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Dedication

When I found out through my network that a Domina friend was undergoing medical treatment for a scary and hard-to-diagnose illness, I, like many other women in our group, offered her a personal female to use during her recuperation. She told me it was a lovely offer but a female wasn’t what she needed. What she had use for was a slave who got hard on command and served her quickly — whenever she wanted. I don’t lend my exclusive boys but I do rent some in my stable. What I needed was one who erected on demand. One who would satisfy her oddly-timed needs. I knew exactly where to get one of those.


A Note from Amity

WHEN I FOUND OUT that a good Domme friend was undergoing medical treatment for a scary and hard-to-diagnose medical problem, like many in our circle, I offered her a personal female to use. She called and said it was a lovely offer but wasn’t what she needed right now. She could use a male who could get hard when she wanted and she could use when she felt up to it. A loaner slave with that skill —erection on demand — would be helpful to her right now. She knew I never loan my three exclusives. But I often rent out some of my stable who have a particular talent. I just didn’t have an erect-on-demand boy right now. They’re hard to find and fairly expensive.

That led me to see if a business or even a scientific group was working in the erection-on-command field. Sure enough, I found a team of medical types working with a group I had backed 2-3 years ago that was currently in post beta testing. When I called, Control, the woman running the study, was eager to talk. They were well into the two-month project and she was almost ready to release the first crop back to their wives and partners. I wondered if one or two of them could make a short stop before she sent them home.

She took my idea to the top staff who discussed the pros and cons of sending one or more to be used by a totally unknown but well-experienced Domme. Even though they understood that some wives would loan their trained husbands to friends in the future, my request impacted the final step in their two-month study. It also meant that more than one subject would be needed so my friend could switch them out from time to time. It was a substantial change to their plans.

But I was a big donor, both financially as well as having provided them some of the potions that my Asian master brewed for me. They’d changed the names I called them, and the gels and oils they developed from the ones I donated provided noteworthy results. We discussed the names they gave the oils, chuckled at a few, and I found out how the subjects reacted. A subset was chosen for special treatment based on their DNA and other factors and the researchers could now predict which males reacted to what combinations of potions and erected with a single dose. Those reactive ones would be the best for my friend to use.

It seemed simple to me for a pair of them to be sent to my friend for a day or two. I let Control decide if it was possible. A day later, she agreed to deliver two of them under the supervision of their personal researchers before sending them home. I was partial to the highest reactivity scores to satisfy my friend’s needs.

That’s exactly what they sent.


Prologue

“WHAT WAS THAT TEXT supposed to mean?” Galen texted back to Emily. It was an unusual kind of message for her to send, just a link to an online form. His wife wasn’t a big texter — she preferred actually talking, an ordeal that drove him crazy. Texting was easier and certainly faster. Texts got to the point without a lot of useless chitchat. He drummed his fingers on his keyboard and stared at his phone waiting for her reply.

A few seconds later, his phone dinged and he tapped the message icon.

“It’ll be good for you. It’s solid science. You should be part of it.”

While he was still reading it, she sent another text.

“Fill out the form.”

Galen was surprised by her four-word message. That wasn’t like Emily. She didn’t text much and now she was issuing orders in texts? Something was going on with her but, as usual, he had no clue what it was and didn’t want to find out. Rather than getting into one of those interminable conversations with her, he clicked the link and looked at the form. The first sentence was simple.

“Get paid to participate in a male-only scientific study.”

Why would Emily want him to volunteer for a study of any kind, let alone a scientific one? Maybe there was an explanation about what the study was for, so he read the introduction.

“Join a research study and get paid for eight weeks of participation. Led by research scientists (click here to read more about the team), the study is supported by two medical schools and research hospitals. Qualified applicants only will be provided details. Limited and selective enrollment.”

Well, that told Galen nothing. He couldn’t figure out why his wife bothered to forward it to him if he couldn’t find out what the study was about without applying first. He suspected she knew more about it than she let on, what with that silly four-word text. But the getting paid part struck a nerve. Maybe this was another of Emily’s constant digs about his working remotely on whatever pickup jobs he could get just wasn’t paying the bills. Sure, she had a good job with benefits but he didn’t, not since his company’s latest round of layoffs. He worked when he could get decent contracts. Why wasn’t that enough for her?

Galen scrolled through the application and tapped his answers into the boxes. It couldn’t hurt to get more information, could it? The questions were kind of intrusive, especially the part about his sex life.

But they weren’t really outrageous.

He pressed the submit button and turned back to his coding. They’d probably never get back to him but at least he could tell Emily he applied. Maybe she’d shut up about his not having a real job.

In cities around the country, dozens of wives texted the same link to their husbands. There was almost nothing similar about those men. They were professionals, artisans, administrators and had blue-collar positions. They lived in different states, owned and rented different kinds of housing and came from diverse backgrounds. What they had in common was their age and health. They were all 35-55 years old and in decent physical shape.

There was one other similarity they shared. What their wives knew and they didn’t.


Reluctant Erectors


Chapter 1

“A LETTER CAME for you in the mail,” Emily said, ducking her head into the spare bedroom that was Galen’s home office. “Here,” she said, and put the large envelope in her husband’s outstretched hand. She noticed that he reached out without bothering to look at her.

Maybe it was a job. Maybe a headhunter had an interview for him. Galen ripped it open as soon as Emily closed the door. He didn’t want to show her how eager he was to read it. After all, everyone he knew would have emailed. Letters in envelopes were too often signs of a problem, like that one he a few weeks ago from the IRS about payroll taxes.

He pulled out a single sheet of paper and a USB stick. Galen fingered the USB while he read the letter.

Dear Galen,

This letter informs you that you have been selected to participate in the CBLT research study. The 8-week study provides a room, meals and full healthcare while you are in residence for the duration of the study. Arrive Monday, October 4, at 8:00 a.m. sharp for the overview meeting where you will meet the doctors and medical support staff. They will present the study’s focus and the steps involved. Be on time.

Payment of $10,000 will be made at the end of the study. We are eager to have you as a participant.




Well, that was a surprise. Ten grand? Galen was suddenly more interested in volunteering.

Galen loosely recalled filling out the form and those peculiar texts from his wife. Maybe for the first time in a long time, Emily was right about something. Ten grand should quiet her down until he found a good-paying job.

He inserted the USB stick into an old air-gapped laptop and a video started. There was no sound, just images of average-looking men standing in line. They were carrying overnight bags and facing a door with a big CBLT sign overhead. If nothing else, it told Galen that men who looked like him, not flashy or weird, were invited to join the study. Maybe two months wasn’t such a huge amount of time, especially considering the payout. Being part of whatever this study was about seemed like a reasonable and lucrative thing to do.

But Monday? Jeez, that was the day after tomorrow. Galen went upstairs and packed a bag. He hoped they had a washer and dryer because he didn’t have eight weeks’ of underwear to pack.




-=o=-




In cities across the U.S., 79 other men received identical letters. They lived in big cities all the way to small towns and at least one was from every state. All the men were between 35-55 and in relatively good health. They had two things in common. First, they were all between jobs. Second, their invitations weren’t sent at random. They shared a common thread. Their wives.
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Galen arrived promptly at 7:45 a.m. Monday morning hoping to be at the front of the line. He hated waiting and wanted to get the best hotel room available. Besides, he needed to check the internet connection to make sure he could get online during off-study hours. He parked his car in the underground garage and followed a horde of men, all carrying small suitcases, to the door.

Damn, I’m stuck in line again, he groused.

The men looked at each other but conversation among them was minimal. They were strangers and ran the gamut of height, weight and dress. Some were over 6-feet tall and others on the short side with every stature and body type represented. They formed a line at a door with the big CBLT sign above it.

At precisely 8:00 a.m., the doors opened and the line moved forward. They were led to a tiered lecture-style room with a raised platform in front and a large screen behind it. Boring, Galen thought. Another lecture with video. Or worse, PowerPoint. He’d sat through meetings like this too many times and didn’t like them one bit.

Once he was sitting where the white-coated staffer pointed, he looked around at the rest of the audience. Their faces were as confused as his. None of them had a clue what the study was about, other than it lasted eight weeks and they’d get paid ten grand when it was over. He could put up with one more lecture for that kind of money and suspected the other men needed cash as well. Oh, maybe a few science types joined just to participate in a medical experiment, but for the most part, the crowded room was filled with recently laid-off men who shared one common need. Money.

Eight weeks without Emily’s constant harping and awful cooking felt more like a vacation than work to Galen.

A woman in a white lab coat stood at the podium and greeted them.

“We’re glad you’re here and on time. The doors have been locked. We do not break or bend our rules, not even for latecomers.”

Several heads nodded in agreement. Galen thought that was a pretty shitty thing to do if a guy got stuck in traffic. He didn’t like this woman already and the meeting barely started. All those bastards nodding their heads probably were never a minute late for a meeting. Whatever. He was there and ten thousand dollars was only two months away.


Chapter 2

“LISTEN CAREFULLY. DIRECTIONS are issued once.” If nothing else, the bitch speaking knew how to speak loud enough for Galen to hear her without a microphone. She wasn’t all that bad looking either.

She’s decent looking, except for that hairdo. A bun, really?

“You have been selected to participate in our medical study. You are somewhat analogous to rats in a lab,” she said and smiled. A few men in the audience chuckled at the comparison. “You will contribute to our scientific knowledge 24 hours every day, seven days every week. There is no time off, not for the research team or you, the study subjects. We want a complete picture to make sure our hypotheses are solid and prove true.”

A few men sitting in the tiered room looked around to see if the others were as surprised as they were. No time off? When would they check their email? Visit their favorite websites? Browse news sites and find out what’s going on in the world? Watch TV?

“Trust me, you’ll be too busy to care about a football game,” she said. “First things first. Watch this short video. It will describe the study visually, the way most of you learn best.”

With that, she walked to the side of the stage and disappeared behind the curtain. The lights dimmed and the video started. There was no music or intro, just an incredible series of images. They saw groups of men on the screen, lots of men, men of every size and shape imaginable.

They were all naked.

You could have heard a pin drop in the room. The audience’s mouths fell open, hands reached for suitcases and a few tried to stand up and head for the nearest exit. Most of the audience thought what they were watching was crazy. Galen thought it was all that but oddly intriguing. He leaned forward in his seat and stared at the screen.

In scene after scene, naked men stood in perfectly straight lines, inched forward, were weighed and moved to the next station. At that one, they raised their hands high above their heads and turned around to let white-coated women researchers inspect their bodies. The line moved to a huge shower room and then they marched out the other side, still in straight lines, cleaner than they were when they paraded in.

“What you just saw was graduation day,” a voice said over the speaker. “That’s when the smaller study group’s one month was complete and they were on their way home.” She pressed a button and the same men, now clothed, appeared on the screen. Each was handed an envelope with payment for their time. They all looked grateful.

The audience shifted in their seats, balancing whether that much money was worth a couple of hours of being showered and inspected by the white-coated women who were standing among the seated men all around room. Except the men in the audience would be naked.

“As you saw, the participants appreciated the payment and were satisfied that they contributed to scientific knowledge. The exact details of the study are confidential until after it’s published. I’m sure you understand that’s how science works.”

Galen knew the real reason they kept it secret. If word got out about ten thousand dollars, they’d be swamped with wannabees. He didn’t give a shit about what they were studying. He needed the money and two months in a nice hotel was what the doctor ordered. Working from home in their small house meant he had to deal with Emily all day and night. And listen to her kvetch. Whatever he had to do in exchange for eight weeks of peace and quiet was fine with him. And then there was the money.

“Open the packet in the seatback in front of you,” the woman said. “Follow my instructions. Wrap the ID bracelet around your right wrist tightly and click it shut. Do it now.”

The men fished the bracelets out of the packets and staffers walked up and down the aisles and across rows to examine their wrists. Galen hoped none of the others were too stupid to put on an ID bracelet. When the staffer stopped at his seat, Galen held out his right arm to show her his wrist. She scanned it with her tablet and went to the next wrist to check. It took a while for every wrist to be approved, including at least two that had to be adjusted. Were they just too asinine to do that? Galen wasn’t impressed with the lot of them and he hated waiting for inane people to get simple things done right.

“Next is your luggage,” the woman in front said. “Wrap the tag in your packet around the handle. It will be taken care of.”

Well, at least they got that right. Galen was pleased they’d unpack for him and get him settled in his eight-week home. It made him feel kind of elite to be treated like he was special. Heavens knows, nothing else this morning made him feel that way. He waited impatiently for everyone’s bags to be taken to their rooms before the woman started talking again.

“This is last thing to do before we dismiss you to the next step. Open the packet and put your wallet, phone, watch, keys and personal items inside. Seal it shut. Packets will be returned on graduation day.”

Every man in the audience including Galen sucked air on that instruction. He saw the barcode on his envelope that matched the one on his wrist and it seemed it a reasonable way to make sure his things stayed together. He was taking off his watch when he heard someone call out a question.

“When do we get these back? I may need something in … “

The woman in front cut him off in mid-question. “Instructions are not repeated.”

While the envelopes were being collected, a sudden shriek startled them. A staffer held a rod and the questioner let out a horrible noise when she tapped it on his leg.

What the hell? Galen shifted his stare from the screeching man to the woman in the white coat and then to the rod in her hand.

“Follow directions and the next time it won’t be you,” the woman in front said. “Memorize the number on your wrist band.”

Galen was number 43.

She gave one final instruction. “Line up at the door in your number range,” she said. When he looked around the perimeter of the room, Galen saw signs with 20’s, 30’s, 40’s 50’s 60’s … all the way to 90’s. If his math was right, there were 80 men being herded out of the lecture room, all in straight lines of ten.


Chapter 3

GALEN AND THE 40s were led down a brightly-lit hallway that seemed to go on forever. The ten men who made up the 40s followed an unremarkable woman who wore a white lab coat over scrubs. Her light brown hair was tied in a tight bun and sat atop an oval face. If anything about her was memorable, it was her steel gray eyes. When she spoke to them, Galen felt her stare penetrate his skin. He tried to shake off his growing uneasiness and looked forward to settling into his hotel room for the next two months.

“Straight line,” she barked. Three men in front of Galen and the rest behind him adjusted themselves to follow her order. They walked the rest of the long hallway in single file before turning to the right.

“40, here,” she said. The man with the number 40 on his wristband didn’t move. He gawked at her instead.

“What?” he asked. “What do you want me to do?”

She grabbed the short rod from her belt and pressed it on his thigh. Whoever 40 was, he squawked in pain and toppled into a shuddering mass on the tile floor.

“40, here!” she said again, pointing to the floor in front of the door with the number 40 on a card taped to it.

Like the others in his group, Galen was stunned. His only solace was that the rest of the 40s were as surprised as he was. This was too much. Too damned much. One by one, they complained. Loudly.

“You can’t do this!” one yelled.

“We won’t stand for that kind of brutality,” another called out. The hallway was filled with griping men. Galen was one of them.

“You have no right … “ he started to say when an electric shock to his thigh sent him to the light green tile floor. He landed on top of #40, who was still writhing on the tile. When Galen went down, the 40s stopped grousing and stared open-mouthed at the staffer. To a man, they were flabbergasted. Galen managed to roll off downed man and struggled to his feet. The others lifted the still-shuddering #40 as close to a standing position as his legs could hold him. He wobbled but held his ground.

There wasn’t a sound in the hallway.

A minute of silence passed before she spoke again. “Instructions are issued once. Obey them. Now you know what happens if you don’t.”

She walked down the hallway and pointed, calling out one room number after another. Each man moved to the spot her finger indicated and stood without speaking until all 10 were in place. The woman inspected them, made #46 and #48 move a few inches and then addressed an unseen onlooker.

“Open.”

Ten doors whooshed open automatically but with their backs to the doors, the 40s could feel movement but couldn’t see behind them. #42 made an unfortunate choice and turned his head to look. She marched to his position, touched her prod to his thigh and, like #40 and Galen a minute ago, he shrieked and collapsed on the light green tile. This time, no one dared step off his square to help him. None of the 40s said a word or looked at him until #42 made it to his feet by himself.

“Turn around,” she said. The men obediently rotated 180-degrees and faced the open doorways.

“Inside,” she said. Ten men walked into the rooms that matched the numbers on their wristbands.

The doors whooshed shut and locked with an electronic click. There were no handles on the inside.




-=o=-




Galen was exhausted, mentally spent and in physical pain. His leg still throbbed from the electric jolt but his thoughts were so jumbled he didn’t know where to start sorting them out. It all boiled down to one question: What the hell had he gotten himself into?

Sure, there was big money at the end — if he survived eight weeks of this torture. Maybe he’d just give up the payment and leave the study early. Like right now. But if he did, he’d have to deal with Emily. Her snide remarks about his being jobless. Not bringing in enough or regular income. Not to mention her cooking disability. No, he’d have to give it a little more time.

Maybe the bitch who zapped my leg will die and go to hell, Galen thought.

That image made Galen chuckle and with nothing else to do, he decided to unpack and check out his living arrangements for the next two months. The room was spartan. There was a single bed with rough white sheets, a straight back chair and a small bathroom. It was a studio of sorts, with the sink just off the main room inside a small closet. There was no shower. No little refrigerator or coffee pot. Not even a window. Then he noticed there was no dresser for his things and worse, no overnight bag. It got worse. There was no toilet.

It was just him in the room. A tiny space with a light green tile floor and bare white walls. And one goddamned little sink.

Galen sat in the straight back chair and stared at the four blank walls. He didn’t know how long he sat there or when the feeling of being a prisoner in a cell started creeping up his back. The sneaking suspicion of being in jail overwhelmed him. He looked for something to do or even just a thought to hold onto. Maybe they were waiting for all the volunteers to get settled in their rooms before they delivered his overnight bag. The one with his laptop and two technical books that he would finally have time to read.

He wondered what the other 79 men were doing in their cells down more halls like the one housing the 40s. There had to be more hallways with men sitting in plain chairs like Galen’s, staring at the same blank walls. Time stood still for all of them.

“Stand.”

Galen snapped out of his reverie and looked around the small room to see who said that. He checked the four white walls and glanced in the bathroom that held only a sink but he was still alone. An image started to appear on the blank wall. It coalesced into a woman with dark brown hair pulled back in a tight bun. She was wearing a white lab coat. The only word he could come up with to describe her was severe.

Everything about her was severe. Her pointy nose, her high cheekbones and her pinned-up hair. If he had to guess, she looked to be in her middle 40s, thin and tall. She towered over the podium in front of her. She was certainly not his type.

I can’t image that she’s any guy’s type, Galen mused.

“Stand,” she said again. It was something to do, so Galen got up.

The woman on the wall, as Galen decided to call her, had more orders.

“Remove your shoes and socks.”

That direction made no sense, but so far today, nothing was making sense. Galen could still feel remnants of the shock on his leg and decided to play along rather than get zapped again. He shook his head side-to-side and sighed, then kicked off his running shoes. Then he yanked off his socks and stared at the woman on the wall to see what she wanted him to do next.

“Shirt and undershirt.”

Galen was getting annoyed with her idiotic instructions. Shoes? Socks? Shirt? What did she want them to do, get naked from the waist up? But he was locked in this cell, couldn’t see outside and had no way to escape, much less call for help. Even though a voice inside his head told him to defy this woman’s command, his saner inner voice cautioned him that he had no options. He pulled his shirt off over his head and dropped it on top of his shoes and socks.

What he really wanted was a cup of coffee and his laptop but here he was, wearing only pants and obeying ridiculous orders from a projection on the wall. Dread inched up his legs when the woman issued the next directive.

“Everything else.”

OK, that was it! Galen had enough of this bun-headed astral projection of a woman and her order to strip naked. Really, were the other men being as obedient as he was? Were there really 79 other rooms with men stripped of their clothes? Unfortunately, he had to admit there was no way to know. All Galen had to rely on was himself.

His jeans and white underpants topped the pile on the floor. Galen was naked, sequestered and alone. Now undressed, Galen bounced on his toes out of boredom while he waited for the woman on the wall to speak to him again. There was absolutely nothing he dared do until she gave him another instruction because the woman who deposited him in this jail cell, like every other woman he’d seen this awful morning, carried an electric prod. They weren’t reluctant to use them.

The woman on the wall spoke again. “You! #82! Underpants! #34, stand up straight!”

What? She could see them? Galen looked around the room for cameras and counted three red lights, not particularly well hidden, but clearly there. His trepidation turned into dread when he finally grasped his situation.

Like the 79 other men in this scientific study, the women turned him into a lab rat and kept them all under constant observation. Just like trained animals. He had become merely an exhibit in their zoo.


Chapter 4

“#43, STAND ON THE red spot. Raise your arms up high.”

The woman on the wall ordered Galen to step on the red spot on the floor, a few feet from the handle-less door. He did as instructed and faced the locked door with his arms straight up, as high as he could reach. He was beyond feeling humiliated. Were all the other naked men standing on the red dot in their cells with their arms reaching for the ceiling?

While he stewed in embarrassment, so did 79 others who were standing on identical red spots in their cells with their arms up high. Men of every size, shape and background, from warehouse workers to police officers to artists to office administrators to doctors with a couple of lawyers and a judge thrown in, all naked, stood on red dots with their arms above their heads. They were 35-55, relatively healthy and utterly naked in their sealed rooms. Each felt as mortified as Galen and there was nothing they could do about it.

The door to Galen’s room whooshed open and he couldn’t fathom how they could make him feel any more ashamed than he felt now. He wasn’t grumbling about Emily’s complaining or her awful cooking. Only one thing gripped his thoughts. It was the terror of being ordered into the hallway where he would be seen by the rest of the naked 40s.

The same woman’s face that was projected in his room appeared on the windowless hallway wall. She said, “On the blue square.”

Galen looked down and sure enough, there was a small blue square outside his door, taped to the light green floor. Although he didn’t dare look, he supposed there were identical squares in front of every door on the 40s’ hallway. He tried to steel himself for what was going to be his biggest fear, being naked in public. His only solace was at least nine other stark-naked men would be embarrassed along with him, so he wouldn’t be the only one enveloped in shame.

He stepped on the blue square with his arms still raised and glanced to his left and right. There was no one else in the hallway, just him and that damned woman’s face on the wall. Where were the other 40s, the men who marched with him to their rooms? Galen was terrified to be alone with the projection and shivered from his shoulders to his toes. The face on the wall issued another instruction.

“Arms down.”

He almost laughed because didn’t remember that his hands were still raised up but dropped them on her command. His shoulders stung from the strain but he was peculiarly grateful that she allowed him to lower his arms. Galen worried about what they’d do to him next in this scientific study. Could they demean him any more than he was now? Hadn’t they done enough to him already?

The answer was simple. There was a lot more they would do to him — and the other men — every day and night for eight full weeks.

“Turn around,” the woman said.

Naked, alone and puzzled by her order, Galen turned 180-degrees. His face was practically pressed against the closed door of his tiny room. If he could have, he’d have oozed through it, gathered his clothes and run the hell away from this crazy facility as fast as he could. Screw the clothes! He’d run naked if he could find a way out. Galen didn’t think he could feel more demeaned — or less like a man — than he did right now.

His only choice was to obey so he stood on the blue spot and trembled.

The woman issued a series of orders. One by one, she directed the rest of the 40s to exit their rooms and line up on the blue spots outside the doors. Then she made them perform the same senseless routine she ordered Galen to do minutes ago. When they were all facing the locked doors, ten naked men were descending into panic. Except for Galen. He was past panic. He was outraged.

There wasn’t a damned thing he could do about it so he stood in place like other 40s, his ass facing the projection on the white wall. An inner voice urged him to save his anger, keep it in check like he did with Emily’s constant complaining, box it up and wall it off inside his head. Lock it away. Now wasn’t the time or place to try to find a way to escape but he was sure that time would come.

“Turn around,” the woman’s voice said. Ten men turned to her face on the wall. A few tried to crisscross their hands over their genitals but the voice interrupted them with a quick, “Hands down.” They obeyed immediately lest that menacing rod zap their legs. Ten pair of arms flattened meekly against their sides.

“Left.” The men turned to their left.

“Walk,” she said. They did. In a straight line.

The 40s followed the woman in the white lab coat who appeared almost out of nowhere and led the lineup back to the long hallway. After a long trek, she turned right and the awkward group followed, working to keep the line straight. Galen peeked left and right at the glass-walled rooms on both sides of the wing. He saw a lot of equipment in the rooms but no men who, like him, had been turned into the animals they’d test in this insane study.

Animals don’t wear clothes. We’re just their rats and they’re taking us to the lab where they’re going to do experiments on us, Galen fretted.

Each room bordering their trek held cutting-edge equipment with extra-large monitors on the walls. Galen perked up when he saw the computers and servers in one glass-walled room. Then it hit him. Those computers? That server? He could use them to escape! He needed to get to an online computer and send a distress message to the police. Or the FBI. Someone, anyone who could rescue him. He tucked that tidbit in another box in his head and sealed it shut. It would be useful later.

He wished he had counted his steps and would do that, next time they marched him to this wing. Galen tried to backtrack mentally and re-walk every step from the auditorium to his cell and now to the lab wing. That information would certainly help the authorities who’d surely come to rescue him when he sent a message for help.

“Stop!” the woman in front of the line said.

The line halted and they heard a motor whir. The glass wall to their right separated and a narrow entrance opened. They were ordered to walk through it.
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The lab rats, as Galen was starting to think of himself and the rest of the 40s, shivered in the room’s cool air. The woman in the lab coat stayed in the hallway when the glass wall sealed shut. Galen eyed the other men’s faces before he dropped his eyes down their torsos and wound up looking at their crotches. The room was cold and their penises were shriveled like soft mushrooms, cocks sneaking into themselves to try to warm up.

He didn’t have the nerve to look at his own crotch but he was sure his cock was in the same pitiful shape. Even though he didn’t think they could embarrass him more, they did.

A voice broke the nervous silence. “On the platforms.”

There were ten raised stands, three steps off the floor, in a circle in the middle of the room. Each had a number taped to the base from 40 to 49 so the men knew where to stand. They climbed up in numeric order and stood on the green square that matched their number. No one had to tell them that’s what they were supposed to do.

“Face out,” the voice said. Without thinking, the men turned toward her projection.

They didn’t move when metal rings circled and locked around their ankles and the platform started to spin in a slow circle. Because they were facing out on a circular platform, they couldn’t see each other. Galen had to admire the technology even though he was anxious about what horrid test they were going to run on them.

The platform stopped. “Hold the bar,” the voice said.

Ten horizontal bars rose from the floor and stopped midway up their shins. The only way to hold the bar as ordered was to bend over. Galen stooped and wrapped his fingers around it and held on tight. He guessed the platform would start rotating again and get faster so the bar was obviously there to keep him from spinning off.

He heard a loud scream.

“Instructions are issued once. Obey them.”

None of the 40s, save one, knew what happened. The one who didn’t grab the bar quickly enough was zapped with something that made him shriek. It had to be that damned prod.

The platform began turning with ten naked men bent in half, holding onto a thin bar as tightly as they could. One of them was crying.


Lab Rats


Chapter 5

GALEN SQUEALED WHEN he felt something bite his asscheek. Something or someone inside the circle of platforms pulled his buttocks apart and fastened clamps, one on each cheek. The other 40s were just as surprised and a chorus of yelping men filled the room. Galen clenched his teeth and vowed not to make a sound so they couldn’t accuse him of complaining and zap him again. The shriek one of them just let out told him all he needed to know. If he followed orders, he wouldn’t suffer another gut-wrenching shock like some poor slob just got.

A cold mist coated the crack between his asscheeks and drew an unwitting grunt from his throat. Then he felt it. Someone was weaving a tube into his ass. The other 40s growled at the rectal invasion and they griped when the tubes spewed something into them. Galen was past wondering what the goal was for this excuse of a scientific study. His thoughts were filled with only one thing: concern for his ass.

The platform rotated faster and bobbed up and down. It took all his strength to hold onto the low bar to stay on his feet. He imagined the other 40s were clutching their rods because the alternative was horrifying. If he let go, any direction he fell would break his immobilized ankles. Falling was not an option.

The platform slowed but before Galen could relax, it tilted. The men were angled backward and down. When it was almost at 90-degrees and he was holding on for his life, he felt it. Something was pressed against his ass. It felt like cold, hollow metal. Like the other 40s, Galen was bent in half with his ass stuck in a bucket. That’s when he realized what it meant and from the groans he heard, so did the others.

Whatever they pumped inside him generated an uncontrollable need to shit. He hadn’t had an enema since he was a kid and overheard his stupid mother listening to the doctor’s advice that maybe an enema would make him less cranky. He fought the urge as long as he could until there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Galen unleashed diarrhea into the bucket and gauging from the smell, so did the others. He couldn’t control his bowels. He pumped out shit for what felt like forever. Bent in half and tilted back, he couldn’t stop what they made his ass do. The other men filled their buckets and Galen knew he had no escape. The only choice was to give in. He willed his sphincter to relax and whatever was in his rectum gushed out like a gutter disgorging rainwater during a thunderstorm. Full speed and fast.

When the platform straightened and he could stand on his feet again, the voice on the speaker issued her next command.

“Stand up.”

Not a word of encouragement, not a word of compassion. Ten men struggled to straighten up because disobeying meant that damned electric zap and the only way to avoid that was to follow instructions. The first time they were issued. They all knew what happened to those who didn’t.

It was a lesson that all 80 subjects learned at the same time in eight laboratories throughout the facility. Each one was designed especially for this cutting-edge scientific study.




-=o=-




“On the green squares.”

Ten dazed 40s staggered down the three steps and stood on the squares that enclosed them in three-sided compartments. No one had to remind them to line up in order, from #40-49. They faced the glass wall and the plastic dividers formed three-sided body-hugging cubicles. The back walls whooshed shut. Their arms were pressed to their sides, constricted by the tight-fitting walls. There were covered holes on the front and back walls and electronic keypads. The holes were latched shut.

With no specific instructions to perform, they waited quietly and reminded themselves to breathe. There was nothing else they could do inside the tight plastic cells.

Galen didn’t know how long he stood there, feeling almost lifeless, merely breathing while staring at the hallway outside the glass wall. Like the other 40s, he couldn’t turn his head left or right. He heard, felt, smelled and saw nothing. He tried to force his thoughts to take him to somewhere, anywhere, to a place where he used to feel safe. Anywhere that wasn’t here, this ridiculous scientific study that was turning into an endless nightmare. He tried imagining walking in a forest, but he couldn’t smell or see the trees. Then along a pier, searching for a whiff of salt water. Nothing worked. A coffee shop? That failed, too. His senses were blank and his mind, the part he always relied on when he couldn’t get a function to work, was of no use.

What the other men were thinking about? Their wives? Their jobs? Their fancy cars?

That thought was interrupted when an electronic whir filled his ears. The circular cover on the front wall slid down to reveal a round hole. Galen couldn’t bend his head to see how big the hole was, but he felt a wisp of cold air come through it and land on his groin. That’s when he realized the opening was at crotch height.

This can’t get worse but it’s going to, he thought.

Galen had just endured the most degrading forced-enema and bucket-shit imaginable and nothing they could do to him could be worse than that.

Until they did.

He heard a whir and a cold metal ring circled behind his testicles. It tightened and pulled his organs away from his body. His cock and balls were pulled through the small hole and now hung outside the plastic wall. Something out there yanked his cock and balls farther into the cold air. Galen felt like two beings at the same time, like he was split in half. He was an immobilized prisoner in a clear cage and the mere bearer of a cock and two balls that weren’t really his anymore.

He wasn’t the only one who felt like his body and psyche were split. He heard panicked groans and fearful screeches. None of the men cared anymore if this scientific study was real or if they were kidnapped lab rats trapped in an unspeakable hallucination. Galen fought with what he had left against the conclusion he feared.

Before he fell into complete panic, he saw them.

The hallway was filled with white-coated technicians, all women, all staring at the ten sets of cocks and balls on display on the other side of the glass wall. Galen heard some sobs but most of the lab rats cowered in silence. The only thing he could see was the crowd of women who were examining their organs. He saw their eyes. They were fixed on the ten penises. The women never looked at their faces and ignored their growing terror.

A woman’s face was projected on the wall. Like the others, she had dark hair pulled into a bun, round cheekbones and no-nonsense eyes. She checked their positions, glanced at their exposed organs and nodded. The crowd in the hallway closed in on the glass wall to get a better look.

“The 40s are ready. Record their measurements and note their reactions.”

Thoughts swirled in Galen’s head so fast he felt dizzy but even that didn’t matter. He couldn’t fall, there was no space on any side to collapse. Awake or unconscious, he was going to be measured, whatever that meant. The way the women in the hall were focused on the test subjects’ groins, Galen felt his masculinity fade into nothingness. They turned him into something less than a lab rat. With his cock and balls outside the cell, he couldn’t even think of himself as a man anymore. The last time he made Emily touch him there, she was clumsy and it took him too long to come. Emily seemed as bored as he was and the whole incident ended in a lackluster Tuesday evening.

These women were going to do something with his cock and balls and it was guaranteed to be different from that night of disappointing sex. Galen with Emily. For a moment, he was terrified they were going to cut them off. A crazy thought.

Could they really do that? Am I going nuts?

What he couldn’t see with the tight plastic walls forcing him to look forward, was a metal bar rise from the floor. The top of the bar held a ring that fit around his cock’s head and crimped tightly behind it. Ten men grunted when the rings snapped shut. The crowd in the hallway smiled.

The woman on the glass wall said, “Pull.”

The rings ratcheted and pulled their organs straight out from their groins. Millimeter by millimeter, ten shafts were stretched until Galen felt like his was being ripped off. It was excruciating physically and worse, mentally. Pain radiated from his hips and rocketed up and down his body. Like the rest of the 40s, Galen was close to hysteria.

The faces of the women on the other side of the glass wall shifted between fascination and amusement. The study’s tools were working perfectly. They noted that the subjects’ reactions were expected, and at the same time, a little entertaining. They took notes about how the elongators worked and how the subjects’ penises reacted. The women weren’t interested in the penis owners’ faces or feelings. Only the penises mattered.

A non-human voice droned out a series of numbers. It read every digit aloud, including the decimal points.




40: 6-dot-zero-inches.

41: 6-dot-2-inches. 

42: 6-dot-5-inches. 

43: 7-dot-zero-inches. 

44: 7-dot-1-inches. 

45: 6-dot-8-inches. 

46: 6-dot-7-inches. 

47: 7-dot-2-inches. 

48: 6-dot-5-inches. 

49: 5-dot-5-inches.




The gallery of women wrote furiously on their clipboards. Some tapped tablets. If the ten men with cocks stretched farther than they’d ever been before had any strength left to think, they’d know what the numbers meant. The researchers in the hallway certainly did.

Stretched cock length. Most men are either proud of or lie about their size. Or both. Now they were being measured scientifically. The results were far less than the men told their sexual partners or admitted to themselves.

Once the penises were measured and the men’s egos fully deflated, the rings ratcheted back toward their groins, opened and lowered to the floor.

Thank god, it’s over. I can’t take one more minute of this study, Galen thought.

His cock ached, his body was compressed against the plastic cubicle walls and he felt like crap.

Most of the women finished their notetaking but stayed glued to the glass wall. The projected woman’s voice issued a two-word instruction.

“Drain them.”

The rods ratcheted up again, this time with cupped heads covered with a condom-like sheath. Once they covered the ten cock tips, they sucked two inches of each shaft into the cups. Ten cock heads were captives inside the cups. The 40s were locked in place, and just like Galen, no longer felt like men. They had become mere lab rats.

The rods emitted a soft buzz and the 40s reacted instantly. The watchers scribbled on their pads and tapped tablets.

The rods emitted a soft buzz and the 40s felt their cocks squeezed in a peculiar wrenching pressure.

Inside the cups, the machine tightened, relaxed and repeated the series. Two inches of each penis was sucked into the tube, released and sucked into it again. The cocks’ owners were subjected to a powerful series of compressions. The women in the hallway studied their reactions.

Faces first. Some men closed their eyes. Others grit their teeth. A few did both. The women wrote down how many mouths hung open. How many drooled. Farther down their bodies, the women recorded when their chest muscles tightened and breathing speed increased. Studying them lower, they noted which hips tried pathetically to hump inside the close-fitting walls. They scrutinized them even lower to see which toes curled. Every reaction was documented.

Inside his transparent stall, Galen’s head spun. What was happening to his penis was much better than Emily’s inept attempts to bring him to orgasm. He gave into it and pressed his belly harder against the cage wall to try to get any enjoyment. It didn’t escape the women in the hall and they wrote down positive responses to evaluate later.

One by one, the machines stopped buzzing. When each male’s program ended, it was punctuated by the disappointed grumble of a man who was close to an orgasm he believed he deserved. When the last one stopped, the laboratory was silent. The machines uncoupled and the condoms were peeled off. They were dropped onto scales and weighed.

Their first milking was complete.

Ten drained men groused in disappointment while the women in the hallway filled their pads and tablets. After all, it wasn’t only the penis draining they were focused on. They wanted to see the reactions that the 40s unwittingly provided for their first milking.

The woman on the wall issued her next instruction.

“Line up at the door.”

The cock holes opened and the men reached for their organs to wrestle them back through the tight hole. Every cock was zapped from small prods around the hole’s perimeter and the men screeched in a cacophony of pain.

“No touching,” the woman said.

Beyond being stunned and outraged, they were denied the right to touch themselves. The 40s worked their organs through the hole by shifting their hips and asses as far as the tight walls allowed. It took Galen five tries to reclaim his cock and balls.

The cells’ back walls opened and the men were told to step onto the tile floor. They formed a straight line in numerical order where the glass door that let them in used to be, even though there was no door there. Yet. They acted just like pet dog who knows where the gate in the fence is supposed to be, whether the fence is there or not.

The glass wall parted and they were marched back down a long hall. They followed the woman silently, one step at a time, groaning from their cocks that ached more and more with each step they were forced to take.


Chapter 6

THE LINE OF EXASPERATED just-milked men lumbered down the long hallway in a straight line behind a white-coated woman. They passed eight corridors that sprouted from the left and right. Galen tried to guess how many more labs might be on each wing. Those had to be the labs where the rest of the numbered men underwent the same torment his group just suffered, Galen guessed. He hoped the 40s were never sent to the labs on those halls. He couldn’t deal with what this study was doing to him and Galen feared those eight hallways meant they weren’t even close to being done torturing him. Today was only the first day. There were 55 more to go.

The 40s staggered ahead in a straight line, ten men who opted into a scientific study whose details they couldn’t have anticipated. No one explained the specifics of the research. All they got was a pointy-nosed woman and her minions issuing order after order in as few words as possible. Their instructions weren’t just terse. They were almost unintelligible, like they wanted the research subjects to do what they were told, but not quite in the right way and make mistakes. When they did, and it was a foregone conclusion because the study was designed that way, they knew they would get shocked until they did it the way the women ordered. They weren’t explicit on purpose.

The most important lesson Galen learned the first day was to be obedient.

I’ll do any damned thing they say. I just have to figure out the difference between what they say and what they really mean, Galen decided.

He was exhausted and his stomach was rumbling. He remembered his eat-and-dash breakfast, a protein bar and a couple of swigs of orange juice. What a mistake that was! But he was running late and had to be at the door on time. There was always too much traffic in the morning. Galen was happy in his home office. No commuting.

The line turned right. He saw a glass walled fairly large room with no furniture. There had to be at least two dozen men inside. They were on their hands and knees, naked like him, like all the 40s. His line was led in and given a one-word command.

“Down,” the woman’s face on the wall said.

What in the hell does ‘down’ mean?

Galen and the 40s looked at the other stripped men on their hands and knees and with sighs of resignation, they reluctantly dropped to all fours. There was nowhere to go, nothing they could do. Just obey. On their hands and knees, the 40s made the third row. Another group was brought in, given the same one-word instruction and all ten set themselves into the same position behind them. Line after line came in, were ordered down and created one more row. When it was done, there were eight straight rows of naked men on all fours. The rows were separated by a 12-inch conveyor belt so the only thing each man could see was the ass in front of him.

Galen supposed their rectums were as empty as his was. He was relieved, just like the other 79 men, that they didn’t have to face each other. Given what they’d been through and with everyone knowing they shit into buckets and had their cocks stretched, measured and milked under the watchful eyes of the women researchers, was too much. Every man in the room was distraught, felt like debased lab rats that are given only the barest of necessities to survive.

To the researchers, that’s exactly what they were. It took less than a single day to make them behave without bothersome, time-wasting resistance.

The conveyor belts rolled left-to-right. When they stopped, a bowl was under each man’s face. Galen wasn’t sure what was in the bowl but the smell filled his nose. He couldn’t escape the stench. The idea of getting off his hands and knees was out of the question. The women who led them into this room all held those damned electrified rods. Galen knew what the prods could do — what one did to him— and he couldn’t bear that again. Like the other 79, he stayed where they told him. On his hands and knees. Like a dog.

The woman issued another single-word order. “Eat.”

Wait, what? She expects me to eat what was in the foul-smelling bowl? Eat like a dog? Damnit, I want a chair at a table, a plate with a fork and knife and actual food. Galen was incensed.

But his stomach argued and he felt the hunger pangs. Galen looked at the ass in front of him raise up. That meant one thing. The ass’s face was eating whatever the slop was in his bowl.

Galen tried to abide by the order. He lowered his mouth into the swill and sucked in a small bite, then reflexively spit the awful excuse for food back into the bowl.

His ass suddenly felt like it was on fire and he cried out loud. The woman didn’t zap his leg like she did this morning. This time she attacked his ass. The men on both sides of him in this excuse for a cafeteria knew what happened — someone got zapped. They were selfishly pleased it wasn’t them. But with that one zap, 79 men and Galen were taught that they would eat whatever they were fed at feeding time.

Galen tried to collect himself and lowered his mouth into the bowl again. He took a small bite and sucked it down his throat as fast as he could so he didn’t have to taste it. It didn’t matter. The food left a bitter taste on his tongue. He did it again, sucked and swallowed, over and over until the bowl was almost empty. He threw up in his mouth twice when he didn’t swallow fast enough and actually tasted the excuse for a meal. He forced himself to swallow that, too, just like the other men who were gagging but obeyed the command to eat. Galen’s stinging ass warned all of them what the consequence of disobedience was.

The others shared the same thought. Better him than me.

The woman reappeared on the wall and issued her next order. “Exit.”

She didn’t say, “Stand up.” A few of the 20s, the front row in the feeding room, started to get up. One after another, prods bit their asses and they shrieked, then fell on the green tile floor. The 30s crawled out of the way of the falling bodies. Thirty seconds later, the pile of 20s was told to exit again. This time they crawled in a numerically correct straight line behind a woman in a white coat who stood in front of them. The procession slunk down the short hall. When they reached the intersection with a long hall that went on seemingly forever in both directions, they turned. Not one of them complained about having to crawl the entire way.
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The 20s trek ended at a nondescript glass-walled lab. The motor whirred the walls apart and they crawled in. Their white-coated leader had them stand on the numbered green squares. They were surrounded by half-circle cages, their faces pushed through a small opening and their organs forced through a lower hole. When the woman was satisfied they were ready, the cage backs closed and locked, creating narrow single-man barred cells that made the men face the glass wall. The group of women in the hallway studied their faces then their cocks and balls and back to their faces. They knew what was in store for them in this experiment would provide valuable data for the study. They were keen observers.

The main response that mattered for this test was how both their faces and genitals responded. Not one of the scientists was interested in how they felt. Emotions simply didn’t yield valuable data. All the subjects were mortified and their organs were soft, so they shared a common baseline.

It was late, but still the first day, and the 20s hadn’t yet grasped that when a motor whirred, a new experiment was ready to start. But they felt it. The cages were raised off the platforms and ten men hung three feet above the green tile floor. The cages dangled from hooks in the ceiling that carried them around the room until they were displayed on three sides of the lab. The women researchers in the hallway had a perfect view of them all.

There was another whir and the cages sloped forward. A flat arm extended from the left side of the cages and closed in on their disconnected organs and smacked them. Ten gut-level screams filled the room. The arms retracted and the one on the right side delivered a similar blow. It also generated ten shrieks. One after another, the flat arms slapped the hanging penises and the group’s agonized cries filled the lab.

The women examined their faces, appraised their open-mouthed shrieks and wrote on their clipboards and tablets. After five full minutes of the penis assaults experiment, the arms on the cages withdrew and in a minute, the screeching ceased. Each woman checked her watch and recorded the elapsed time.

The cages returned to a vertical position and every woman added a check to the box that said, “Semi-hard after level #1 pain test.” They were looking forward to the upcoming tests where the pain levels would be more intense and directed at specific areas of their groins. Those results would certainly add vital data to the study.




-=o=-




In another corridor, the 30s were hanging in cages like the 20s and were being evaluated by researchers watching through the glass wall. In that lab, the 30s cages were inverted. They hung upside down, making their faces lean forward. Gravity made their genitals droop through the cages’ small holes. The 30s completed the initial shaft-slapping experiment ten minutes ago, although that test was limited to pain level #1. For the next phase, the cages were reversed and the pain level upped to level #2.

The arms extended from the cages’ sides. This time, they didn’t hold paddles. Level #2 was designed with short electric prods. The scientists behind the study read the literature about pain impacting penile erection and were curious to see if those results could be replicated or if a more extensive study like this one proved them invalid. A few minutes ago, 90% of the 30s exhibited a small erection after the level #1slapping test, but it was a result of the lowest pain level. They were eager to see if a notch higher would yield 100% useful erections in these 30-ish year old test subjects.

The observers watched closely. They already had plenty of notes about penis response to electric zaps on the macro level, but their hypothesis wasn’t that electronic shocks induce erection. In this experiment, if the jolt produced erections, they had to record the precise location of each contact. Likewise, they checked to see if a different location on the penis caused the opposite effect, a flaccid organ. The results would tell them the best location as well as the appropriate pain level to use to produce a hard penis on demand.

The potential of their results was enormous. A lot was riding on the results, like future funding and marketable products.

This test focused entirely on single genital organs. Faces, testicles and other parts were omitted. Only penises and pain levels were being studied this test. The lab was designed for this purpose.

The evaluation forms required details. A prod touched a penis, then a reaction was recorded. To eliminate bias and errors, shaft length was measured after each contact. That would tell the researchers if an electronic jolt generated a harder penis and how much elongation was achieved.

With the 30s ready, the face on the wall said, “Begin.”

The women in the hallway closed in on the glass wall. The only thing the 30s wanted was to soothe their cocks, still aching after the first round of slaps . That’s why the research staff put the subjects in barred cages that kept their arms flat against their sides. Their hands were close to their sore organs but couldn’t interfere.

The current multi-level study would give them key information about using electric shocks to generate erect penises. Or not. That’s the mystery their research was intended to unravel.

The initial application was on the right side of each penis. Inside the lab, the 30s screamed but the soundproofing let the women study penis reaction and not be distracted by background noise. They entered the reactions on their pads and tablets while the rods realigned to deliver their next jolt, this time on the left side.

Jolt — reaction — notes. The women exchanged places along the glass wall to be sure they could see responses from all angles. The crucial information they’d gather from this experiment would be revealed when their notes were compared to actual post-zap cock lengths. If a 6-inch cock expands only to 6.1-inches, it’s not as significant as a 7-inch cock that measures 7.5-inches after being subjected to right-side jolts. None of women wanted to be retrained, or worse, dismissed, if they were consistently off the mark. They took cautious and comprehensive notes.

To prevent skewed data, each step pf the study had to start with soft penises. Jolts were believed to generate stiff penises, so they added a delay between them to make sure the men were soft. The machines’ arms sprayed ice water on the subjects’ penises and the women recorded the seconds it took to achieve limp shafts. For their part, the caged 30s might have screamed from the jolts as well as from the ice baths, but their noise went unheard. That let the observers focus on the task without distraction.

The experiment were scheduled for an hour. Penises were shocked on the base, under the head, along the bottom and for the final two tests, one that traveled the underside from the ball sac to just short of the tip and the last one, directly on the tip.

The 30s let out ear-splitting shrieks. With the sound muted, the women could scribble notes and tap tablets, and be sure they were accurate. In the data center, women at computers crunched numbers. Each workstation was numbered, from the 20s to the 90s. The results were calculated and would be shared later, after the subjects’ second meal, and again when they were cleaned and put to bed for the night.

There were two more tests to conduct before the second feeding. The head scientists assured the staff that most subjects would sleep soundly and did not need their attention. To be safe, they decided to infuse the second meal with a sleeping aid would guarantee they’d be quiet that night. It would be a secret treat in the subjects’ second meal’s dessert.


Chapter 7

THE PENIS SHOCK TESTS were designed to stimulate erection and were administered to all the subjects strictly in the time allotted so their overall progress progressed on schedule. When the test was completed, subjects were uncaged and led in straight numbered lines down the long hallway, turned and deposited at the lab where the next experiment was to start. The 50s, a group that included older, erection-reluctant men, limped into the designated lab. Their cocks throbbed from the electric pain tests and the only thing they wanted to do was fondle the pain away. They knew what would happen if they touched themselves without an order, so they hobbled in, their arms pressed firmly to their sides. Exactly as they were told.

The researchers chose the 50s carefully. It’s one thing to measure unreactive cocks when they’re subjected to pain. It’s another to uncover hidden triggers for older, erection-reluctant males. If they panned out, their findings could have global impact. That’s why identifying and enrolling sexually deficient males of all ages was crucial for the results to be accepted by the scientific community.

The 50s were mid-to-older subjects. The researchers looked for healthy men from a variety of racial, social, economic and educational backgrounds. The lead team learned from the literature and their own beta tests that the more education a man has, the less likely he is to talk about his penis to doctors — let alone to a sexual partner — about low sex drive and erectile difficulties. The 50s exhibited both. None admitted their inability to perform on cue to medical professionals but their online search history exposed them.

The women tasked with taking notes for this experiment gathered in the hallway and positioned themselves to get a good look at the subjects. Especially interesting was that this assessment wasn’t about penis stimulation. The objective was to find out if there were more body parts that could produce penis arousal when prompted properly. If their theory was borne out by data, then older men who were erection reluctant might be rehabilitated without drugs. That bode well for international sales because it reduced the cost and time it took for the pharmaceutical approval process. It certainly cost less. It also meant renaming the genre of ‘sex toys’ to something more attractive to men like them, no matter what their background or marital status.

Prior studies told them to consider other body parts and organs that might yield the desired result, that is, hard penises. Exhaustive reviews identified the most promising areas to test. The researchers worked with design engineers to develop the tools needed for the trials.

The setup was surprisingly simple. Each man was bent over a waist-high bar. They didn’t want to break any subjects, so their wrists and ankles were locked to prevent possible injuries from flailing or thrashing. They expected the subjects to make sudden movements during the test and if their results showed promise, they’d repeat it several times during the eight-week study to validate the data.

Anal spreaders parted their buttocks so tools could be inserted. Researchers recorded reactions and they were supplanted with biometrics to get the most accurate results, especially ones they might not be able to see. The principal response they were looking for was which specific stimulation produced hard penises. Observations about how the subjects reacted to getting hard weren’t important. The primary purpose was to identify which tool and where it was applied got the outcome they wanted: a hard penis.

A mechanical arm sprayed lubricant into the 50s’ asses, followed by the insertion of an injection line that sent lube deep into their rectums. Had the women in the hallway been able to see the subjects’ faces, they’d have noticed how abhorrent the men found the ass intrusion. No matter. Proper lubrication was required. That’s why they turned the subjects so they faced away from the glass wall. Only their asses and penises mattered.

A spindle with three attachments rose behind the subjects. The women noted which attachment was used for the first test. When it was done, it would spin and the next tool would be tested. To no one’s surprise, a plain, medium-size plug was first. The order of the tools didn’t matter; only the results were important. The head researchers chose the plain plug to be first because if something as simple as that could produce hard penises, that was worth noting.

Control lined up the plugs’ tips with the ten anuses and drove them in to the hilt. They couldn’t see when ten faces were filled with embarrassment and a few with distress. Most likely for the first time, the 50s’ rectums reacted to having a sex toy inserted into them, even an unimpressive one. The researchers knew that reluctant men of their age rarely tried basic sexual enhancements like plugs. During this test, these older men would become familiar with several anal intruders, including new ones developed specifically for this test. The researchers were particularly interested in how the new inserts that design team came up with fared.

The program started. The plugs were pulled out an inch and pushed back in, over and over. The women in the hallway focused on two primary responses. They looked for movement, known as humping in rudimentary terms, as well as penile response. Both were important. They knew that hip movement was one indication of sensual response. Penile reaction? That was the goal. They focused their eyes between the men’s spread legs, where both humping and stiffening penises were easy to see.

There was an additional facet of this test, although it was third in importance. Vocal responses. Did the men grunt? Groan? Or the one they were trained to recognize: male sexual moaning.

The study’s designers knew the difference between moans of pleasure and groans from the invasion of virgin rectums. Groans could be ignored. The magic male sexual moan was an indicator of success.

What they heard at first was merely a chorus of noise. It was difficult to differentiate moans from groans, but the women were trained how to tell the difference. Women lined up along the glass wall and traded places to hear the subjects’ output from different angles. They were confident they’d hear at least a few moans, especially from this carefully-selected group. They had to identify which male made that sound and which implement stimulated it.

When their pads and tablets were filled with data, Control withdrew the plugs and the rods rotated. The next tool for rectal simulation was more complicated and had b een modified a few times for the study. They were called prostate massagers by the general public. For this study, they were altered into more direct prostate stimulators. The stimulators were upgraded after the beta trials to include a remote control and had the ability to be worn for long periods of time. If the data showed they worked, men could insert the stimulators whenever their spouses told them to and as holders of the remote, wives could initiate stiff penises on demand. The impact of a tool that produced erection-on-order had massive implications for global sales.

Once the stimulators were in their asses, the staffers heard noticeably different noises from the subjects. The volume was lower but more importantly, they made a wholly different sound.

There was no question about it. The 50s were moaning.

The women crowded along the glass wall and watched spread asses and dangling penises. All the researchers were trained and knew they had to avoid their own bias in observation, so they waited for measurable stiffening before entering any notes.

Suddenly, one of the women pointed at the array and called, “I see three! See them?”

Others shared their observations. “There are four!” Another said, “Damn, I count six.”

In many scientific studies, a 60% positive response may be regarded significant. When Control upped the stimulators to medium, more moans were unmistakable. When Control set it to high, there was a 100% response.

Ten subjects moaned at the same time.

The women in the hallway wrote down exactly what they heard and when they heard it. They left space in their notes for more results because the test barely started and there was still one more tool to evaluate. When the stimulators were extracted, they heard the 50s sigh out loud. Sorrowful sighs. The 50s wanted the stimulators back in their rectums.

No matter what they wanted. The rings were next to be tested.

The researchers knew not to rely on a single test but to experiment with variations to verify their results. After all, what if another item also produced moans and stiff cocks? That gave the wives choices and added important data to scientific research about men who can’t make their penises hard when their wives or partners want them to perform. Those partners would enjoy having options literally at their fingertips, tools to forcibly erect the penis they wanted to use.

For the third test, the subjects were taken off the waist bars.

“On the green squares. Masks on.”

The 50s were dazed after the first two anal tests. But they shuffled dutifully to the green squares and stood where they were told, picked up the masks at their stations and, with some fumbling, put them in place as directed.

A metal bar with ten depressions hung inches above them.

“Arms over the bar.”

They reached up blindly and draped their arms over the bar. Their shoulders fit neatly into the depressions. The bar was an easy and inexpensive way to immobilize each male for testing.

Researchers were curious to see if a non-anal device could generate an erection, especially for non-reactive older men. If it did, they had another finding with large-scale possibilities.

Online shops are filled with penis ring sex toys. Metal, plastic, and rubber rings are easy to buy. Some are merely decorative. A few are signs of male submission and ownership. Newer ones vibrate. There was nothing in the research showing that any particular type of ring actually produced a stiff penis. The rings had other purposes, but they were unimportant to this study’s goals.

Few men complain about wearing penis rings. They’re unobtrusive and are constant reminders in certain kinds of relationships. If the rings could be augmented to do additional tasks and ultimately be controlled across distances, then the study would have another practical result backed by data. The new versions of the rings were designed for the third test.

It was challenging to find the best way to install rings on penises during the design phase. Developing that process was challenging. Designing machines to press plugs into anuses is easy in comparison. Pulling testicles through a ring, locking a strap around a penis base and drilling a short sound into a shaft was a development nightmare. They tried several ways and none worked to their standards. Ultimately they decided that a live researcher would have to do the installation. This test was important enough to allow some human contact with the subjects.

Control activated the masks. Eyes were covered, ears heard only white noise, noses couldn’t smell and a single tube protruding from their mouths let them breathe. A researcher entered the lab and skillfully pulled ten sets of balls through the new rings. Finally, she locked the strap behind the shafts. She left silently and the test was ready to start. The 50s had no idea whose fingers manipulated their organs. There was no need for them to know.

The new rings’ impact was tested on live beta subjects in prior smaller studies. They used older men within their target range. Each was identified as sexually reluctant or erection incompetent but none were physiologically impotent. What the early tests revealed was that by themselves, the rings did nothing. When they were electrified, they produced moderate results. Once they added the electronic sound, they saw much better results. After all 80 subjects were tested, they’d have substantial data to back their hypothesis. That is, if the new rings actually worked.

Phase one testing in earlier studies used small groups of older subjects. The rings contracted, vibrated and loosened. Squeezing the penis base wasn’t particularly effective but they saw a bit of modest hardness, only about 20%, when the rings vibrated. So far, results weren’t worth much note-taking.

In prior tests, when the strap was used by itself, the effects weren’t meaningful. Only 20% displayed any penis hardening. Used together, the rings and strap upped the total to just under 40%. Not bad, but not statistically significant.

Things changed when Control added the sounds to the test.

The results almost jumped off the charts when Control activated the electrified sounds. The researchers knew they had to test and retest to be sure of the results. They enlarged the beta-test pool and the outcome was so overwhelming that several companies bid on funding additional research. The results was the current eight-week study could provide not only noteworthy numbers, but also show trends over time.

The rings ran on automated programs. They gripped, vibrated, loosened and repeated the steps. The women in the hallway never took their eyes off the penises. They knew that positive results would have an important impact on the entire study. And on their careers.

Little or no movement. That’s what most saw at first. When the straps were engaged, they weren’t sure if they’d see anything more than a little shifting. For their part, the 50s seemed to relish the vibrations. The electronic pulses appeared to help the test subjects relax after the anal tests they’d recently undergone.

When the straps were turned on, the men’s body posture changed noticeably. There was something happening inside their cocks that the women couldn’t see and they had to rely on visible movement and groans or moans. The men couldn’t figure out what the feeling was and a few worried that what they were enjoying right now would morph into another dose of agony. Yet like the majority of men, they opted to enjoy it. For the moment.

Set on low, the straps jolted the base of their shafts. Most of the 50s were startled at first but at least two began a small dance of contentment. Torsos protruded, breathing quickened and one or two soft moans escaped their lips. The women noted every movement and checked their numbers on their tablets so they could be identified later. Successful subjects from all age ranges in this test would be grouped for higher-level experiments later in the study.

Control increased the setting to medium. Instead of low-level pulses inside their penises, the program added a series of localized shocks in a circle around the base. The 50s couldn’t predict where they’d be shocked next but they definitely felt the pulses and a jolt shoot inside their penises.

That created a glut of reactions for the observers to record. More penises stiffened, although only one they saw could have been termed a useful erection. After three minutes, more bodies undulated. They pushed out their bellies, bounced on their feet and audible moans came through the hallway speakers. Taken together, it made it easy for the women to evaluate how the men responded to the shocks and match them to where the shocks were applied.

At least one test subject began heaving his whole body. They’d check his background later to see where his wife rated him on erectile usefulness. If he received a low score from her, the rings just became an investment opportunity for the right company.

Control pushed the setting to high and the rings and strap combination produced a significant uptick. More penises filled, more hips rocked and more moans played through the speakers. The highest setting was regarded as successful in prior studies and today’s responses confirmed that result.

Several 50s achieved useful states of erectile hardness. At least two dripped pre-come. Breathing was measured electronically and the monitors showed a clear increase that was labelled ‘panting’ on the monitor scale. The 50s were one part of the larger study of 80 men who were all labelled reluctant. The results the women received from the 50s were more important. When all 80 subjects were tested, they’d have firmer results. But the 50s were a positive harbinger of what they’d discover in the larger group.

The next step was to turn on the sounds.


Chapter 8

WATCHING ELECTRONIC SOUNDS inserted into penises that had never experienced internal stimulation was a treat for the women to observe and record. The entire two-month study was data-driven, so they were looking forward to a short break from the rigor of numbers. They spend six days a week working as researchers, immersed in data and short on personal time. Testing the sounds gave them a short and welcome break from the monotony of statistics.

The sounds the designers came up with were cutting edge. Constructed primarily of flexible plastic and laced with innovative electronics, they could be activated remotely and didn’t set off alarms in airports or schools. Best of all for the research, they telescoped. Once the short sound was threaded into a penis, the turn of a dial made them longer. And wider. And spin. That way they could figure out the best length needed to make a soft shaft erect and if any other impacts of the sounds were useful. If they performed as the researchers hoped, they’d be huge sellers. It would also add important data to penile erection research, what the women referred to as the Don’t Wanna Get It Up syndrome.

To maintain the high-quality of the study meant they had to test the sounds with and without the stimuli the rings and straps provided. When the straps and rings were turned off, a different kind of moan filled the speakers. The 50s were frustrated. Naked, immobile and their arms wrapped around the overhead bar, the subjects enjoyed what the ring and straps provided. When it stopped, they missed it and said so with their groans.

No matter. They had two months for daily testing. The women knew the subjects were about to feel a new kind of stimulus, a feeling they never imagined. It would be real for them very soon.

A researcher telescoped the short plastic sounds and threaded one into each cock. Then she left the lab as silently as she entered. The 50s were so surprised to feel the sounds in their penises, they never said a word. But a few hips responded.

The 50s were stunned when she fed the sound into each of their penises. A foreign object was inside their cocks!

The observers watching the monitors hanging throughout the facility chuckled.

The researchers gathered at the glass wall to watch the test subjects’ penises respond to the new sounds’ capabilities. With the straps and rings turned off, Control activated the sounds.

She telescoped one-and-a-half inches of the sound into the ten shafts to start. The setting was on mild, producing only a slight vibration. The 50s’ showed they undeniably enjoyed this new feeling. Although their faces were hidden behind masks, their bodies betrayed their pleasure.

The women noted movement, particularly in their groins. It wasn’t a spectacular response but it was definitely there and worth including in the data. After the first round of notetaking, Control boosted the sounds to the second setting. Expansion.

Their gyrations stopped abruptly when the 50s felt the change. When the pleasant vibrations ended and the sound inflated inside their penises, the 50s were, at the least, surprised. With their arms draped over the steel bar and their eyes covered, they couldn’t do the one thing they really wanted. They needed to look down. They were desperate to peek at their cocks and see what was happening. This hopeful expectation was shared by all the men in the prior tests. The prospect they shared was that their shafts somehow have grown bigger. And wider. Exactly what most men covet.

The women didn’t care about the men’s unrealistic imaginings of penis size. They were looking for one result: stiffer penises. The count was currently at two and neither could be called a useful erection. Data isn’t significant when it affects less than 20% of the subjects.

They hoped the third setting would show better results. Prior test data leaned that way so they looked forward to seeing more hard shafts in this lab. Only penises that a spouse or partner could order hard on demand was meaningful.

The keyword for that result was pump.

When the sounds expanded, contracted and expanded again, they also got shorter and longer. The telescoping feature had been tested with multiple beta subjects they used for initial trends. Now the expanding sound was inside ten soft shafts and the women were eager to see if they worked.

At first, the penises grew less than half an inch when the sounds expanded. Approximately three minutes into the test, the women were gratified to see four solidifying penises. A minute later, there were six.

Even better for the researchers, several bodies hanging on the bar swayed in tempo with the sounds’ pulses. Initially they saw merely a series of negligeable movement but quickly sprouted into a kind of dance, much like they’d observed in previous tests. When Control increased the sounds’ speed, the dancing was much more evident. The faster the 50s danced, the harder their penises became.

That’s when Control added the rings and straps back into the mix. At this point, they counted seven acceptable erections that could be used for sex or to satisfy a wife or partner in different ways. Their cocks were visibly harder the faster they swayed and surged.

When the sounds were upped to Level #4, it all came together.

Ten useful erections.

Control wasn’t done.

Inside the 50s’ penises, the sounds were vibrating, expanding and telescoping. The rings also vibrated and the straps zapped the bases. With the new programming, the sounds had one more setting to try. The keyword for the top setting was perform.

A hard penis for an erection-reluctant male wasn’t a striking result all by itself. Unless the erection could be produced on demand by a partner and unless it stayed that way long enough for quality sex by the woman operating the control, then it wasn’t a breakthrough.

The final test for this session was to see if the men could get hard enough to provide the kind of intercourse their wives and partners wanted. Now that they were hard, it was time to see if they could perform well and long enough for practical use.
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Getting the eight-week study ready was an all-hands in the lab job. Evaluators and data collectors went through every step on spreadsheets and flow charts to identify the tools needed and to detect any that were overlooked. Every group movement of ten men from one lab to the next, how results would be recorded, the way to the specialists who designed the living conditions and the meals were double and triple checked. The selection committee researched the subjects after their wives replied to the initial questionnaire. They contacted the potential subjects’ spouses and conducted video interviews with them. Every male subject was carefully selected after they investigated his social media. Their browser’s search history provided essential information.

The final phase of the sounds test was a sticking point in the original setup and rose to their attention from the wives’ responses in the interviews. The research team was interested in the performance side of the test but how to produce, observe and evaluate whether a penis could do a satisfactory job of sexual intercourse — or other uses their wives thought up — was hotly debated before they reached a consensus was reached. The wives overwhelmingly shared specific skills they wanted in the men after the study was done. Based on those replies, the researchers weighed ways of evaluating the sounds’ impact on producing hard penises on demand.

Male-to-male anal contact wasn’t a valid representation of male-female intercourse, so it was never considered for the study. They moved those considerations to the Phase 2 study, if they received the necessary funding that would be based on the current study’s results. Finding a realistic substitute for actual male-female sex consumed two days of meetings and a contentious debate until a solution was approved. Unanimously.

The result was the design and development of sex robots with custom AI programming.

That enormous decision generated a full day of back-and-forth arguments filled with technical terms and followed by an ethical dispute that was resolved with esthetic adjustments to the robots. The researchers were testing if an erection was useful but knew an alluring or overly attractive robot would skew the results. After a lengthy back-and-forth among the designers, head research team and the scientists, the robots were built in sizes and shapes that could be modified for selected subjects. Best of all, they had interchangeable parts so men could be paired with robots that resembled their wives. Physically, they could have the same hair length and color, eyes, bust size and roughly correspond to their wives’ body shapes.

Then they tackled the more difficult part. How would they isolate and quantify the goal? Did the researchers want the men to push their remote-controlled hard penises into inanimate vagina substitutes and have intercourse with it? Or did they want to assess if an erected penis could stay hard for the duration? Ejaculation was classified as a messy interference and wasn’t important for the study. They weren’t focused on male pleasure at all.

Those discussions took the better part of a morning. After lunch, a young research assistant offered a third option.

She said, “Let’s measure both — love-making and erection duration.” The she added a caveat.

They already had data that calculated when a male approached orgasm. With proper monitoring, they could run the test subjects through multiple scenarios and end the test before the subjects were allowed to ejaculate. That way, they could measure both scenarios — sexual capability and duration — without orgasm interfering. The subjects’ penises could be erected with the rings, straps and sounds, and then they could repeat the test, perhaps daily. If her suggestions worked, they could collect a huge amount of data in only two months.

Details for the erection-on-demand test were hammered out by a larger group of researchers and the test was finally added to the flowchart. The research assistant with the excellent idea that they used would be given name credit on the published results.

If the tests produced positive results, the toolkits they could market — all based on science and without chemicals — could make them rich.
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The 50s were told to untangle their arms from the overhead bar and stand on the green squares in the center of the lab so they faced the glass wall. They were pressed against an opaque wall with ten round cutouts to disconnect their organs, primarily psychologically, for easier observation. On the other side of the lab, the AI robots were laid out on padded tables, ready for the men to perform intercourse demonstrations to be appraised by the observers. Cameras were ready and telemetry was attached to the 50s so their physical responses along with their vitals, especially blood pressure and pulse, were recorded.

What the cameras saw was projected on the white wall so the women could evaluate erectile hardness and time along with readouts from the female robots’ telemetry. Because none of the 50s would be allowed to ejaculate, Control decided they could perform both tests — ability and duration — one shortly after the other. Between tests, they’d apply the ice water spray to make sure each round started with soft shafts.

Duration was first skill to be analyzed.

Mechanical arms griped ten sets of organs and pulled them through the cutouts. An arm behind them pressed a rectangular flat pad against their backs and pushed them flat against the wall.

Only penis hardness mattered, so there was no need to remove their masks. This test zeroed in on shaft rigidity. They had no interest in their faces.

Artificial vaginas were designed, built, redesigned and rebuilt until shockingly realistic. The final ones felt genuine according to the beta testers. Lubrication wasn’t an issue; the vaginas supplied plenty. Would the robots’ vaginas ‘enjoy’ a penis? That spawned a resounding no from the research team. The test was for erection duration and nothing else.

The line of artificial receptacles — the robots’ vaginas — moved into place. Once they were lined up with the ten soft cocks, Control activated the ring, strap and then the sounds.

The women kept their eyes on the monitors.

“I see two,” one said.

More voices counted. “Four, no wait, five.”

In just under two minutes, ten men were erect when Control activated the genital rings, straps and sounds.

The vagina-like receptacle slid toward them. They were a perfect fit. All ten cocks were inserted into the receptacles.

The test began when Control triggered the program.

Pressed against the wall, the men couldn’t move or hump. The vagina-like devices slid slowly toward them and were pulled away. They picked up speed and minutes later, added an up and down action. For their part, the 50s moaned with each mechanical stroke but when up-and-down was added, they were struggling to hump. Pressed firmly against the wall, they failed. That’s what the solid wall was for.

How long each man could maintain an erection was the crucial element they were measuring. Male gratification had nothing to do with the eight-week study and was carefully excluded in every test. The observers ignored the men’s groans and stared at their stopwatches.

When the telemetry told them a test subject was approaching ejaculation, the vagina was pulled away, relubricated and readied for the next round. Behind the opaque wall, the men felt their penises removed from the vaginas one-by-one when Control determined the male neared orgasm.

Scientific tests aren’t valid with only ten-subjects and a single trial. To be compelling, science requires multiple tests with representative subjects. That’s one reason the study was set for eight weeks. All 80 subjects would be measured every day to document their duration progress. The researchers were hopeful that their useful erection time spans would increase when they were more experienced with the robots.

Softening ten cocks was a challenge given to the medical team. They produced an instant way to deflate the cocks Control hardened remotely. It was an easy solution.

Ice baths.

The vaginas moved toward the wall of penises and they were crammed into them again. At first, the men moaned in expectation of more contact and imagined they’d be allowed to ejaculate. The 50s — and the other numbered sets— were learning today there would be no orgasms for the next two months. None from the substitute vaginas, none from their own hands.

Control pressed a button and ice water filled the vaginas, drenching their shafts. A full minute later, they were ratcheted away, leaving ten limp penises flopping through the holes in the wall. The mics picked up a chorus of sorrowful moans that the researchers ignored.

They ran the test a second time. Penises were erected remotely, vaginas were in place and movement started. The 50s’ moans changed tone and volume. The 50s were sure this time they’d be allowed to finish.

When the vaginas were removed from too-eager cocks, the 50s finally accepted their fate.

The women observers laughed when a researcher in the hallways said, “No orgasm for you.”

The second part of the test was next. Duration was important but performance was key.


Chapter 9

COULD TEN REMOTE-CONTROLLED cocks learn to perform decent-quality sex for a woman whenever and for how long she wanted? That question was fundamental to the next part of the study. It’s one thing to study erectile function and generate hard penises on men who are functionally impotent without drug therapy. It’s an entirely other thing to produce hard cocks on demand that do what the buyers want.

The video interviews told the researchers that women wanted men with cocks that got hard and satisfied them sexually on their schedules. Surprisingly, prior studies showed that women delighted in making men hard even when there was no sex act in their plans.

That was an eye-popping result. The video and in-person interviews gave the researchers a novel avenue to investigate. Women love producing, playing with, using and often denying orgasm to men and their penises.

That information had a significant impact on the study. The researchers added more tests and lengthened the timeline to eight full weeks. New lab equipment was designed and developed. More men were enrolled as test subjects. Additional researchers and evaluators were hired. Data analysts were recruited and trained.

The study expanded when they determined that the women who wanted control of their husbands’ penises were the primary customers for the products the study hoped to make available to the public. They needed — and hired — a marketing team.

Today’s final part of the 50s’ stimulation test would be followed by their second feeding. After feeding, all the subjects were scheduled for exercise before being put down for the night. The men would be trained in their evening routine, including strength and durability exercises, before they were put to bed. The researchers estimated it would take two hours to acclimate them the first night. Medical staff suggested that the subjects would be so worn out — physically and mentally — from the first day’s events, very little medication was required to help them sleep through the night, freeing most of the staff for the evening review.

In another lab where the 70s had undergone the same stimulation tests, the subjects were grousing about being forced to the brink and denied ejaculation. They were older than the 50s the research team predicted their intercourse skills were, at best, below par. To conduct that assessment, their genitals were pulled out of the holes in the walls and they were sent to ten tables on the far side of the lab. Without an order, they lined up at the tables that corresponded to their numbers.

The 70s gasped when the sheets covering the robots were removed. For a moment, they thought the robots were real women. Women who uncannily resembled their wives.

Their soft cocks stayed limp. Not even the sight of scantily-clad women with familiar shapes and hair styles caused a single penis to erect. Even more telling, the 70s didn’t display negative responses 30 minutes ago when they had their penises tested with artificial vaginas.

The 70s had been chosen precisely for this deficiency.

The researcher in charge of the performance test insisted that dummy remote controls had to be visible in the robots’ hands. She stressed that the test wasn’t about men’s lovemaking skills, which was, she maintained, only a small part of the outcome they wanted. A more significant by-product was the men’s responses to learning that the robot could cause — and end — their erections by pressing a button.

When they interviewed the wives, they heard a common trend in their answers to one particular question.

Pretend you can start or stop your husband’s erection whenever you want. What would you do with that ability?

Their answers were surprising, not just what they said, but that so many responses were similar. More than 85% of the subjects’ wives and partners said they wanted to control their erections and didn’t want them to erect only for intercourse. The women wanted to manage and manipulate their cocks at will. Their will.

Supporting statements from the women were equally unexpected. Many wanted to deny erection, some for long periods of time. Others wanted to handle their men via their penises and were happy to supply detailed examples of what that looked like to them. Some wanted their men to erect when they were at work and then turn them off, just to provoke them. More than half requested a sensor to let them know if the men erected without their order so the women could end it remotely.

All in all, the majority of responses focused on the women’s ability to control, manage and ultimately own their men’s erections.

Their input made sense to the interviewers. The test’s focus was altered to make sure the subjects learned that whether or not they were allowed to erect was ceded to their wives. The women wanted ownership of their organs so the subjects would have to beg to be allowed to get hard. It also added a new avenue for the marketing team that included more types of shops and websites where the devices could be sold. As a result, the study added a new critical research target.

Marketing opportunities to women were enormous.
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In the lab, the 70s were staring at the robots, wondering what they’d be ordered to do with them. What had been a conclusive test in smaller studies, that is, getting hard with the goal of giving women orgasms, was now merely a piece of the full study. Orgasms were important, of course, but four weeks were added to this study when the sponsors learned of what they were investigating — giving women power over men’s erections.

Control designed the robots’ hands to mimic pressing buttons. At the moment they ‘pressed’ the buttons, Control activated the men’s rings, straps and sounds. The 70s gaped at their crotches. Every cock was hard. Like most men who see what they want to see, they assumed that the robots’ slight finger movement made them erect.

“Give them orgasms,” the voice said.

This was the first time the 70s were not given a specific instruction, like being told to stand on a colored square. This time, they were ordered to perform a sex act with a robot in a laboratory while under observation. The research team expected some hesitancy but no outright refusals. If a subject rebuffed the order, an electric prod would take care of him. In fact, they learned from earlier studies that prods often had an unintentional but very useful effect.

When they zapped a male’s buttocks during performance tests, it spurred him to create a more intense sexual experience for the robot than he’d given his wife in years. It didn’t matter that he was providing it for a robot. It was almost impossible to argue with the biometrics. The results were so surprising that several staffers wanted to take the prods home with them for their own use. Based on the prods’ unexpected effect, the research team incorporated electric stimulators into performance tests. Today was the first day. There were many days ahead to evaluate how the subjects executed this procedure.

A rod behind the 70s zapped their asscheeks and Control engaged the rings and straps and had the sounds run their programs. The men ran to the tables and climbed atop the robots. Almost all of them spread the robots’ legs and jammed their cocks inside their warm, moist, mass-produced vaginas.

The prods in the straps zapped their ball sacs. The still-erect men yanked their cocks out and cried out in pain.

“Intercourse,” the voice said. “Not fucking.”

If the researchers could have mind-melded with the 70s, they’d have known what they were thinking. The staff expected some reluctance in a sexual performance test in which the subjects knew they were being observed. The missing piece for the researchers was the men’s egos. Men brag about their prowess even to themselves and the study would uncover each man’s hidden egoism, that he performed like, well, James Bond. Suave. Sophisticated. A perfect lover.

Right now, the 70s were sexually useless. They all needed a lot of work, rigorous practice and training in new techniques to deliver merely adequate orgasms for their wives. A lucrative sideline built into the study was the skills the 70s would learn. Along with the rest of the subjects, they’d be schooled in how to satisfy a woman properly. The twice-a-day practice sessions would teach them the sex skills they needed. Prior studies supported the hypothesis that most erection-reluctant men needed intense repetitive drills to give their wives what they described as merely acceptable love-making.

After sending beta-testers home, the wives they interviewed weeks and then months later agreed. When they wanted sex, they forced an erection and their lovemaking sessions were much more intense. So were their orgasms.

After another zap, the 70s figured out what to do. They performed fairly ordinary copulation and the observers took few notes. Some men sucked the robots’ nipples; others fingered clitorises; at least three licked other body parts and four sucked toes. One of them, much to the observers’ amusement, jammed all five of the robot’s toes in his mouth at once.

The robots barely sighed. Their telemetry sent out a flat line.

When the 70s were told to put their penises into the robots’ vaginas, the men were much more excited than the robots, according to the readings. Even though they were programmed to respond to stimulation, the 70s never generated measurable reactions in the robots.

These men simply didn’t know how to make love to women. By the end of the study, they’d be trained to give a woman excellent orgasms — when she pressed the button that gave her exactly what she wanted.


Night and Day


Chapter 10

AFTER THEIR FEEDING and the test subjects had eaten, exercised, washed and put to bed. First, they were taken to the feeding room where they were put on their hands and knees and told to eat from bowls delivered by the conveyor belt. They were served the same foul-smelling chunks filled with nutrients and most finished without much complaining. Only three needed a prod to encourage them. By now, almost all the subjects were resigned to the inevitable and emptied their bowls. A few were still unwilling to eat like dogs but that was resolved quickly with a prod tap. One of the 70s needed two reminders. When he finished screaming, the rest of the subjects had already swallowed their dinners.

They were surprised when the conveyor belt delivered a second bowl. This time, they were relieved it was filled with recognizable contents. A bowl of fruit salad. Pieces of melon, blueberries, oranges and apples looked and smelled like real food. Had they looked closely, they’d have seen a thin film of white powder mixed into the fruit, but none bothered to scan the fruit closely. They were thankful to see something familiar, so they gobbled it up.

They left the feeding room in single file lines and were sent to the gym. Each numbered group was assigned a personalized exercise routine to be done after every second feeding. Medical advised the head team that erection reluctance can be caused by poor body shape and strength. They hired fitness instructors to institute a plan to rectify that problem.

No subject was exempt from daily fitness training. They were told that unless they completed their plans, they hadn’t earned the right to sleep. With 24/7 video monitoring, the fitness staff knew which subjects finished their exercises. And they knew how to encourage the ones who didn’t. The first night saw at least a dozen prod reminders inflicted on the lazy ones.

Exhausted, sweaty and totally consumed by the first day’s life-altering events, after exercise was done they were led to a cleaning room before they were put to bed. Similar to a large gym shower, the room was dotted with multiple nozzles along the walls and there were, of course, no privacy curtains. This was the only room they’d been in that wasn’t tiled with light green. The stainless steel walls and floor reflected the bright overhead lights. There was a single drain in the center of the floor.

All the men were thankful to take a shower. The never-ending day was grueling and they were physically and mentally depleted. Galen stood on a spot marked for the 40s and waited for the blessed hot water to start. After everything he’d endured this interminable day, he coveted a steady flow of hot water, a bar of soap and a washcloth. At least they didn’t stock that awful gardenia body wash that Emily put in both bathrooms at home.

The woman on the speaker said, “Wash.”

Without warning, hot water spewed from every nozzle, the high ones on the wall, the low ones at hip height and jets Galen hadn’t noticed in the ceiling. And it didn’t just flow. The water rushed at them full force, stinging their skin from every angle. No matter which way they turned, it jabbed at them. Gushes of hot water from the low nozzles attacked their backs, asses and legs and the high ones battered their heads, faces, chests and groins. It was a 360-degree assault. The men had to close their eyes and many tried to cover their crotches with their hands, all in a useless effort to avoid the unrelenting spray.

It was hot and hard. There was no letup.

Even though he hadn’t seen any bars of soap, Galen ran his hands along the wall to find one. That’s when the next spray started.

Suds covered every inch of their skin. Soapy foam rained down from the ceiling nozzles and the ones high on the walls. The low spigots shot the soapy mixture upward.

The voice told them to spread their legs. The men obeyed.

Seconds later, they screeched in a gruesome chorus when the piercing spray struck their cocks and balls. They were coated from their heads to their toes with the foam. There was only one place the soap hadn’t penetrated. Yet.

“Buttocks,” the voice commanded.

Galen was as horrified as the others. It was one thing to have to share a group shower with dozens of naked men. But ti was unthinkable to pull his ass apart and let it be assaulted with that ghastly spray. Like Galen, a few other test subjects hesitated. There’s something powerful about group think and this time, it coalesced in the shower. Galen’s eyes met the other 40s and that look spread to the rest of the wet, soapy men. They were past being tired and done feeling humiliated. The entire group followed the rebellious 40s and stood still in the shower.

Eighty men, their arms crossed defiantly across their chests, refused to obey the ass-spreading order.

The soapy water rained down, up and sideways at them. To the researchers, the only aberration with the predictable group insurgence was that it took them this long to rebel as a unit. The women noted the time. They leaned closer to the monitors to get a better view of what was going to happen next.

The subjects had been warned that instructions are not repeated. Orders had to be obeyed when given. Failure to comply was not acceptable and that rule was detailed clearly in the agreements their wives signed before the men were accepted into the study. The observers held out fingers to guess how many seconds it would take for the men to obey the order to spread their cheeks. They would do it, of course. It was merely a question of when.

With nowhere to go, the men stood in the shower with their arms folded across their chests. The women took note of their insubordinate posture and counted. Ten … nine … eight … seven … Before they got halfway to zero, it happened.

Control replaced the hot spray with ice water. It drenched them from every angle and seconds later, they felt the effect of the chemical in the water that was saturating them. It wasn’t dangerous but it was unquestionably uncomfortable. At first. Then it became excruciating.

Every inch of their skin felt like it was on fire. Eighty men ran around the shower room shrieking, trying to rinse it off. Of course, all that accomplished was to add more irritant to their predicament. It was hard for the researchers not to smile.

Naked, soapy men tore around the shower, their skin throbbing and their mouths shrieking in agony. Not one of them was searching for a way to escape; the room had only one door and it was locked. The researchers kept track of the time to see how long it would take them to submit to the instruction to spread their asscheeks. At some point, they’d figure out that was the only way to get relief.

The first one to comply would be identified for additional testing. The study organizers knew that subject might be useful for the follow-up studies they planned. They waited and watched.

Galen was close to despair. He couldn’t escape the water torture and he was enraged that everyone was being punished for something he instigated. He’d written thousands of if-then-else routines and there was only one solution he could think of to end the group torture.

Galen walked to the center of the shower room and spread his ass.

One by one, the others followed and spread their buttocks apart. When the last one finally submitted, clear hot water rinsed away their pain. Washcloths and brushes could scrub the suds away but not their degradation. They were rinsed, inspected and led to an anteroom where they were blown dry by directional fans and marched in groups of ten in numerical order down the long hallway to their cells. They stood on the correct numbered squares and waited to be allowed inside.

The doors whooshed open. “Inside,” the woman’s voice said.

The test subjects walked into their cells and felt their way to their beds in total darkness. Tomorrow, they’d obey every instruction as soon as it was given. Immediately. Without resistance.

Eighty doors closed and locked. The researchers noted how many cried themselves to sleep.


Chapter 11

THE TEST SUBJECTS were startled when a loud buzzer roused them from a surprisingly deep sleep. The researchers knew some of the test subjects would have trouble sleeping after their worlds had been turned upside down yesterday, so they added a dose of white powder, a natural sleeping aid, to the second feeding’s dessert for the first few days. When their biometrics told the researchers how long it took before they were fully asleep each night, the medication was decreased until none was added to their meals. Their earlier and much shorter studies forecast that test subjects adjusted in less than a week and this group was no different.

Galen sat up and was disconcerted by the surroundings. Where was he? What day was it? What time was it? He fumbled for his watch. It wasn’t on the bedside table. In fact, there was no bedside table. There was nothing in the room that he recognized.

He swung his legs off the bed and put his feet on the light green floor, shivering when they touched the cold tile. Then he remembered everything that happened yesterday and shivered again. It wasn’t a dream. He woke up in a nightmare.

He needed to pee and headed for the bathroom. After two steps, he remembered there was no toilet in his small room. Just a sink. And four blank white walls. He looked at the red lights on the cameras that followed him wherever he went in the tiny room.

“Door,” a voice said.

Galen had an eerie feeling of déjà vu when he looked at the locked door. When he was ordered through it yesterday, it opened a barrel of trouble and a day filled with humiliation and agonizing tests. He was reluctant to walk through the door again but his bladder was crying for relief. When he stepped on the square by the door, he felt his skin. It was raw and painful. When in the hell did that … ?

The shower! The damned shower with its brutal ice water daggers left its mark on every inch of his skin. His defiance in the shower last night wasn’t the best idea he ever had and worse, his timing was terribly off. Galen knew he had to be a lot smarter the next time he mounted a challenge to the bitch on the wall. There was no way they could keep him prisoner in this excuse for a scientific study. Not for eight weeks. They couldn’t. He wouldn’t let them.

His bladder was shouting. The door swished open.

The 40s lined up in the hallway on their squares right outside their doors. Galen looked at the tile floor to make sure his feet were placed exactly on his blue square. He shifted a little to center himself on the marker. Even though he knew the danger of being curious, he looked left and right to see the other 40s and like him, they were bouncing on their toes. Their bladders were bursting, exactly like his own.

The woman in the white coat walked up and down the 40s’ hallway, making sure the subjects were lined up in order. “Turn right,” she said.

The 40s turned to their right and walked to the end of the hall, then made a left and were marched to the end of yet another long corridor. Like the ones they were tested in yesterday, the glass wall parted with a whir and they were instructed to go inside.

The room was enormous.

A large round platform filled the center and sat on top of a small ledge. They were told to line up like the other men who were already there. The 20s and 30s were in their places, standing atop their numbers, their faces against the outside wall of the round object. The motor whirred and the large round structure began to spin. The 50s were sent in, lined up on their marks, then the 60s, 70s, 80s and 90s. Each man climbed onto the platform and positioned himself on his number. The platform never stopped rotating.

Galen’s bladder had a mind of its own. He fought the urge with everything he could. If he didn’t get to pee very soon, it was going to be worse than embarrassing. He could almost feel the shock from a damned prod in his near future.

A clank. Then a click. Galen felt cool air swirl around his cock and balls.

What the hell is that? What are they going to do to my poor cock this morning? I need to pee!

Galen looked down to see where the cold air was coming from. He saw a small opening in the rotating cylinder in front of him and no one had to tell him what its purpose was. He felt sick.

The voice told them what to do with one word. “Penis.”

Galen knew he was going to obey the order to put his penis through the hole but had trouble figuring out how to do it. Every opening in the wall was at the same height and the one in front of him didn’t align with his groin. It was off — too high — by several inches. He’d have to stand on his tiptoes to line himself up. The other men had their own problems with the holes’ height. Some had to lift their crotches higher like Galen, while others were forced to squat. Afraid of electric prods and stinging water hoses, Galen contorted himself so he could jam his cock through the round opening. The rest were forced to wriggle their cocks through the opening any way they could. They all knew better than to touch themselves with their hands.

The voice issued the next order. “Urinate.”

The researchers in the hallway heard the groans through the speakers. These noises were a different octave than the ones the subjects moaned yesterday in the sex robot test. This morning’s chorus was filled with the unmistakable sound of defeat. Every test subject knew he would pee when and where he was told — all of them were desperate to empty their bladders — but they were still dumbfounded. Galen didn’t think he could be rendered speechless by a single word, but the woman’s order unnerved him. He couldn’t even think up a sarcastic reply.

He had nothing. He had nothing left to resist with.

Galen pressed himself against the curved wall and inched his hips forward to force his cock as deep into the hole as he could. He pressed his chest so hard against the wall, he could barely breathe. Galen closed his eyes, took a deep breath and tried to relax so he could pee as he was told.

The researchers scribbled on their pads and tapped their tablets. First group pee always provided a lot of useful data. The women noted their physical positions, how many inches of penis were visible on the inside of what they called the Pee Wall, which subjects peed first and which couldn’t pee at all. The pee-shy ones would be corrected as soon as the larger group’s bladders were empty.

Even though Galen heard embarrassed whimpers on his left and whimpers of shame on his right, he tried to focus on his own situation. He hated P.E. class where they had to strip for annual sports exams and wait, naked, for the doctor or nurse to examine them. The guys with big cocks paraded them around. Galen tried to be first in line so he could get dressed right after his checkup. When he was at the front of the line, no one could see or make fun of his mediocre-sized cock.

He hated public bathrooms with the damned urinals where everybody could see and hear what you did. Galen knew men looked at others at the urinals and snickered. This was worse, much worse. Someone was there — inside the round wall — looking at dozens and dozens of cocks and probably enjoying the show.

What Galen didn’t know was how many women were inside the round structure. They weren’t laughing. Their job was to look for empty tubes and identify the pee-shy subjects. First day on the Pee Wall always made the staffers smile when the long tubes finally filled and carried gallons of pee to the main sewer line.

The observers turned their attention to the monitors.

Three measurements were important: start, flow and stop. The pee-shy ones skewed the start time for the group so the number crunchers had to identify them, rather than have slanted results. Then there was flow. A steady stream indicated proper hydration, and an interrupted one suggested prostate issues. When a male finished, they noted if the penis cut off the flow cleanly or dripped.

Once they had that data, exercises would be assigned for the pee failures. It surprised the researchers in the original study and even in the smaller follow-ups, that urination was a predictor of erection. Fixing the first often had positive effects on the second.

When the researchers had the Pee Wall data they wanted, the subjects were led to first feeding. After their prior meals, they knew what to expect and what they had to do. That made it easier for the staff to oversee feeding and kept the study on its tight schedule.

The second day morning day went smoothly. The men were woken up, performed at the Pee Wall and ate on their hands and knees. Now that they survived their first-day and accepted their situation, real investigations could start. They’d provide difficult-to-collect data about male erection on demand.

They had two months, minus one day, to finish their work.


The Subset’s DNA


Chapter 12

AFTER TWO WEEKS OF CONSTANT testing, eighty naked test subjects in numbered groups were sent to labs for the deep assessment phase. Now that the subjects had adapted to their environment, the researchers were confident that more aggressive tests could be done without complications. During the first two weeks, they studied them to see which might be suitable for more intensive tests. The ones they identified displayed strong attitudes, overactive egos, feelings of superiority and leadership inclinations.

Men with those traits but failed to erect at home became a subset of the larger study. Interesting results from prior studies made the researchers suspect those personality traits were in some way related to the erectile failures they were at home. To isolate those subjects from the larger group, the volumes of notes from the first weeks were key to isolating specific subjects from the larger group. That’s how they found the first two they earmarked for more aggressive testing. They were chosen from what the observers put into their notes. Their up close observations were crucial.

So far, they had only two possibilities. Today’s secretion tests would hopefully identify more.

Tests were run daily and when they found the subjects with the traits they wanted, the researchers pulled them out of their numbered groups for individual evaluation. Pre-study sessions made sure they all underwent tests with their numbered set and if they found what they wanted, those subjects were singled out for special experiments. A complicating factor was making sure they didn’t share the nature of the scans and trials they were put through with other subjects. The head researchers knew they had to eliminate casual chatting so they prohibited talking. All 80 subjects would be silent when they were with their peers. The selected subsets’ testing was scheduled for the third week.

That was today.

After the secretion testing was done this morning, they’d be able to distinguish which subjects had to be under constant observation so they never discussed details. Not even with each other.
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After consulting with geneticists and urologists, the research team determined that secretion testing would yield results that should be included in their decision-making. Those tests told them which subjects were biologically suitable for invasive tests. Added to two weeks of staff observations and copious notes, they were confident that by tomorrow, they’d identify the most useful candidates for further study.

There were several factors they considered when they culled the subset, including cost. Selecting the right candidates was a high priority.

Early in the morning of the third week, the subjects were taken to a lab and strapped onto chairs before morning feeding. Even though the food was healthy albeit distasteful, they’d gotten used to it and ate their meals without protest. The nutrition staff was gratified that their predictions were borne out when they counted empty bowls and weighed the subjects every day. The fat ones lost a few pounds and the thin ones gained where they needed it.

The nutrition staff recommended that the wives receive complete health reports including the exercise routines. Physical fitness was an important observation to share with wives, they said, because many of them would control their husbands’ diets when they were sent home. Evidence proved it in the smaller studies. Fit men erected on demand more quickly than the fat or skinny ones did.
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For the secretions test, the subjects’ ankles were locked onto the chair legs and their wrists to the arms. A belly bar kept them safely on the seats. With their legs spread and hands secured, Control was ready to start.

A woman’s face was projected on the labs’ four walls. Every subject could see and hear her clearly. The opposite was true. Control made sure all the observers could see them.

“Position the tubes,” she said.

Women in white coats held large clear tubes and wriggled each subject’s penis into it. They checked the seals to make sure they were flat on their groins.

“Pump,” the woman’s voice said.

The subjects heard motors whir and felt the air in the tubes sucked out. Two more pumps followed but this time, the observers weren’t outside the lab behind a glass wall. One staffer was assigned to each subject and stood between the men’s locked ankles so they could see inside the transparent tubes. They wrote notes and tapped tablets. The defenseless test subjects heard the next instruction.

“Moderate,” Control said.

The pumps compressed their penises and then retracted. Pump after pump, their cocks were crushed in the tubes and then the pressure abated. Many of the subjects, especially the higher numbers, groaned. The younger ones moaned. The middle group grunted. Three minutes into the first secretion test, the group was roaring a chorus of noise. That’s what it sounded like to the staff, who never took their eyes off the tubes.

The secretion test was designed to prolong compression to draw out pre-ejaculate emissions. That’s why they beta tested various compression cycles to find the best series to prolong the test. Some penises might be excited by the pressure, but none were allowed to ejaculate. The subjects got used to moderate pressure over time, but when Control said, “Intense,” there was a racket from the torment that each constriction inflicted.

Ten minutes into the secretion test, 80 males were screaming but, as the head team predicted, they were trying to hump their locked hips and make themselves ejaculate. Control kept an eye on the readings the telemetry sent to make sure that didn’t happen. When needed, they adjusted individual pressure and speed to keep the penises in check.

The test required hard, dripping penises and the researchers kept them that way for the hour the procedure was allotted.

When they collected enough discharge from each subject, the second test began. The tubes’ programming switched from press-and-relax to suction-and-pull. From the cock base to the tip, rings inside the tube travelled from their groins to the penis head, then returned to the base for another trip.

The test subjects didn’t feel like they were being masturbated. Several earlier tests were too similar to feelings of pleasant stroking, so the designers rejiggered the rings’ pressure and made them tighter. That combination removed any comfort for the penis owners and more secretions for the study. It was a win-win design.

That design also needed less time for the researchers to gather enough pre-come. Tight rings with higher pressure made sure they suffered for the full 30 minute phase, the time Control scheduled.

When the subjects’ hands grabbed the chair arms and they were bellowing from the rings impact only four minutes into the test, Control knew the pressure was correct.

Galen and the other 40s joined the chorus of agony. In his semi-seated position, he was forced to stare at the observer documenting his reactions. He was enraged that she was oblivious to the torture inflicted on his cock. She never looked at his face. Her interest was lower down.

Up till now, the 40s, like the rest of the numbered groups, had adjusted as best they could to the insanity they existed in every day. The researchers evaluated them daily and this point in the two-month study provided many mostly predictable results. The subjects submitted to every direction that was issued and gave up trying to guess what the day’s schedule would throw at them.

Galen stopped counting how many times the damned ring in the tube traveled up his cock. All he could hope for was a second or two of relief when it finished its trip and slid back to the base for the next round. Those few seconds kept him from falling into hysterics from the pain. He tried to predict when the ring would travel to the base, but the test used random speeds so even that was taken away from him. All he could do was scream when it ran up his shaft and pant for one or two seconds when it slid down for the return trip.

The 40s made up an intriguing subset in the study. Their age, backgrounds and interviews with their wives could make them a highly-marketable group if the results supported the new product development that actually worked. The psychologists studied the 40s’ charts and studied them on camera before deciding they might have unique potential. Their report, based on clinical data and qualitative observations, became an important part of the secretion tests. If they responded to the tools they were testing — or a combination of them — then huge avenues of marketing would open.

All Galen knew was that the damned ring stopped so he stopped screaming in pain. All his energy was focused on simply breathing.

The woman watching his penis react in the tube scribbled dozens of notes. By now, Galen couldn’t have cared less about what she wrote on her clipboard. That was his mistake. Her observations were placing him into the subset to undergo more aggressive testing. After the tube-and-ring test, Control was sure they had four more subjects, three from the 40s. One of them was Galen.

The next test, the last before feeding, had more than one purpose. Now that they had biometric baselines for ejaculation and enough pre-ejaculate secretions to examine, the next collection was a full ejaculation. Just not one accompanied by any feeling of pleasure or worse, gratification. Good science eschews enjoyment.

The researchers met over two afternoons discussing how best to produce and collect ejaculate. The list of possibilities ran from self-masturbation — quickly rejected — to mechanical stroking, from literally jerking them off at the Pee Wall without warning all the way to setting up ‘wet dreams’ and taking what they needed in the middle of the night from unsuspecting sleepers. By the end of the second afternoon, they agreed on a plan.

The subjects were already locked to their chairs with their legs spread, making it easy to start the third test.

Thin clear tubes were fit onto their groins and their penises were threaded into soft silicon wrappers. Clear hoses connected the tubes to the base unit.

Galen stared at his crotch while the woman in the white coat manipulated his bruised penis into the sleeve. His aching cock didn’t respond to her touch and he panicked, afraid they’d broken it. The other 40s’ cocks were enclosed like his and he supposed the rest of the lab rats were, too.

She locked the tube around his penis and testicles. The woman on the wall said, “Extract.”

Galen heard the motor whir. Then he felt it. Hideous pressure.

The tube was airtight and the sleeve confining his cock squeezed each time the tube slid up and down. It started slowly but picked up speed. The entire mechanism masturbated him when it rose and fell. But the sleeve? It squashed when it slid up and down his cock like a tight fist. In less than 60 seconds, 80 subjects were masturbated mechanically inside what felt like a body builder’s grip.

It wasn’t enjoyable at all. Not one bit.

The immobilized subjects held onto the chair arms and sang in a primal chorus of pain. Every stroke was torture. Each squeeze was torment.

The women watched their reactions and took notes, focusing on what was taking place inside the tubes. The head research team had to have a sample from every subject. None were exempt. None were excused.

The tubes ran until they collected 80 samples.

Galen’s balls felt like they were going to explode. His cock felt like it was being tortured. The tube was punishing his poor shaft and Galen wanted to scream in pain and rage. So he did. Loudly.

The 20s through the 90s, all locked on chairs in numerical order, let out a maddening shriek in primal pain and outrage. Some men sobbed like babies; most howled like wild animals. They weren’t embarrassed. They were terrified.

Galen was one of them. He didn’t think they could torture him any more than they did in the first two weeks, but he was finding out how wrong he was. While he suffered the tube’s unrelenting anguish of his aching cock, he also had to endure the sleeve’s relentless strokes.

The voice in his head confessed that Emily’s hand was better than this, as clumsy as she was sometimes. He ached for her disinterested hand.

The lab reverberated each time one of the subjects ejaculated into the tube and bellowed like a bull. Each ejaculate was sucked into the hose that delivered it to test tubes for genetic and other study-specific tests. In less than a week, they’d have the results and finalize the subset for more aggressive testing.

There was a lot of science — and financial potential — riding on the results.


Chapter 13

A WEEK LATER, the lab buzzed with excited researchers reviewing the secretion test results. They tested and retested the samples, time consuming but worthwhile, and the data was strong. The secretion scores were complicated but trends pointed to a supposition they were eager to explore. It jived with prior research. This study was prepared to investigate it further.

The genetics and demographics of the subjects selected for the experimental subset were excellent. The secretions isolated twelve participants — a full dozen! — that met the criteria. There were four weeks left in the larger study so they had time for the additional tests. That meant they had to work fast and be hypervigilant with the subset. Most of the new tests would exhaust the subjects physically and emotionally. The last thing they needed was a damaged test subject. Or a broken penis.

In most scientific studies, the best outcomes happen when the subjects don’t know what they’re being tested for. This study’s methodology was done in complete secrecy. Idle chatter or worse, subjects’ questions, had to be eliminated.
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Two weeks earlier, right after the morning’s almost unbearable secretion tests were done, Galen and the others were sent to first feeding. He gulped the atrocious food down without arguing, just like the rest of the men, all on their hands and knees. Only two weeks into their controlled environment, they’d learned to comply rather than suffer being zapped on their legs or asses. Or both. When they were taken out of the feeding room in numerically correct single-file lines and made the first right turn, women in white lab coats pulled twelve men out of line. They moved that group to the hallway on the left.

The woman towing Galen’s arm was tall, at least 5’ 10” he guessed, and had a strong grip. Her hair was arranged like every other woman he’d seen in the facility, in a tight bun. Her cheekbones were pronounced and she didn’t wear any makeup. In fact, none of the researchers ever wore makeup. Galen thought Emily didn’t wear enough. Her friends did and they looked great. Especially their eyes.

She tugged Galen without letting on where she was taking him, the same way he’d been moved from lab to lab so far in this interminable study. She let go of his arm and said, “One step,” and pointed behind her. She didn’t have to say it twice. He knew what that prod did, so Galen knew exactly where he would be while they walked. One step behind her. That one step was close enough for her electric prod to zap him if he did anything wrong.

After several turns down nondescript hallways, she stopped at a double door on a solid white wall. It was the first time Galen had seen a lab without a floor-to-ceiling glass wall.

Damn. This one must be so horrible, they’re keeping it secret. This is gonna hurt, Galen worried.

He was right to worry. If he knew what was going to happen to him inside the hidden room, he’d have raised his escape plan higher on his agenda. But weeks of literal captivity took its toll. It made Galen more malleable now, much more passive and very compliant to their rules. They set his schedule and kept him on task all day, every day. And nights went on forever while Galen completed his exercise routine. He had to finish or they’d never let him go to sleep.

Stupid damned drills. I hate working out. All I do is sweat and then there’s that vile group shower. They said I had to earn the right to sleep, Galen grumbled.

Nights — he assumed it was night — that’s when they enforced his exercise regimen, a dreaded series of jumping jacks, running in place and a series of other drills that 80 men were forced to perform before they were allowed to go to bed. If he’d been permitted to see a clock or a window, he’d know if it was day or night. But the research staff kept that tidbit away from the subjects. Participants had no need or be concerned about time because the study was completely programmed. They learned from prior studies that men, practically all men, perform better when timetables are imposed on them so they didn’t waste time diddling with old habits. Like coffee breaks. Or bathrooming.

Every minute was accounted for and the study subjects followed the schedule.

Her palm print opened the heavy doors and she stepped inside, confident that Galen was precisely one step behind her. It was a good thing he was in place or the massive door would have squashed him when it closed, just like that damned tube flattened his cock and balls a few days ago. He thought it was a few days. Who knew anymore?

She stopped at an open door and pointed, a single finger ordering him inside. On any other day or in any other situation, Galen would have looked for a way to escape the booth or at the least, expected her to follow him in. But not today, not this study. He was her lab rat and learned how to perform like one. He’d do almost anything to avoid that prod.

He walked in. She shut and locked the door. There was no handle on his side.

Galen didn’t see them, but there were eleven more booths in this lab exactly like the one confining him. The only chair looked like the one he hated at the dentist’s office where they tortured him, only differently. The chair was long and almost flat. He saw the straps and knew they’d be locked across his chest and belly very soon.

What surprised him wasn’t the number of cameras in the booth. They didn’t even try to disguise the red lights. What startled him was the other equipment in the booth. A high horizontal bar on two legs, rings with cuffs hanging from the ceiling, a small bench and a trio of artificial cocks attached to one wall. But the one that scared him the most was the tube.

Galen knew what that tube did to him already. He was about to learn what else it did.

A woman’s voice told him stand next to the empty wall. Galen waited meekly for his next direction.

“Lubricate.”

He saw the jar of ointment but found himself in a Catch-22. Should he open the jar and start greasing himself up? His cock? His ass? Unnerved by thought of the prod’s bite, he walked to the bar and waited obediently for the next direction.

There’s always one more thing she’s going to tell me to do. I’d rather do nothing. It’s better than screwing up. Unless she zaps me for doing nothing.

Galen couldn’t see the researchers on the other side of the cameras taking notes but he knew one thing for sure. They would tell him what to do. One way or another. They always did.

The voice spoke again. “Anus and rectum.”

Galen dutifully opened the jar and scooped out two fingers of gel. It was almost enjoyable rubbing it on his cock but even that was short-lived. Out of nowhere, a mechanical rod topped with a thick strap rose behind him and smacked his ass. Hard.

“Anus and rectum!”

That had to be her way of telling him not to waste time making his cock feel good. This study tolerated absolutely nothing that made him feel good, especially what made him feel like a man. He sighed and scooped out more gel and targeted his ass.

The big glob covered his asshole and between his cheeks, but the voice delivered yet another direction.

“Deeper.”

He gathered another dollop of lube and rubbed his hands together to soften it. Holding the wall with one hand to balance himself, Galen pressed a finger inside his anus and rubbed it around.

“Deeper!” she said. He could hear the unsaid exclamation point in her order.

Galen was frustrated and he groaned out loud. Nothing he did was ever right, not here, not in this infernal facility. Nothing he did was good enough for these damned women. But he knew the price of defiance and had to do as he was told. The prod was too fresh a memory. He wouldn’t risk defying her with his leg still feeling the jolts he’d already received. The sting was fresh. It was vivid.

Galen bent lower and reached inside his ass with two gooey fingers full of gunk. He almost fell over from his awkward position. This was a first-time experience for him and she put him in a clumsy position to do it.

How the hell am I supposed to stick my fingers deep in my ass? What do they want? For me to fall over so they can have a good laugh?

The researchers had seen this before. They knew what he had to do and weren’t surprised he didn’t figure it out himself.

“Squat.”

One word. Squat. So he did.

The researchers scribbled notes. Their common conclusion so far was that this subject had conformed merely adequately. He didn’t assume or predict what he was supposed to do; instead, he waited for each instruction. In study language, this was categorized as achieving submission. They were confident all the subjects would eventually acquiesce. The only question was how long it would take.

There were four subjects in the 40s group that qualified for this smaller subset. They represented incompetent sex partners of similar age and erection inadequacy. One by one, they achieved submission and that told the researchers what the wives’ training sessions would focus on: how to achieve submission. When the 40s were sent home, the team knew they were socially and genetically predisposed to submitting to their wives’ demands. Maybe not only in their bedrooms.

Women would pay happily for that kind of power.

While they took notes, Galen squatted and applied more lubricant to his anus and rectum for the simple reason that no one told him to stop. He’d used three-quarters of the jar already. He’d use it all before taking his fingers out of his ass unless the woman’s voice told him to otherwise.

Eleven other researchers came to the same conclusion as Galen’s did. The 40s, well-represented in this subset, were almost effortless to reprogram. All they needed was a dose or two of corrective pain and from then on, the fear of more kept them in line. The researchers were curious to see if the same held true for the younger subjects and more importantly, the older ones. Training erection-reluctant men in their thirties would give their wives lifelong compliance. Training older ones would provide their wives much-needed and highly-desired changes in their fading sex lives.

“Stand,” the woman on the wall said.

Galen struggled to his feet and looked for a sink to wash his hands. There wasn’t one. No towel, no hand sanitizer. Only his smelly hand.

“Bar,” she said.

He stood next to the horizontal bar. Like a trained seal enticed by a fish held above its nose, he waited to be told what to do next. Galen suspected what she’d tell him to do, but damned if he’d debase himself without a direct order. He needn’t have worried. Another instruction was always going to be given.

“Belly on the bar.”

Although he guessed right this time, Galen didn’t dare show them he knew what she’d tell him to do next. He laid his belly on the bar. His arms and head hung on one side, his ass and legs on the other. He heard a motor whir and tried to deny what he was sure was going to happen to him.

The observers saw the angst on his face and took more notes. They knew he was an ass virgin, but the pre-study interviews with his and the other wives resulted in high ranks for erections they controlled, no matter what the researchers had to do to make that happen. Beyond that, the wives wanted to regulate when and where they erected. To fill those desires, the subset testing was going to reveal which stimuli generated useful erections. Once they established the tools that produced hard penises in many subjects, they could transfer that skill to the women. So far, the electrified sounds combined with rings and straps appeared to be a possible winner for males of certain ages with erection reluctance.

But what about their other end? Could erection-incompetent men be taught to respond to anal stimulation?

The team decided there were two feasible ways to answer those questions. The one they analyzed first was manufactured stimulation. In this test, anal stimuli would be inserted and reactions recorded. They were specifically testing erection size, type and speed.

Galen felt something move behind him but hanging over the bar, he couldn’t see it. He felt a pointed object wriggle between his cheeks and press against his anus. He didn’t need the woman’s voice on the wall. No one had to tell him what that thing was going to do.

I’m just a pig on their spit. They’re going to shove something into my ass and then they’ll make me tell them I like it.

Galen was half right.

When the object was driven fully into his well-lubricated rectum, he felt it fill him and gasped from the strange sensation. Then it started moving. In-and-out, the object filled and emptied him. His gut-level reaction was pure disgust. Nothing had been in his ass before. Nothing like this. The worst he’d experienced was a doctor’s fingers and that was revolting, too.

A motor whirred and in seconds, the horizontal bar rose. Galen was lifted off the floor, his ass defenseless. He hung there. As vulnerable as a side of beef on a hook.

The object in his ass ran its program. It went in and out and after two full minutes of being skewered just like the pig on a spit he imagined, Galen felt a change. It got warm.

Well, damn. That feels a little better. Just a little. What the heck else will this thing do? Galen wondered.

He got his answer a minute later. The intruder turned 90-degrees left, then straight up, then 90-degrees right. While it twisted, it continued running in-and-out cycles and all Galen could feel was his full ass being corkscrewed by something he couldn’t see. He loathed what those women were doing to his ass and there wasn’t a damned thing he could do about.

After five minutes of being filled, emptied and screwed, the thing was pulled out. On any other day after having his anus and rectum infringed upon like that, Galen would shit out everything in it. But the study emptied the subjects’ colons daily — repulsive enemas every day that he had to shit into a bucket. It was the only reason he didn’t do it right now in the booth. They left nothing inside him. An unusual thought filled his head.

Maybe enemas aren’t so vile. Maybe if I did one every morning, I could keep Emily from complaining about my stained white underpants. I mean really, what’s a guy supposed to do when he’s got to go?

The second object that invaded his ass was less unpleasant. Galen felt a thin tube work its way into him, much deeper than the first. It humiliated him differently, a way Galen thought he might be able to tolerate. His sphincter relaxed.

An electronic buzzer went off near his ears.

Control read the electronic feed they were collecting on Galen and saw his ass muscles loosen. He was rewarded with a buzz. With proper repetition, a subject would associate the buzzer with a relaxed sphincter and they’d be physically ready for a wife to fill his ass with her tool of choice. When the researchers found the combination that produced an erection in this subject, the bell would do its work. His wife needed only a simple app on her phone or watch to reward him if he produced an erection on her demand.

Training men to respond to buzzers and bells was the methodology the research team developed. It was simple and cost effective.

The buzzer was the reward for a relaxed sphincter. The bell was for a solid penis.

There were many tools that could be used in the anal stimulation test, and the researchers narrowed the choices down to two to fit the schedule. One was the long, thin tube now in his rectum. A few button taps later, the tube expanded and propelled three drops of an oily gel into Galen.

The gels were suggested by one of their benefactors who was a significant backer of their work. She provided samples of herbal concoctions she developed for her own use. The team reviewed videos of the gels’ effects and the pharmaceutical group made only slight alterations to them. They tested several variations and had four gels available for the two-month study. What made them so desirable was that they were all natural, low-cost and incredibly effective.

Galen gasped when the gel started working. Whatever they shot into him felt like porcupine quills pricking his rectum. Sharp. Irritating. Painful.

The bar bounced up and down. The pain in his ass multiplied with every recoil. He felt like a martini, shaken, not stirred, only with pin pricks torturing his ass. After two full minutes of thumping on his belly, Galen felt it.

His cock was hard. He tried to see if the cameras told the women watching about his unordered erection. He was worried about another tap by the damned electric prod.

A bell rang. The subject was rewarded for an anal-stimulated erection.

In the observation room, the women smiled at what they saw on the monitors. A few broke into applause. They had a winner — a hard penis — and there was still one more device to test, one of their own ground-breaking designs. A long-wear prostate stimulator.

The design team spent more than a week developing and testing the prostate stimulator to make sure it did what it was supposed to do without damage. It was easy to find males to practice on — their core group of male subjects was as large as they were eager. Well-trained and obedient — and their reactions were literally all over the map. The prostate stimulator produced fast erections on some men, mostly the below 50s and under 40s, but was slightly less effective on the older ones. That problem had to be fixed. Pronto.

The solution was ingenious and after they solved it, the designers wondered why they didn’t see it in the first place. Their hypothesis was that prostate prompting would generate erections. That worked with the younger ones but wasn’t effective with 48+ year-olds. They went back to the drawing board. A designer asked a simple question that gave them the missing clue.

Older men don’t respond to a single stimulus by itself. But they do respond to ongoing stimuli that add an emotional feeling of success. In short, they needed persistent reminders that made them know that another person controlled their erections and in this case, their wives — dominated them. They erected when they understood their penises were under the control of someone else.

The young researcher summarized it. The short answer was a device that could be worn when men were told and was operated by remote control. Men could insert the stimulator in the morning, for example, and the remote turned it on, even over long distances. It wasn’t simply the prostate arousal that erect penises. Men wanted to be forced to wear them — that was the emotional component — without knowing when their wives would press a button and make them erect.

The conclusion was as obvious as it was remarkable. Most reluctant erectors wanted to be controlled, down to their penises.

When they saw the initial test scores, the researchers were floored with what the data indicated. The researchers repeated the tests to verify the findings. A simple text told the subject to insert the device. Then they triggered it at different times and recorded the results.

Some men were instructed to insert the stimulator at work, either during a meeting or a client lunch. They excused themselves, implanted the device and returned to what they were doing. They didn’t know if their wives would turn them on or wait minutes or hours. They were excited to be unsure. Uncertainty aroused them.

They were interrupted in every imaginable situation. Attending a concert, moving boxes in a warehouse, arguing in front of a judge. They all obeyed the instruction immediately.

The researchers replicated the findings and saw 90% positive responses. They hoped Galen and the other eleven subjects would provide measurable data and if the devices were successful with this subset, they’d have compelling numbers to present to manufacturers and medical doctors who would build and prescribe their non-pharmaceutical answer to an age-old problem.

A researcher holding one of the devices walked into Galen’s booth.


Chapter 14

GALEN HEARD THE door open and whoever it was, he was grateful the bar stopped bouncing. Someone pulled the thin tube out of his rectum and left him desperate to comfort his wounded ass. The researchers moved the dozen subset subjects to the next test as soon as they had the data they needed. Ass consolation didn’t fit into their timetable.

Galen’s staff overseer knew there was never a need to explain upcoming tests to subjects, so she didn’t. He was in the proper position already, hanging on the bar and with an empty rectum. The next step called for relubrication. She threaded a lube injector into Galen’s anus and worked deep into his anus, then deeper into his rectum. When it was ready, she pressed the plunger. After practicing on numerous subjects from the general population, she was adept at the technique. Galen was just one more rectum to grease up for a test.

The team was excited about the wearable stimulators. They were eager to start testing them with this carefully selected subset.

After lubing between his cheeks and deeper inside, Galen’s ass was properly lubricated. She worked the wearable through his anus and into his rectum. Then she pressed the button on the flanged base, the flat end that kept it from slipping completely inside. The designers built an operational remote control and were working on a phone app. They recommended a button on the base so when a seated male was told to bounce, it delivered a jolt each time his backside met the chair. She’d test that later but for now, she had to verify that the subject felt the wearable dispense an electrical charge. Directly to his prostate.

Galen jerked on the bar. The researcher smiled. One item checked off the list.

She exited the booth and the woman’s projection appeared on the wall.

“Stand,” she said.

Galen was grateful to be allowed off the bar and onto his feet. He struggled to extricate himself from the bar and drop at least 12 inches to the floor. No one told him what to do next, so he stood silently, waiting for an instruction. He knew instructions were always issued. All he had to do was wait for it.

A minute later, the voice said, “Sit on the bench.”

That was easy enough. Galen just had to turn around to see the bench in the small booth and sit on it. He saw the cuffs bolted to the front legs and knew who they were meant for but without a direct order, he wasn’t taking the chance to buckle them onto his ankles. The zaps he was punished with each time he made a mistake or didn’t obey soon enough were still memorable. There would be an instruction. There was always an instruction.

“Ankles,” the voice said.

He bent down to buckle the cuffs around his ankles. Then he plopped his backside on the bench. When he did that, his ass clicked the button on the insert’s base.

The button made contact with the bench and sent a shock to Galen’s prostate. His lower jaw dropped more from surprise than pain. It was an odd feeling, painful but a little enjoyable at the same time.

That thing she put in my ass? That felt good. I could live with that. And it’s a whole lot better than hanging on that damned bar.

Galen felt a small part of what the wearable could do. The researchers were ready to test its other function, one that was difficult to quantify. The subjects had to wear them for a time to learn they could be programmed to release random jolts. When their wives were given the remote control, they’d be shown how to use it for both mental and physical control. Of course, they could force an erection if that’s what they wanted. But the wearable’s second purpose, to reinforce the men’s understanding that their wives really owned the wearable and controlled where and when it delivered the stimulation, was equally important. The two went hand-in-hand.

A new projection filled the wall in Galen’s booth. It displayed a page of code with a projected keyboard on the side. Galen was told to use the keyboard and troubleshoot the code. In eleven other booths, similar tasks in different areas of expertise appeared and the subset members were given the same instructions. Read something. Improve it.

They finally figured out I’m the best coder in this damned building. I’ll show them how good I am. Maybe that’ll get me closer to the server room. I can call for help but this code needs a lot of work first, Galen thought.

Galen read the code on the wall and typed, completely focused on the task. While he worked, he forgot about the wearable in his ass but Control brought it front and center. After ten minutes of fixing the code, two shocks on his prostate and he bolted upright. He stared at the wall open-mouthed. His fingers froze in the middle of writing a function.

The observers checked the ‘immediate’ box to record the timing of his reaction. They gathered around the monitors that focused on his — and eleven other — penises. Their legs were spread by their ankles cuffed to the bench, making any penile movement easy to see. The researchers poised their notetaking, hoping to see an erection. Even a small stiffening would be useful. There was a lot riding on the wearable’s success. They knew the cost of developing it and were hopeful about its future sales potential.

Ten penises remained disappointingly soft. Two had half-hearted erections. Certainly not useful ones.

Galen didn’t look at his crotch. He stared at the wall, happy to be doing what he was good at, rather than suffering another unbearable abuse of his cock, balls and ass. He was in code mode.

The women sighed and Control announced the second prostate stimulation would start in five minutes. They checked their watches to be ready to see the next run-through.

The twelve subjects were instructed to unbuckle the ankle cuffs, walk the perimeter of the room twice and do jumping jacks. Galen harrumphed at being ordered away from his work but knew he had to obey. Control didn’t choose jumping jacks simply for exercise. Like every other task in this study, the exercise had a purpose.

Male jumping jacks exercised arms and legs, of course, but they also worked their penises.

The observers watched them jump and clap but their focus was lower down. They wanted to see penises slap bellies and then hang limply between their legs to assess if that drill resulted in any level of erection, even a small one. It was one of the micro pieces of the overall study, but was included because it was an important indicator, one they needed before they ran tomorrow’s tests. If slapping male organs against their bellies initiated any kind of erection on a significant number of reluctant males, they’d have time to investigate that possibility. They wanted to determine if the subset’s secretion tests could be used in conjunction with belly-slapping as erection predictors.

Galen jumped, slapped his hands together and repeated the exercise, all the while hoping for the instruction to stop. He hated doing exercise reps and believed jumping jacks were fundamentally stupid. But he jumped, slapped his hands together and groused. Silently.

In the other booths, men jumped and slapped while researchers studied their penises. Two were told to jump higher and slap harder. Several were enthusiastic enough but showed no hardening. A few were told to count out loud. Control addressed every possibility to make the subset subjects throw everything into their jumping jacks.

When the timer counted down and it was time for the next stimulation, each subject was given three prostate zaps in a row. The women gathered around the monitors and watched the men stop their exercise and stare blankly at the white wall. A dozen dumbfounded subjects felt it at the same time.

Then two astonishing things happened simultaneously.

Control ordered the stunned men to resume their jumping jacks. Ten penises were visibly hard and stayed hard for at least 90 seconds. There it was! Penis exercise produced erections.

While the women smiled in the observation room, the males struggled to obey the command to exercise. Hard penises slapped their bellies and again when their hands clapped above their heads. Their faces showed how flabbergasted they were with the zaps’ impact and more, with how aroused they felt. Having their prostates stimulated without knowing when it was going to happen or being able to see who was doing it, produced significant results. Hard penises.

The subset subjects were stunned. The researchers were thrilled.

They didn’t have to check the flowcharts. The wearables would remain inside them, extracted only for daily enemas, so they could activate them at random times and in a variety of situations. Their questions ran the gamut. Would the stimulators work when they were sleeping? Eating? During the aggressive tests?

There were four more weeks to gather data that. The results could make a huge impact in the study of male erection reluctance.

Galen and the other subjects jumped and slapped their hands together, this time mindlessly. One by one, they wore big smiles on their faces each time Control pressed the button.


Chapter 15

GALEN WAS SICK of the unending jumping jacks he was told to do and was looking forward to a new instruction. One that didn’t make him hop-and-clap. After ten minutes of jumping and slapping his hands above his head, a woman’s face appeared on the blank white wall. “Bar” she said.

Galen was sweaty and tired from the hundreds of jumping jacks he figured he performed. Hanging over the bar again wasn’t his first choice, but it was better than doing what had to be at least a hundred jumping and clapping repetitions. When he laid his belly over the bar as ordered, his hard cock stood straight out from his groin.

He heard the whir, and the bar rose and lifted him off the floor again. The door whooshed open and he heard the door open again and felt a cold breeze on his ass. A hand grabbed the end of the wearable and tugged it out of his ass. He grunted but when the mysterious hand used the injector to relubricate him, it felt almost relaxing. For ass-virgins like Galen, it signified a step forward. The wearable stimulators were a big plus in fulfilling the promise the study made to their wives.

When we send them back to you, your sex life will improve. A lot.

Emily was looking forward to the study returning Galen to her, although she was skeptical that they could make a better sex partner out of him. If nothing else, she lamented, at least she’d get the tools she needed to control him. Maybe he’d apply for a real job and get out of her house during the day. There was still one more week before they scheduled the training livestream so she could see for herself if they’d made any progress with him.

She doubted it, but there was always hope.

Lube dripped lube from Galen’s asscheeks when he obeyed the next instruction to walk to the 3-cock display and turn his back to the wall. He wanted to touch them and feel how hard or soft they were, but knew better than to do anything he wasn’t told. He was worried that the cocks on the wall were awfully long and he supposed at least one of them was going in his backside. The different colors and shapes puzzled him. Some were light-skinned and thin; others dark and wide. He’d never had a cock in his ass before. Galen was intrigued and repelled about how it would feel at the same time.

The contradiction was typical for men like the twelve ass-virgins in the subset. None of the men selected for the study confessed to having had same-sex encounters. Yet. They were about to suffer their first one, albeit with inanimate cocks. The three cocks on the wall were designed to feel almost exactly like the real thing.

Control reminded the staff which question this session was studying and what they were to evaluate.

How did the subset males react to being pierced by a male organ and what were their precise responses?

The main response they were interested in was an erect penis. Any fascination or aversion to cocks in their asses, even artificial ones, wasn’t important to the study. They were instructed to ignore other responses. Focus on the penis, they were told time and time again.

There was a precise order for this test. The first plug they tested was the one on the left. Then the one in the middle and last, the one on the right. The watchers weren’t told why the order mattered, but the head researchers knew. They were specially designed to perform the normal function of a penis in an anus, but contained several differences including being preloaded with a custom program. If the observers didn’t know what the phalluses were doing inside the subjects, they’d have better, unbiased notes.

“Anus on #1,” the woman on the wall said.

Galen looked for the “#1” taped above the cock and pressed his asscheeks against it. In seconds, a motorized arm ratcheted out of the wall and zapped his thigh. The voice repeated the command.

“ANUS on #1,” she said.

While Galen picked himself up from the floor where he landed after being zapped and was still thrashing from the pain, he realized his mistake.

Not my ass. She said, ‘anus. ’ My anus. I have to listen harder. I have to do better. I hate that damned hot stick.

He pulled his asscheeks apart and nestled his anus against the cock’s tip. Four weeks ago, he’d have refused to spread his ass for anyone, but now it was his only choice. The prod taught him that. Fear of being zapped again made him vow to follow all directions they gave. To the letter.

When he was sent home in four weeks, he’d hand Emily an electric prod to use when he disobeyed what she told him to do or worse, did it wrong. Galen didn’t know it yet but he would grasp the extent of her control the first time he dared defy one of her orders. When the wives watched the livestream next week, they’d see how and when to use their prods to get the best sexual service from the men they enrolled. Most of all, they could learn how to use the prods to punish them if they flouted their rules, no matter what those rules were.

If the study was successful, they would turn eighty test subjects into obedient males who followed the orders they were given. Eighty wives were looking forward to that outcome. It was almost better than the $10,000 reward. Almost.

“Strap,” the woman on the wall said.

Galen reached for the elastic strap attached to the wall, stretched it across his chest and buckled it in the clasp on the other side. It ran across his upper body but didn’t immobilize him like the other straps. He wasn’t sure what it actually did. It was long enough for him to step to his left or right and the long, stretchy belt would still pin him to the wall.

“Arms under the strap,” the woman said.

Galen worked his arms against his sides behind the strap and waited for the next order. There was always another order and he was determined to follow all of them, especially after what the mechanical prod did to him a few minutes ago. He was resigned to following all their orders. Perfectly.

The researchers started taking measurements when the cock on the wall entered Galen’s anus. It moved in and then out without stopping. Galen felt like a bitch dog forced to get pregnant and bear puppies for rich people to buy. To the watchers, it was only a prelude for the subjects to get accustomed to their asses being speared by a facsimile of a male organ. It took almost four minutes of having their asses reamed before they saw any of the subjects’ hips start to hump. After daily repetitions for the next four weeks, the time it took for the subjects to get used to to anal penetration would be cut in half. Or more.

Galen closed his eyes and focused on how it felt when his ass was used by a man. He imagined men’s faces attached to the cock on the wall behind him and could almost feel their nonexistent arms hugging him from behind. He was floating in an eerie sensual limbo. His ass had never been fucked, but he had to admit it wasn’t as awful as he had always fantasized it would be. It was unnervingly powerful when he could almost see the cock owner’s face. There were one or two men he’d seen in the gym who he thought might have a meatier cock than his own. While the dildo kept ramming him in and out, Galen wondered if those men had any special talents to share with his heretofore virgin ass.

The cock’s motion stopped when the woman reappeared on the wall. Her order was simple. “Anus on #2.”

Galen wasted no time obeying. He slid under the chest strap along the wall. The chest strap was stretchy enough for him to reach, so he nestled his anus — as directed — against the second one. The cock made its way inside him and he felt it change shape. He assumed the cameras were recording everything he did and people, probably those bun-headed women, were giggling at what they saw on the monitors. Knowing they were watching him enjoy the fake cocks filled Galen with shame.

Damnit, I bet they’re making fun of me. Laughing at me. Giggling that I got a little excited. Oh god, they saw how excited I got with the first cock.

He stared at one of the cameras, as if he could see the women through it, the same way they could see him.

In seconds, he was jolted back into reality. The second cock was longer and thicker than the first. It certainly wasn’t as comfortable. When it ran its program, Galen stopped gawking at the camera and wondering about the women on the other side of the lens. He was drawn into how the thing in his ass made him feel.

What the hell? Oh god, this is damned arousing. Does this mean I’m gay? What’s the word Emily used for that guy in her office? Bisexual?

This cock went in-and-out like the first one did, but it added a twisting motion. Each time it jammed into him, he felt like it was going to come out his throat. When it retracted, he was ashamed to admit that he wanted it back. Cock #2 wasn’t smooth. The outer skin was prickly. Every prickle triggered his ass and that arousing feeling flowed through him. In less than three minutes, Galen lifted himself up on his toes and would have squatted if the strap stretched that far. Instead, he bent and swayed in an unconscious rhythm. He wanted to keep it inside. His arms were strapped to his sides and were useless, but that didn’t stop him from using the skills he gained from daily jumping jacks. Galen rose up and scrunched his knees with each thrust.

I never believed I’d like having a cock in my ass? Damn, those women know more about me than I do. Oh god, are they reading my mind?

The observers added note after note on their clipboards and tablets. The data they were receiving was breathtaking. Both the biometrics and the subject’s visible responses were almost staggering. All twelve subjects were reacting to some degree. They had eleven positives in under four minutes.

Eleven positives was huge.

The subjects, all ass virgins 20 minutes ago, were dancing in tempo with cock #2’s program. As exciting as it was, dancing wasn’t the study’s goal. They needed erections.

At exactly four minutes into the program, the first penis got hard and the bell rang in his booth. By five minutes, nine had useful erections and their own bell. At seven minutes, there was an even dozen.

Every subject responded to some degree to the artificial penises’ program. Control knew there was a huge market for a dildo that a woman could put inside her male and walk away while he was being stimulated. Of course, they could sell training videos, too. Maybe even invitation-only webinars. Or in-person workshops with live demonstrations.

There was still one more artificial phallus to go.

The third dildo was a design that was beta tested all over the country. Those subjects were required to take video so the researchers had biometric and visual results. Although the beta testers weren’t secretion screened, their results were astonishing. The working hypothesis they developed was that certain anal stimulation would generate erections. What they were testing today was exactly which stimulus was the best and produced a hard penis the fastest.

They learned in the interviews that women don’t want to wait long for a male to erect. The second cock they tested solved that problem.

Control sent the marketing team to an adjacent room and they began sketching sales flyers.

“Watch him get hard,” was a suggested tagline that sounded a little low-class to them. “Put him on the wall,” another tried with a sketch of an elegantly-clad woman relaxing in a chair while a male humped a wall cock. That one was added to the possible pile. The one they all liked put it all together and got to the point.

“It’s his duty.” The illustration said it all.

Galen pouted when the second cock’s program stopped. He wanted more of that plug and was dejected when he was ordered to the third one. His dismay didn’t last long.

Once his anus settled on #3, the program started. His ass was ravenous to be filled again and happy how #3 replicated the first two — up and down, in and out. Then he felt what its unique talent was.

The designers called the third cock multi-functional.

The plug sent drops of something into his ass that made it feel like it was on fire. It wasn’t painful. No, it was strangely titillating. He felt warm inside. But the biggest impact was the way it made him feel. He wanted to hump like there was no tomorrow. This was way beyond simple sexual arousal. Galen was sexually agitated. He wanted to fuck something, anything, even Emily would do. Most of all, he didn’t want the need to put his cock into something — anything — to stop.

Don’t let it stop! I need to fuck and fuck and I never want to come! Oh god, don’t let this be over, Galen pleaded.

The researchers cheered when they saw twelve similar responses. The subjects turned and twisted, flexed their hips while they contorted against the wall. The marketing team balled up their drawings and returned to their sketch pads. Control knew they could sell one or even all three programmed phalluses to women, although they supposed some men would buy them once they felt what they did. What all three cocks could do. They could be designed to deliver the magic drops of gel into men and produce hours of a craze to hump.

Galen wasn’t thinking about other men. He was beside himself looking for something to fuck and a vagina would be perfect. If he could stay hard with this thing inside him, he didn’t have to stop with one vagina. That was the strangest part about how he felt. He didn’t want to come. He wanted to fuck.

Twelve subjects bucked on the wall while Control reviewed the upcoming training that focused the males’ drive on whatever the women controlling the plug and gel wanted them to do. Women’s options were an offshoot of the study. What Control wanted most of all was hard penises.

They got 100% of them in less than ten minutes.

Galen was disappointed when the cock stopped and the woman’s face filled the wall.

“Chair,” she said.

Galen unhooked the strap and plodded to the flat dentist-style chair. After weeks of sheer hell, he wanted more of what they just took away. He earned it. He deserved it.

What he was going to feel instead was how maniacally clever the study’s programmers were.


Chapter 16

GALEN WAS ORDERED to sit on the blasted dentist-style chair. He gulped and planted his ass on it. Rather than suffer another damned zap again, he pulled up his legs and laid flat. That’s what they probably wanted him to do and avoiding another dose of that prod was his first priority.

The voice said, “Straps.”

A white-coated woman walked in. She locked the straps around his chest and belly, securing his arms to his sides so he couldn’t touch anything or interfere with the test. She cuffed his ankles to the floor and wrapped a single band across his forehead to keep his head still. Galen could see and scream, but he couldn’t move. Neither could the eleven other subjects who were attached to chairs just like the one imprisoning Galen.

A buzzer rang and the women covered the test subjects’ penises with the tubes that had hoses connected to one end. They ignored the men’s testicles; they weren’t part of this test.

The tubes fit flat against their groins. Galen’s researcher pressed the tube’s seal against his crotch and pressed a button that sucked the air out. The sleeve inside the tube covered his penis and felt uncomfortably tight. He swore he wouldn’t cry out no matter what they did to him.

Once again, he was wrong.

The voice on the wall said, “Pump.”

Galen was startled when the sleeve squeezed and the tube pumped against his groin. The tube pulled his cock inches away from his groin, then pushed it back. The airtight seal never broke. Inside, the sleeve compressed from the base to the tip of his penis while the tube rammed against him.

Oh god, they’re masturbating me with a machine. If I come, I’m going to get punished with a goddamned prod.

The only way he could escape the prod’s punishment — and god only knew where they’d zap him this time — was to keep himself from ejaculating. He leaned his pelvis into the tube when it moved away and pulled his hips backward when it bounced into him to avoid the friction. His problem was that the straps were so tight, he couldn’t move his hips at all. That certainly wasn’t his solution.

The tube’s programming was relentless. There was no predictable pattern. Sometimes it made two or three quick strokes, then individual ones. Even the timing was odd and he couldn’t predict the order. He struggled to match its erratic schedule but the programmers tested several combinations to get the hardest-to-guess timing.

When Galen masturbated and those few times Emily did it for him, it didn’t feel like this. He knew exactly how tight to wrap his fingers around his cock and the speed he wanted. Emily sort of figured it out, but he was much more successful — and a lot happier — when he used his own hand. The tube’s masturbation was torture. The machine didn’t care how he felt or if he enjoyed it at all. The tube and its tight sleeve tormented his cock with continual painful strokes. It didn’t feel good. It hurt. A lot.

Galen grunted each time the tube retreated and groaned when it pressed into him. The test went on for so long that Galen couldn’t fight it anymore. Out of options and exhausted, he laid back on the chair and bore the tube’s torture. Ten minutes into the test, Galen shrieked each time it ran and the sleeve squashed his cock. He had no other options.

Twelve subjects suffered the tube’s agony while the program ran. They screamed like bulls suffering a branding iron. Galen’s screams were as loud as the other eleven. Control muted the speakers.

In the observation room, women watched split screens on wide monitors. One side kept the vital signs and biometrics feed up-to-date and the other showed each subject’s full-body reaction. They agreed that the design team’s straps were worth the cost when they saw how the men struggled against the tubes but couldn’t move, especially their hips. With the audio off so they weren’t distracted by the shrieking, they studied the subjects’ physical reactions and measured how much time it took to generate orgasm. This test helped them calculate the time it took for the tubes to produce erect penises.

The last element they were calculating was time to ejaculation. When they had that information, they could adjust the program to match the men’s physiology and preload it on portable tube kits. Wives and partners would know how long to schedule their males if their goal was to correct or punish them but not let them finish. They’d know when to turn it off and leave them frustrated, a goal they heard from several wives during the interviews.

It was such an important statistic that the tube test was run every day on this subset. There were three pieces of data they wanted to record. First, they gauged their reaction to severe penis pain. Second, they calculated how long they could last before finishing. The third critical piece of data was collecting ejaculate for genetic testing.

During their beta tests that helped prepare for this longer study, the team learned that most males in the subset’s age range could usually be made to ejaculate more than once a day, so daily testing was chosen. They also posited that painful masturbation might be a way to give their wives tighter control over when — and if — they were required to erect. Associating pain with self-gratification would keep their hands off themselves. Almost surprisingly, the data showed that tube masturbation was a useful way to punish misbehavior. If they didn’t erect quickly enough when their wives wanted, then they’d suffer consequences. Strict tube masturbation fit the bill. The interviews disclosed that wives didn’t want to warn them which outcome they had in store, either getting a hard penis or instituting a punishment session.

The tube tests generated incredibly valuable data. If the twelve subjects could replicate the beta tests, then males could be forced to erect using mechanical masturbation. The trick was designing portable tubes that men would use when instructed. That’s why they built in tiny video cameras. The wives stipulated they wanted to see that the men were actually submitting to the tubes when ordered.

The researchers learned that wives trust their husbands in almost every way except about erection-reluctant penises.

Galen was screeching incessantly in his booth. The tube and sleeve’s program was excruciating and the subjects’ uproar continued the entire time the machine needed to work, Control hypothesized their noise would decrease after each application. That made the tubes a high priority. If women wanted immediate results, the tubes could supply it. If they chose punishment, the tubes could do that too. She also assumed that some wives might enjoy their men’s chorus of agony.

Each time a male erected, his bell rang. Over time, that bell would alert a male that a hard cock was demanded and hopefully, the bell itself would become their signal and their reward. Women could make them hard by ringing a bell on their app for an erection or they could use the tube for their own enjoyment before deciding how to use the hard penis. Just to hear them scream. Or get them hard. Whatever they preferred.

Galen’s bell rang 14 wrenching minutes into the test. The observers recorded the time and would compare it to the results of the upcoming daily tube tests. Control advised them that there might be more than one tube test per day to gather enough erection data about erectile performance in the 40s. The results they were monitoring included the time it took for erection, the time until ejaculation, the intensity of pain needed and finally, if the reactions to penis pain lowered over time. In other words, men might even come to look forward to and experience the tubes’ pain positively.

Twelve minutes of the tube and sleeve was the median time it took for the subjects to ejaculate during the tube test’s first application. Control anticipated the time would be reduced during the next four weeks. They also were assessing whether the bell could, by itself, induce erection. The noise level of their screaming made that calculation important for post-study marketing. They knew some women would enjoy watching an at-home tube session with the screeching it caused and others might prefer a simple bell. There was a plethora of data to crunch as the study continued.

Galen was nearly hysterical from the tube and sleeve’s torment. He shrieked without stopping for minutes at a time. The booth’s soundproofing kept him from hearing the other men’s cries but the observers heard all of them through the speakers. They were trained during the beta tests to differentiate the types of yells and cries that men make. When the numbers were analyzed that evening, they’d learn they were strikingly similar. Pleasure and pain were inextricably linked.

Galen heard the bell that told him his penis was erect. He thought, mistakenly, that the torture was over. When the tube didn’t stop, he knew he was wrong. Again. The torture went on and on until, in spite of the torment, Galen eventually ejaculated.

It didn’t feel at all like an orgasm, certainly not like he was used to. His groin ached, his hips and thighs felt brutalized, but his cock? It felt like a piece of meat. Raw meat.

The observers tried not to cheer. After all, they were scientists and should be neutral to results that haven’t been completely verified. But the tube test was a remarkable success so far. Subjected to extreme discomfort, the males erected and ejaculated within the time built into the schedule. As the weeks wore on, they’d learn if the males were capable of erecting when the bell rang. Either way, they had a marketable device for home use to generate a useful erection when the wives and partners wanted. The pre-enrollment interviews told them unambiguously that controlling penis pain was not only popular among all the wives they talked to, but was much more tempting to the wives who enrolled their husbands.

Galen was miserable in the small booth. His cock throbbed so badly that he was actually eager for another test — any other test — as long as it wasn’t the tube. He’d been through the wall-mounted cocks, the bar and the tube, so he knew there’d be more tests. As long as it wasn’t the damned tube.

As usual, Galen was wrong again. The next sessions would take him to places he’d never been before. More specifically, places his cock and ass never knew existed.

He hoped the next tests used his ass. He kind of liked those plugs.


Chapter 17

A WOMAN WEARING a white coat walked into his booth and crooked her finger. Galen knew he was supposed to get up and follow her, but he was living in a state of constant fear, afraid to do anything without an order. A specific order. She tapped her foot while he decided whether or not to get up and walk behind her. When she pulled a prod from her belt, he pried himself off the chair and walked one step behind her.

She stopped at a large room filled with twelve unusual chairs. They looked like recliners, but had waist, wrist and ankle straps. The dozen subset subjects were told to sit on the one with their number and were strapped down. They were fastened to the chairs facing forward and couldn’t see to their sides. But the researchers had a full view with separate cameras aimed at their groins.

The men were uneasy about what this test would do to them.

It’s gotta be that damned tube again. I can’t stand another round of that damned thing. I just can’t. I can’t even make myself scream anymore. !

Galen was partially right. It was the tubes, but these tubes were different. They were shorter and lighter than the last ones. A hose connected the tubes to a receptacle and it didn’t take the men long to guess what was going to happen to their penises. After the tubes were locked with suction seals to their groins, there was no introduction or warning before the program started. They knew whatever this test did, it was going to be excruciating.

Control wanted to test the portable tube prototypes, even though the subset underwent full-sized tube tests only a few hours ago. All of them ejaculated after the first test, so this session focused primarily on erection. In their beta tests, they found that healthy younger males could erect again within hours but they found the second time almost repugnant. One conclusion they drew and were testing now was if the subjects had erections at night and slept it off without ejaculating. If that was the case, their partners likely slept unfulfilled. The traveling tube kits were a big part of marketing and sales. All they needed to prove was that men aged 30-to-50 could erect with devices women could pack in a medium sized purse.

Whether men enjoyed it or not simply didn’t matter. What their wives wanted was a hard cock on demand, even separated by only a few hours. Especially if the first one wasn’t satisfying enough for them.

Once the crotch-level video was streaming, Control started the test.

There was no warmup. She made the tubes and sleeves ratchet up to 80% of full force and set them to pump furiously up and down. The screaming started in seconds. Observers were looking for penis response. They tried not to appear too gleeful when they saw responses remarkably fast. Every subset subject’s data stream showed hardening in the first minute. No, they weren’t acceptable erections yet. But they were noteworthy.

Twelve men shrieked and lurched under the straps. They grimaced from the pain and howled in protest. Galen’s observers heard him yell, “Stop it! STOP IT!” A mere 90 seconds into the program, he begged even louder.

“MAKE IT STOP! OH GOD MAKE IT STOP!”

They had no intention of stopping this test. If portable tubes were successful, their study would probably gain recognition and maybe even a prize. Control knew that erection control would sell and women would buy it.

Galen, like the others, was humping hard. The staff added notes to suggest more effective ways of locking them down. For their safety.

The first bell rang at 3 minutes, 45 seconds. All the observers and the subjects heard it. Eleven men groaned at their failure. They knew what the bell meant. It told them they weren’t first to get hard. But when the tubes were upped to 90% full power, they knew they had to erect or the tube would never stop torturing them.

The men just crossed a critical bridge. It was apparent that they realized that the bell meant erection. The study team recorded their reactions. After only one full test and partially through the second, the subset identified what the bell signified. That was huge. After all, a main goal of the test was to move away from the tube, except for women who enjoyed watching their men suffer.

Men could be trained so a bell was enough to spawn an erection. It was becoming more and more difficult not regard the subjects as lab rats.

A second bell rang at 3 minutes and 55 seconds. The researchers assigned to that male smiled and finished their notes. Several moved to other monitors to see how the laggards were doing.

Another bell rang 15 seconds later and then four more went off. Half of the subset were hard. That left five more, plus Galen.

Galen’s scowl told his researchers that he knew what he had to do and was trying unsuccessfully to do it. Even though he wasn’t in the first half, he was dismally aware of how to make the pain stop. He had to make his cock hard but had no way to urge it by himself. The straps tightened when he tried to reach for his cock and worse, even if he tried, the tube covered his cock. Even if he could have touched it, all he would feel was the tube.

Control called it discomfort. Galen called it torture.

Four more bells rang at 4 minutes and 30 seconds. That left Galen and one other male who were getting very close to the maximum time allotted for the test. If they didn’t erect before then, they’d have to be sent for remediation. Control’s target time was at least 30 seconds less than the first tube test.

The eleventh bell rang when the next-to-last penis got hard. That left Galen screaming in pain and crying in frustration. All eyes focused on Galen’s monitors. Control made her announcement on the speakers so all twelve subjects could hear exactly what was preventing them from disconnecting the eleven tubes that were now programmed to deliver random strokes to keep the penises hard.

“In 25 seconds, one failure to erect will be sent for remediation.”

Oh god, they mean me. I can’t take another minute of this. Remediation? What the hell will they do to me there?

Galen was about to find out what remediation entailed. When time ran out, a buzzer sounded and the tubes stopped. Eleven men ceased shrieking and slumped on the chairs. A woman in a white lab coat unlocked Galen and had him walk a step behind her. She stopped at a door that led to a small anteroom.


Remediating Galen


Chapter 18

MORTIFIED AND RACKING WITH pain, Galen stepped through the door and heard it lock behind him. He saw several cameras aimed at his body from every angle. When he looked around the small room, the mass of electronic equipment was stunning.

They’re going to remediate me? They’re going to use whatever these contraptions are on me. Just kill me now.

He was partially right. They were going to use almost every gadget on him. Just not all of them today. Remediation would continue until the final days of the study, unless he was rehabilitated suitably before then. The researcher locked his wrists in cuffs bolted to the ceiling so his arms were straight up. Galen was fully stretched out and for some reason, he worried, they didn’t lock his ankles to the floor. Whatever they were going to do him, he wasn’t going anywhere and they had full access to every part of his body. He wasn’t sure he had the strength left even to kick his legs.

What the fuck are they going to do to me? Where did these women come from? Did they test them first and only accept the merciless ones?

Galen was desperate to know more about the study’s programmers. His inner voice told him they were pros. And sadists.

Once he heard a motor whir, he closed his eyes and tried to breathe. He even resorted to the mediation mantras he endured with Emily when she decided they were going to do something about the stress in their marriage.

Therapy? What she really wanted was for me to make her come better. She should be happy when I finish. That’s what she gets and it should be enough for her. I’m done when I come.

He couldn’t tell exactly how high they lifted him off the floor. It felt like a few feet because his legs swayed and his toes couldn’t touch the tile. When Galen looked down, he saw the top of white-coated woman’s head, her hair in one of those damned buns. That seemed to be the way all the women’s hair was done.

Ugly hairdos must be a job requirement, he thought.

That’s when she went after his cock. She inserted something up his pee hole and seconds later, he felt the shock of an ice-cold spray inside him. It didn’t hurt at first. Then whatever the chemical was she injected into his cock went to work. Galen’s cock felt icy, but like it was on fire at the same time. He kicked his legs wildly from the shock. The woman attached a spreader bar between his ankles and that stopped his kicking.

His cock was frozen while he hung like a spread-out beef carcass. Whatever she did to him next, he couldn’t do anything to stop her.

She pressed a button and the rod in his pee hole started vibrating, slowly at first and then faster. Galen felt like a stirrer in an ice-cold martini. Then it vibrated even faster and thrusted up-and-down. All inside his cock.

It was unnatural. Scary. Terrifying.

The woman spun him around so his crotch faced the main camera. Galen knew he was being watched by a roomful of researchers. They were evaluating him, or more likely, his penis. He was so humiliated, tearful sobs ran down his face. The women didn’t care how he felt. They wanted to see if his penis was erect and if not, exactly how much time it would take to generate a useful erection.

Dangling from the ceiling with his legs spread, Galen knew the only way to stop this bizarre test was to get hard. He humped air as much as he could and tried to fill his head with sexy images. Like the videos he watched in his home office when he didn’t have any current paying work.

When he felt his cock widen when the rod inside it got thicker, Galen begged them to stop the torture. He screamed, “Please, PLEASE! Stop it!”

The woman in the white coat said, “This is your remediation.”

Galen was sobbing. The woman turned off the sound’s program and lowered him to the floor.

Oh god, thank god. It’s over. I couldn’t take one more minute of that thing piercing my poor cock.

She lifted him by his semi-erect penis and locked him onto a chair. Galen felt sick. He’d seen that chair before. It was the one they used for the tube test.

NO! Not another round with the tube! Oh god, not again!

She ignored his moans and attached the tube’s suction base to his groin, then lowered a metal box over his head. When he opened his eyes, he saw images of landscapes and trees and heard soothing music. The video and sound stopped and was replaced by photos of nude women gyrating with sexy music in the background. As the women stroked themselves with toys and their fingers, Gaylen was flabbergasted he felt anything at all.

The researchers knew his weakness.

How in the hell did they know what I watch on my computer? It has to be Emily. I told her about them a few weeks ago. She told them! She betrayed me.

Actually, it wasn’t Emily who supplied that information. It came from the camera hidden in the air conditioning vent in his home office and a clever keystroke analyzer.

In the observation room, the women saw his blood pressure rise a few points and his breathing quicken. They discovered in beta tests that erection-reluctant males learn to withstand pain when they believe that something they covet will be their reward at the end. In this case, it was a typical male reaction to women masturbating. That was easy enough to show #43, but they wanted more and different alternatives. Too much of a good thing fades over time. They’d use this set of images today but he’d be shown others during more intense remediation if this introductory session didn’t fix the problem.

Galen’s brain overflowed with nude women gyrating and aiming their vaginas at his eyes through their recorders. The researchers took note of his reaction and which was the most intense. They squirted a small relaxant into him before starting the tube remediation session. The dose was carefully crafted so it didn’t affect the penis.

Once the tube was secure, they began Galen’s remediation.

He was stunned when he felt his cock getting hard. The researcher adjusted the camera so the observers could see it closeup. Control slowed the images so he’d see them a little longer each time. The note takers wrote down which video had the greatest effect. One theory held that if shown the right images, a male would erect faster and would stay hard longer.

Some wives weren’t pleased that their men needed pornographic videos to erect but they were told that the actual goal was the bell. Remediation was a process. It’s how they moved a subject away from pictures and to the bell as his primary stimulus.

Galen’s concentration was completely inside the mask, watching videos. His cock got harder. He started to enjoy the tube’s strokes and the sleeve’s compression. When he was hard, the awful pressure wasn’t quite as unpleasant.

All I have to do is get hard. Then I get the reward —strokes — the good kind that make my cock hard. And then I get the bell! Screw these women. I want to hear the bell ring.

After seven minutes, the bell rang. The observers smiled and Control noted the time and tube pressure. They’d create this subject’s next tube session with only the visuals that had the biggest and fastest impact. With the process shortened and very effective, his wife could force him to the kind of erections she could use. By the time the study was over and if the remediation followed its intended path, the subject would respond to almost any stimulus in his field of vision. Their real mission was to eliminate videos. The bell would become enough for him.

The bell would eventually be all he needed, but combining the tube and the bell — or just the threat of the tube — would be enough to make him produce a hard organ for his wife to use whenever and for whatever she wanted.


Chapter 19

ONCE HIS PENIS was hard, they sent Galen back to the rest of the subset subjects and continued the tests. He groaned when he sat in the special chair with a damned erection and not being allowed to touch it. The eleven other subjects smiled when they saw his hard cock that Control flashed on the monitors. Now that Galen was remediated , they could get on with it, whatever “it” was.

It was odd, but the subset dozen looked forward to the next session. Most thought it was bizarre that they were actually looking forward to another test but they felt unusually energized with their hard cocks — twice in one day — on display to the researchers who continued to study their shafts and take notes. Lots of notes.

Galen moaned, trying to relax while strapped in the chair. His voice was joined by eleven groaning men, all with stiff cocks. Twelve squirming males were desperate to fondle their genitals but were tied to chairs with their arms pinned to their sides. The women in the observation rooms studied their monitors, noting their responses. It was a big plus that this test stimulated them into erection, especially twice in a short time. Their wives would no longer accept the excuse that it was ‘too soon.’ After all, the women could look forward to what they would get when the bell rang. Hard penises coupled with their appetite to use it.

The end goal was whenever they wanted to use an erection, the spouses would simply ring the bell and voila! The subjects would get hard and they’d hunger to give the women immediate and much better sex. Wherever the subjects were, wives could ring the bell on their apps and have a stiff penis ready for them.
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The researchers readied the tools on the far side of the lab. When they were taught how to be observers for the study, they oo’ed and ah’ed when they were trained on the devices and learned when and how to use them. Now they knew the bell’s timing. Right after they got hard, the bells rang. Once that order was reversed — first the bell, then the erection — they’d have accomplished what they set out to investigate.

Control figured that the spouses might, from time to time, want more intense sex. Having the men hard and needy was one way to induce more and better sex. But creative and passionate sex was high on the spouses’ lists and this session would determine if their research could make that happen.

The more intense kind of sex? That was moved into Phase 2, if their results in this study generated the required funding.

The current test’s goal was to determine which special tools the spouses could use when energetic copulating was their agenda. The designers altered some familiar tools into more provoking ones and ran the redesigns on the beta test males. They made changes based on the results.

Control thought that what the designers built could certainly make that happen. What they came up with weren’t ordinary sex toys.

Every spouse would be issued an electric prod that carried a distinctive kind of charge. She’d also get longer-wear plugs that could be inserted for extended periods of time and produced just enough of a shock to keep the subjects’ minds on what their wives wanted. Flat, electrified nipple clips could be worn under dress shirts or sweaters to convey a message. Tests showed that even erection-reluctant men could be trained to suppress their unhappiness to tight clamps.

But those stimulators were secondary. Hands down, of all the tools at their disposal, the researchers’ favorite was the injectors.

Soft tip injectors spewed lube into the subjects’ rectums and could be dosed with any gel they chose. Straight lube, lube infused with special herbs, stinging or painful gels, and even ones that triggered compliance and obedience — lubrication that delivered a dose of whatever behavior they wanted at the moment. The gels were ingenious and better yet, they were all natural.

To be trained to administer the gels using the injectors, the research team had to understand how they worked. Control made it a point to make sure they knew what each gel did. The head team recommended that the observers-in-training experience them … intimately. That night, they injected the test team and then neutralized the effects so they knew what the males would experience. What they’d feel. How they would respond. Above all, the significance of the gel colors.

After experiencing all four gels, several researchers asked to take lube kits home. They said it was for practice, but the head team knew better. The gels, one in particular, were exhilarating. Control offered them take-home vials in exchange for extra practice sessions. Most of the observers readily accepted the extra practice, especially after they tried them. The gels were that good, that stimulating. Practicing on extra subjects was good training for the staff and amusing to the head research team who watched the livestreams.

Today’s gel tests with the dozen subset subjects was done scientifically but made for an enjoyable session for the researchers. Aiming the long injectors at kneeling, bent-over males’ raised backsides, they lubricated them first, then used the injectors to fill them with a small dose of pale gel. The research team watched their reactions closely.

It started slowly, as they expected. The pale gel’s purpose was to lower the recipients’ resistance. Lower opposition to training, they hypothesized, would make them respond faster to the study’s goal. The pale gel’s impact was just that — less of a battle against the methods that achieved erection on demand. Once the gel was injected, subjects should respond better to the full scope of their training. They should trained more rapidly and produce erections more quickly. If the pale gel performed as theorized, it meant they would have an additional product to market. If it worked.

Once the subjects’ rectums were injected with the pale gel, the first gel test began. The team wanted to see if the sedated men — when the bell rang — reached an erection solely from the bell. If they didn’t, the gel test wasn’t a total failure. A by-product could be less struggling against whatever method the wife chose for an on-demand erection. Control called it an optimistic outcome.

The researchers also wanted to clarify how many subjects reacted to the bell by itself. Their plan was to set up the tube sessions again, but this time with only a single bell ring when a subject erected. When one did, he’d undergo the tube test again and the bell would ring louder when he achieved an erection. With the subjects’ resistance lowered by the pale gel, they hypothesized they would associate the bell with erection success. The subjects, frantic to end the painful tube test, would erect faster, perhaps eventually to the bell without the agony the tube first.

The researchers stared at the monitors. The ones who enjoyed the pale gel at home wrangled their way to the front.

Galen felt something seep into his rectum. For a few seconds, nothing happened. Then a peculiar feeling streamed through him. When he was positioned for the abominable tube setup, he didn’t groan or even moan. Not this time.

Galen felt tranquil. At peace with whatever was in store.

He sat on the chair as ordered and the straps held him in place, but not as tightly as last time. Galen wasn’t afraid of the tube anymore and when it started, he didn’t suffer the same kind of fear he had in prior unbearable tube sessions. Most surprisingly, he almost welcomed the tube because he knew that all he had to do was get an erection and he’d hear the bell. The bell meant the pain would stop because he was hard.

Of course, he didn’t know they’d moved him and the others to the second level. Previous research demonstrated that preventing the subjects from being able to predict what the experiments were actually investigating was a powerful consideration for long-term studies.

Galen sat on the straight-backed chair. The researchers prepped him with a penile insert and locked it in place. They tested the tube’s suction to make sure it wouldn’t fall off during the test. The goals were twofold. Would the pale gel make him erect faster? Would he associate the bell with an erection?

I have to get hard. Fast. All I have to do is get my cock working. Make it hard. When my bell rings, the pain stops.

He heard a bell ring, but it wasn’t his.

Damn. I wanted to be first. I have to try harder. I have to do better. I want to win.

In the monitoring rooms, the researchers studied the screens while Control recorded the time. She planned to post the scores when the last penis was hard. Another team was collecting data for the rest of the tube tests to see how the different gels ranked in erection production. The first one, the pale gel lowered the subjects’ resistance. There were three more gels to test.

When the first results were shared among the researchers, they met to talk over exactly what the pale gel accomplished. There were a number of unimportant measurements. But one stood out.

Erection speed.

Time-to-erection was noticeably faster by almost 40%. They were amazed because 40% has some significance in a scientific study, especially a long-term one like theirs. They had an quantifiable result supported by data and that meant they could try the other gels, one at a time and in pairs and maybe in combinations. Tests with two or three gels by themselves and in combination per session were now on the schedule. That’s one reason the study was ran for two full months. It gave them time to use the data they received and refine their methods.

Three more weeks. The gel tests started tomorrow.


Chapter 20

THE SUBSET SUBJECTS were taken out of the booths and assigned to rooms in an private hallway that was laid out to prevent them from interacting with each other. They were isolated and removed from group interactions, like the pee wall and group feeding. Each was monitored 24/7 by his assigned researcher and a medical staffer. They slept attached to telemetry that reported to at least two observers and the data they collected was analyzed every morning.

When Galen saw he hadn’t been sent to his usual cell, he knew something was up. There were a dozen doors off the wing’s hallway, more than were in his familiar wing. The new woman who marched them to their sessions was different from the one who usually did that job. Even the woman projected on the wall had a different face and voice. But her hair was pulled into the same bun.

This was the first time he’d walked the long hallway wearing a full face mask and ordered to keep his right hand on the right shoulder of the man in front of him in line.

Nothing was the same and Galen felt like a little boat being tossed in a churning sea. He’d gotten used to his cell and the daily routine. He wasn’t happy about the changes but what he didn’t know was that the test results being analyzed were off the charts. The part of the experiment he was selected for had a new focus to study, just like Galen and the other subset subjects were learning to react to the bell.

Even though the twelve subjects, all hidden behind face masks, were surprised, they marched silently in a straight line with their hands on the shoulder in front of them behind the woman in the white coat. By now, they knew not to ask questions. Especially Galen. He didn’t want another taste of the prod.

While they sat on the benches in their new rooms, the research staff was preparing the next gel test.

This test’s aim was to examine the second gel’s effects to see if it made them erect faster. It was given the name “think,” for its impact on the earlier subjects. In those tests, they discovered that the think gel cleared the subjects’ minds. It emptied their thoughts and they couldn’t predict — nor did they care — what would happen to them next. They stopped complaining and their resistance was radically reduced. The gel developers demonstrated how it made men very compliant and ultra obedient. The researchers could issue any orders and they’d perform them without reservation. If they could prove that males erected quickly when their thoughts were basically empty, then they had a potential winner. A single anal injection of think would be all a wife needed to prompt an erection to use for her own delight. That would be a huge plus for the marketing team.

Once the results were studied, they’d know if a single dose was all they needed or if a combination of gels produced better results. The goal of the study was to create quick, useful erections. The first four weeks were dedicated to identifying the candidates who reacted the fastest. They tested multiple traits that predicted which subjects were fast to respond so the correct prescription of gels was something they could package into a saleable item. Then the wives could purchase their male’s precise combination and enjoy the results. In fact, that was a central point of the lengthy pre-enrollment interviews: to determine which spouses were like to buy what kind of at-home stimuli they wanted to use.

The subjects were lined up and marched down long hallways until they reached the wing reserved for the extended tests. They were locked in tiny test booths and ordered to hang over a high bar. That position splayed their asses and with their ankles buckled to the base, they were safe from potential mishaps if any of them got over-excited. The women in white coats uncapped the injectors. The tips were pointed and malleable to make sure the gel shot directly into their anuses. From there, it spewed into their rectums and was absorbed.

They ran timers for exactly 2 minutes and 45 seconds before they allowed the subjects off the bars. The voice merely said, “Stand.”

A dozen men complied without a drop of hesitation. A staffer had Galen, the subject in her charge, perform mindless tasks to see him do her bidding and evaluate his responsiveness. Some of her demands were meant to be almost absurd. They were aware of this particular subject’s defiant attitude.

“Lick your cock.” That was one of her more outlandish orders, but produced handy data about the think gel’s effectiveness in lowering resistance. And erection speed.

Galen barely looked at her and bent over, trying to get into a position where he could plant his mouth on his cock. Her order wasn’t really about licking his penis. It was designed to assess his resistance to or compliance with a senseless order. Galen didn’t moan or groan. Not this time. If think worked, only two minutes after being injected, his wife could issue any command and he’d obey it. She could use the whenever she wanted for speedy results.

If the tests proved true, when Emily rang the bell at home, he’d get fully erect. What wife wouldn’t want to buy gels that did that?

For his part, Galen felt no need to disobey. He bent as low as he could and struggled to perform whatever he was ordered. He spread his asscheeks when directed. He did loud-slapping jumping jacks and smiled. Each time he was told to do something ridiculous, he obeyed. With each order, a bell rang.

What Galen wanted most of all was to be the first whose bell rang and this time he got his wish. Each time he followed an order, he realized it more and more. He wasn’t concerned at all about orgasm. Erection was what the bell rewarded and that’s what he wanted most of all.

When the bell rings, I win. Winning is everything I want. It’s the only thing I need.

The think gel produced constructive research results. The subjects began to comprehend what their goal was and using the gel to enhance obedience was the right path forward. The bell was key.

After 30 minutes of carrying out orders as they were told, Control moved to the next level. This test used newly-augmented injectors, still with easy, needle-less tips, but with a different gel. It was known as “green,” in honor of how it eliminated any existing gel’s effects and took only a minute to work. The subjects felt the think effects fade away and surprisingly missed being relieved of decision-making. All they had to do was obey. Think freed them from mind-cluttering thoughts and let them focus on the tasks they were given.

Green did its work. A minute or two later, they were returned to normal.

Galen wasn’t happy about it at all. He liked not having to make any decisions, but the researchers wanted to test another new gel, the one they called “move.” The pharmaceutical team described it as a breakthrough in male sexual physiology.

Exactly what Galen was about to experience.


Gel Injections


Chapter 21

DURING THE NEXT THREE weeks, the move gel was injected into the entire study subjects’ rectums every day. Once they had results from the subset’s move gel tests, the researchers widened the trials to include all the males in the study. Their reactions were recorded and added to the overall analysis. Some of what they found was predictable. But the study’s main target never changed. They wanted to learn how to produce fast, useful erections in reluctant males.

Once they could verify that their tools and methods produced erections on demand, the marketing team could refine their advertising campaigns plan and the wives or partners could control the time and quality of their male’s erection. More importantly, a simple bell ring would generate what the researchers called a ‘ready reaction,’ one in which a male would know — without verbal instructions — that he was on call to perform.

The subjects were trained to adapt to new settings and rules during the study’s initial grueling weeks. Once they were obedient, the gels and other stimuli reinforced what their new roles would be. They knew what to do — erect — because they had been trained to reimagine their penises less as their prized body parts and more as tools. When a wife wanted them hard, they would comply. No questions asked. What surprised the researchers was how little time it took for the subjects to revisualize their genitals.

For the remaining weeks of the study, all the subjects were weaned off electrical devices and schooled with injectable gels that included the bell’s daily reinforcement. They were allowed to sleep only when they succeeded and ate only when the time it took for them to erect decreased each time. There were no longer any complaints about being kept naked or how the food tasted. In fact, the men coveted the gift of sleep and food they were permitted. Moreover, they learned they had to earn those gifts. A useful by-product of the purposeful shifts in staffing was that they didn’t care which researcher gave them an order. They were obedient to any woman holding an electric prod.

They salivated like rats in a maze, desperate for the small piece of cheese at the end of their journey. They were frantic to be told erect again, desperate to hear the bell ring. The final week of the study honed their skills, reduced response delay and made sure the penises they delivered to their wives executed on demand.

The subjects were put through erection assessments every day during the final week. None of them could guess when a test was going to be administered. All they knew was that they were required to erect and each functioned almost machine-like, just to hear the bell ring.

Especially Galen.

After three days of nonstop erection production, subjects like Galen — unemployed, aimless and truculent at home — were sent to the advanced sessions that the researchers shoehorned into the schedule. When the study started, they knew they had the right types in the big group but they weren’t sure they would respond well enough to justify the cost and time of testing their ultimate hypothesis.

Until now.

Even though the subjects achieved regular erections in response to various stimuli, there was one response they hoped to see but kept hidden from the observers. But it was right there in their voluminous notetaking. They tried not to look for it or assume it showed up. But it was always lurking in the background.

Three days before the end of the study, it happened. Control saw it and notified the head team.

Then Control alerted every observer to make sure they saw it as well. The researchers knew that a false positive would be recorded if observers expected to see it. Control had to be certain it happened, so every staffer needed to agree it showed up. A slew of comments later, they were sure.

They didn’t have just one repeater. They had two.

Repeaters were the kind of male the study never wrote a definition for in objective terms but suspected they existed. If they were lucky, one of the subjects might show that tendency but they weren’t hopeful they’d actually have one in the larger subject pool. That morning’s test results verified the hypothesis that repeaters not only existed but also might be more common than anyone anticipated.

The test that revealed the repeaters wasn’t complicated. The male subjects were undergoing routine erection response to various stimuli enhanced by injected gels. The subjects showed improvement in 90% of erection speed and hardness since measurements started seven weeks earlier. That alone supported the study’s postulates and buoyed the donors who funded the research.

That morning, when the green gel was inserted anally to clear the effects of the move gel, the researchers saw two penises erect on their own. No gel, no tools. But two hard, immediate erections. That was the definition of a repeater — a reluctant cock that was trained to accept its role and then performed on its own. What woman wouldn’t want her formerly hesitant husband’s penis to be trained to know what his organ’s actual function was and perform by himself?

One of the repeaters was in the 30s and the other in the 40s. They were immediately pulled out of their numbered groups and delivered to an as-yet unused lab.

Galen arrived first. The room was pristine. Sparkling white.

Galen noticed several tools that looked state of the art but whose purposes mystified him. He saw probes, wands and a case of colorful vials. When the second subject was sent in, Galen tried to figure out why the two of them were taken from the larger group and landed in this lab. There didn’t seem to be any outward characteristics they shared.

Galen was in his early forties and the other man looked a little older. Galen’s hair was medium brown and his was definitely dirty blonde. He couldn’t have been 5’10” tall and Galen had at least 3-to-4 inches on him. This guy had to be a runner, given his muscular legs but Galen eschewed that kind of exercise.

The only similarity they shared was hanging from their groins. Both of their penises were still semi-hard.

The researchers were delighted. When you put two reluctant cocks into a mysterious laboratory and their organs stiffen, even partially, then you have two candidates for a follow-up study about repeaters.

They were given the same instruction, to press their penises into the tubes that receded into one wall. Both were a little reluctant to obey that order. After all, they knew what kind of torture the tubes could wreak but they were now well-trained lab rats and understood that obedience wasn’t to be debated. When their semi-hard penises were inside, the tubes contracted tightly. Galen and his unwitting partner were flat against the wall and locked in place.

Two staffers came in behind them and inserted an injector, one per anus. Then they hooked up the vials of gel that would be introduced remotely. Neither male saw what was behind him but they felt the injectors in their anuses. Both Galen and his unnamed cohort took deep breaths, steeling themselves against whatever the researchers were going to inflict.

At first, they felt nothing. Seconds later, they sensed a small stimulation inside their asses that grew and grew until they were both trying to rip themselves off the wall. Their penises, still locked in the tubes, prevented that, so neither of them could hump their hips, the very thing they were desperate to do. Researchers were glued to the monitors and studied the biometrics that the telemetry sent to Control. The move gel didn’t stimulate orgasm; rather, it created an uncontrollable need for them to slam their hips into the wall. Anything to feel friction against their organs.

Neither opportunity was available. They were held firmly against the wall with their penises locked in the tubes.

Galen began to whine exactly one minute and ten seconds into the test. The other subject’s screeching began four seconds later.

Observers watched the two men spread their arms and slap the wall with their hands and forearms. Their wailing filled the speakers while they bent their heads back and howled like wild animals. All in all, the move gel did what it was supposed to do. These two subjects were desperate to use their hard penises. With a move injectable, their wives and partners could enjoy rapid, ongoing vaginal stimulation with no threat of the males’ ejaculating and spoiling their enjoyment.

Control was thrilled.

After seven full minutes of irrepressible desperation to hump, the line of gels inched forward and a splash of green gel in their anuses calmed them back to reality. They gasped for breath while the research team high-fived each other in the observation room.

They had a winner. A marketable aid for women who insisted on their own sexual completion before any male would be allowed to finish. Perhaps a future study would show that repeaters could be dosed with move gel and satisfy several women at the same time, one after another.

For the first time since the study began almost two months ago, Control smiled. They had a solid marketable item.


Chapter 22

WHILE GALEN AND THE other subject panted from the leftover effects of the move gel, the line of gels behind them inched forward. The green gel calmed them down but the tests had a long way to go. Next in line was one they’d been eager to use but weren’t sure they’d find repeaters sturdy enough to run that test, given the cost and time involved.

The two subjects locked in the tubes were exactly what they needed to make the test worthwhile. If a repeater could withstand the next gel, there was no telling what future studies could discover. Control knew their success so far would translate into funding for the next study. But if the next gel — the last one for this trial — produced meaningful results, that funding could be enormous.

Hopeful but needing to verify their hypothesis, Control told the researchers they were going to run the test.

“Red,” her announcement said.

The women in the observation rooms tensed up when Control spun the line of gels to the final vial. This was the ultimate test, the one that — if successful — meant that women who would soon own their husbands’ erections and have the sex they said they wanted by the results the study already achieved, could now take possession of more than just their penises. Bodily control of their males was what the study promised and got done. But if they could deliver the final, unspoken step, they’d make history. At least for the women who enrolled their males in the study.

Over time, they could satisfy women all over the globe. For a price, a share of which would find its way into their paychecks.

The red gel was in position, ready to be injected into two anuses. The researchers held their breath while they watched the injectors pump it into them.

At first, nothing. No reaction, no screaming, no gyrations. Control let go of the button and watched. She bit her lip and waited.

The countdown clock was at one minute, thirty seconds when it happened.

Galen couldn’t handle what was happening inside his head. He banged the wall with his fists and a voice he hardly recognized roared out of his throat.

“I NEED!” he shouted over and over.

The tube relaxed and Galen was free. He pulled his penis out of the tube and spun around, searching the small room for something — anything — even though he had idea what he was looking for. All he knew was that he had an insatiable need.

THE need. The most basic, innate need men have.

Nothing in Galen’s mind told him what his need was but his entire being was absorbed in satisfying it. Once the red gel did its work, he was thrown into pure carnal need. Words couldn’t describe the feeling. In fact, Galen couldn’t form any words. The only sound he could make was a low snarl that rose from his gut.

Galen stalked the small room, searching for something he could use to release his overpowering urge and bring him some relief.

The red gel reduced a man to an almost automated state. Galen needed a woman. Any woman. Anything with breasts but especially with a vagina. He had to feel a female, from her bosom to between her thighs, and it didn’t matter who she was. As long as he could suck, lick and fondle her, the need would start to be fulfilled.

His biometrics told the researchers that the red gel was initially successful. The pharmaceutical team said it would reduce any man, no matter what his background, education or history, into an almost primordial being whose essential necessity was raw sex. The researchers weren’t trying to create anything resembling a rapist. The gel had to reinforce that the male was a tool to be used only by the woman who owned him and who wanted ferocious sex at that moment. In other words, the pharma team’s task was to create a gel that made males incoherent in their need for sex but at the same time, deferential to the woman’s command.

Developing the red gel was the crux of the study’s final tests. They could create males who burst with need and were constrained by obedience. After months of exploration and testing, the red gel was ready.

By now, the second test subject was experiencing his own need. Both men snarled while they tried to find anything that could ease their primeval fervor. The researchers stared at the monitors, paying close attention to how the subjects reacted and what, if anything, they used when no woman was available. Most of all, they wanted to learn how these now-zealous subjects would obey the instructions they were about to be given.

Control’s voice came through the speakers in the small room.

“Suck,” she said. “Long and hard.”

Galen and the other man were ignited like fuses on explosives. They ran toward each other with Galen’s drooling mouth aimed at the other man’s groin. For his part, the other subject twisted so his lips targeted Galen’s hard cock. With a thud, the two landed on the green tile floor, each sucking the other’s penis.

The observers gave the outcome a standing ovation.

Control instructed the two subjects to return to the wall and put their penises in to the tubes. Galen reluctantly released his grip on the penis in his mouth and crawled toward the wall. He wriggled to his feet and banged the wall again after the tube locked. The other male slinked behind him, got to his feet and instead of putting his penis into the tube as instructed, pressed the tip of his cock into Galen’s anus. His need overtook his obedience.

He wasn’t done. His need demanded that he hump something and Galen’s ass was the only thing available.

Control anticipated that one subject might be so full of need that he would defy the instruction. They’d met about the possibility and decided how to proceed if and when the disobedience occurred. The only surprise was that it played out so soon.

Control never took chances on likely problems. Emergency control over all eighty test subjects was built into the study’s mechanics.

Every subject was microchipped and controlled by a simple app.

When Control nodded, the head of research tapped the button. The offender let out an ungodly scream and galloped around the room like a crazed hyena. He screeched until she pressed the green button, then he flopped on the floor in a puddle of twitching agony.

“Tube,” she said.

He struggled to the wall and rammed his still-hard penis into the tube. His sobs filled the speakers.

The researchers smiled. The excitement that filled the room was palpable.

Initially, the main hypothesis of the study was that reluctant males, the type whose wives were dissatisfied with their lack of performance, could be trained into useful sex partners who erected on demand. Whether that involved mechanical or electric tools didn’t matter. They produced sex partners who could be used on command. That was the product the study aimed to generate. Of course, which tools brought about a useful erection in a particular male was the first step. Then the subjects would learn to accept their new roles as providers of their wives’ demands.

The researchers began with that premise. But they kept certain goals hidden in the background. They’d be investigated only if they discovered subjects that fit those secret profiles. One was seeing for themselves what the red gel did.

They saw it with their telemetry and their own eyes.

Males could be injected with red gel and it generated an animalistic need to perform for a woman. If no woman was available, any gender would do.

That was the target that no one dared to speak aloud for the seven-and-a-half weeks so far into the study. They saw it on display just a few minutes ago.

Galen and the other subject leaned against the wall, their arms and legs spread and their penises locked in the tubes. While the other man sobbed in frustration, Galen beat the wall with his fists, humped his hips the few inches the tube allowed and screamed in exasperation. Nothing had ever made him feel this way before. He couldn’t think. He forgot about breathing. He didn’t want to calm down.

He needed — he NEEDED — to use every part of his body to excite a woman and he’d have given anything to have one he could perform for right now. He didn’t even think about ejaculating. It wasn’t about his cock. What Galen felt was an in- and out-of-body need.

For his part, the other subject’s screeches told his story. When he couldn’t control the feeling any longer, he beat his testicles, trying to make his need go away from pain. Nothing worked. The two were fully involved in the most primal urge males can endure and they couldn’t make it stop.

Control moved the green vial under the injector and had it spray into their anuses. In less than a minute, the red gel’s impact was neutralized, leaving two exhausted males locked in tubes and weeping against the wall.

Even the head researchers needed a break after that incredible success. The entire staff enjoyed a punch-and-cookies breather.

When Galen and the other subject were finally released from the tubes, they fell on the floor, grabbed their knees and rolled into fetal positions. Galen trembled violently while the other man rocked back and forth and whined.

None of the researchers paid attention to them. They had their red gel and an accomplishment they hadn’t dared to dream possible.

The cookies were delicious.


At Home


Chapter 23

WHEN CONTROL RETURNED my call, I wasn’t expecting her to agree to my request to send one or two of her study ‘graduates’ to my recovering friend. In fact, I was surprised with the conversation.

Not only did she agree to send a pair of her trained test subjects to my friend to use, she offered a proposal that told me volumes without needing the details. It was obvious to me that her team met the study’s goals but something in her tone let me know me there was more. A lot more. In the first few minutes of our call, she outlined the plans for a second shorter experiment and if it proved their hypothesis true, I’d benefit in several ways by being an original investor.

It was all about the gels, the oils originally concocted by my ancient Asian wise one, the guru who taught my exclusive boys how to take care of me in amazing ways. She had one question. It was a big one.

“May we name the gels in your honor?”

That was unexpected! I’ve had a few single-tail throws named after me and one or two slave-training methods, but nothing like this. A product on the global market with my name on it? I was thrilled the gels they formulated from my samples were effective in producing erections on demand but I was also leery of seeing my name advertised globally. That meant a meeting with my attorney to figure out an alternative product name that the marketers liked to use in their advertising.

The ad campaign is still in the works but I can assure you that the gels work.
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The day before the study ended, eighty men began their conversion from being study subjects to become deliverables to their wives and partners at home. After two months of training where every move they made was closely supervised, they had to learn how to incorporate who and what they were now into their daily lives. Their wives had seen several videos of their schooling and were brought to the facility to practice on a few men trained in beta tests. The women learned how to give clear instructions, define their demands unambiguously and grow their male’s experience with visual cues. Too much talking confuses men, especially erection-reluctant ones. They need plain commands coupled with a small treat, like a nod, when they obey.

The wives attended two classes in bell ringing that showed them when and how to use it. When the women wanted to use their penises, the men knew they had to erect immediately and when they did, they earned a single ring. The ring was their reward. It was bigger and better than what orgasm used to mean to them. In the classes, the women watched every penis stiffen on command, some from mechanical stimulation and others by electric jolts. When the bell rang for a rigid penis, they could see the thrill that filled the subject.

Emily watched Galen’s responses on livestream and replayed it once or twice to make sure she wasn’t seeing something that wasn’t there. In her class at the facility, one of the researchers held her hand while Galen performed his new talents. She pointed out to Emily that a short electric prod was the study’s gift to her. All she had to do was keep it in sight and Galen would do whatever she wanted, from the silly to the useful. Whatever she demanded, coupled with the right stimulus, was what he would do. Quickly and flawlessly.

She offered a demonstration. On closed-circuit video, Emily saw Galen bend over to try to lick his own testicles and then get on all fours to hump a dildo attached to the wall with his backside, simply because his overseer told him to while she flicked the prod in front of his face. Emily stared open-mouthed and saw Galen’s eagerness to eat from a bowl and lap up water with his tongue like a dog. He was absolutely obedient and now it was Emily’s turn to take on the ownership role.

It was everything she wanted. Everything they promised they’d deliver.

Seventy-nine other women were grateful. Eighty men’s lives were retrained and focused on satisfying the women who had the foresight and good sense to enroll their spouses and partners in the study.

Of course, the researchers held back the red gel this time, but the swag bags the women took home were filled with tools and gels prescribed individually for their man. The electric prod’s handle stood out in the bags of goodies they took home.
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I watched the livestream of two males being delivered to my recovering friend. They were ordered into the foyer and two trainers assisted my friend to learn how to use the tools in her take-home bag. For women like her, the prod was second nature; no one had to tell her how to use it. But the other tools fascinated her. Women in my circle know how to choose males for just about any use. If we have in-house stables, we buy the ones that fit our needs, from professional skills for our businesses or more primal talents for our personal satisfaction.

In her case, I specified they send males who’d erect on cue but more importantly, men who would take care of her sensual wishes when they arose during her recuperation. It was a tall order. I wasn’t sure even researchers as talented as Control could meet it.

When they were deposited in the foyer, my friend’s personal female took their clothing, leaving them naked for my friend to inspect. Nothing about them was particularly noteworthy. Their builds were mediocre; neither appeared to be a body builder or runner. They were simply two naked men whose eyes were wandering from the furnishings to their temporary proprietor.

The white-coated woman who accompanied them reminded my friend of the videos she’d watched and how to get started with these two examples of the study’s output. She handed her the prod. That was all it took.

There’s something remarkable about muscle memory. As soon as she closed her fist around the prod’s handle, it was like everything came rushing back to her. She turned it on, set it to medium and took another look at the pair of penises in front of her. When she turned toward them, both Galen and the other loaner winced and almost thought about running away from the threat of the prod. They knew what it could do.

While they watched her, she fingered each tool in their take-home bags. She chose two cock rings with two-inch sounds. Once they were installed and the app set up on her smartwatch, they knew she could zap them inside or out at will. Her will.

“Feel this,” she said and pressed the button. Both men howled but managed to stay on their feet.

“That’s your summons,” she said.

It was all coming back to her, filling her with the missing emotion that made her who she was. Being in charge. Owning males. Issuing orders.

The researchers showed her the injector and the ample supply of gels. She gave her a card with their names and what they did. She scanned it and smiled.

“I heard about the gels,” she said. “They come from Ms. Amity, don’t they?”

It wasn’t a question. She knew. It was good to see her smile again. I didn’t have to watch more to know that she was well on her way to healing, both inside and out. I could feel her calm joy knowing what she lost was merely a temporary situation.

They were hers for only two days, but when she used them, it brought about what I wanted to see. In those 48 hours, her doctors and therapists said they’d never seen a turnaround like hers before.

In my world, she was back. It was worth a lot more than what I invested in the study. A lot more.


Chapter 24

BEFORE THE SUBJECTS were sent home from the research facility, the they spent their last group morning at the pee wall, were shaved, had their hair cut and were shown where their original overnight bags were stored. They could retrieve their belongings, ones they used to consider as essential, on their way out. They looked was exactly like what they saw two months ago in the introductory video. Smiling, naked males gladly performing tasks they were told to do. They were the personification of the study’s training success.

Every test subject was content. The agony of the past 60 days was cheerfully forgotten. They were taught what their roles were going to be when they arrived home and they enthusiastically accepted who and what they had become. In fact, most of them actually appreciated what the researchers taught them. A new world had opened and their job was to bring enjoyment to that realm whenever and wherever their wives wanted.

They trooped through the showers, opening every orifice gladly so the soaping and rinsing was thorough. When the perfectly straight line of 80 subjects formed in the large room, Control’s projection filled the wall. They paid strict attention to her final words.

She didn’t say anything; she didn’t have to. She rang a bell and 80 cocks stood up.

Two researchers pulled Galen and one other subject from the lineup but none of the other men saw it, much less cared. The remaining 78 were eager to return home to submit themselves to the women who enrolled them and show off their new skills. They were the embodiment of their function, to entertain the shrewd women who sent them to this study. How and when they wanted.

When the last of the 78 men with rigid penises were dressed, paid the promised fee and sent out the exit door, Control spoke to the staff.

“Well done!” she said. “Not only did we satisfy the women who sent them, but we also have …” she paused for just the right word, “a plethora of marketable tools to develop. The results you all achieved were more than astounding. They reinforced what we believed — that reluctant males could be transformed into serviceable ones — and we gathered priceless data along the way. At our next all-hands meeting to go over the next study’s steps and flowcharts, we’ll review the at-home videos the women will send.”

Cheers filled the big room. With Control’s pronouncement, the research staff knew funding was in place and their important work could continue.

They toasted the news with glasses of champagne and didn’t worry if the subjects performed adequately at home. They knew they’d behave brilliantly because every take-home bag included an electric prod.
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At my friend’s Southern estate, Galen was taken to a small room on the third floor by her personal female and told to wait to be summoned. His researcher’s final words to him were the same charge the 78 subjects were given before they walked through the exit door.

“You have been trained. Perform.”

She locked the door behind her and left Galen alone. He studied the windowless room not to try to find an exit because he knew there wasn’t one. What he saw was a small bed, a feeding area on the floor and a tube recessed into one wall. When he turned around, he spotted an injector attached to a case of gel vials.

Galen beamed. He had everything he wanted and needed.

Downstairs, my friend’s personal female bathed and dressed her. She’d been her personal for years and was familiar with the sense of excitement that was sorely missing since her illness was diagnosed and treatment began months ago. It had been enough time for her special spark to reignite. When she bathed her vagina, her personal felt her reaction and knew the fire had been lit. Everything was going to be all right again. Maybe, just maybe, she’d call for one of the two males in the attic cells. Maybe that’s what her owner needed to do so she’d be herself again.

Upstairs, the two loaners did their physical exercises as they’d been taught to do during any downtime. When they finished, they were allowed to read certain online news on the provided tablets and catch up with the world they were secreted from for the past two months. A bowl of nutrient-filled food appeared through a slot in the door and they ate it on their hands and knees, grateful that they were given a meal.

A woman’s voice came over the hidden speaker.

“Injector.”

Galen knew what to do. He dutifully spread his cheeks with his hands and nestled the injector’s tip into his anus. He never knew which gel they discharged into him, but it was clear to him that they knew what was in his best interests. He didn’t see a small dose of pale gel spew into him and he wasn’t concerned. What mattered — the only thing that mattered — was hearing his bell ring when he was ordered to erect. That’s all he wanted. It was the only thing he needed.

An hour went by. Then another. Filled with calming gel, neither Galen nor the other man was concerned what time it was. They were on call for however long it took. That was the gift of the pale gel. By eliminating his anxiety and lowering his resistance, Galen wasn’t just submissive. He was determined to be absolutely obedient. And if that meant waiting for a summons, he’d use that time to perfect what he’d learned.

How to satisfy a woman with no thought of his own ejaculation.

No one heard him yelp when his temporary owner activated the sound in his penis. No one cared that he wound up on the floor, knees to his chest, begging for the pain to stop. No one paid him any attention when the electronic door lock opened.

The only thought in his head was he had been summoned and it was time for him to perform.

The personal female stood in the doorway. She turned around and Galen followed her silently. He was led down one set of stairs, through a hallway and then to the grand staircase. She deposited him on the carpet in a large room. He fell to his knees before finding the courage to look around and take in his surroundings. Not that it mattered. Not if it meant he’d hear the bell ring when he obeyed whatever he was told to do. He dropped his eyes to the carpet.

She laid on a long couch and studied the kneeling male in the center of the room.

He’s not much to look at, she thought.

Even though Galen had developed a better musculature during the study’s eight-week enforced exercise plan, he really wasn’t easy on anyone’s eyes. There wasn’t anything special about him and if you passed him on the street, you wouldn’t look twice. She guessed correctly, though. He looked like a computer type.

Oh well, let’s see what this geek can do for me. If anything, she sighed.

Galen waited respectfully as he had been trained. The ring circling just below his penis’s head held the two-inch sound in place. She held her finger an inch above the app screen, trying to decide how she’d like to see him erect the first time. The researcher who delivered him explained how well he reacted to internal jolts and mentioned how scared he was of being zapped with the prod, even on his upper leg. He’d do anything to avoid that shock.

“Now,” she said and positioned her index finger just above the ringing bell icon.

That one word was all Galen needed. He parted his knees and tried to imagine the ringing bell, the audible symbol of his success. He rang it repeatedly inside his head until he felt his penis twitch.

Almost there. Just a little bit more. C’mon, you can do it! You have to do it. I need the bell to ring!

She rang for her personal female who trotted in, clutching the portable injector and a vial of gel. Her owner pointed to Galen’s ass and then to the injector. As instructed, she skipped the second gel and infused Galen with the one named move. It took barely a minute to work.

Galen’s mind went blank. The only thing he felt was an incredible need to put his penis inside something and hump forever. His cock shot up and his hips humped forward and back. It didn’t matter if he was driving it into thin air. Nothing mattered except his need to feel tightness around his cock and squeeze it into something.

She was amused at his antics and finally pointed to the portable contraption on the floor next to the couch, just under her right hand. Still humping, Galen followed toward her finger and then saw it.

A portable tube!

He was fitted for one early in the study, right after he felt the tube’s torture. Galen hoped he’d never see one again, but there it was and she was telling him that’s where his cock was to go. Even though she hadn’t dosed him with the think gel, the one that made him focus on the here and now and not predict what might be next, Galen was trained to be obedient. If he wasn’t, the electric prod would make him do as he was told.

In his new role, Galen would never expect a choice.

Actually, he was oddly relieved that he didn’t have to make a decision. The outcome was preordained. His cock was going into the tube, no matter what kind of agony it would inflict.

After crawling to the couch and spreading his knees around the device, he lowered his still jerking hips and aimed his cock into the tube. When it was fully inside, the tube locked. Tight. He couldn’t fight the gel — he didn’t want to fight it — and he squashed himself up and down to feel the tube rub against his hungry organ. Galen was a glutton at a feast.

She didn’t bother suppressing the hilarity of his position and laughed out loud. Right in Galen’s face. He wasn’t embarrassed, no, he was in hog heaven and would keep humping the tube as long as the gel — and my friend — dictated. To him, it was the fulfillment of every physical inch of his gel-induced need.

To her, it was entertainment.
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I watched her being amused for a few minutes before turning to a different monitor. He was in good hands — hers — and I was happy to see her well on her way back into the land of the living. She’d be OK in time. All she needed was a hard cock or two to remind her who she was.

As for Galen and the male she summoned next from his attic cell, her personal female told me they were beckoned repeatedly and ran excitedly to their assignments to perform on command. Each wanted only one thing: to hear the bell ring.

If they performed well enough, she might press that button. Until they were perfect, she wouldn’t touch it. I heard it went on for hours, one stiff cock after another, and she slept soundly all night for the first time since the treatment began.


Epilogue

TWO WEEKS LATER, after Galen was delivered to Emily and the other 79 males returned to their new lifestyles, the videos were ready for the research team to review. The women staffers gathered for lunch in the big conference room to hear Control share the study’s results and watch the outcomes from interesting former subjects’ experiences. They tried to muffle their growing excitement during the buffet but excitement filled the room.

Over coffee, Control stood at the front of the room with a huge screen unfurled behind her. She wore her traditional white lab coat but her hair was down and flowed around her shoulders. Her usual stern look was replaced with a smile, one that was eerily similar to a cat that just caught a mouse. The women quieted when she tapped the podium.

“Ladies, the results are in.” She paused for a moment as if trying to choose the perfect words even though she’d practiced in front of a mirror that morning. She needed just the right amount of enthusiasm coupled with a perfect dose of caution.

“Simply, the data is better — and way beyond — what we hoped for.”

The audience cheered.

“When we started, our hypothesis was clear. Men diagnosed as ‘reluctant,’ a new word we added to the erectile dysfunction research, could be trained to erect on demand. That they could be taught to generate a stiff penis for their wives or partners to use when they wanted. That was the fundamental part of our hypothesis. And that’s what we produced. Eighty males with the ability to erect when they are instructed.”

The women in the audience were stunned. All eighty males were capable of instant erection? They initially expected at least half of them would learn to perform, but all of them? That was beyond any of their expectations.

“All eighty!” Control said. “Whether they reacted to mechanical or electrical stimuli or responded to the gels, we sent eighty males back to their spouses, males who will erect whenever they’re told. The funders who believed in our work are very pleased. So pleased that we have received more than adequate funding to begin Stage 2.”

The researchers cheered again. This was truly above what they believed possible. Stage 2 had been a dream until right now.

“I have an announcement before we watch the videos sent by several wives and partners. When we knew that Stage 2 was going to happen, we agreed to send two trained males to a friend of one of our major sponsors before sending them home. Her friend, a dominant woman who is recuperating from an illness and undergoing long-term treatment, was recovering physically but not as quickly on the psychological side. Simply put, her body was getting much better but she wasn’t ‘her old self,’ as it was described to me by her friend and one of her therapists. Our head team met and decided that a pair of our newly trained males — in fact, perhaps all our trained males — could perform a second role, one beyond erecting on command for their wives. That was their entertainment value.”

The audience was on the edge of their seats. This was the first time they’d heard Control mention anything beyond erection-on-demand for wives, let alone entertainment. None of them were sure what she meant, or how it might create future studies. But to a woman, they were intrigued.

Control took a deep breath and continued.

“The two males, one of the 40s and the other from the 30s, were delivered for their two-day stay with her. To summarize this rather unscientific test, we’ve heard from her physicians and therapists that she made more gains during the 48 hours they spent under her control than she’d made in several weeks of professional rehabilitation. Especially psychologically.”

The audience murmured their pleasant surprise.

“Do you understand what this means?” Control asked, albeit rhetorically. “Like therapy dogs, we have a unique set of trained males who can be used in the healing process for an exclusive set of women. So exclusive they can afford to pay tuition to use our trained, formerly erection reluctant, subjects. We knew there was tremendous value for wives and partners, but we’re extending that for Stage 3. For now, we’re calling them ‘therapy cocks.”

The entire audience was on their feet applauding.

Control interrupted their joy with the pronouncement they were all waiting to hear.

“Stage 2 planning begins in two weeks. We expect all of you to continue in your positions. The more-than-adequate funding means a pay increase for all of you.”

Control signaled the videos to start. The researchers watched them over coffee and dessert, giggling at some scenes, perplexed by a few and astonished at others. When they reached the end of the presentation, the researchers agreed on one thing.

Males are meant to perform for the women who demand it. Their work was more than validated. And 80 women across the country were delighted.


Chapter 25

I WAS GLAD I decided to fund the first study and equally pleased to endow Stage 2. I planned to donate to Stage 3 as well and any future studies if the results panned out the way Control projected. There aren’t enough males who can produce a rigid cock on demand. The few I can find are expensive to buy.

During the next year, they increased the pharmaceutical and marketing staff’s sales so the study was essentially paying for itself. With my funding added to that of the drug companies who could use the patented gels, Stage 2 recruited women who were not only dissatisfied with their reluctant spouses, but also those who had males who didn’t perform long or creatively enough. Stage 2 opened the enrollment to women in long-term relationships and for the first time, gay married men and long-term partners.

“A hard penis is a hard penis,” Control told me. “Every spouse deserves one.”

I sent one of my in-house slaves for Stage 2 training. He was useful but I was thinking of selling him at an upcoming auction. If they could make him react to a bell, I could get a better price, certainly more than the tuition. Shortly after he was delivered back to the stable, I had videos produced to market him online. The interest from potential buyers was enormous. I think it was the bell-ringing clips that generated the most interest.
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Emily kept Galen under close supervision. He was allowed to work at his desk in the spare bedroom on the coding jobs that were suddenly being offered to him after she rewrote his resume and advertised him in new online markets. Galen filled out application after application because Emily hinted she’d order an erection after he clicked the submit button. When he finished one, he invited her to watch him press the button and then crawled to her, pleading for the chance to erect and satisfy her any way she wanted.

Of all the items in the swag bag, the most useful one was the electric prod. By the time Galen finished his sixth application, she didn’t have to zap his thigh or ass to start the seventh.

His at-home skills improved. Galen became an eager chef who prepared and cleaned up dinner every weekday night. She kept him on the pale gel for the first two weeks to boost his obedience, then filled him with the move gel so he begged to quench her sensual desires whenever they arose. Even in the middle of the night.

The three-hour session, a resulted of a single dose of move was one of her favorite memories. Galen couldn’t stop satisfying her over and over all night long. When she finally let him inside, he humped through four orgasms — all hers. A squirt of green gel and Galen fell asleep next to Emily’s broad smile.

When she confided to two close friends that Galen had been trained to be a much better sex partner and her sex life was, well, fantastic, they begged her to tell them her secret. Rather than explain, she invited them over for a Galen-prepared dinner and showed them what he could do over dessert.

After a dose of need, Galen spent hours frantically serving the women with no letup. He wouldn’t — and couldn’t — stop. By the time Emily injected the green, her friends demanded the enrollment link and registered their husbands from their phones.
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A note to readers: If you browse the web and see an application for a scientific study for erection-reluctant men, read it carefully. Then send the link to your male and make sure he fills it out. You’ll be glad you did.


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Any semblance between original characters and real persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The author in no way represents the companies, corporations, or brands mentioned in this book. The likeness of historical/famous figures have been used fictitiously; the author does not speak for or represent these people. All opinions expressed in this book are the author’s, or fictional.

This novel’s story and characters are fictitious. Certain long-standing institutions, agencies, businesses, restaurants, hotels and public offices are mentioned, but the characters involved are wholly imaginary.
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Amity Harris is a lifestyle Domme and maintains both in-person and remote stables of male and female submissives that she trains and uses. She has a circle of like-minded friends who gather at auctions and other events to compare notes, share training skills and most of all, enjoy each other’s company. She has lent and rented some of her stable to friends and select private clients to live out their fetishes and kinks. Everyone compliments her perfectly trained slaves’ abilities and perfect performance.
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