, head pressed down near the floor to peer under.  There was a discarded sock.  There were two cast off books.  And there was a shoe box, not even completely closed, back against the wall.  What looked like a white plastic bag protruded partially from the top of that.  He reached to the back and dragged it toward him, knowing for certain now that he’d found it, because he could not only hear the violent buzzing coming from inside the box, but could feel the vibrations right through the cardboard.  Whatever was in there, it had a powerful little motor. 

He hesitated for just a moment more, turning his head in the direction of the bedroom door.  The shower was still running.  He’d been home for ten minutes, though, and he had no idea how long beforehand she had gotten in, so he really didn’t know how much longer she’d be in there.  If he didn’t want her to know that he’d discovered her secret, he’d have to be quick.

He put the box on the bed, lifted the lid away, could see immediately that the white plastic bag haphazardly laid inside contained something phallic and long.  Very long, in fact.  The reason the lid hadn’t been firmly affixed is because whatever this thing was, it was too big to fit comfortably inside.  He pulled the bag from the box, could feel with certainty through the plastic that what it contained was of the same silicone consistency as the toys he’d had to wash earlier in the day, was about to open it to see just what it was when he realized that whatever he had in his hand, that wasn’t what was vibrating.  The hum of the electric toy was impossibly loud, now that he’d cleared the plastic from atop it.  He looked in the box, saw only free floating family photos and snap shots from their wedding.  But all of those were shimmying with the force of what rattled beneath. 

He started pulling photos from the box, placing them on the bed beside him, and then there it was, peeking from between an old Polaroid of him on the beach, hands on his hips, and a shot of his mother-in-law, waving from her front porch - the violently buzzing head of what looked like an actual penis.  He quickly thumbed the remote off to quiet the thing, kept digging to excavate the vibrator...  six inches long, heavily veined, and complete with realistic scrotum beneath...  and a suction cup.  This is what the remote control operated, this buzzing dick, bigger than his own.  This was the toy his wife was hiding, or one of the toys, rather, because there was still the thing in the plastic bag to look at, and maybe other things peeking out between the photos, too, but for the moment, this was what had his attention.  The suction cup in particular. 

He remembered finding the remote control on the floor of his living room, remembered the complete pile of her cast off clothes nearby, bra and panties included.  He remembered her rush as he’d entered the house, remembered her story about spilling orange juice, the scent of what he’d first mistaken for cleaning products and orange juice co-mingled, only to realize later it had been the scent of her pussy.  Her dripping wet pussy that had surely, in retrospect, seen recent and aggressive use.  He remembered something else, too, the pillows from the couch laid on the ground near the archway that separated one room from the other.  He’d asked her about those and she’d said she’d put them down to pad her knees as she cleaned, but even then he’d noted something odd about that - the pillows had been placed one in each room, in a position that would have precluded kneeling, at least if one’s purpose was scrubbing the floor.  To kneel on those pillows one would have needed to place one knee in each room, and suddenly the clear and certain image of his wife down on her knees, fucking this large rubber dick that was suctioned into the archway arose in his head.

If he’d thought himself turned on earlier, watching the Stephanie-girl fucking the mechanical Alstace wonder, watching his beautiful co-worker, tits exposed, fingering her pantie covered cunt, jerking his own dick in front of her eager eyes...  it was nothing to the lust that surged in him now.  The image of his previously frigid wife surrendering herself to this silicone cock had him so hard his dick hurt. 

He was about to dig further, because he was sure there was more in that box, when he heard the shower suddenly cut out.  His head came up, eyes wide, looking again in the direction of the bedroom door.  The direction from which she would approach. 

Should he let her know that he’d found it?  Maybe request a live demonstration?  But what if it humiliated her?  What if it killed what had previously been a gateway to sexuality for her?  A gateway she’d sought all her life and clearly wasn’t ready to share with him yet?  Did he want to be responsible for that?

Especially when he had secrets of his own he really wasn’t ready to share?

He packed the photos back atop the big vibrator-dick, hefted the bag of other toys (for there was more than one in there - he could feel it) back in too, stunned and mind-blown by something that felt as big as Kong, then shoved it all back under her dresser.  He was considering rushing the remote back to the kitchen table when he heard the bathroom door open, and he just shoved it down into his pocket instead.  She must just have been letting out steam, though, because she didn’t immediately emerge.  He used the next two minutes before she did so to full advantage.

He heard her coming down the hall, her moist, bare feet clapping on the hardwood, her breath sounding unusually loud and shaky.  She entered the bedroom clearly not expecting to see him.  She was utterly naked, her hair only partially dried, her nipples raised by either the cool air without the bathroom, or possibly arousal, because one of her hands was dug up between her legs even as she walked.  She was literally masturbating as she entered the room.  Of course, Dave had no way to know that she was literally masturbating at almost all times of day.

She gasped when she saw him, jumping backwards, hand yanking guiltily from her crotch.  Her eyes even flickered briefly to the base of her dresser, and Dave had time to think, Don’t worry, you hid them, before she absorbed the fact that he too was completely naked, laying on the bed with his raised dick in one hand.

“You-” she began, her eyes shifting between his upraised penis and his grinning face.  “Why are you home?”

“I missed you,” he assured her.

“I can see that!”

“What were you doing when you came in?”

She blushed furiously, but she didn’t try to deny it - she’d had a finger up inside herself as she’d entered, and she knew he’d seen it - so she told him, “I missed you, too.”

“Come over here, then,” Dave said, “and let’s stop missing each other.”

“Okay.”

She went to him, climbing atop, straddling him.  They didn’t engage in foreplay - neither of them needed it - and she rode him cowgirl to a nice little cum.  It was her...  thirteenth of the day?  Her fourteenth?  She didn’t know.  Not her biggest, not by a wide shot, but not the smallest, either.  Different from all the others, too, in the fact that love was a factor again.  Bennet had been there for a good chunk of her cums today, and that had been hot, that had been dirty, but it hadn’t included an ounce of love.

She laid atop him afterward, head resting on his chest, red, shampoo scented hair a jumble just beneath his chin, his wilting dick still tucked up inside her.  She felt deliciously satisfied, her cunt quelled for the moment, her heart thrilled by the simple contact with him.  She could have slept, and her eyes were just drifting shut when he asked her, “You want a beer?”

She grunted.  “We haven’t got any.”

“Oh...  shit.”

There was a moment where she thought she might let that rest.  Might let herself rest.  It had been an exciting day, but it had been an exhausting day, and nothing would have made her happier than to pass out here atop her husband.  But there was still that other feeling, too, the one that always nagged at her now, was always speaking in whispered but urgent tones from back behind her heart, back behind the love.  It was the weight and the guilt of the secrets she was keeping from him.  The secrets tucked beneath her dresser.  And the secrets she had given herself to in an Alstace lab.  So she finally asked, “You want a beer?”

“Yeah,” he admitted.

She forced herself up and off of him began putting on her clothes.

“Where you going?” he asked her.

“I’m gonna get us some beer.”

“No, you don’t have to-”

“I don’t mind,” she assured him.  When she was fully dressed, she lingered in the bedroom door and cast a look back at his naked, spent form.  “I love you,” she told him. 

“I love you, too,” he promised.

Both of them meant it fully.

But secrets can be dangerous things, and when she’d left for the beer, as he’d been certain she would, he was back on his feet instantly, dragging the box back to the bed, yanking it open, putting the plastic bag aside only because he could tell that what was in there was huge, and he thought that it, more than any of her other toys, was going to trigger some emotion in him.  Lust, certainly.  But like any man, he was also intimidated, and wondering how much he could really be satisfying her if she felt the need for something so inhumanly huge. 

Down beneath the photos, laid alongside the six inch electric dick, were three other toys.  A little clitoral vibe, what looked like maybe an anal toy (really?!), and what it took him a few moments to realize was a wearable vibrator.  He hadn’t seen it in action, didn’t test the remote again, otherwise he might have guessed what had happened to her in their kitchen the one time he had played with the remote previously, and sent her, doubled over, running for the bathroom.

He stared at the toys, eyes wide, dick involuntarily hard again.  She wasn’t hiding a toy from him.  She was hiding an arsenal.  And he was certain, now, that one or more of these things was the key to her new-found sexuality.  His emotions were confused - fierce burning horniness co-mingled with unease at her attempt to shut him out from this part of her life, and even gratitude to each and every piece of plastic buried in that box, for throwing open the previously locked doors in their marriage.  But the confusion was nothing compared to what he felt when he remembered and finally opened the plastic bag.

There were three more toys in the bag, and he recognized them immediately.  Little clitoral sucker - a woman would fit that to her clit and, if the ads were to be believed, experience head unlike any a man could provide.  Pink vibrator with multiple lumpy nodules across it.  And Kong, himself.  The big, black bad-ass of the dildo world, looking like a cave man’s weapon, and that was good, that was perfect, because this thing could surely knock any woman out and take her for its own.  The sight of it alone would have stirred anxiety in his gut, and the fact that she was hiding not one, but seven separate sex toys from him, would have been enough to at least plant a seed of worry in the most understanding of husbands.  But all of that took a backseat to the one, far bigger concern.

The three sex toys in the bag were the same three he had cleaned today at work.  The three that had been put to use by a tester there in one of the smaller labs.  He had found red pubic hairs, just like his wife’s, clinging to Kong in that room.  And he had seen a woman that he had instinctively thought to be Vanessa leaving the Alstace labs today...  leaving with a plastic bag exactly like this one...

Vanessa, like him, had taken a job at Alstace.  But unlike him, her job didn’t entail cleaning up the sex toys.  It involved fucking them.  In front of others.  Maybe even in front of mister six foot blonde boy, Walden, the one Maria claimed “we like”, while cryptically promising him he’d find out why if he watched long enough.  Had Vanessa made herself cum on these things in front of him today?  On other days?  How long had she been doing this, coming in his place of work, cumming in his place of work, all the while claiming to be spending her days at home, alone? 

Confusion didn’t begin to describe his emotions.  Betrayal was there, but it was hiding behind fear.  And both of those were vying for position with a lust so fierce it baffled him. 

He laid the sex toys out side by side on the bed, took photos of each with his cell phone.  He wanted to look them up on the Alstace website, figure out what he could about his wife’s new lovers.

And he needed to talk to Maria.  Learn what he could about the contract girls at Alstace. 

To think he had felt guilt over what had happened in the observation room today...  although...  was that so different from what he was envisioning her doing?  Masturbating in front of someone else?  Did he really have a right to cast stones?

Confusion.  It dominated everything.

When Vanessa got back home she found her husband feigning sleep in bed.  Her toys had been hidden, and she had no idea they’d been discovered.  Rather than wake him, she took a beer for herself, sat down on the couch, and drank alone, thinking about how lucky she was to have a husband like Dave, and wondering how and when she was going to confess all that she had hidden.

They were little more than a week from events that would change everything.
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