STUDYING HER
A TRANSGENDER ROMANCE STORY

BY
NIKKI CRESCENT
 
KEEPING UP WITH
NIKKI CRESCENT
JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!
Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.
I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.
CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!
Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:
http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy!
Email me at: 
nikkicrescent@gmail.com
 
COPYRIGHT INFORMATION
This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.
Published by Honey Wagon Books Inc.
Copyright © 2021 by Nikki Crescent
Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)
Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)
Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
 
NAVIGATOR
Begin Reading
Table of Contents
Newsletter
Copyright
About the Author
 
TABLE OF CONTENTS
NAVIGATOR
-
STUDYING HER
CHAPTER ONE
CHAPTER TWO 
CHAPTER THREE
CHAPTER FOUR
CHAPTER FIVE
-
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
FIND ME ON PATREON!
I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer. 
I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED and TWINS: novellas too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee? 
Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:
https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
DEDICATION
To everyone who reads my books,
Thank you so much for the support :)
Love,
Nikki Crescent
 
STUDYING HER
Kurt is a devoted scientist. He just got a new gig, doing a study that compares trans women with cis men—physically, mentally, and intimately. It’s his job to run all of the tests and conduct all of the exams: measurements, fluid samples, stimulation response, and more. One of his duties is to hook the subjects up to a machine, which logs all of the vitals as it stimulates the subject to a messy finale. 
It’s a straight-forward gig, until Kurt starts to see one of the study’s trans girls as more than just a test subject. 
 
 
CHAPTER I
Wrapping up that old contract was a strange feeling. We were done studying Alzheimer's patients, after twelve long years of studying Alzheimer’s patients. “You can pack up all those old case files,” my boss told me. I looked at the bookshelf next to my desk. Aside from my small binder of contacts, every single binder in that bookshelf was case files. 
It took three hours to pack those binders into boxes and haul them to the front door. I wasn’t ready to load them into my car just yet. “You’re taking those home?” said Peter, the guy who started as my lab assistant ten years earlier, and was now a proper and respected scientist. 
“I guess so,” I said.
“Why? We don’t need them anymore. The study is over. Just throw them out.” 
But I couldn’t just throw the case files out, even though we had digital backups of everything. It just seemed strange. It was every bit of work I’d done in over a decade… But I didn’t need it anymore. I was never going to look through those binders. Peter was right: the study was over and it was time to move onto something new. 
I already had a new contract with a lab in the same building. Peter had a contract on the same job. Our other partners weren’t so lucky: out of work and still looking for new contracts. Even my boss was going to be officially unemployed once that day was over. He asked me if there were any spots at my new gig. I told him that I had no idea. It was strange to think that the guy who served as my boss for over a decade was now asking me for work.
“It’s going to be weird,” he said to me, “not coming into this place. I’ve spent nearly every day here for twelve years.”
“Studies end,” I said. “They can’t go on forever. We made our conclusions and now it’s time to find new things to make conclusions about.”
“I know,” he said. And then it looked like he was about to cry. He wiped his eye and laughed. “Well, it was nice working with you.”
“It was nice working with you too,” I said. I looked around the lab, which was now emptier than ever before. A part of me was relieved. It was depressing seeing Alzheimer’s patients every day. It was sad bringing in their family members and watching as they failed to recognize them. It was always awkward, being so clinical about something that was so personal and real. We watched people crying almost every day. And in twelve years, we even had a few people pass away in our lab: all old people, except for one younger man who was experiencing early onset Alzheimer's. He took his own life in our staff bathroom. It wasn’t always an easy gig.
But I also made a number of great friends in that lab. I made so many meaningful connections, and now I was leaving most of them behind. Maybe I would see a few of them from time to time, but I knew that most of them would just become nothing more than names on a long list of ‘Facebook Friends’. 
Peter and I were headed upstairs, to a new lab. The new study came with better pay, more equipment, and more media attention. We were going to be studying transgender people: their physical and mental attributes. The goal of the new study was to prove whether or not there were clear and consistent biological differences between biological women and transgender women. The study was being funded largely by the government, and largely by a left-wing political organization. I didn’t care where the money came from—I just enjoyed the process of finding answers, like we did with our Alzheimer’s study. 
Our Alzheimer’s study was actually somewhat famous. We discovered a genetic disorder that was linked to the terrible illness, and that disorder was easily spottable on a regular brain scan. Our papers were published all over the world, in thirty-two different languages. I didn’t even know that there were thirty-two different languages. No, we never figured out how to cure the disease, but we brought the world a tiny bit closer to understanding it. 
I was hoping we could do the same with the new study: come a little bit closer to understanding the transgender phenomenon. Our new donors desperately wanted us to find clear biological differences between biological men and transgender women—differences that weren’t just the ordinary differences found in straight and gay men—but I was more interested in finding the truth: whether there were differences or not. The result didn’t matter to me. I only cared about the science. 
When that day ended, I found myself at the doorway with Peter. “I guess this is goodbye, Kurt,” he said with a smirk.
“Until tomorrow,” I said with a smirk of my own. 
We both nodded and shook hands, and then we parted ways. I was parked in the back and he was parked out front. 
I drove home with my twelve heavy boxes of case file binders. I spent the rest of the night unpacking them into my storage shed, which I hadn’t opened in six years. I went to bed feeling satisfied with my work, but conflicted now that it was over. “Tomorrow is the start of a new chapter,” I said, trying to force myself to feel happy. And I had no idea just how right I was. 
The new lab looked almost identical to the one downstairs. I’d never been on that floor before, but I knew the layout perfectly, because it was the same: bathrooms in the same place, offices in the same corner, kitchenette against the same wall. “This will be your office,” my new boss said to me, pointing to the spot where my previous office was, a few floors below. 
“Sounds good. I’ll get set up,” I said.
“We have our first subjects coming in this afternoon,” she said to me. My new boss was a woman, which was strange to me because I had previously worked in a lab filled exclusively with men. She had short, white hair, even though she was probably only a few years older than me—maybe forty-five at most. “One man and one woman. We’ll start with the questionnaires—there’s a copy of the questionnaires in the binder on your new desk. We’ll be doing physicals tomorrow.”
“Sounds good,” I said.
So I went into my office and scanned around. I didn’t like the way it was set up. The bookshelf was a few feet away from where it should have been. The desk was pushed back, almost against the wall. The blinds were drawn halfway down the windows—and I liked them being open fully. I never touched the blinds in my last office. 
So I got to work, moving things around, making everything just how I liked it. I spent a good amount of time nudging that bookshelf until it looked to be in just the right spot. Then I started to tinker with the blinds, making sure they were drawn to the exact spot. 
Then, my new, short-haired boss stepped into the room. “What are you doing?” she said.
“I’m just rearranging some things,” I said.
“You’ve been in here for almost three hours,” she said with narrowed eyes. “It looks exactly the same.”
I looked over at the clock, which was a few inches away from where it was supposed to be. It really had been a few hours. “Sorry,” I said. “But it doesn’t look the same in here. See the bookshelf? It’s where it’s supposed to be now.”
She stared at me with a blank expression for a long moment before shaking her head. “Well, our subjects are here now, waiting to see you. Peter already went through the release forms and the NDAs with them.” 
“Oh. Okay,” I said. I was hoping to look through the questionnaire before meeting our first subjects, but it didn’t really matter too much. I straightened my lab coat and picked up the binder before stepping out. I looked around and saw nobody. That space was bigger than I was used to, with more little rooms, and filled with more lab equipment. I didn’t like that I had to take more steps than I was used to in order to get to our exam room—not that it was exhausting, it was just more steps than I was used to.
I stopped halfway and looked around, feeling unsettled by the large space. I started thinking about asking my boss if we could move downstairs, into the lab where we did the Alzheimer’s research. Or maybe I just needed to get used to this space. I looked down at my feet and noticed that the tiles on the floor were light grey and not white. I liked the white. It was brighter and it looked cleaner. The grey was somehow off-putting. It looked old and uninviting. 
“Is everything okay?” a female voice said beside me.
I looked up and looked over. There was a woman in a red dress standing ten feet away. She was holding a coffee and staring at me. Was she one of my co-workers? I’d already noticed that this new lab was much more ‘relaxed’ than what I was used to. My boss was wearing a T-shirt and jeans, and I’d noticed a few other researchers buzzing around in casual wear, as if we weren’t at a research laboratory. I didn’t like that casual look—it seemed unprofessional. What if someone from the grant department came by? It certainly wouldn’t look good to the people cutting the cheques.
“Sorry—are you okay?” she said.
And then I finally answered her. “I’m fine,” I said. I looked down at her dress again. She was showing cleavage—not a lot, but too much for a professional setting. “Your breasts are out,” I said. “Do you really think that’s appropriate for the workplace?” I knew that there was a chance that she was above me on the ladder, meaning she could fire me—but I felt like it had to be said. Someone had to crack down on making that workplace into a proper lab. 
She looked down at her dress and her cheeks quickly turned red. “I’m sorry. They told me to wear whatever. This is what I was wearing.”
“Who told you that?” I said. 
“Amanda,” she said.
Amanda was my new boss. Why was she telling staff to wear ‘whatever’? I bit down on my tongue. “I guess I’ll have to talk to Amanda then,” I said. 
“I’m sorry,” she said. 
“Just don’t let any of the subjects see you like that,” I said.
“Subjects?” she said. She was a bit ditsy—not like any scientific researcher I’d ever come across. She seemed to be more concerned with her appearance, judging by her makeup. She shouldn’t have even been wearing makeup—it was inappropriate. Sure, she looked cute. She had a nice body and a pretty face—but it wasn’t a singles mixer, it was a laboratory, and we were doing serious research. I didn’t need to see her sexy legs or her plump breasts. I needed to see her in a lab coat, ready to take notes. 
I narrowed my eyes. “Are you on the right floor? This is the transgender study.”
She smiled and nodded her head. “Yes. I think I am the subject.” 
And then my heart fizzled down into my stomach. A felt my cheeks turning red as I forced a smile. “You’re the subject?” I said. “Why aren’t you in the exam room.”
“I was in there for forty minutes,” she said. “I needed to stretch my legs.” 
“I’m terribly sorry,” I said. “I was just coming to see you. You really shouldn’t be walking around here. This is a sterile environment. I mean—not right now—but it will be… normally. This is a lab.” I cleared my throat. She was right: patients could wear whatever they wanted to wear, and were encouraged to come as they normally were. We wanted to get a clear idea of how these people functioned: mentally and physically. “I’ll see you in the exam room.” 
I brought the girl in the red dress into the exam room. I opened up my questionnaire and took a minute to read quietly through the questions. Then I looked up at her. She was smiling. Her red lipstick matched her red dress. “Do you normally dress like this?” I asked. Further down the questionnaire (which had three hundred questions), there were questions about clothes. I decided to start there first, seeing as it seemed timely relevant. 
“I do,” she said. “But maybe I should stop—based on your reaction.”
“No, don’t do that,” I said. “That would interfere with the research.”
“But you said my breasts were out,” she said.
“They aren’t out,” I said, feeling that redness returning again. “I just meant—for a lab—I thought you were an employee. I mean—they look fine. They’re a little bit out, but that’s normal for casual circumstances. I wouldn’t change your breasts. Your breasts look fine. I can barely see them.” 
Now she was blushing. She gently pulled up the top of her dress, to cover a bit more of her cleavage. 
“Next question,” I said. I cleared my throat. “What’s your name?”
“It’s Patti,” she said. “Patti Marchand.” 
“Okay, Patti,” I said, clearing my throat again. “And what was your name before it was Patti.” I thought that it was a weird question to include on the questionnaire. I tried to figure out what it meant as I was asking it.
“It was Matt,” she said. “Matt Marchand.” And that’s when I remembered that I was talking with a transgender: a girl who used to be a boy. 
I felt a coldness tickling my back. I looked up and forced a smile, now feeling even more awkward about staring at her breasts. 
I kept asking my questions, keeping my head down to hide my flustered embarrassment. I was used to speaking with the elderly. With old people, asking questions always felt so clinical. But now, it was different. She was roughly my own age—maybe even a bit younger. She was smiling and giggling and not dying from a terrible disease. It was something I needed to get used to. 
As I looked back down at my questionnaire, it occurred to me that I was going to be doing physical exams of the subjects—not that day, but soon. If I couldn’t even sort myself out for some questions, how was I going to examine the girl’s naked body?
I kept going with the questions, trying to get used to being around a new kind of subject. It was going well, asking about her childhood and her parents, and then came the sex questions. “Are you sexually active?” I asked.
She gently bit her bottom lip. “I suppose so,” she said.
“What does that mean? Why do you suppose so?”
“Well, I have sex from time to time,” she said. “I’m single now, so it’s been a while.” 
I stared at her and she stared at me. I looked back down at my questionnaire and my heart skipped a beat at the sight of the next question. I looked back up at her. “Are you still… intact?”
“Do I still have my penis?” she asked.
I nodded my head, trying hard not to turn red. It seemed like such an invasive question. 
“I do,” she said.
I looked back down and saw the follow-up question. My fingers began to feel cold. “And does it work normally?”
“It works fine,” she said.
I cleared my throat again. There were a lot of sex-related questions. “And when you’re with a partner, are you the submissive one, or the dominant one?” I asked.
“Are you asking if I’m a top or a bottom?” she said.
“I don’t know what that means,” I said.
She giggled and covered her lips with her fingers. “I’m submissive,” she said. 
I nodded my head slowly, not even really sure what that meant—or how she knew how to answer it so easily. I wasn’t into porn or sex. I’d had sex twice before, with very vanilla women. I enjoyed both times, but I wasn’t ready to make my life revolve around intercourse. 
I kept going with the questions. “How many sexual partners have you had?”
She stared at me for a long moment. “I’m not sure.”
“Why aren’t you sure?” I said.
“I don’t know. I don’t count. Should I be counting? Do you count?”
I felt my face turning red all over again. How could I not count to two? How high was her number? “If you had to make a guess…”
“Maybe fifty or sixty,” she said.
Now my tongue felt numb. “Do you have any STIs?”
She shook her head. “No, I was tested two months ago and haven’t had sex since then. I’m clean.” 
I cleared my throat. “Okay. And these were… men?”
“Mostly men. Some women. Some trans women, like me.” 
I felt like I was frozen in my chair. “And most of these… people—they inserted their penises into your body?”
“Most of them, yes,” she said.
“But with some, you inserted your penis into their body?” Now I could feel that I was turning white. I didn’t like talking about sex, and now I was beginning to realize that it was my job to talk about sex. 
“I inserted my penis into most of them as well,” she said, covering her mouth and giggling as if it was a funny little fact. 
I looked back down at my questionnaire. I saw the next question. I cleared my throat once more. “Have you ever had sex with a group?”
“Sure,” she said.
My skin tingled. “How many people?”
She forced a smile and bit her bottom lip. “Five was the most.” 
“Five including yourself?”
She shook her head. “Six including myself.” 
“And all these men… inserted their penises into you?” I said.
“Yes,” she said. “Sometimes two at once.”
“Okay,” I said, standing up. “I will be right back. I need to ask my boss something.” 
“Is everything okay?” Patti asked.
“Everything is fine,” I said with a big, fake smile. Then I turned and left the room. My forehead was glistening with sweat. My heart was pounding. I looked around the lab and spotted Amanda. I stormed over to her. “What is with these questions?” I said before she even had a chance to look up at me.
“What’s wrong with them?” she said.
“They’re disgusting. They’re all about sex. What do these details have to do with anything?” 
“It’s a comparative analysis,” she said. “We need to compare everything with our trans subjects and our cis subjects. Sexual history is important.” 
“Why?” I said.
“What do you mean, why? We can assess how likely a person is to put themselves at risk based on certain aspects of sexual history. We can also know how open someone is—how willing they would be to try new things. There may be a correlation there with personality type. Kurt, you’re a smart guy, I’m sure you can figure out a thousand reasons why we might ask about sexual history. Why are you getting so weird about it? It’s science. It’s not personal.” 
I took a deep breath. Amanda was making a lot of sense, even though she was wearing a T-shirt and jeans. I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “Okay. I just wanted to make sure we were clear on the reasoning here.” I still wasn’t looking forward to asking more people the same set of questions. Luckily, with Patti, I was almost finished with the sexual history portion of the questionnaire. 
I only had a few questions left. “Do you prefer to be with men or women—or other?” I said.
“I like to be with men,” Patti said. “But I guess I’m bisexual, so I like to be with girls too. But I prefer men.” 
“Can you describe your ideal partner?” I said.
“Sexually?” she said.
I nodded my head.
“Well, I’m pretty open,” she said. “But to be honest, I prefer men with larger cocks. I mean penises. Sorry, I didn’t mean to be vulgar.” 
“Okay,” I said, trying to remain professional, even though it was starting to feel like I was doing a casting call for a porno movie, and not a proper scientific study. 
“And finally for this section, when you’re with men, do you use protection?” 
“Sometimes,” she said. “Sometimes, if I’m sure they’re clean, then I’ll let men come inside of me.” 
“Let’s move on,” I said. “How old were you when you started transitioning.”
“I was eighteen,” she said. The rest of the questionnaire was relatively harmless. I asked about criminal history, school history, closeness with family, closeness with friends. It was an exhausting questionnaire, which took almost two hours to complete. “Finally, what is your profession now?”
“I manage a cafe,” she said.
I let out a deep breath of air, relieved the questionnaire was over. 
“Thank you for your time. We’ll see you tomorrow for the next part of the study.”
“Thank you,” she said, smiling as she stood up. I have to admit that my gaze went down to her chest for a moment as her breasts wobbled and bounced before settling. She had nice breasts—even though they were implants (she confirmed in the questionnaire). I was going to be looking at those breasts the next day. If I couldn’t handle some questions, how was I going to handle a young, naked female body?
Next, I saw a straight man. I asked him all the same questions, but none of his answers made me terribly uncomfortable. He’d never been with multiple partners at the same time, and he could count his sexual relationships. I was finished with his questionnaire in forty-five minutes. I spent the rest of that day plugging all of my subjects’ responses into the new system. I had to come up with ‘tags’ to sort the answers, knowing that I would be seeing hundreds of men and trans women over the next few years. 
Amanda came into my office near the end of the day. “Did you eat lunch?” she asked.
“No,” I said.
“Why not?”
“I want to get all of this into the system,” I said.
“Are you trying to impress me?” she said.
I looked up at her strangely. “No. Why would I do that?” I said. 
“You’ve been working non-stop since this morning.” 
“Of course,” I said. “It’s my job.” 
“Well don’t forget that you’re a human—not a robot. Take a break every now and then. Relax a little bit. It’s important that you enjoy your job here.”
I kept staring at her. “I do enjoy my job,” I said. “That’s why I’m plugging in all of this data.” 
She stopped smiling and nodded her head, possibly realizing that I was autistic. “Okay, Sure thing, Kurt. You do you. I’m taking off for the day. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She stepped out of my office. 
I looked back at my screen and continued putting in the information. It was 11:15 PM when I finished with the forty-six-page document. 
 
CHAPTER II
Amanda came into my office early the next morning. “What time did you get here at?” she asked.
“Six,” I said.
“Office hours aren’t until eight,” she said.
I looked up at her. “I wasn’t hired to work office hours,” I said. “I was hired to seek conclusions for the study. The hours are irrelevant.”
“I’m getting the feeling that you don’t like me, Kurt,” she said. 
“I don’t not like you,” I said. “I don’t even know you. I’m not here to pass judgements.”
“I just want to make sure that you’re taking care of yourself. If you’re tired and stressed out and overworked, the quality of your work will suffer. Sure, the hours are flexible, but you need to make sure that you aren’t overdoing it.” 
“I’m perfectly fine. It’s low intensity work. I’ve been doing this for over a decade.” 
“Just take care of yourself, Kurt. Your subject will be in the exam room in an hour.” 
“I know,” I said. And then I kept working, still trying to create tags that I could easily search and assign to new subjects. It was my job to find correlation, so I needed a tight system that could detect correlation once I had hundreds of subjects logged into my computer. 
I kept plugging away. Then Amanda came back in. “Kurt?” she said.
“I told you that I’ll take a break when I need one,” I said, trying not to snap. Why didn’t she want me to work? Why would she hire someone so that they could rest and relax? This wasn’t about a paycheque—it was about results. 
“Your subject has been waiting for twenty minutes. He’s ready for you,” she said.
I looked at the clock. I’d lost track of time. I jumped up and grabbed my tools. “I’ll go see him now.”
First, I had to do a physical for my previous day’s male subject. I had him remove his clothes and then I inspected him It was not fun doing the rectal examination. But we had to see if there were any physical biological differences between the average man and the average trans woman—so it had to be done. I measured the man’s arms, his legs, his major muscle groups, his hips, his feet, and then his penis. I looked at my notes and saw that I was supposed to get a measurement of his penis flaccid as well as aroused. 
“Sir, can you get an erection for me?” I said.
He looked horrified. “For what?” he said.
“Measurements,” I said. I also had to test the ‘hardness’ of his erection, using a special tool that looked a bit like a clamp. 
I provided him with the pornography options that were available in the exam room, and then I waited as he tried to get himself aroused behind a curtain. 
It took him a few minutes. He came out with a hand covering his erection. “It’s just clinical, sir. There’s no reason to be embarrassed.” But it was embarrassing, measuring the length and girth of his erection, and then tightening the clamp on his shaft was weird too. 
“Are my numbers at least average?” he asked.
“I don’t know. You’re my first subject.” I noted his numbers. “You can stop being erect now.” 
The rest of the exam was less weird. I was finished within thirty minutes, and then I went back to my office to plug in all of the numbers. It was a long process, sorting all of that information—but I knew it would get easier once my system was established. 
“Your next subject is here,” Amanda said, poking her head into my office. So I grabbed my tools and my notebook and my binder, and then I went to the exam room.
Patti was sitting there, this time in a sweater and jeans. “I tried to dress more appropriately for you today,” she said with a smile.
“Well it doesn’t matter; I’m going to ask you to take everything off.”
“Everything?” she said.
“I need to do a full exam. It was on your release form.” 
“Okay,” she said. She slipped off the exam table and then reached for the base of her sweater. She pulled it over her head as I placed the tools down on my little counter. “It shouldn’t take more than an hour,” I said. I turned to her and saw her breasts. They sure looked real—not at all like implants. She bent over and tugged her jeans down, revealing her black lacy thong. Her black lacy bra was already hanging over the exam chair. My heart skipped a beat and I reminded myself that it was just clinical. 
I took a deep breath and forced a smile. “We’ll start with measurements,” I said. 
“Want my panties off?” she said.
I hesitated. “Everything,” I said. She slipped them down, exposing her long, flaccid cock. It was much bigger than I was expecting: a good three inches longer than the man I saw earlier. I was amazed that she was able to keep it hidden. 
I measured her arms and legs and main muscle groups, and then I measured the circumference of her head and I tested the density of her muscles. I was saving the worst for last. 
I went to measure her thighs, wrapping my tape measure all the way around. My hand accidentally grazed her member. Her long dangling snake twitched, making me pause. I didn’t think much of it until a minute later, when I noticed it twitching again. I looked at her tip and saw that the head of her penis was beginning to push through her foreskin. “Are you aroused right now?” I asked.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “You just touched it a few times. I can’t really help it.” She didn’t sound too embarrassed, which was interesting and worth noting down. A normal person would be embarrassed about accidentally becoming aroused in front of a stranger. 
“I need to get a flaccid measurement,” I said. 
She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “You’ll have to give me a few minutes.” Her cock kept twitching. 
I waited, but it wasn’t getting smaller. Instead, it was pushing longer. “I guess we can do the erect measurement first.” I said.
“Okay,” she said. Then, before I could direct her to the curtain where we had a stack of pornography magazines, she grabbed her penis and began to gently massage it. She didn’t seem to be shy about getting erect in front of a stranger—even if it meant touching herself. I suppose she’d been with many partners, so maybe her sense of humility was off. 
She tugged herself until her cock was standing tall and pulsing hard. Then she let go and placed her hands down on the exam table in a remarkably calm way. 
She was really big: bigger than me even. I took the tape measure and awkwardly pressed it against her length. I pushed one end down into her pubic bone and stretched the measure to her tip. “Almost twelve inches,” I said. “Wow.”
“Wow?” she said with a little giggle.
“I mean—I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said wow.” I grabbed the hardness clamp.
“What’s that?” she asked.
“It’s just going to measure how hard your penis is,” I said. I pressed the clamp on her girth and tightened until I got my measurement. She was even harder than the man who came in before her. 
“I just need to inspect it really fast for any abnormalities,” I said. It took a minute to inspect fully. I tried to tilt it down, but it was so hard and upright. I pulled her foreskin down, looking for anything unusual, but it was a perfect penis. The only thing unusual about it was its size. 
I made some notes. “May I ask, for the notes, what exactly made you aroused. I’m supposed to ask which pornography you chose from behind the curtain, but you didn’t use pornography.”
“I just used my imagination, I guess,” she said with a smile.
“Can you be more specific. It’s important for the study.”
Her face started to turn a dark shade of red. “Well,” she said. “I imagined you taking down your pants and, uh, letting me suck you.” 
I froze for a moment. Was I supposed to write that down? I paused and looked down at my notes. I had to write something down. “Okay,” I said. 
“I’m sorry,” she said with a big smile.
“It’s fine. Thank you for being honest,” I said. I wrote the note down: ‘Patti imagined performing oral sex on me in order to become aroused.’ “You can become flaccid now,” I said. 
“It will take a few minutes,” she said. She closed her eyes. Then she shook her head and laughed. “I don’t know why I can’t make it go down.” 
“I’ll leave the room for a minute,” I said. I turned and saw her black panties on the counter. My heart fluttered and my legs wobbled. I could smell Patti’s perfume; it was getting into my brain, making me feel awkward and confused. Why was she thinking of me? Was I just the closest man, therefor easy to fantasize about? 
I was happy to be out of the room. The filtered air of the lab gave me a moment to pull myself together. I only had a few more measurements to take. I looked down at my binder, and that’s when I saw the empty space next to ‘rectal exam’. I still had to perform the rectal exam. 
It wasn’t terribly invasive—it involved using a tool to open up the rectum, just to measure the firmness and elasticity. I had a feeling Patti’s rectum was going to be quite loose, seeing as she’d been with multiple partners at the same time before. 
I went back into the room. “Better?” I said.
She nodded her head. Her cock was once again flaccid. So I took the measurement and jotted down the result. “Just a few more little things,” I said. I saved the worst for last, trying to build up the courage to go through with it. I knew it would get less awkward over time—but I still didn’t want to do it. 
“Are we done?” she said after I finished inspecting the inside of her mouth. 
“One more thing,” I said. “Please place your feet into the stirrups. I have to take a look at your rectum.” 
She blushed and giggled. “Really?” she said.
“I’m afraid so. It won’t take more than a minute.” 
She put her feet into the stirrups. I turned away while she got comfortable. I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath, so my face wouldn’t be so red. A red face was not a professional face. I turned back to face her. Now, her cock was throbbing again: getting hard on her abdomen. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I guess I just can’t help it. That doesn’t matter, does it?”
I bit my tongue. “I suppose not,” I said. “I’ll be quick.” 
I put on a new pair of rubber gloves and then I approached the subject. I used my hands to spread her cheeks, to examine her rim. It was surprisingly clean and smooth, considering her partner count. I gently pried her hole open, so I could see inside. Then I grabbed my little tool and inserted it. I gently opened it up, spreading open her butthole and measuring the tightness. It was remarkably tight—even tighter than the man who came in earlier. It was a finding that took me completely by surprise. 
“Do you, uh, do any exercises to keep your rectum… firm?” I said.
“No,” she said. “Are you saying I’m tight?” 
“I’m just wondering,” I said. “For the study, of course.” 
“No. I go to the gym a couple times a week, but I don’t do any butthole workouts—if that’s what you’re asking.”
“I’ll make note of it,” I said. I jotted down some notes and then I looked at my subject again. Now, she was fully erect, still with my tool in her anus. 
“Did the sensation of mild penetration make you aroused?” I asked.
“Sorry—yes, it did,” she said. 
“You become aroused very easily,” I said. “Is that an issue for you at all?” 
“No,” she said. “Most guys like it.” She giggled and I froze. I pulled the tool out from her asshole. 
“Okay, I think we’re done here,” I said. “Thanks for coming in again. We’ll see you tomorrow for the next stage of the study.” 
“What’s tomorrow?” she asked, sitting up. She was still erect, not bothering to cover her giant cock. 
“Let me look,” I said, grabbing my binder. “Samples.” 
“What samples?” she asked.
“Good question. I should know this.” I looked and saw the chilling answer to her question: saliva, urine, sweat, and semen. There was a note: ‘Be sure to tell subjects not to eat or drink anything twelve hours before examination. Also, tell subjects not to ejaculate twenty-four hours before examination.’ 
So I told her. “Nothing to eat or drink. We’ll take a urine sample, and a few other samples. And, uh, don’t ejaculate before tomorrow.” 
“Why not?” she said.
“So the sample is, uh, rich with an accurate sperm count.”
“You want me to jerk off here tomorrow?” she asked.
I stared into her eyes. “Yes.” 
She covered her lips with her hand as she giggled. “Okay. I’ll do my best.” She slipped back into her panties. Her panties did nothing to cover her massive erection. But once she was in her dress, that erection became invisible. She walked over to the door and grabbed the handle. “See you tomorrow then!” 
I was left feeling strange. It was clear to me that Patti wasn’t a very typical girl, and atypical subjects tend to make for lousy studies. Luckily, we had many more subjects lined up. 
That afternoon, I saw three more subjects for preliminary questionaries: two men and one trans woman. The men came in first, and each only took about an hour. Their answers were mostly unsurprising: one of the men had been arrested, and the other had experimented with gay sex in college, but otherwise their responses were ordinary. Then came the trans woman: my second trans woman.
She was petite, with short black hair, cut into straight bangs. She had a Parisian look about her, with her lips painted dark red, and her eyes covered in plenty of shadow, mascara, and eyeliner. “My name is Grace,” she said. 
“Okay, Grace,” I said. “We’re going to go through a number of questions. I need you to answer them as honestly as you can. The results will all be anonymous.” 
We started going through questions. Her answers were all fairly typical: normal childhood, normal parents, normal friends, normal job—and then we got to the sex questions. “Have you ever been with multiple partners?” I asked.
Her face turned dark red and she looked down at her feet. 
“Is something wrong?” I asked.
“No, nothing’s wrong,” she said. She took a deep breath and looked up at me. “This is all anonymous, right?”
“Yes,” I said. “Just answer honestly. That’s all I care about.” 
“Okay,” she said. She took another deep breath. “I’ve been with multiple partners.”
“Can you be more specific, if possible?” I jotted down the note. So far, the only two subjects that had been with multiple partners were trans women. Was I seeing a trend or a coincidence? It was too early to know for sure.
“Well, a year ago, I was at a party, and some guys found out that I was trans,” she said. I didn’t need a whole story, but I wanted her to feel comfortable, so I let her go on. “We went to a bedroom and they asked if I would… you know… suck them.”
“Perform oral sex on multiple men?” I said.
“Yes,” she said, turning even redder.
“How many men?” I said. “Two or three?”
“Twelve men,” she said.
I froze and felt a cold surge running up my spine. I looked up at her. “Sorry, did you say twelve?”
She nodded her head slowly. 
“And this was just oral?” I said. 
“No,” she said. “I mean—it started out as oral, and then it evolved from there. They were on a hockey team together.”
“I don’t need to know that,” I said.
“And they took turns with me,” she said. “Sometimes two at a time.”
I stared at her. “Two in the same hole?” I asked.
She nodded her head. “I’m sorry—this is so embarrassing.”
“Don’t be embarrassed. I don’t care,” I said, but it was hard to keep a straight face. “I just want the honest truth for the study. It might seem weird, but it’s important information. Did these men use protection?”
And again, her face turned even redder. “No,” she said. “They all—you know—came in me.”
“They ejaculated inside of your body?” I said.
“Yes.” 
I took a deep breath, trying to stop my face from turning red. I imagined her surrounded by a dozen athletic men. She seemed so small and fragile—how was she even still alive? 
“It’s not like something I do all the time—it was just that one time. They were all curious and I didn’t want to disappoint them.” 
“And did you insert your penis into any of them?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly.
“No. I don’t do that,” she said. “I’m a bottom.” I’d heard the term twice now. 
“Does that mean that you only take penises in your anus, and you don’t insert your penis into other anuses?” I asked.
She covered her mouth and began to laugh. “I’m sorry,” she said. “Yes, that’s what it means.”  
I jotted down the note. Then I cleared my throat. “Let’s carry on with the questions.” Luckily, none of her other answers were too off-putting. 
I stuck around the lab late that night, getting all of my new data logged into the system. I knew it would be impossible to get everything logged, but I had to try. I didn’t want to fall behind. If I was going to be getting new data almost every day for the next year, there was a good chance a massive pile of work could stack up and then I would be bottlenecking the entire study. 
CHAPTER III
Amanda came into my office and tapped on my shoulder, waking me up. I sprung up and almost screamed. There was a piece of paper stuck to my face. I pulled it off and looked up at my boss. “This isn’t your apartment, Kurt,” she said. “This is where you work.”
“I know,” I said. 
“Well you can’t just sleep here,” she said. “If I don’t think you’re getting enough rest, I’m going to start sending you home.” 
“I’m fine, Amanda,” I said. “I’m not doing any harm. I’m getting work done that wouldn’t be getting done otherwise. You should be thanking me.” 
“Well, once again, you’ve kept a subject waiting,” she said.
“What are you even talking about?” I asked, scratching at the stubble that was now covering my face. It had been a few days since I’d had a moment to shave. It probably wasn’t the most professional look.
“You have a subject waiting for you in the exam room. She’s been there since nine.”
I looked up at the clock. It was now 9:30 AM. I sprung up and grabbed my binder. “Right,” I said. “I’m going right now.” I grabbed my little tool kit on the way out of my office, and then I made a quick rip over to the exam room. My brain was foggy and still half asleep. I must have only slept two hours—maybe three if I was lucky. But it was true: I needed to get the work done. I didn’t want to hold up the whole study. I saw my work as my legacy. I couldn’t just become complacent like so many other scientists—including some of my own lab partners, who didn’t end up finding work after our Alzheimer’s study ended.
I flew through the exam room door and nearly stumbled over a chair that was out of place. After I caught myself, I looked up and saw Patti, sitting patiently on the exam table. Today, she was wearing an orange plaid skirt and a thin white blouse. She had her hair tied into pigtails, giving her an immature look. “Hi, doc,” she said.
I smiled. “I’m not a doctor,” I said.
“But you act like one. You have a lot in common.”
“Not really,” I said. “But never mind that. Let’s go through these questions.” I flipped open my questionnaire binder and said, “What’s your name?”
“It’s still Patti,” she said with a small giggle. 
“How old are you, Patti?” I said.
“Did you lose my answers or something?” she said. “We already did this—the other day.”
I stared at her for a moment before shaking my head. “Right. You’re right. What’s today? The exam? No—you did your exam.” Then I remembered. “Right! The samples.” And then I remembered that I needed a number of samples—including her semen. 
I cleared my throat and forced a smile. “Let’s start with the saliva sample.” So I had her spit into a little vial. Next, I took her over to a small treadmill. “Just jog until you break a small sweat. I just need a little bit.” She wasn’t wearing appropriate footwear, so she ran barefoot. It took ten minutes before she was glistening on her shoulders. I used a small metal tool to gently scrape some sweat into a vial. Then I gave her a small cup to pee into and showed her the way to the bathroom. She came back with surprisingly clear urine—only a tiny bit yellow. 
“What’s next?” she asked. 
“Blood,” I said. So I took a blood sample. She handled the needle well, which was worth noting. 
“Now what?” she said with a big smirk. 
I looked at my list. I only needed the semen sample. “Now,” I said before clearing my throat, “you can go behind that curtain and, uh, ejaculate into a sample container.” I pressed my lips thin. “I’m also going to time you, so please call out when you start and when you’re finished.” I grabbed the stopwatch. 
She went behind the curtain with her little cup. It was a minute before she said, “I’m naked now.” 
“Good,” I said. “Let me know once you’re ready to, uh, masturbate.” 
She giggled. There was a long silence. “Okay, I’m hard. I’m really hard,” she said. The image of her erect cock came into my mind. How could I forget how big it was? And how could I forget how hard it was? 
“Let me know when you begin stroking,” I said.
“I’m starting now,” she said. I pressed the button on the stopwatch. There was a silence for a minute, and then I heard her let out a moan. “Oh, it feels good.” 
I opened my mouth to say something back, but I couldn’t come up with any words. I bit down on my tongue. Now I could hear her jerking off: the sound of her clenched fist tugging her lubricated cock. It sounded like she used a lot of lubricant. I could even hear the occasional splatter as the lubricant hit the floor. 
“It’s happening,” she said. “I’m coming! Oh God! Here it comes.” She gasped. I pressed the button on the stopwatch. I could hear her cum splattering into the container I gave her. She continued to moan. I looked at the stopwatch: two minutes and sixteen seconds. I noted the number and then she came out with flushed cheeks. She handed me the cup. It was shockingly full: almost to the brim with thick white cream. I didn’t even know it was possible to produce so much come. 
“Thank you so much,” I said. “That’s all I need for today.”
“What’s tomorrow?” she said. 
“I’m not sure to be honest. I’ll have to check my binder. But you can schedule everything with the girl at the front. I don’t know her name yet—I’ve only said hello to her a few times.” The cup in my hand was warm—almost hot, like a cup of tea. I looked down at the semen again, and I swear I could see her tiny little swimmers moving around in the substance. “But that’s all for today.” 
She smiled and turned away, off to schedule the next part of the study. As I put the cup down on the counter, I noticed there was a drop oozing down the side of the container, and it had gotten on my finger. I stared at it for a moment before rinsing it off. 
A few more subjects came in for their fluid sample testing: all men. None of them left me feeling strange and nervous the way Patti left me feeling. But as a professional, I pushed away those weird feelings and logged all of my data and submitted my samples to the lab intern that was handling sample analysis. 
“Whoa,” he said, looking at Patti’s container. “That’s a lot of cum.”
I looked at him with narrowed eyes. “Don’t be inappropriate. This is a lab.” 
He stared at me with a white face. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I meant to say semen.” 
“Just run the analysis, will you?” 
I went back to my office to spent another long night logging and sorting data. And once again, I fell asleep at my desk. 
Amanda wasn’t happy. She was sitting across from me when I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. “We need to talk about this,” she said.
I groaned and looked around my office. I couldn’t help but notice that she’d changed my blinds. Now, they were halfway down the windows—but why? Why would she change them? Was she trying to make me mad? “What is it now?” I said. I looked at the clock. It was still before office hours. I hadn’t missed any subjects. 
“You’re so obsessed with appearing professional—well, sleeping at your desk isn’t professional.” 
“What’s the big deal? I get more work done this way. Thanks to me, we aren’t two weeks behind schedule after three days.” 
“Sure, that’s true, but you’re going to burn yourself out, Kurt. You can’t keep doing this.” 
“Don’t tell me what I can and can’t do. If you want me to sleep at home—fine—I’ll go home at night to sleep. But if you’re telling me to work fewer hours, that’s just stupid. You’re paying me the same either way. There’s nothing but benefit to you if I work longer hours.”
“Don’t calm stupid, Kurt,” she said, clearly biting down on her tongue.
“I didn’t call you stupid. I said that you’re acting stupid.”
“Kurt. I don’t know what your deal is, but I’m your boss. You can’t talk to your boss like this. From now on, you work eight hours: eight to five, with an hour break at noon for lunch. Got it?” 
“Whatever,” I said. “It seems like I’m the only person here who actually cares about the study. You all just want a comfortable paycheque. Maybe you should have gone into accounting or carpentry or something.”
She let out a long sigh. “Maybe,” she said before shaking her head and leaving my office. I spent the next forty minutes fixing my blinds—getting them exactly how I needed them. I knew I wouldn’t be able to focus on anything until those blinds were fixed properly. 
Out my office window, I saw them leading a young woman into the exam room. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was ten. I hadn’t had a chance to look at my schedule yet, but I recognized the girl from the previous day: the girl with the straight bangs. It was time to do her physical exam. 
I grabbed my tools and rushed over to the exam room, before Amanda could get the satisfaction of ‘reminding me’ that I had a subject to inspect. I rushed into the room and said, “Grace, right?” I was almost out of breath from the trek across the large lab.
“That’s right,” she said.
“Wonderful,” I said. “Let’s get started. Take off your clothes.”
She paused and stared at me for a moment. “My clothes?” she said.
“That’s right. We’re doing your physical, right?”
“That’s today?” she said.
I looked down at my binder and found her name. “Yes, that’s right. Today’s your physical exam.”
“Okay,” she said. “I didn’t realize that when I got dressed this morning.”
“Is something wrong?” I said.
“No. I just—I guess it’s a bit embarrassing. I was going to be going on a date later, and I dressed for the date.” She looked normal enough, in a small black dress, wearing a black choker, and big black boots. It was a cute look, but nothing terribly inappropriate.
“Okay, well it won’t take long. No more than an hour,” I said.
So she slowly took off her dress, revealing the black lingerie teddy that she was wearing underneath. There was a gap between her legs, for access to her asshole. Apparently, she was going on a hot date later. I pretended not to notice as she took off the tight lingerie. 
Her cock wasn’t as large as Patti’s—it was actually quite small and cute. “Let’s get some measurements,” I said. I started measuring her body. It was a bit difficult to stay focused with the smell of her perfume wafting up my nose. Her hair smelled amazing, as if she came straight from the salon. 
Her body was hairless, save for the hair on her head, her eyebrows, and her lashes. She had skin like a baby: smooth and soft and tight. I got through my easy measurements fast, and then it was time to measure her small penis. It was only two inches flaccid. “Now, if you can, get it erect for me so I can get that measurement too.”
She took a deep breath before pinching her small cock with her thumb and pointer finger. She jerked it and made it hard. It didn’t get much bigger, but it was still somehow very cute and feminine. It was three inches erect: the smallest penis I’d seen yet. 
But it was amazingly hard, almost like a rock. My tool gave me the hardest measurement I’d seen yet. “You must have good blood flow,” I said, but I don’t know why I said it. “Now we have to do the rectal exam. Put your legs in the stirrups.” 
Her face was dark red and she almost looked like she was about to faint. “Are you okay?” I asked.
“Huh?” she said, looking at me with glazed eyes. “I’m fine.” 
She put her feet into the stirrups and then I used my fingers to gently pry her butt cheeks apart. I couldn’t believe how tiny and tight her anus was, considering she told me she spent a night with twelve burly hockey players—and some of them went in together. Maybe their cocks were smaller than hers, or maybe her body just managed to firm itself up efficiently. 
She moaned as I gently ran my fingertip around her asshole, looking for any abnormalities. Then I grabbed my tool. “What’s that?” she said with a strangely elated voice.
“It’s just to measure the tightness and stretchiness of your rectum.” I gently pressed it into her. She was so tight that I had to twist and jam to make it go in. She started moaning. 
“Oh God,” she said.
“What’s the matter?” I said.
“Oh God,” she said again, closing her eyes and tilting her head back. Then her small penis erupted, blasting her naked torso with cum. 
I gasped and took a step back. I watched as she unloaded blast after blast, streaking across her smooth skin. 
“I’m so sorry,” she said.
“No, don’t be sorry,” I said, staring at the oozing white cream. “It’s fine—an interesting reaction, but fine. I’m just going to make note of it in my notebook.” 
She took a deep breath. She reached for a wad of tissues to clean the mess up. Then I went back to the exam. When I pulled the tool out once I was finished, her asshole puckered, as if it was begging me to stick the tool back in. She clearly had a very powerful sex drive. She was easily aroused, and quick to climax. I couldn’t help but wonder if her wanting to be a woman had anything to do with a sexual fetish. 
“I’m so sorry again,” she said. “That was so embarrassing.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “It doesn’t bother me.” I cleared my throat, trying not to think of the sight of her naked body, covered in semen. “Come back tomorrow for your fluid samples. The intern up front will go over what to expect and whatnot.” 
“Okay. Thank you,” she said, jumping to her feet with dark red cheeks. She clearly was much more humiliated than Patti, who didn’t seem to get embarrassed at all. 
Next, I saw a few men—some for the questionnaire, one for the physical exam, and one for the fluid sample. Again, nothing terribly interesting happened with the men, except for the man who came in to give the samples. He told me that he used the Playboy magazine while he masturbated, but the Playboy magazine didn’t appear to have been touched, while the Hardcore Homosexual magazine had definitely been used. I made note of his little fib in my system, and then I encouraged him to be more honest before he left. He left with a dark red face. 
Then Patti showed up. Instead of meeting me in the exam room, she sauntered into my office. She was wearing denim overalls, cut into short shorts, barely covering her bum. “What are we doing today, doc?” she said.
“You’re supposed to be waiting in the waiting room,” I said.
“I wanted to see your office—where you spend all day working. I had an idea in my head—but this is so much more… minimal.” 
“I’ll meet you in the exam room in two minutes,” I said. I wanted to finish logging the data from my previous subject.
“You don’t want me to hang around?” she said, leaning over my desk with a big smile.
“No. I can’t be distracted right now. It’s important that I put these numbers into my system correctly. Please.” 
She giggled and then she turned to leave. I finished my task and then I went to meet her in the exam room. I flipped open my binder and looked at her condensed file.
It was a day that I wasn’t looking forward to—but just one more little thing that I needed to get used to. 
“This study is largely about sexuality,” I said to her. “So obviously, we need to test each subject’s sexual functionality. I’m sure they explained all of this to you when you signed up for the study, right?” 
“More or less,” she said. 
“This is the last step of our study—at least for you. After today, I should have enough data from you—until next month, then we’ll do some more studying. But for now, this will be it.”
“Just tell me what to do, Doc.” 
“I’m not a doctor,” I said. “But I need you to, uh, get undressed and get up on the exam table—with your legs in the stirrups.” 
She dropped her clothes, and hopped up, without hesitation. She snuggled her feet into the stirrups and said, “I’m ready for it.” 
I opened my new set of tools—tools that I hadn’t used yet. Patti was going to be my first. 
“This may be awkward, and that’s understandable. We’ll that that into account when we crunch our numbers.”
“Just tell me what to do,” she said.
“Nothing,” I said. “I’m going to hook you up to our system here, and it will do everything. The system will get all of the measurements we need. Just try to relax, and remember that this is for science. It won’t hurt. I promise.”
The machine was new. I spent most of the night reading the manual. It was complicated but high tech. It had lots of wires and connectors, so it took a few minutes to get it set up: a few stickers on her head, a few on her chest, a few on her arms, a few on her legs, and then it was time to attach the main part of the machine: the cylinder. The cylinder was about five inches long with a narrow hole in the middle. Once lubricated, it slipped over an erect penis. 
“You need to get erect,” I said. “Do you need me to leave the room for a minute?”
“No,” she said, grabbing her cock. She began to massage it. “As long as you don’t mind me touching myself.” 
“It’s fine,” I said. I was getting better at being professional in terribly awkward situations. She moaned a little as she stroked herself. Then she let go of a now erect cock. I’d forgotten how enormous she was. 
I cleared my throat and gently slipped the cylinder over her cock. “Now I just need to insert the stimulation rod.” 
“What’s that?” she said.
I pulled out the curved rubbed tube, which looked a lot like a narrow dildo. 
“Is that a vibrator?” she asked.
“It’s different,” I said. “It will pulse and stimulate an orgasm while the sensors record your vitals and other important information.” 
“Sounds fun,” she said. 
“It’s clinical,” I said. “But try to relax.”
I lubricated the stimulation rod and carefully pushed it into her asshole. I made sure it was inserted to the marked spot. I was expecting more resistance from her, but she allowed it to slide in all the way: a full four inches of rod. 
“Now, when I turn this on, you’ll start to feel the buzzing.”
“I’m ready,” she said with a big smile. She reached and grabbed her breasts with both hands.
“Please don’t touch your breasts. Try not to stimulate yourself or you’ll offset the numbers.”
“Oh, okay,” she said, letting go of her breasts. I walked over to the box and I flipped the switch. 
“Just try to relax,” I said. I started jotting down some notes, and then I heard her whimper. I looked up at her and saw that her lips were parted and her eyes were wide.
She was breathing slowly. “Is everything okay?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said softly, and then she let out another whimper. “It’s buzzing.” 
“Just try to relax.” 
I could hear it buzzing every few seconds, making her perk up. I could see the cylinder swelling as it recorded the pulse in her cock, much like a blood pressure machine. The machine hummed and buzzed and whirred as I jotted down more notes. Then she moaned louder. “Oh my fucking God,” she said.
“Does it hurt?” I said.
She shook her head. “No. It doesn’t hurt,” she said. “It feels good. Oh God.” 
“Just relax,” I said. Numbers came onto my screen. I didn’t know what most of the numbers were—it was still a new system for me. It was interesting, watching her heart rate rise along with the stiffness of her penis. Her brain activity was also quite interesting: speeding up as if she was processing more information than previously possible. 
There was a loud buzz, and then my machine beeped. Patti screamed and the bubble on the end of the cylinder began to fill with cum. “Good,” I said. 
Patti’s face was dark red and her eyes were massively wide. I walked up next to her. “Now you just need to sit still for two minutes while the machine records your vitals. This is very important. This data will be very helpful in our study.” 
“O—Okay,” she said. “I’ve never had an orgasm like that before. It felt so good.”
“Okay,” I said. “I’ll make note of that.”
“No—I mean it. It felt so good. I mean—I missed the rubbing of a real cock, but that orgasm—oh my God! It was like nothing else I’ve ever felt.” 
“Okay, Patti. I’ll make note of that. And let’s try not to say ‘cock’ in a professional laboratory.” 
“I’m sorry.” 
Once the two minutes was up, I disconnected everything, and I put the cylinder and stimulating rod into a box for it to be cleaned. 
“That’s it. You’re done. I’ll see you in a month.” 
“Can’t I come back tomorrow and you can test me again with that thing?” she asked with a big smile. She winked.
“I’m afraid not,” I said. “But thank you for volunteering yourself for our study.” 
Later that day, I had to use the same machine on a male. It was much more awkward, slipping the cylinder around his erection and sticking the rod into his asshole. Hearing him moan was also quite awkward—and cleaning up was unpleasant—but it was all for a good cause. I had a great feeling that we were going to come up with some fascinating conclusions with the study. 
CHAPTER IV
It was another late night. I fell asleep at my desk again, this time much earlier—even though I had planned to go home, just so I wouldn’t get into trouble with Amanda. I ended up waking up around 2:30 AM, when my phone buzzed on my desk. It was the alarm I set for myself, to tell me when to go home. “Shit,” I mumbled as I pushed myself back from my desk. My back was sore from multiple nights sleeping at a hard wooden desk.
I stood up and stretched my back. It seemed silly to drive home, sleep for a couple of hours, and then drive back again, when I could just continue sleeping at my desk. But I didn’t need to give Amanda an excuse to put me out of a job. So I grabbed my coat and walked over to my door.
The lights in the lab were still on. I scanned around the quiet space. It seemed even bigger now that it was completely empty and completely silent. I walked to the exam room, to make sure I had all of my things. One of my binders was still on the counter, so I grabbed it, and then I noticed that the orgasm stimulation machine was still set out on the counter. The intern must have put it there after cleaning it, instead of returning it to my office where it was meant to stay.
I grabbed it and was about to walk it back to my office—and then I paused. I remembered Patti saying that it was the greatest orgasm she’d ever had. I remembered her dark red face and glowing eyes—and those eyes continued to glow until she left the exam room. Was she lying? Was she just trying to make me feel shy and awkward? 
I stared at the machine. I was curious. I remembered reading about the inventor of LSD, and how he made the invention after testing the drug himself; that’s what brilliant scientists did: they weren’t afraid to use themselves as test subjects. 
Now, I was curious to see what the machine really felt like. I knew myself better than I knew any subject. I was healthy and normal—unless you count the mild form of autism that I was diagnosed with as a teenager. I wanted to see what normal results looked like. So I took off my clothes and started hooking myself up to the machine. I placed all of the wires and stickers on the proper places, and then I fired up the conduit. Then I went to retrieve the stack of pornography, so I could make myself erect. 
I started by flipping through the Playboy. The girls in the magazine were pretty, but they weren’t doing it for me, so I grabbed something more hardcore: Anal Sluts Magazine. It was a bit gross, with pictures of girls spreading their gaping anuses. I couldn’t help but think of all the anuses that I’d clinically inspected over the past week.
Then, I saw the Trans Love Magazine. I picked it up and flipped to a random page. I paused for a moment as I saw a beautiful, petite blonde with a very tall and hard erection. In the first picture, she was posing on a couch. In the second picture, she was clenching her erection with her small fist. Then, on the next page, another trans woman was bending her over and pressing a long, curved cock into her asshole. 
My heart skipped a beat. Then I looked down and saw that I had an erection. My skin tingled. I was a bit shocked that it took the Trans Love Magazine to get me going—and it really got me going. I was harder than ever, with images of well-hung women in my mind.
I squirted some lubricant into the cylinder and then I slid it onto my cock. Next, I lubricated the stimulation rod and placed my feet in the stirrups. I gently pressed the rod into my anus. It was a strange sensation. I’d never pressed anything into my butt before, but I needed to do it so I could understand my own study better. 
The rod was cold, which was a bit off-putting, but there was no pain, which was interesting. I was expecting a bit of pain. 
Once the rod was in me and the cylinder was secured around my erection, I reached over and flicked on the machine. At first, nothing happened. I waited. I grabbed the Trans Love Magazine, to keep my erection stiff. Then I flipped to a random page, seeing a picture of a trans woman ejaculating onto the erect cock of another trans woman. The cum was thick, dripping over the edges of the thick member. My cock twitched—and then I felt the first pulse.
I gasped, dropping the magazine. The stimulation rod only buzzed for a few seconds, but it was enough to make my muscles tense up all over. I looked down and saw the cylinder swelling around my shaft, taking the measurements that it took. But it also felt nice: tight and warm, pressing my tip with just enough pressure to make my legs wobble.
The rod buzzed again, this time harder. I grabbed onto the sides of the exam table. “Shit,” I mumbled again. Now my skin was tingling all over. The euphoria was strong, and getting stronger. I could see how it produced an orgasm. Somehow, the tip of that rod found the sweet spot in my ass: presumably my prostate gland. It was milking me the way a farmer milks a bull. It buzzed again and I gasped again. Now my heart was pounding. I watched that cylinder swelling even more, then I let my head fall back onto the exam table pillow. Another buzz made me groan, and then the next made me squirm. The pleasure was intense—I couldn’t hold on any longer.
I came.
The bubble at the end of the cylinder filled up with my creamy load. I groaned the whole time as the rod buzzed consistently, until there was no more cum inside of me. Then I remained still—not because I was supposed to, but because the orgasm sapped all of the energy out of my body. I looked at that cum-filled bubble and couldn’t believe so much came out of me.
After two minutes I sat up slowly. I looked over at the numbers on the machine. I jotted them down and went back to my office to compare them to the other numbers that I had. I didn’t have enough data to make any conclusions, but it was interesting nonetheless. 
I looked up at the clock. Now it was 3:45 AM. I lived forty minutes from the lab, meaning I only had time for a couple hours of sleep. But I had to do what Amanda wanted. 
CHAPTER V
I came into the office feeling strangely energized, even though I only slept for a few hours, including two hours on a hard desk. I had a smile on my face, but I knew it wasn’t because I went home for the first time in days. I knew that it was because of the orgasm—orgasms are known to give a temporary sense of energy.
So I was a bit annoyed when Amanda came up to me and said, “Doesn’t that feel much better? Isn’t it great getting a good, proper sleep?”
I had to bite down on my tongue. “You’re right,” I said. “I guess you were right all along.” But I knew that it sounded sarcastic—because it was. She stared at me for a long moment before turning around. 
“You have a lot to do today,” she said. “But don’t think that means you get to stick around for eighteen hours.” She walked away and I went to my office. There was a list on my desk: all of the new subjects that were coming in for testing.
We were upping our subject intake, which meant that we needed to perform the questionnaires as well as the physical exams on the same day. I had six people to see that day, and some were already lingering around in the waiting area.
The first was a young man. He was a virgin, so the questionnaire was fast. His physical was normal, though he cried when I used my tightness tool in his anus. “Does it hurt?” I asked.
He shook his head. “No,” he said. “It just doesn’t feel right.” 
Next, I saw an older trans woman. Her questionnaire took forever, because she had a long sexual history. I was starting to think that trans people just had more sex than the average male—and then my third subject came in: another trans girl. She was about my age: pretty, with long hair and smooth skin. She’d only had sex once in her life, and was fairly embarrassed when it came to talking about sex. 
All of the trends I thought that I was seeing began falling apart over the next week. In that week, I saw twenty-eight unique individuals. I ended up meeting a few men who had extremely eventful sexual histories, and a few trans women who had never had a sexual partner before. The physical exams were also inconsistent—except for the brain scans. I was starting to notice similarities in the brain scans. All of the trans women seemed to fit a certain mold, and the straight men fit their own mold. The results became increasingly interesting when we started to look at biological female brain scans, which looked almost identical to the scans from our trans women. 
After another week, the results became even more conclusive: trans women seemed to have similar brain activity to that of biological women—regardless of whether the trans women were taking hormones or not (and we were getting plenty of subjects who weren’t). 
A person’s physical build didn’t seem to have any influence over their gender identity, but their brain chemistry certainly did. It wasn’t a breakthrough finding—I’d read similar findings in older studies. But it made me feel like we were on the right track. 
Things were looking up, even though we were falling behind. Amanda was watching me like a hawk, making sure I was leaving each night, and then she would show up early, as if to make sure I hadn’t snuck back into the office. I had so much data that needed to be entered into the system, but with all of our subjects constantly coming in for exams, I had no time to log the data. “If you won’t let me spend more time here, you’ll need to hire someone to log this data,” I said.
“There’s not rush,” she told me. “There will be lots of time later to log the numbers.”
It was so frustrating hearing her dismiss me so easily, as if she didn’t care about pushing the project along. She didn’t mind the slow pace. She didn’t mind being held up. But what if the grant dried up? What if we didn’t finish before we ran out of money? What if we spent years on the study and ended up with nothing to show for it? 
So I started sneaking my work home with me. I slipped as many binders as I could fit into my suitcase, and then I worked at my kitchen table, sorting the data so I could easily plug it into my system once I was in my office. 
But still, over the next few weeks, we fell further and further behind. I had stacks of papers that hadn’t even been sorted, let alone logged. I had a packed schedule: multiple subjects each day—and it was about to get much heavier, now that the one-month checkups were going to start. 
I had no ideas it had already been a month until I stepped into my office and saw Patti standing by my desk. “Hey Doc! Long time no see,” she said with her big smile. I hadn’t seen her in a long month, but somehow it seemed like I hadn’t gone more than a day without seeing her. I recognized her face instantly and I recognized that voice. Even before she giggled, I remembered her cute little giggle—and of course, I remembered how she had her orgasm on my exam table. 
“I’m not a doctor,” I said. “I’m a researcher—a scientist.” 
“Well let’s get down to the science then,” she said. She giggled again. 
I didn’t understand her sense of humor. I didn’t understand most peoples’ sense of humor—but hers was particularly confusing. 
“I need a minute to collect my things. Do you think you could wait in the exam room?” I said. 
She rolled her eyes. “Don’t keep me waiting!” she said as she pranced towards the door. I looked back at her. She was wearing a cute yellow romper and tall white stockings. She hair her hair tied into a pair of buns on her head, which almost looked a bit like panda ears. It wasn’t until I started to look away that I realized she wasn’t wearing shoes.
So I gathered my things and looked at the time. She was early for her appointment. I wanted to get a jump on logging some data before I got stuck in the exam room for the rest of the day, but a part of me was a bit excited to have Patti with me again. Part of the one-month check in was stimulating another orgasm. It was something we would do every month for a year. A single reading wasn’t accurate enough, especially with all the variables, like nervousness. With twelve separate readings, we could get a more accurate idea of brain and cardiac activity during intercourse. 
I walked into the exam room. She was already up on the table, playfully kicking her legs. I started setting up my tools. “Need me naked?” she asked.
I looked up at her and paused for a moment. “Yes, I do,” I said.
She didn’t hesitate, pulling off her outfit and tossing it aside. She wasn’t wearing a bra—or panties. Her long cock was hanging flaccid between her legs. I’d almost forgotten how long she was. I looked away quickly in an attempt to hide my reddening face. I thought that I was used to seeing naked women in my office. I thought that I was over that embarrassment. Maybe it was just because Patti was my first subject. Maybe she just had a way of resurrecting those old feelings. 
“I’ll start with the physical. It should be quick, unless you’ve gone through any changes you want to mention,” I said.
“Nothing. Feel free to touch me wherever.” 
I inspected her body and measured her all over. She’s put on half a pound, but she was a quarter inch narrower in the waist—nothing unusual after a month, especially moving into the winter season. 
Her cock was still massive when it was flaccid, and she was still not afraid to get erect in front of me, using her fist to massage blood flow into her penis. Her erect cock actually measured an eighth of an inch more than the month before—but that could have just been a coincidence and not legitimate growth. 
I had her put her feet in the stirrups and then I inspected her asshole. Her cock remained erect the whole time. “Are you still sexually active?” I asked.
“I haven’t been since our last meeting,” she said, and then she giggled, insinuating that the test I conducted was the equivalent to sex. 
“Well, we’re going to run that test again,” I said. “I hope you don’t mind.” 
“Mind?” she said. “I’m excited.” 
I pretended not to hear the comment. I went to set up the machine. The conduit was ready for me, and I was much quicker now at attached all the wires and stickers. I slipped the lubricated cylinder over her erection, and then I plugged the stimulation rod into the machine. That’s when I got the error message. “Rod not detected,” it said. So I tried again. I got the same error. I tried restarting the machine.
“I’m losing my erection, Doc,” she said.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s being weird.” 
After restarting it a second time, it said, “Install update to use stimulation rod.” 
“No,” I said. Updating the unit would take a good hour, and I was already so far behind schedule. If I made Patti wait an hour while I updated the machine, then there would definitely be no time to log data into my computer.
 “What’s wrong?” she asked.
“The rod won’t connect,” I said. 
“Can’t we do it without the rod?” she asked.
“If you don’t have an orgasm, the numbers are pointless,” I said. 
“I can have an orgasm without the rod,” she said.
“Not with the cylinder on your penis,” I said. 
“You do it,” she said. I paused, trying to figure out what she was talking about. I stared at her for a moment, trying hard not to look down at her bare breasts or her long erect penis, wrapped in that cylinder. 
“Do what?” I said. But I already had a bad feeling I knew what she was suggesting. 
“You put it in me, and I’ll come. Believe me—I’ve done it before.” 
“Put what in you? What have you done before?” I said. My heart was pounding hard now. 
“Put your cock in me—in my asshole. Fuck me until I come. This thing is supposed to simulate sex, right?”
I shook my head and looked away. “Don’t be gross,” I said. 
She was silent now as I stared at the machine. I started tinkering, trying to trick it into working for me. I didn’t understand why it couldn’t just work. Why did it need to update? It was working fine the day before.
“It’s just for science, right?” she said.
I shook my head again, but her comment reverberated in my mind. I thought about the inventor of LSD, who used himself many times to test his drug. Maybe a good scientist wouldn’t be afraid to do it. Maybe I just needed to look at it like an experiment. The results would be accurate, after all—assuming the machine was built properly. If the whole point was to simulate sex, then having sex with her would hypothetically give me accurate results. 
I turned back to her. “I would need your full consent,” I said.
Her eyes lit up and she smiled. “My consent? Sure—you have it. Fuck me, Doc. Make me come.” 
“Keep your voice down,” I said, looking back at the exam room door. We kept that door locked during exams, for obvious reasons, given the type of research we were doing. 
“I won’t tell anyone,” she said. “Just do it.” 
“Fine,” I said. The machine was still getting all of the necessary readings—and this way, I wouldn’t fall an hour behind schedule. This way, I would have some time to log numbers into my computer. 
I walked over next to the exam table, looking for a condom. I knew that there were condoms in that room, but I couldn’t remember where. She suddenly reached out and grabbed my cock through my pants. I gasped, but she held on. “What are you doing?” I said.
“I’m making you hard,” she said. She started rubbing and fondling. I froze, starting to question if this was a truly scientific thing to do. It seemed so wrong. It seemed so naughty and inappropriate. And how could I be sure that Patti wouldn’t tell Amanda or someone else about it? Even if she told some distant friend, the rumor could eventually return to that laboratory. 
“I don’t know about this,” I said. “I don’t think this is a good idea.”
“It feels like you think it’s a good idea,” she said, now clutching her fingers around my erect shaft. She had me hard in a matter of seconds, and now she was gently pumping me. It felt nice—too nice. My legs began to wobble and I remembered the amazing orgasm I had where she was now laying. “Just do it,” she said. “Do it for your study.” 
She let go of me. Now my erection was pushing hard against my pants, sticking out like a steel rod. 
I looked down at her body. How could I say no? 
She reached up and cupped her breasts. “Don’t touch your breasts,” I said. “The extra stimulation could skew my numbers.” 
I took a deep breath. Then I walked around. I pulled up a small step stood to give myself some extra height, lining my cock up with her asshole. I reached down and gently spread her butt cheeks apart, exposing her tight hole. She moaned.
“This is just for the study,” I said. I grabbed the lubricant and squirted some onto my shaft. “It’s for science.”
“Sure,” she said. “Just for science.” Then she giggled. I didn’t like her tone. I didn’t want her thinking that I was doing this for some other reason. This really was just for science. 
I leaned forward and pressed the exposed tip of my penis against her asshole. I felt her tight hole puckering. I groaned. Maybe it wasn’t just for science. Maybe I wanted to stick my cock into her. Maybe I wanted to feel the inside of her body. Maybe I wanted to feel her warm tightness all around me. 
“Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my eyes. She was beautiful from that angle; she was beautiful from all angles, but especially that angle, with her big cock on her stomach, wrapped in that cylinder—and her perky tits floating on her chest like gentle water cushions. I pushed my cock into her and she gasped.
“You’re so big!” she said, squeezing my girth with her tight hole.
I bit down on my tongue, feeling both embarrassed and exhilarated at the same time. I took a deep breath and pushed in further. Her head tilted back and her skin turned a darker shade of red. She let out a soft cry. I pushed in further. Her asshole was so warm and so tight. I loved the way it puckered and clenched. I loved how she tried to close her thighs around me, but the stirrups kept her from moving. “Oh God,” she said. 
“Tell me when I’m pressed against your prostate,” I said. I knew that I needed to find her prostate if I was going to make her come. 
I kept pushing, deeper and deeper until she gasped suddenly. “There it is!” she said. She tried to look down at my crotch. Then she let her head fall down onto the pillow. “Oh God, it feels so good.” I looked back at the door, worried about all the noise—even though we had a number of subjects who made a lot of noise when we used the stimulating rod. But now, I was hyper-aware of my surroundings, and terribly nervous Amanda would barge in and take away my job. 
“Fuck me,” Patti moaned. So I started pumping, slowly. It felt good. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I could feel my tip pressing against something each time I pushed in: likely her prostate. I assumed it was her prostate, because every time I pushed against it, her body would wriggle. So I kept pumping, fucking her faster and faster. 
I saw small beads of sweat forming on her skin. I watched as her hands reached in every direction, trying to find something to hold onto. I heard the beeping of the machine beside me, logging her numbers. That beeping was speeding up. 
“I can feel you throbbing inside of me,” she said. And now I could feel myself starting to sweat. Now I was worried that I was going to come before her. If I came, then I would have no way to make her come, and the whole little experiment would be ruined. I had to hold on. I had to stop myself from coming—at least until she came. 
I kept pumping. “Are you close?” I asked through clenched teeth.
“Just don’t stop,” she cried. 
I looked down and saw the cylinder swelling around her cock. That usually meant it detected an increased rate of blood flow—which usually meant a cumshot was coming. I just had to hold on for a little bit longer. I kept pumping, now holding her hips as I ploughed my hard cock into her body. 
A bead of sweat dripped off of my forehead. “Oh God,” I groaned, digging my nails into her skin. I’d been pumping her for three long, amazing minutes—but I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I was going to come—which meant I was going to deny her an orgasm. I felt so stupid, but so excited to finally release. 
I let out a loud groan and I pushed forward—and then she came. The timing couldn’t have been more perfect. I looked down just as her tip began to fill that bubble with cum. I came a few seconds later as I watched her giant eruption. 
She cried out and squirmed until her cock was empty, then I pulled out and allowed my own cum to pour out from her now-stretched hole. 
I took a few deep breaths as I realized what I’d just done. “You need to stay still for two minutes,” I said between breaths. I stumbled back into my chair.
“That was amazing,” she said, turning her head to look at me. “Nobody’s ever done that before.”
“Done what?” I said, looking into her eyes.
“Made me come by fucking me in the ass,” she said.
I paused for a moment. “You said you’ve done it before,” I said.
“I lied. I just wanted to have sex with you,” she said. Then she giggled. My heart fluttered and my stomach turned. I wasn’t sure how to process what she was telling me. I didn’t like being lied to, but I was happy that the last second experiment worked. Now I wasn’t behind schedule. Now I could spend an hour playing catchup with all of my data. 
“Okay, Patti,” I said. “That’s all for today. I’ll see you in a month.”
“A whole month?” she said. “You’re going to make me wait a month?”
“We don’t need to see you again for a month. We need twelve readings, which we’ll get over the course of a year.”
She stared into my eyes, her naked body glistening with sweat. “Okay,” she said. “Then I guess I’ll see you in a month.” 
I went back to my office and successfully managed to get some numbers logged into my system for the first time in what seemed like weeks. 
I didn’t stay late that night, but somehow, I managed to get a lot of work done. I finished with all of my subjects and then I managed to find a few hours to log data. Maybe I was finally settling into a groove. Maybe all of the work I put into tagging my subjects and their answers was finally paying off. I chipped away at many days’ worth of data—and then the next day I managed to pull even further ahead, still just working within the usual hours. It was starting to seem like the project wasn’t going to end up being bottlenecked after all. 
Then, I started slowing down again. I don’t know if there was something wrong with me, but I was losing my momentum. I was slowing down, unable to keep up with all of the data that was coming in. I wasn’t just logging my own data—I was also logging the data from the other researchers in the lab, and it seemed like they were throwing more at me than usual. In a single day, I managed to almost lose all of the gains I made in the previous two days. The frustration quickly began to set in.
Amanda came into my office and said, “You were doing so well. What happened?” She had an annoying smirk on her face.
I didn’t care that she was my boss—I wasn’t going to tolerate her sarcasm. “I’d like to see you do my job,” I said. She bothered me. All she did was walk around and peer over shoulders. She did no actual work. She was a glorified delegator—not a scientist.
She stared at me for a long moment. “I was just kidding around, Kurt,” she said.
“Kid around with someone else,” I said. I wasn’t proud of myself for losing my momentum. I wasn’t happy that I was starting to fall behind. It’s not like I hadn’t realized my slower pace; I didn’t need her rubbing it in, as if it was some sort of joke. 
She left my office looking embarrassed, but that was her problem—not mine. It’s not like she was going to fire me over me defending myself. 
The next day was even worse. I only had to see a single subject: a trans girl who was in to get her fluids tested. It only took me an hour to collect all of my samples—hooking her up to the cylinder and stimulation rod before buzzing her until she came. It was an impressive twenty seconds before she filled that bubble with her warm, creamy ooze—and she produced a lot.
But then I got to my office and started feeling cloudy, as if I hadn’t slept in a week. I stared at my screen and found myself distracted by things that were out of place. The binders on my shelves weren’t quite right—the janitor must have bumped them. And my desk seemed like it had been moved three inches to the left—and it had! The old imprints were in the carpet. 
I spent a couple of hours making everything perfect again, and then I was behind schedule. I tried to stay late—sticking around until 11:00 PM, but I somehow only managed to log a tiny fraction of the day’s data in the extra time. I had no idea what was happening. 
What if Amanda was right? What if I did need more sleep? What if I wasn’t the young, ambitious scientist that I used to be? 
I was already dreading the next day—dreading another day of falling behind.
I showed up early and sat down at my desk. Already, things were starting to bother me: moved binders, adjusted blinds, and the smell of a new brand of carpet cleaner that must have been used by the janitor in the middle of the night. I needed to make a complaint about that janitor. 
I spent an hour trying to make everything right, and then Amanda came in. “I don’t want to disturb you, Kurt, but your subject has been waiting for twenty minutes already, and you left a big mess in the exam room yesterday. I know that you’re busy, but it’s not the interns’ job to clean up after you.” 
I stood up and let out a big sigh. I looked towards the exam room and saw the young man pacing around. “I’ll deal with it,” I said, and then I stormed by Amanda, feeling more and more overwhelmed. Everything was falling apart, after two beautiful days of amazing efficiency. I didn’t understand it. 
Instead of going into the exam room, I went straight for the exit. I needed fresh air. I needed to walk for a minute to clear my head, and to figure out what the hell was happening to me. I didn’t want to think that Amanda was right. 
I looked around the street. People were staring at me strangely, maybe because I was still in my white lab coat, and they were all in black suits. I walked down the street and found a small cafe. I decided to go in to get a coffee. I didn’t normally drink coffee—it made me jittery and unpredictable, but now I was desperate for something to set me straight. I was already jittering anyway as I stood in line.
Then someone started tapping me on the shoulder. I used my hand to brush the tapping away. They tapped again. “Stop!” I said without looking back.
“Doc?” the female voice said.
I turned around and saw Patti standing behind me. I paused for a moment. “What are you doing here? I told you not to come back for a month.” She was dressed in a short navy-blue dress with long sleeves. She had a matching navy-blue beret on her head. 
She giggled. 
“What’s so funny?” I said.
“I’m at a cafe,” she said. “I’m not in your office.”
And it took a moment for me to realize that she was right: we weren’t at the lab, and it wasn’t even the crappy little cafe in the lobby of the research building. “Right,” I said, trying to force a smile.
“I didn’t think you ever took breaks,” she said.
“I don’t,” I said. “Today is a special circumstance.”
“What’s today?” she asked.
“I don’t want to talk about it.” I turned back towards the counter, waiting for the barista to call me over. But the cafe workers were all busy making fancy coffees for patrons. “Come on,” I mumbled. “Today…”
“Do you have a minute?” Patti said behind me. “Maybe we can have coffee together.” 
“I’m on the clock,” I said.
“You can’t take off five minutes?” she said.
“I have a subject waiting for me,” I said.
“Is she cute? I bet she’s excited for your little machine.”
“It’s a male—early twenties—and he’s in for a questionnaire,” I said. 
“Kurt,” she said. “Your name is Kurt, right?” 
“Yes, it’s Kurt. Not Doc,” I said, starting to feel frustrated. Why was everyone so frustrating? 
She put a hand on my shoulder. “Just relax,” she said. “You’re all tense. Why don’t you just tell me what’s going on? I don’t mind listening.” 
I turned to her again and took a deep breath, ready to snap at her. I wanted her to leave me alone. But now, as I stared at her petite, cute body, I couldn’t bring myself to yell at her. “It’s nothing,” I said.
“It’s something,” she said.
“Fine. It’s something. I’m falling behind. I hate falling behind. I have a schedule. I like to stay on schedule. But it’s none of your business.” I took a deep breath. “I had two good days—and those have been my only good days in the past three weeks. For two days, I actually got work done. Now, I’m just falling further and further behind. It’s a nightmare, and I’m sick of it. The janitor keeps moving things in my office—and I think he’s doing it on purpose.” 
She giggled.
“Why do you think that’s funny?” I asked.
“I don’t think it’s funny. I think it’s cute. You really love your work,” she said.
“So what?”
She laughed again. “It’s good to like your work,” she said. “I like your work too—but for different reasons, I’m sure.” 
I stared at her. Now she was just being inappropriate. And maybe I would have been angrier if she wasn’t so cute. I kind of liked that she had the ability to lessen the severity of everything. Maybe she knew how to calm me down. Maybe she was the perfect pretty distraction that I needed. 
“I can have a coffee with you,” I said. 
She smiled. “Great.”
So we ordered our coffees and we got a seat in the corner. I knew I was standing up a subject, but I knew that Amanda would quickly realize I was gone and have the young man reschedule. Maybe I would get into a bit of trouble, but it wouldn’t be enough to put me out of a job. She was always insisting that I take breaks after all.
“You know so much about me,” said Patti. “But I know nothing about you.”
“Why would you want to know anything about me?” I asked.
She laughed and let that cute smile slip. “Because you seem interesting,” she said. “Tell me about yourself. Tell me how you ended up with this gig.” 
“Well,” I said. “I’m a scientist. I’ve been a scientist for twelve years. I like science. It’s important.”
“Have you always wanted to be a scientist?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said. And then I thought about it. “Well, no. Not always. When I was really young, I wanted to be a filmmaker. But then they diagnosed me with autism—mild autism, whatever that means—and that really changed things. It started getting harder to speak with people, so filmmaking went off the table. Science was convenient at the time, because I could do it alone.” I thought for a moment and realized I’d never told anyone that. “So now I’m a scientist.” 
“A filmmaker, huh? What kind of films did you want to make?”
“Horror films,” I said.
She laughed and bit her lip.
“Why is that funny?” I asked.
“It’s not funny. It’s cute,” she said.
“Why?”
She shook her head. “Because it is. You’re a straight-edge science guy, but you secretly want to make horror movies. It’s cute.” 
“I don’t understand how that’s cute. Babies are cute. Not scientists making horror films,” I said, staring into her eyes.
And we kept chatting. She kept giggling, and I felt like I was slowly figuring her out. She wasn’t laughing at me—she was just full of joy. I could have said anything and she would have giggled. Anyone could have said anything, and she would smile. It was a nice change from what I was used to: straight faced scientists stating facts—never telling jokes, never laughing, never smiling. 
I drank the last sip of my coffee. “We should do this again,” I said. 
“I would like that,” she said. “Do you have to run back to the lab now?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Probably.”
“What about in five minutes?” she said.
“Why? What do you want to do in five minutes?”
She stood up and grabbed my hand. “Come on,” she said. I stood up after a moment of trying to process her request. I followed her down the narrow hallway and around the corner. We passed the bathrooms and went into an empty office. 
“What is this office?” I asked.
“It’s my office. I’m the manager here,” she said. 
“You are?” 
She nodded her head. I tried to remember if that was consistent with what she told me in her questionnaire. And it was correct: she was the manager of a cafe. 
“So what are we doing here?” I asked.
“Go down on your knees,” she said. 
“Why?” I said.
“Because I said so.”
I paused, and then I sunk to my knees. She stepped forward and reached her hands under her short dress. She tugged her panties down to her knees and then she pulled up her dress, exposing her semi-erect penis.
“Why are you showing me your penis?” I said.
“Call it a cock,” she said.
“Why are you showing me your cock?” 
“So you can suck it,” she said. 
“Why would I want to do that?” I asked—even though I did want to suck her cock. 
“So you can see what it’s all about. You spend all day asking people about it, now you can try it—see what all the hype is about.”
I hesitated and then I looked at her amazingly long shaft. I reached out and grabbed it, feeling its warmth as it throbbed. Then I leaned forward and closed my eyes, parting my lips to allow the member into my mouth. It felt a bit strange in my mouth, but there was something satisfying about it. I liked the way it felt on my tongue, sliding back and forth. I liked the throbbing. I liked the feeling of her fingers in my hair. 
I sucked her for more than five minutes. Then she pushed my head back. “Now turn around and bend over,” she said.
“For what?” I said.
“What do you think?” she said with a grin. It took me a moment to run through the possibilities in my head—and then I realized she was going to fuck me. I remembered being fucked by my machine in the exam room, and that was nice, so maybe this would be nice too. I turned around and bent over. She pulled down my pants, put her hands on my hips and slid her long cock up between my butt cheeks. It felt really big—even bigger than it looked. I took a deep breath.
“I think you’ll like this,” she said. Then I felt her tip press against my tight hole. I clenched, and then she gently caressed my sides and back. I found myself relaxing: releasing all of my tense muscles. I unclenched, and then she pushed into me. I gasped.
“You’re tight,” she said with her cute voice. She pushed deep and then she started thrusting. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of her veiny cock rubbing, back and forth and back and forth. I could feel my hole stretching. I could feel her pushing deeper with her amazing footlong appendage. I moaned. She started thrusting harder and faster. My legs began to wobble. 
Then I saw that I was erect. Was she going to make me come? Was she about to stimulate my prostate until I had an orgasm? 
I clenched hard and tried to push back my finale. I wanted to last. I wanted that pleasure to linger all day—I never wanted it to end.
But it felt so good, and I could feel that she was about to finish. I could feel her cock bloating up, about to burst inside of me. So I let out a whimper and then my cock began to make a mess of the side of her desk.
I felt her cream filling me up as her fingernails dug into my skin. It was an amazing feeling—so warm and euphoric. I groaned and squirmed, feeling her long cock pushing deep inside of me. Then she pulled out and everything gushed out. Luckily, she was quick to grab some tissues, before the mess reached my pants. She helped clean me up before giving me a small kiss on the nose. “Come and see me anytime,” she said.
“Okay,” I said. “I need to go.”
She smiled and I left. I returned to the lab. The young man was still waiting there, pacing around the exam room. Apparently, Amanda hadn’t told him to reschedule. “I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” I said with a big, glowing smile on my face. “Let’s ask you some questions.”
I burned through the questions and got great answers. Then I saw two more subjects before heading to my office to log data. It was only 5:00 PM when Amanda came in and said, “Wow—getting lots of work done today?”
I looked at my desk and saw that my logged pile was taller than my to-do pile. “I guess so,” I said. I was energized. I felt like time was moving slowly, allowing me to get more done. I felt great—better than ever. I smiled at Amanda and said, “I guess you were right. I just need to take more breaks.” 
And the next day I was on fire again, burning through my work and getting back on track. I began to falter a bit the day after that, but then I went to meet with Patti again, and I ended up finishing the day with another giant stack of finished work. 
Patti was the solution to my issues. She levelled me out and kept my head straight. I liked her… Maybe I liked her more than I realized. Our little meetings were the highlight of my day—which was a first in my life. Work had always been my main priority and my only focus, but Patti was giving me something else to look forward to and enjoy—and somehow that was improving my workplace efficiency. 
And her results in the lab were always fascinating. She had a unique way of thinking: remarkably feminine, as if she was a biological girl. I was already planning to use her as my prime example on my first paper. She was singlehandedly helping me to not just understand trans women, but people in general. Thanks to her, I knew that study was going to be a big success.
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