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		Introduction to Book Five

		

	
		

		This is the fifth book in a series. “Perchance to Dream - Book One” outlines the adventures of Dr. Francesca Doram, a self-described sleep doctor. What she really tests, however, are the sexual proclivities of her patients.

		

		“Perchance to Dream - Books Two, Three and Four” continue the story, delving deeper into the characters and their secret desires.

		

		The cast of characters and where they were last seen:

		

		Dr. Francesca Doram or Frankie - The owner of the sleep clinic, and bi-sexual dominant, had a successful evening with her four patients. After which, she went home and directed a three-way with herself, Sayo and Lorenzo. When last seen, she was in her office with her two assistants, plotting her patients’ course of treatment.

		

		Sayo (Say-ow) Li - Dr. Doram’s assistant and alpha sub had been trying to get back into Frankie’s good graces after masturbating the clinic’s only virgin patient. She gave a beginning pussy-eating lesson to Braden and revealed her ability to speak fluent English. During a lull in activities, she divulged how special Lorenzo is to Frankie, and she confided her insecurity about whether the doctor would ever forgive her. When last seen, she was in Frankie’s office, listening to the treatment plans of several patients.

		

		Lorenzo - Dr. Doram’s newest and youngest sub, an Italian Adonis, who is favored by Frankie to Sayo’s jealousy. He sucked off Braden, was used to teach Stephanie how to perform orally, and helped Cliff begin to recognize his bi-sexual tendencies. He also discovered that Sayo wasn’t a typical, cold and unfeeling alpha sub. During a heart-to-heart conversation, Sayo explained that Frankie had gone outside of her protocols when interacting with him. When last seen, he was in the doctor’s office, listening to the treatment plans of several patients.

		

		Stephanie Douglas - A forty-something, newly-deflowered virgin who came to the clinic and discovered arousal at the hands of Sayo. She was sent home with explicit instructions to practice oral stimulation, watch porn and masturbate. When she returned, her progress was tested by demonstrating on Frankie’s strap-on and then on Christopher and Lorenzo. When last seen, she was given instructions to practice performing oral sex, verbalize naughty words and expand her porn-viewing repertoire.

		

		Christopher Ward - A classic dominant male displayed very latent bi tendencies and, during his first visit, forced Sayo to have sex. Instead of going to the police, Frankie agreed for him to pay fifty percent of future visits in cash and fifty percent in performance. The doctor used him in other patients’ treatment plans--he deflowered Stephanie. He also stood next to Lorenzo while Stephanie practiced her oral technique. When last seen, he was storming out of the clinic, declaring himself to be heterosexual...

		

		But a seed had been planted.

		Braden Spath - A middle-aged hypochondriac with a bitchy wife, Wendy, ruined his first sleep test and had to return at his expense. Frankie blindfolded him and directed a deep-throat blow job. Convinced Sayo was sucking him, he loved every second. Right at the brink, though, Frankie ripped off his blindfold to reveal it was Lorenzo. Braden opted for the completion of the blow job. He then ate his own cum, transferred by a kiss. Braden was sent home with strict orders for celibacy. When last seen, Wendy was stroking and sucking his newly-shaved cock.

		

		Wendy Spath - Braden’s bitchy and domineering wife devised a way to play with her husband’s newly-shaved groin. Aside from its smooth touch, however, it tasted the same. After Braden tried to force her to deep-throat him, Wendy coughed and spluttered before declaring them to be late to a luncheon; leaving him in the lurch.

		

		Cliff Baker - Early fifties, married, religious, overweight, with unknown bi proclivities. He had a hard-on for Lorenzo. Cliff is upset when Sayo enters his room in the morning and attempts to swap her for Lorenzo. Sayo deflects his requests and removes the sensors, thereby discovering Cliff is a pain slut. Cliff was nervous about facing Dr. Doram, not realizing he had the power to destroy her practice. She tries to get him to admit his attraction to men but he hedges. Tired and ill, Frankie became impatient and showed Cliff the recording of him attempting to suck Lorenzo’s cock... minus sound. She convinces him that, through unconventional methods, she could “cure” his homosexual tendencies. Glad that she won’t “out” him and could possibly cure him, Cliff agrees to her treatment at whatever cost. When last seen, he was sent home to watch gay porn in his guest room and to keep a log.

		

		Book Five begins on the same day that Book Four ends, with Frankie, Sayo and Lorenzo in the doctor’s office.

		

		

		Perchance to Dream - Book Five

		

	
		

		After reviewing the previous session’s recordings from the clinic, Frankie took stock of the overall goals.

		

		“We’ve got four active patients plus you two. That’s six people we need to schedule and plan for. Plus, we have several consultations coming in, too.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Sayo and Lorenzo responded.

		

		“Here’s what we need to follow up on. Stephanie needs more training on blow jobs before we can introduce toys to her, which will be fun.

		

		“Braden needs general instruction on all things sexual. But I have a special treat for him if things go the way I think they will.”

		

		She smiled at her subs, daring them to ask, but they knew better.

		

		“And Cliff is going to be so much fun to fuck with! I wish we had cameras set up so we could watch him with his porn homework!”

		

		They all chuckled.

		

		“I don’t anticipate any problems with Christopher, aside from reminding him of his place. It’ll be interesting to see how the bisexual seed grows,” she said more to herself.

		

		“Oh! I almost forgot that our good buddy Cliff is a pain slut!”

		

		Another sub/office worker asked to speak with Frankie regarding some accounting and scheduling issues.

		

		“Sayo, take Lorenzo into the dungeon and explain sounding to him. I want him to witness it with knowledge, because I don’t want any interruptions while I’m doing it.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo walked in silence to the dungeon, where they automatically stripped before entering. It was a rule that any sub must leave his clothes outside. Even though they were there solely for education, they still followed the rule.

		

		“Sounding’s not like torturing of the eardrums, is it?” Lorenzo joked.

		

		Sayo smiled. “Nothing like it... except for the torturing part.”

		He wasn’t sure whether she was serious. “Um, I’m not into pain.”

		

		“I know, and so does the doctor. You’ve witnessed how she tortures her subs who are, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Many times he’d witnessed Frankie wield various implements which split open subs’ skin. He’d also seen an occasional burning with a curling iron or cigarette. The doctor didn’t care for the smell; though she made an exception when branding new subs.

		

		An extreme element of torture that made Lorenzo squeamish was when Frankie would cut a sub under the guise of “writing on” or “designing” his skin. Usually, she used a knife; but other times, she used her sword.

		

		In the past, Frankie had noticed Lorenzo’s reaction and had privately explained that she accommodates her subs. Sometimes it didn’t matter what a mistress wanted; it mattered more that she ensured her subs’ happiness.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t comment but noted that, when Frankie used her sword, she seemed to derive a twisted pleasure.

		

		“And you accepted her branding,” Sayo noted.

		

		“Yeah, but I didn’t have a choice, like you.”

		

		Sayo winced.

		

		Since she had masturbated Stephanie before telling Frankie the patient was a virgin, the doctor had released Sayo from service. Determined to prove her loyalty and win back the doctor’s trust, she had permitted Frankie to brand her like a first-time sub.

		

		Prior to that incident, Sayo had been Frankie’s only unbranded sub. Their history began with the clinic’s start and, as her first sub, Frankie hadn’t established the rules yet.

		

		“I’m sorry, Sayo,” Zo said. “That was very insensitive of me. Sometimes I don’t think before I speak.”

		

		“I understand, it’s okay.” She self-consciously touched her neck and shifted so the table between them covered her groin.

		

		Frankie had burned her initials into the skin above Sayo’s pussy and the right side of her neck as a mark of ownership.

		

		“Does it still hurt?”

		

		“Just sometimes in the shower.” Sayo looked away.

		

		“Listen, no one talks about it because they respect you, but I know they were pretty freaked out by what she did. It wasn’t fair. And I’m sorry that you’re forced to be with me so much, especially since you view me as the cause.”

		

		“I don’t blame you, Lorenzo.”

		

		“No, I know, but she rubs your face in how much she favors me, I mean.”

		

		Sayo looked away again. When she looked back, she was resolute. “Mistress was well within her rights to do everything she did. My action was a deep betrayal. I’m grateful that she only branded me.”

		

		“It still wasn’t fair, Say--”

		

		“Mistress has never done an unfair thing since I’ve known her. She is the fairest Mistress I’ve ever known... and I’ve been with many.”

		

		Lorenzo stared at Sayo in disbelief. It had just been the other day that Frankie had unnecessarily punished Sayo for being five seconds late during a confrontation with Christopher. Lorenzo had spoken on Sayo’s behalf and informed Frankie it had been the doctor’s own actions that had caused the delay; yet Frankie had still slapped Sayo’s face.

		

		The doctor had further denigrated Sayo by blaming her for wasting time with the game of not remembering Braden. In fact, Sayo had been playing the game for the record time, which she had beaten.

		

		A feat which would have ordinarily garnered her praise not admonishment.

		

		At the time it had happened, both subs had discussed Frankie’s unfairness.

		

		To hear Sayo declare Frankie to be unblemished was baffling.

		

		They’d only recently opened up to each other, so Zo wouldn’t challenge Sayo. Even though he was clearly Frankie’s favorite, Sayo still bore the title of alpha sub.

		

		He wanted to change the subject but didn’t think before he did.

		

		“So how come you don’t have a special collar yet?”

		

		Sayo glanced at Lorenzo, touched her neck again and coughed. “She hasn’t given me one yet. I’m sure she has her reasons.”

		

		As Sayo walked to the cabinet for the sounding equipment, Lorenzo hit the table and shook his head. He needed to learn to think before he spoke.

		

		“You’ll have to come over here,” Sayo called.

		

		She took a tray of various items to a hot plate, where she set a pot of water to boil. Then, she unrolled a velvet cloth, so that it lay flat on the counter. Inside, were twelve gleaming, stainless steel rods, six on each side; each in its own slot. The bottom of the rods had a forty-five-degree curve, and the top inch of each was flat.

		

		“These don’t look like torture devices. They actually look like surgical instruments,” Lorenzo observed.

		

		“That’s what they were first used for, actually; to remove blockages from the urethra.”

		

		“Ouch!”

		

		“If done properly, they don’t hurt. There’s a bit of discomfort at first and you have to get used to them. Ultimately, though, they’re pleasure rods. These here are Van Buren ones,” Sayo pointed, “and they’re the most advanced. You see the J-hook at the bottom?” Lorenzo nodded. “That’s to push against the prostate.”

		

		“Huh. So does it feel like an inside prostate massage?”

		

		“That’s a funny way to think of it.” She shrugged. “You’d have to ask a guy.”

		

		“Then what’s with the torture?”

		

		“It freaks people out. Look.” Sayo pulled one of the eleven-inch rods from its slot. “You tell a patient you need to put this up his penis...”

		

		“Yikes.”

		

		“Yeah. It’s a very precise procedure because your urethra can tear--well, you know.” He nodded. “It’s pretty wild to watch because there’s no force applied whatsoever. Gravity does everything.”

		

		She put the rods in the pot and set the timer. Then, she loaded a cart with clean towels, lube, and gloves.

		

		“You’ll need to put gloves on to assist her and finish cleaning. You know how meticulous she is with cleaning her toys? Times that by a hundred.”

		

		“Because of infection?”

		

		“Yep. Once the timer goes off, we’ll take them out and give them an alcohol bath.”

		“What do I do to assist?” He was horrified.

		

		“Don’t worry, she’s the only one who handles the rods. It’s a finesse and feel kinda thing. But the things she adds on... well, you’re in for a show.”

		

		“Are we all set in here?” Frankie opened the door and approached them.

		

		“Just finishing up the sterilization, ma’am,” Sayo answered.

		

		“Good.”

		

		Frankie scrubbed her hands and arms before putting on a pair of gloves.

		

		“Send for Tim.”

		

		Tim was the biggest pain slut of Frankie’s subs. Sounding wasn’t a frequent activity in the dungeon because it required careful attention and provided an immense amount of pleasure to the sub.

		

		The doctor loved using it on her patients, though, because it looked and sounded medical. Many manipulations were effectuated with sounding. It would work especially well with Cliff.

		

		Because of the precision required, however, Frankie always practiced her skills before a patient encounter.

		

		Tim slipped naked into the room and sat on the third pillow inside the door. He was blond and of average height and weight. His arms and legs were covered with “drawings” Frankie had made, and tattoos. Frankie had forbidden him to get any that would cover the brandings on his neck, under his left nipple, in the center of his left, rear cheek, and in the crease of his right thigh-brow.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo placed the doubly-sterilized sounding rods on the towel on top of the cart. Then, Sayo quickly opened several of the cart’s drawers so Lorenzo could see what was in them. His eyes widened with each. Sayo nodded and put her index finger in front of her lips.

		

		“Very well. Let’s get this party started!”

		

		The two subs followed Frankie to an examination table, and Sayo adjusted the light.

		

		“That was to you, slave. Get your ass on the table.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Tim obeyed.

		

		Sayo took her place at the far end by Tim’s head.

		

		“Zo, I want you next to the cart so you can assist.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“What’s this?!” Frankie asked of Tim’s hard-on.

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am. I got excited when I saw the rods.”

		

		“Are you going to get rid of it or do I have to?”

		

		“I’ll try, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. You’ve got ninety seconds.”

		

		Lorenzo shot Sayo a questioning look but she was focused on Tim.

		

		“For insertion of these rods, Zo, the penis has to be soft,” Frankie explained, not seeing his look.

		

		Frankie continued to lecture clinically about the procedure, which educated Lorenzo and helped Tim become flaccid.

		

		Once it shrank, Frankie continued to talk to give the penis time to settle in place. Then, she selected the six-millimeter width rod.

		

		“I’ll need lube squirted all over the rod except for the flat tip, and some into his hole.” Frankie pinched Tim’s cockhead to open his pee hole.

		

		Lorenzo shuffled some items around and opened and closed drawers.

		

		“Whatever are you doing, Zo? The lube is on the tray.”

		

		“That’s surgical lube--”

		

		“Yes, that’s what we want. Sayo was supposed to have explained the procedure.” She glared at Sayo.

		

		“Everything is elevate to prevent infection,” Sayo said lamely.

		

		“Well, I can tell him. I’m just surprised he doesn’t know yet.”

		

		Tim noticed the rift but kept quiet, especially since the cold lube was trickling down his urethra.

		

		With a firm hand pinching his dick and the other on the flat end of the rod, Frankie made short order of inserting ten inches.

		

		From experience, Tim knew to lay still.

		

		Lorenzo was horrified and fascinated. He didn’t want to watch but couldn’t look away, and his abs clenched at what looked to be intensely painful.

		

		Tim, however, wasn’t fazed in the slightest.

		

		Frankie pushed and pulled the sound before lining up the J-hook with his prostate. Before swiping it, though, she stopped her movement.

		

		“Affix clothespins to his inner thighs, Lorenzo.”

		

		Zo opened the drawer and removed the pins. He glanced at Sayo, who mouthed “five”. Since it wasn’t an even number, he clipped five pins to Tim’s left thigh, ascending with each one.

		

		Tim’s stomach muscles rippled. Frankie warned him, “Uh-uh, you can’t move during any of this, pet.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I know it’s been a long while since we’ve had this fun but you should remember the rules.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Lorenzo, continue.”

		

		Zo repeated the process on the other thigh, and Tim fought to keep still.

		

		Frankie allowed time to adjust to the pain before asking, “Ready to step it up, pet?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What a good boy.”

		

		Keeping her gloved fingers firmly on the flat head of the sound and her eyes on Tim’s penis, the doctor ordered, “Nipple clamps.”

		

		Lorenzo opened another drawer and walked the clamps to Tim’s nipples. After receiving a slight nod from Sayo, he affixed them tightly.

		

		Since Lorenzo had joined Frankie’s harem, Tim’s playtime had dwindled. As such, he wasn’t as sharp. Normally, Frankie would ease him back into a pain session.

		

		Going straight to sounding followed by clothespins required effort to sustain. The added pain and pleasure of the clamps, though, made him shudder slightly.

		Frankie removed the sound.

		

		“What the fuck, slave?!” She tugged on the chain between his nipples, stretching them.

		

		His eyes glazed over with pleasure but he didn’t flinch. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“You’re the registered pain slut here. I need practice with sounding before I introduce it to a patient but I can’t do the extras on a newb to sounding. I’ve looked forward to this session, slave.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am. I can do better.”

		

		“I don’t know why you’re not, you’ve been seasoned. And you know there can be absolutely no movement while the sound is in.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Do you think you can lie still?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Do you want the sound back in?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m not done with the pain level.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Beg for the pain, slut.”

		

		“Please, ma’am. Please let me try again. I promise to work hard at not moving and endure all that you have prepared for me, ma’am. I’m honored to have been chosen and look forward to pleasing you, ma’am.”

		

		“Now THERE’s a proper beg! The two of you can learn from him.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Sayo and Lorenzo chorused.

		

		“More lube, Zo.”

		

		The sound was still shiny. Lorenzo glanced at Sayo with raised eyebrows, but she frowned back, indicating he should do as the doctor requested.

		

		Squeezing the surgical lubricant onto the sound, Lorenzo couldn’t help himself. “This stuff’s more expensive than the other lube. But I thought they were the same?”

		

		“Actually, they’re not. Because this is such a delicate area, it requires the utmost sterilization. Always. I always tend to my subs’ needs at the highest level.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” all three said.

		

		As Frankie talked, she reinserted the sound. After angling the J-hook at the pee hole, the sound practically sunk into Tim’s urethra.

		

		Despite the clothespins and nipple clamps, Tim felt only the pleasure.

		

		“The Wartenberg Pinwheel,” Frankie held out her gloved hand.

		

		As Lorenzo looked at Tim on the stainless steel exam table, with a metal chain between his nipples, clothespins, and the tip of a metal rod emerging from his penis, he inwardly cringed. When he transferred the stainless steel pinwheel to the doctor, Lorenzo thought he could be in Dr. Frankenstein’s laboratory.

		

		He had seen the pinwheel in action and was afraid. How would Tim be able to lie still?

		

		Frankie held the wheel above her sub’s head. “You ready, pet?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie gripped the tip of the sound between her index and thumb while the rest of her hand gripped his cock. With her other hand, she rolled the tool down Tim’s thigh with the barest of pressure.

		

		Since Tim was not ticklish, he had no reaction. He did, however, brace his core as she increased the pressure with each stroke.

		

		Frankie glanced between Tim’s face and cock, maintaining complete control of the session.

		

		Sayo watched stoically.

		

		Lorenzo, on the other hand, tried not to be a wreck, though he knew he wasn’t pulling it off. No matter, since the doctor wasn’t paying attention to him. He gripped the edges of the cart in order to prevent himself from either yelling out or stopping the scene.

		

		When Frankie caused the wheel to nibble Tim’s flesh, the sub exhaled loudly but maintained his position.

		

		Mixed in with the exhale was a moan.

		

		The doctor switched to his other leg and began the sequence from the start. The angle was more difficult, being the far leg, and she couldn’t get the same amount of pressure without compromising the sound.

		

		She moved back to his right leg, without warning, with the most pressure. Tim, however, was familiar with her change-ups, and his moan grew louder.

		

		“Sayo, take the Wartenberg and use it around his nipples.”

		

		The alpha sub was trained in, and had frequently performed, the sequence in the past. In fact, she was the only one whom Frankie trusted with sounding torture.

		

		Sayo lifted the chain and rolled the wheel under his nipples, mimicking Frankie’s increased pressure technique. Then, she circled each nipple.

		

		Soon, there was a trail of red dots on his chest that matched the ones on his thighs.

		

		“Pull,” Frankie said evenly.

		

		Sayo pulled on the chain, which tugged on his nipples, as she maximized the pressure.

		

		Direct contact with nipples was avoided during sounding. It was a risk even Frankie would not take.

		

		The combination of stimuli made it difficult for Tim, yet he endured.

		

		“Freeze.”

		

		Sayo held still while Frankie slowly turned the sound so that the J-curve was pointed toward Tim’s prostate.

		

		“Get ready,” she said to Sayo and Tim.

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” they both said.

		

		Frankie hesitated, and the tension was palpable.

		

		Lorenzo stopped breathing.

		

		Tim braced himself.

		

		Sayo waited resolutely.

		

		The second Frankie touched the sound to Tim’s prostate, she ordered, “Now!”

		

		Sayo pulled the chain and pressed a firm path with the pinwheel.

		

		“Lorenzo, clothespins off!”

		

		With each pair of pins he pulled, Frankie touched the prostate, and Sayo tugged harder.

		

		Four quick blasts of overloaded stimuli.

		

		Before the fifth and last set, Frankie ordered, “Wait!”

		

		Everyone froze, but Tim struggled.

		

		“On my command, you’ll both pull ‘em off.”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo nodded.

		

		Tim sucked in a breath and held it. There was a slight trembling in his knees.

		

		Frankie danced the sound against his prostate before she said, “Now!”

		

		Lorenzo pulled off the remaining clothespins.

		

		Sayo yanked off the nipple clamps.

		

		Frankie stroked the sound against Tim’s prostate.

		

		The pain of the removal crashed against the ecstasy of the sounding.

		

		Tim closed his eyes tightly and desperately tried to hang on, but his breathing was ragged.

		

		“What a good pet. Come for me now.”

		

		Instantly, cum dribbled down his cock.

		

		Frankie backed the J-hook from his prostate while maintaining her grip on the sound.

		

		When he was done spewing and became soft, she removed the metal rod and patted his stomach.

		

		“Very well. Make sure you clean him and all the instruments.”

		

		Frankie left.

		

		Sayo directed the cleaning and Lorenzo took her lead.

		

		The three finished in silence. Tim returned to the sub area while Sayo and Lorenzo returned to Frankie’s office.

		

		Aroused by the sounding torture session, Frankie ordered her two slaves to service her before lunch.

		

		* * * *

		

		During the next week, Frankie conducted three new consultations. One of them was a real sleep apnea patient, who was referred appropriately. The other two were typical middle-aged subs who received mouth guards and a packet of instructions. They would be brought back to begin their testing.

		

		She also met with her three previous patients during the day to discuss their progress.

		

		The first one was Stephanie.

		

		Deciding to test the air between them, Frankie had Sayo sit in on the visit. She was seated off to the side but in view of both the doctor and the patient.

		

		Stephanie had offered her progress chart to the doctor before sitting but Frankie refused it.

		

		“Instead of me reading it, Stephanie, I want you to tell me about your progress.”

		

		Stephanie glanced at Sayo, blushed and looked away.

		

		Sayo had a difficult time staring at the patient but knew Frankie was watching. Knowing her presence during the visit was a test, Sayo strove to maintain stoicism.

		

		Inside, however, she was torn between sympathy and duty. She had felt the same emotional dichotomy when she had watched Stephanie from the observation room.

		

		Being in her physical space, though, was far worse.

		

		Stephanie looked back to the doctor, opened her folder and took out a paper.

		

		“I, um, did as you instructed, Doctor. I started with the toys--”

		

		“What are they called?” Frankie interrupted.

		

		Frankie sensed some tension, which she sought to combat by being harsh.

		

		“Oh, um, pee--penis,” she shuddered and reddened while saying it.

		

		“And what do we call the toy?!”

		

		“Oh, um, a dildo?”

		

		“Very well. Continue.”

		

		Stephanie proceeded to explain her progress with deep-throating. And when Frankie ordered it, she proudly, but shyly, demonstrated on the middle dildo, putting in all five inches.

		

		“Use the six-incher.”

		

		When Stephanie got to the five-inch mark, Frankie demanded the patient push more in. Instead, the patient gagged and coughed.

		

		Sayo was unable to keep the pity out of her face. Seeing it, the doctor flew to Stephanie and shoved in the last inch.

		

		“Hold it in there!”

		

		Stephanie gagged and struggled but Frankie overpowered her.

		

		Sayo’s torso involuntarily leaned toward Stephanie, but she fought to remain seated.

		

		Frankie removed the dildo and Stephanie gulped for air.

		

		“For fuck’s sake, you’re fine. You have to be prepared for your lover’s excitement. He could thrust deeply at any moment, and you have to learn how to inhale quickly and open your throat.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie was tempted to force the seven-inch dildo into the patient’s mouth but something held her back. While she wasn’t entirely conscious of what Sayo’s movement had been, she was aware of an aura of compassion.

		

		It incensed the doctor. Had she analyzed it, though, she would’ve realized that she was afraid of what Sayo’s reaction would be to the larger dildo.

		

		Instead, Frankie resumed her seat and took a deep breath.

		

		“Very well. You’ve made some progress, at least. I think we both know what you still need to work on.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” Stephanie surreptitiously wiped a tear as Frankie returned to her seat.

		

		“Now tell me explicitly some of the porn clips you watched and how you reacted to them.”

		

		Again, Stephanie glanced at Sayo with the same results.

		

		Stephanie swallowed before she spoke. Frankie allowed her to speak, without interruption, for fifteen minutes. The doctor realized the longer the patient spoke, the more uncomfortable she became; and Sayo, too.

		

		Sometimes, the most effective torture was to do nothing.

		

		“Very well. You’re to continue this treatment and watch clips in the genres outside of romantic porn.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“The other thing I brought you in here for, Stephanie, was to discuss the financial arrangement of your continued treatment.”

		

		“Oh, um, I have insurance.”

		

		Every time Stephanie began to speak, she glanced at Sayo and then averted her eyes before talking to the doctor.

		

		As the appointment continued, it became more difficult for Sayo to remain stoic. She had never been a fan of the findom aspect of the clinic, and especially so with Stephanie.

		

		“Yes, but it only covers your first two appointments,” Frankie lied. “Insurance companies don’t recognize sleep therapy as a medical need. Therefore, in order to continue, you will need to pay for your treatment out-of-pocket.”

		

		“Oh.”

		

		“Each additional session will be billed at five hundred and twenty-five dollars.”

		

		Stephanie gasped. “But the first two were billed at only three hundred.”

		

		“Yes, the first two are generally less complicated; though your second one was anything but, to be honest.”

		

		Frankie gave Stephanie time to realize the discount she’d been given and to digest the payment situation.

		

		“I’m sure you can see from your limited treatment thus far that you’ve greatly improved, Stephanie.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m very pleased with your progress and am optimistic about your prognosis.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		“We’ll need to have intermittent office visits, like this one, to monitor your prescribed homework assignments. Because those are less complicated and require less time, they’re only billed at the rate of three hundred dollars.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Stephanie’s mind was reeling, and she stole glances at Sayo. It was the first time the two women had seen each other since the night when Sayo had masturbated Stephanie.

		

		Whenever Stephanie had thought of Sayo, she’d immediately thought of something else. But seeing her again opened the flood gates of emotion; both sexual and not.

		

		Sayo kept her eyes on Frankie, so Stephanie didn’t receive any guidance.

		

		“Normally I have my office staff discuss the numbers, but they tend to get bogged down in the mundaneness of it. And I didn’t think it would be a problem for you, Stephanie, am I right?”

		

		“Oh, um, yes, ma’am. I think so.”

		

		“I’ll copy your progress sheets so I can look them over in more detail, and give you back the originals to continue writing on.”

		

		Frankie purposefully left the pair in the room alone together and went to the observation room to watch. She thrust the folder at Lorenzo and told him to copy it.

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		The patient and alpha sub shared polite small talk but nothing more.

		

		At least, not from Frankie’s perspective.

		

		Nonverbally, however, the pair shared far more.

		

		Stephanie eyed Sayo’s neck, inquiring as to the pain level. Sayo answered in kind that she was fine. Sayo also tried to convey an apology for the findom arrangement but wasn’t sure that Stephanie understood her facial expressions.

		

		Frankie returned within a few minutes.

		

		It took effort from both Sayo and Stephanie to look away from the other as the door opened.

		

		“Very well. You may pay on your way out.” Frankie handed the folder back to Stephanie. “Continue with the prescription, Stephanie. I expect to see even greater improvement when we see you for your next session.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Stephanie walked out of the office and mechanically paid before she went home. She didn’t process the office visit beyond the necessity to practice and progress more.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden and Cliff were purposefully scheduled at the same time so they could see each other in the waiting room again.

		

		When Sayo called Braden back, Cliff rose in a huff, informing her of his appointment time and that he’d taken time off from work.

		

		The interaction had been staged. Cliff asserted his dominance, and Braden got to witness it.

		

		As Sayo took Braden to Frankie, Lorenzo entered the waiting room to smooth things over. As predicted, Cliff’s ire disappeared in the presence of Zo.

		

		To appease him, and tease him, Lorenzo led Cliff to an exam room and took his vital signs. He also talked about the homework in a general sense as well as basic small talk.

		

		Meanwhile, Frankie met with Braden in her office.

		

		“You should be feeling a lot more rested in the mornings with the mouth guard use, Braden.”

		

		“I guess I am,” Braden answered, though the doctor hadn’t asked a question.

		

		“Very well. Tell me about your celibacy, Braden.”

		

		“Oh, I guess,” he looked away, “pretty good, I guess.”

		

		“Pretty good isn’t really the type of answer I expect to hear, Braden. It leads me to believe your celibacy has been anything other than that. But I’ll come back to that in a moment. Have you continued to shave?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. That was another test, Braden. I purposefully didn’t tell you to keep it up to see what you’d do. You’ve passed that test.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Since you can be called back at any time we have an opening, it’s important that you keep it smooth.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What would you like to tell me about your celibacy, Braden?”

		

		“I guess, um. It’s been difficult to get to sleep at night without... you know.”

		

		“I do know, but that’s not what I’m asking about.”

		

		Her stare made him fearful. He knew she would find out. Sometimes, though, with Wendy, he was able to avoid arguments by simply maintaining silence.

		

		Frankie didn’t have twins to steal her focus, though.

		

		Braden cleared his throat. “So, um, heh, a funny thing happened.”

		

		He waited for Frankie to smile. When she didn’t, he continued. “Um, so I guess Wendy--my wife--is rather attracted to the new look.”

		

		Without any reaction or comment from the doctor, Braden took a breath and fidgeted in his chair. When he glanced up, she was glaring at him.

		

		“Um, yeah. She’s been finding ways to get at it to, you know, touch it and stuff.”

		

		“You were under strict orders not to play with it, Braden Spath.”

		

		“Yeah, I know, and I told her that.”

		

		“But?”

		

		“I dunno.”

		

		Frankie did, though. Given Braden’s history, it was assumed Wendy was a closet domme. Meaning, she controlled her husband in everything but sex. For someone in charge, being told she’s forbidden from doing something will make her want to do it; even if she never had any interest in doing so to begin with.

		

		Such is human nature.

		

		Frankie made Braden explain all of the encounters up to and including the botched blow job.

		

		“Did you ejaculate?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		She glared at him until he looked away.

		

		Then he added, “It was painful, ma’am.”

		

		“Well, you put yourself in that situation, Braden, by allowing Wendy to get you that excited.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“It’s essential for your testing that you remain celibate.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry.”

		

		“Very well. I take it you chatted with accounting and they’ve explained the payment schedule?”

		

		“Um, yeah, but they didn’t say there’d be this visit or how much it would be.”

		

		“Thank you for telling me. I’ll have to talk with them. The office visits are progress checks in between therapy sessions. They’re billed differently; this one’s only two hundred today.”

		

		Frankie had a sliding scale based on how much she sensed she could squeeze people for. Stephanie was a complete sub who had money and lived alone with no dependents. Braden, on the other hand, had twins and a domineering wife who expected a certain amount of extra funds.

		

		The doctor would charge more for his sessions as she knew he would do anything for the experience and find any way to pay for them. The office visits, however, were less appealing. Even though he, too, was one hundred percent sub, his funds would only go so far.

		

		“Oh, I guess that’s okay.”

		

		“You may pay on your way out. Remember to stay smooth and celibate, Braden.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		To keep up the appearance of a doctor/patient relationship and to make Cliff feel more comfortable, Frankie remained in her chair behind the desk.

		

		“How are you coming along with the mouth guard, Cliff? Any relief?”

		

		“I’m not sure, to be honest. Since I’ve...” he cleared his throat, “moved into the guest room, I don’t have my beautiful wife to tell me how I slept.” He smiled.

		

		“Very well. It’s something we can check at your next therapy session. Tell me about your porn watching.”

		

		“Well, I’ve done as you’ve prescribed, Doctor.”

		

		“Without incident?”

		

		“Well, I quickly learned to put a pair of headphones in the guest bedroom so no one can overhear.”

		

		“Very clever thinking, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff beamed at her praise.

		

		“Tell me about the most memorable clip you watched, and why.”

		

		Cliff told her about a romantic gay date that ended with the two men lovingly embraced in each other’s arms with a sensual homosexual union.

		

		“And why was that memorable?”

		

		“Because I wasn’t affected. I watched the whole clip.”

		

		“No erection?”

		

		“Only very briefly. At the end.”

		

		Frankie figured the end was the only point that Cliff had realized he was hard.

		

		“So why does this one stand out to you, then?”

		

		“Because I think it means I’m not as bad off as I originally thought.”

		

		“Am I correct in assuming that you’ve only been watching romantic, gay porn, then?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“So you haven’t followed my prescription, Cliff, because there are a plethora of scenes you were to have watched.”

		

		Cliff looked away and grabbed his fingers across his large belly.

		

		“I created the handbook after years of experience in this very field, Cliff.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“If watching romantic, gay porn was a cure for homosexuality, there wouldn’t be a need for a handbook or office visits or therapy sessions.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Unfortunately, you’re not the only one to think this way.” She sighed. “I just thought you were better than the rest, Cliff. You had such a strong desire to be cured...”

		

		“Oh, I do, Doctor. I absolutely do! I apologize. Please, I’ll follow the prescription to the letter.”

		

		He was afraid she would fire him as a patient.

		

		“Very well. But every time you go outside of the prescribed therapy, you set yourself back.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“You may pay on your way out. I think we just had a cancellation this morning, so we may be able to get you in next week. It’s imperative that you do the homework before then, though.”

		

		“I will!”

		

		* * * *

		

		The following week, Cliff and Stephanie were in the waiting room. Neither had anything in common and selected seats opposite each other.

		

		It was expected but Frankie liked to provide every opportunity for latent tendencies to emerge.

		

		Sayo went into the waiting room for Cliff but her eyes rested on Stephanie. The women shared another sensual conversation without speaking.

		

		“I was here first,” Cliff asserted in an attempt to see Lorenzo again.

		

		“Yes,” Sayo dragged her eyes to him. “I come fo’ you, Me’stuh Ba’kuh.”

		

		Cliff heaved himself off his chair, pleased to be going first yet disappointed not to see Lorenzo.

		

		Stephanie watched Sayo, who glanced at her before shutting the door.

		

		Shortly thereafter, Lorenzo escorted Stephanie to her same room. Since she knew part of the evening would be demonstrating her progress, being in Lorenzo’s presence made her flush with anticipation.

		

		As she got changed, she wondered why Christopher hadn’t been in the waiting room.

		

		* * * *

		

		After leaving Stephanie, Lorenzo walked back to the waiting room for Christopher, who had been told to arrive fifteen minutes after the other two. Frankie hadn’t wanted Christopher and Cliff to see each other. Zo took him to his regular room.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo walked into the observation room. “Cliff is changing.”

		

		“So are Stephanie and Christopher.”

		

		“Ma’am?” they said together.

		

		“Isn’t she supposed to be here?” Lorenzo asked Sayo.

		

		“Yes.” She scanned the monitors but didn’t find the doctor.

		

		“Bathroom, probably?” Zo offered.

		

		“Mmm.” Sayo watched Stephanie.

		

		“You got a thing for her, huh?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“What is it about her?” He ignored her denial.

		

		“Hmm?”

		

		The silence made her turn. He was staring at her with a sly grin.

		

		“No, I don’t!”

		

		She went back to the kitchen area and pretended to be busy.

		

		Frankie walked in. “How are the patients?”

		

		“All three are getting ready,” Lorenzo answered.

		

		Sayo approached, concerned about Frankie’s absence. The doctor looked okay but it was uncharacteristic of her to not be in the observation room.

		

		“Would you like some tea, ma’am?”

		

		“Of course not! We have a few adventures tonight!” Frankie sat in her chair but moved a bit slowly.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Which one do you want to do first?”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo exchanged a glance, not knowing to whom the doctor spoke.

		

		Before either could speak, Frankie spoke again. “Oh, Stephanie. She’s a two-parter, so we have to start with her. That’s right.”

		

		Lorenzo, seated next to Frankie, was about to speak but Sayo put her arm on his shoulder, preventing him. He heeded her warning and remained silent.

		

		“Very well. You set, Zo?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Get set up in Christopher’s room.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie pulled the stool next to Stephanie’s bed, opened her chart and asked her some questions about her homework. She had the patient demonstrate her progress with the dildo, and Stephanie got the six-incher all the way down.

		

		“Very well, I see you’ve made progress. You’ll demonstrate it on our live cocks in the next room, of course. And you’ll incorporate the second part of your homework as you do so.”

		

		Stephanie cocked her head, and Frankie told her, “You’ll see.”

		

		When they entered Christopher’s room, Lorenzo was standing in his scrub shirt only with his cock half-erect. Christopher, on the other hand, was fully clothed and on the other side of the bed.

		

		“Why aren’t you ready, Christopher?”

		

		Lorenzo answered for the patient. “He didn’t want to stand next to me exposed, not knowing how long it’d take you to get here.”

		

		“Is that so, Christopher?”

		

		“Yeah. I seen the way he looked--”

		

		“Enough! You’re here for a reason. Do you need to be reminded of exactly why, Christopher?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Then get into the position Lorenzo has instructed you to be in.”

		

		Stephanie cowered behind the doctor. She didn’t like any kind of confrontation. Plus, she was nervous about what her testing would entail when combined with her other homework.

		

		As Christopher removed his pajama bottoms and stood next to Lorenzo, Frankie ordered, “Completely naked tonight, gentlemen.”

		

		Lorenzo immediately pulled his top over his back and tossed it onto his scrubs.

		

		Christopher looked at Lorenzo’s chiseled physique then glanced back at Frankie, who was frowning at him. Deciding not to argue, he removed his shirt also.

		

		Frankie pushed the stool to the head of the bed and motioned for Stephanie to sit.

		

		“As you know, gentlemen, you’re here to grade the patient’s oral skill progress. You’ll be asked to comment and critique her ability to deep-throat as well as her memory of how to please each of you specifically.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Christopher grunted.

		

		“Stephanie, you’ll start with Christopher again.”

		

		She glanced at the doctor and nodded slightly. Then, she tentatively reached for Christopher’s cock. When he responded with an exasperated sigh, she quickly gripped him tighter.

		

		Stephanie was given an open time frame to perform on both men. As both of them were larger than six inches, she wasn’t able to fit their cocks completely inside but she demonstrated good progress.

		

		Since her skill increased, Christopher had a more difficult time standing still and was admonished several times. Frankie had to resort to a whip, which she was able to wield from her seated position.

		

		Stephanie popped Lorenzo out of her mouth and looked at Frankie, indicating she was finished with the test.

		

		“Very well. Christopher, get her a glass of water after all that work.”

		

		Christopher glanced at Lorenzo--who kept his head down--considered complaining and, instead, went to the bathroom.

		

		“It looked like an improvement from my perspective, but let’s hear from our subjects. Christopher?”

		

		Christopher agreed that there was improvement but spent more time discussing his preferred nuances that were missing.

		

		Lorenzo, on the other hand, was complimentary with everything, except for pointing out a few teeth touches. He ended with, “I’m sure that with a bit more practice, she’ll be able to take us both down easily.”

		

		Stephanie blanched, and Christopher glared at him.

		

		“I... I meant our size. Not together.”

		

		“Very well. It seems that your homework has shown great progress, Stephanie. I’m going to have the men provide more instruction on their individual likes; and this time, we’ll talk about incorporating your hands into a blow job, Stephanie.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Christopher started, and guided her hands to demonstrate what she should do and with what pressure.

		

		To Stephanie, it felt awkward to have her hand manipulated in such a manner, but she said nothing. She was surprised by how hard he had her squeeze his balls and tried to remember it when she got to practice.

		

		Lorenzo directed her with words, then said “harder” or “softer” so she could get the feel for it better.

		

		“Are we allowed to say whatever we want, Dr. Doram?”

		

		“Of course, Lorenzo. This is an exercise for Stephanie to get to know the tastes and pleasures of different men.”

		

		“In that case, I like to have my back door played with during a blow job.” He said it half to Frankie and half to Stephanie.

		

		While the sentiment was true, it had been Frankie who had told him to mention it, including the pre-asked question.

		

		After he said it, Christopher turned toward Zo. Christopher didn’t say anything, and Zo didn’t look at him.

		

		Stephanie looked helplessly toward Frankie, who knew what the problem was but made her suffer.

		

		“You heard him. Do it.”

		

		“Oh, um, I--yes, I did hear him. But I don’t...”

		

		Lorenzo fought the urge to help the confused lady. He’d been forewarned not to.

		

		“You don’t what, Stephanie?”

		

		“I don’t know what ‘back door’ is,” she whispered.

		

		Frankie suppressed a smirk. “Don’t tell me, tell the man in front of you. This goes along with learning to be a good lover, Stephanie. I won’t be with you in every sexual encounter you have, Stephanie,” she started into a camera to pierce Sayo’s observing self, “and you need to learn how to communicate with your lover. Otherwise, you won’t be satisfied.”

		

		Stephanie looked at Lorenzo with her eyebrows up hoping he’d assist. When he remained silent, she muttered, “What do you mean by ‘back door’, sir?”

		

		Christopher scoffed at her referring to Lorenzo as “sir” and chuckled at her ignorance.

		

		“She’s learning here, Christopher. Your type of behavior is not helping.”

		

		He coughed.

		

		“‘Back door’ refers to your rear end, butt or ass, Stephanie. I enjoy mine played with during blow jobs.”

		

		Stephanie still looked confused, and Lorenzo couldn’t wait for her to ask.

		

		“Pinch or squeeze my ass. Slide a finger in my crack and rub back and forth. I even enjoy a finger inserted into my asshole, though that’s usually done with gloves or short nails.”

		

		It wasn’t something Stephanie had ever heard of, and she didn’t think that Lorenzo was gay. She didn’t want to do anything with Lorenzo’s ass but knew she’d have to. Instead, she tried to concentrate on the smoothness of his cock and how gentle of an instructor he was.

		

		Christopher watched.

		

		Lorenzo was more vocal with his pleasure--also per Frankie’s orders--and he clenched his buttocks for Christopher’s benefit.

		

		Frankie’s focus was on Christopher’s cock, which involuntarily twitched as he watched.

		

		Seeing what she needed, she told Stephanie to stop.

		

		“Very well. Let’s have our patient perform a blow job without your assistance. Hold any comment until I call time.”

		

		She again didn’t set a time on purpose.

		

		Turning back to Christopher, Stephanie licked and teased his cockhead before gripping his shaft and sucking.

		

		After all the focused excitement and attention, Christopher’s cock was dark red and pulsating.

		

		Stephanie’s tongue bumped over his veins.

		

		When Christopher arched his neck and closed his eyes, Frankie spoke. “Do you want to have Stephanie do what she just learned for Lorenzo?”

		

		“Mmngph.”

		

		“Since he can’t seem to communicate properly, it’s assumed he’s saying his agreement. Stephanie, practice again what you just learned.”

		

		Christopher heard the words but wasn’t able to correct Frankie’s perception before Stephanie carried out her directive.

		

		Stephanie squeezed his ass and rubbed it.

		

		Christopher’s eyes remained closed and his hips began to rock.

		

		While sucking him the way he liked, Stephanie inserted her index finger into Christopher’s crack and began to saw, applying pressure to the puckered opening.

		

		Her actions catapulted him to a new level of arousal where he would’ve agreed to anything.

		

		Or almost anything.

		

		When she pressed her fingerprint against the tiny hole, the way Lorenzo had taught her, Cliff snapped out of his reverie.

		

		He clutched her wrist and flung it backwards, causing her to fall onto her back.

		

		“What the goddamn fuck?!”

		

		Stephanie quickly looked at Frankie, who was focused on Christopher.

		

		“Very well. Lorenzo, take Stephanie back to her room.”

		

		Lorenzo helped Stephanie to her feet, on the other side of the bed, and led her to the room next door.

		

		He left his clothes in the room, per the script.

		

		Frankie watched the pair leave, giving Christopher a chance to cool down. It was a dangerous situation, knowing how he had reacted to her bisexual comment during his last visit.

		

		On top of everything, however, he was sporting a throbbing hard-on, which had been about to burst.

		

		Christopher was righteously indignant until he looked at Frankie. Her disapproval was obvious despite her not facing him. While he felt well within his right to have reacted the way he did, he began to second-guess himself.

		

		As he thought about it, his rage dissipated but his cock remained over half-mast.

		

		Feeling Christopher’s eyes on her, Frankie turned her head slowly in his direction once the door had shut completely.

		

		He looked away.

		

		“Get dressed and pack your things. When I’m done with Stephanie, I’ll have Lorenzo bring you to my office.”

		

		“But--”

		

		Frankie stood and walked to the door.

		

		“You’re just gonna leave me like this?!” he gestured to his cock.

		

		“Zo will be back in a few minutes, Christopher. And he’ll be naked.”

		

		She eyed his clothes on the floor.

		

		“Should you wish him to relieve you of your problem, he will. I’ll instruct him as such.”

		

		She left.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie entered Stephanie’s room, where Lorenzo was waiting, as instructed.

		

		“I’m sorry...” Stephanie began.

		

		Lorenzo turned his palms up and shrugged toward the patient, indicating that the patient been distraught since returning to her room.

		

		“Tell me what you’re apologizing for, Stephanie.”

		

		“I... I... I obviously did something terribly wrong in order to make him react as violently as he did.”

		

		Her eyes were red and teary, and her face and neck were blotchy.

		

		Lorenzo was concerned and upset.

		

		Frankie was irritated. She couldn’t stand whiny, clueless, middle-aged vanillas.

		

		Knowing Stephanie was a high-ticket item, however, the doctor sucked down a growl. It sounded like she was choking, and Lorenzo moved to pat her back.

		

		“I’m fine!” she swatted his hand, allowing some of her irritation to escape.

		

		Lorenzo took a step back and waited.

		

		Frankie needed to balance the fine line between reassuring Stephanie and maintaining the patient’s submission.

		

		“Stephanie,” she began but paused for the patient to look at her, “you were following orders. My orders. Which were given to you as a means of furthering your instruction. If I were displeased with you, I would tell you.”

		

		She nodded with her eyebrows raised, and Stephanie nodded her agreement.

		

		“This is a good learning situation. I’ve tried to create in a laboratory environment a place where you could practice what you’ve learned in a kind of bubble. However, life is not lived in a bubble, is it?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. You can’t expect people to react to things based on readings from a textbook or viewing hours of pornography. People’s reactions are involuntary. Christopher’s reaction was involuntary... one that he feels very badly about.”

		

		Lorenzo looked at Frankie in disbelief. She felt his stare but kept her focus on the patient. Stephanie’s focus was on Frankie and didn’t see Lorenzo’s reaction.

		

		“It’s not in his nature to become as physical as he was. He asked me to apologize to you.”

		

		“Oh, well...”

		

		“You don’t need to respond. But you do need to realize that not all men enjoy having their back doors played with.”

		

		“But I thought--”

		

		“If you remember, he didn’t give an identifiable answer. Normally, a man will emphatically decline ass-play, regardless of his state of euphoria. Hearing none, I assumed he wanted it.”

		

		Frankie paused to let Stephanie calm down. The doctor also stole a glance at Lorenzo, who smiled back in understanding.

		

		They both knew Christopher had wanted that play and had resisted his latent desires.

		

		“You have to learn how to put together the things you’ve been taught and listen to your lover’s body language. That will come with more practice.”

		

		Stephanie smiled at her optimism.

		

		“You have to remember, too, that Christopher isn’t trained like Zo here. He’s just an ordinary guy. So in that way, it’s good that Christopher behaved the way he did because it provided another real-life lesson.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“In the meantime, though, you worked up our poor Lorenzo here to such a state, and then left him unfinished.”

		

		Stephanie glanced at Zo, who had hardened at Frankie’s comment.

		

		“I’m sorry, sir.”

		

		“It’s time to put this in the past and concentrate on the future. Show me how you’ve incorporated all your learnings from tonight into the best blow job you’ve ever given Lorenzo.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Stephanie shakily moved into position on the end of the bed, and Lorenzo walked in front of her. Frankie remained on the stool at the foot of the bed and pretended to take notes in the chart.

		

		Frankie, completely bored, zoned out and didn’t hear Zo’s begging.

		

		“Ma’am?”

		

		“Hmm?”

		

		“Is it all right to... I have to...”

		

		Frankie focused on the scene. Stephanie was looking sideways with her mouth on Lorenzo’s cock. Lorenzo was thrusting, his eyes pleading with her.

		

		“She’s the one leading this, Zo; you have to ask her.”

		

		“Please--”

		

		“Yes!” Stephanie cut him off, eager to help him out.

		

		“But inside. She has to learn how to swallow.”

		

		As soon as Stephanie put her lips back on Lorenzo, he exploded. She gagged but managed to keep hold of his cock. Then, she forced the load down.

		

		Lorenzo released his hold in her hair and stepped back. Stephanie wiped a few tears from her eyes while trembling, and smiled at Frankie.

		

		“How did that feel?”

		

		Both of them looked at the doctor, not knowing to whom she spoke. Seeing her eyes on Stephanie, Lorenzo kept quiet.

		

		“Oh, um, I think it went better than last time?” She glanced at Lorenzo, who nodded.

		

		“Very well. You try to get some sleep. I’ll be back later to introduce some toys to you. Don’t worry about the electrodes; those are just for the analysis. We’ll monitor you with the cameras. Come, Zo.”

		

		In the hallway, Frankie pointed to Christopher’s door before she walked to her office.

		

		Lorenzo nodded at her, waited for her to walk past, and then opened the door.

		

		* * * *

		

		As instructed, Lorenzo, naked, shut the door behind him and waited to be acknowledged by Christopher. He didn’t cover his privates.

		

		Christopher was on his bed, fully clothed, facing the door.

		

		“Whaddya think you’re doin’?”

		

		“Waiting for your instruction, sir.”

		

		“She told you?”

		

		“Yes, sir.”

		

		“I told her I didn’t want no faggot suckin’ my cock.”

		

		“My orders, sir, are to await your desire.”

		

		“I just told you--”

		

		“With all due respect, sir, you told me what you told Dr. Doram. My orders are to hear your desires from yourself. Sir.”

		

		“So you’re just gonna stand there with your dick out until I say somethin’?”

		

		“Those are my orders, sir.”

		

		“And if I said I wanted you to suck my cock, you’d just waltz right over here, drop to your knees and suck me off?”

		

		“If that’s what you told me to do, sir.”

		

		Christopher shifted on the bed. “So you are a faggot.”

		

		“No, sir.”

		

		“Well, neither am I. Get your fuckin’ clothes on, fag-boy.”

		

		“As you wish, sir.”

		

		When he was clothed, Lorenzo walked Christopher to Frankie’s office.

		

		* * * *

		

		Christopher saw the doctor on the edge of her desk and he scoffed to himself. She thinks she’s such hot shit. I’m sick of this.

		

		Frankie was engrossed in his chart and pretended like she didn’t hear him come in. She let him sulk until he coughed.

		

		“Oh, I didn’t realize you’d come in.”

		

		He looked at her with disdain.

		

		“Did you get taken care of?”

		

		She already knew the answer. Lorenzo was supposed to accidentally slam the door if he had.

		

		“I already told ya, I’m not gay.”

		

		“You don’t have to be gay to get your cock sucked by a guy. But I’ll move on, because I don’t have time.”

		

		Frankie looked him straight in the eye. “I can’t use you anymore tonight because Stephanie’s shaken up. I trust you realize that your actions were borderline criminal.”

		

		“I didn’t--”

		

		“As I said, I don’t have time tonight, Christopher. Go home and think about things. You’ll see that it’s entirely your fault. No matter your analysis, you didn’t answer, and she was told to move forward because of it. Period. You’ll have to pay cash for the full amount of the session tonight because your performance didn’t amount to anything.”

		

		“You’ve gotta be--”

		

		Frankie held up her hand and Christopher automatically stopped. Her controlled demeanor and clipped speech made him nervous. Whatever bravado he had entered the room with had quickly evaporated.

		

		“If you continue to physically abuse my patients, Christopher, I’ll simply bill you for the remainder of what you owe me and we’ll part ways.”

		

		Christopher was paying off a debt, half in cash and half in performance, since Frankie hadn’t called the cops when he had taken Sayo by force.

		

		His sessions were billed at a thousand dollars, given his assets. Plus, Frankie knew Christopher enjoyed training subs.

		

		“As I said,” Frankie began again, “I’m busy. You may go.”

		

		“What about the rest of the trainin’ with her?”

		

		Frankie glared at him until he said, “Stephanie, I mean.”

		

		“That’s no longer your concern tonight, Christopher.”

		

		He wanted to run out but he couldn’t get the message to his feet. “Is she okay?” He rubbed a non-existent spot on his jeans.

		

		“She’ll be fine but she can’t have any other contact with you for now.”

		

		“I didn’t mean to hurt her.”

		

		“I know you didn’t. I need to return to my patients now, Christopher.” She looked at the door.

		

		Reluctantly, he walked toward the door.

		

		“I’m not gay,” he said quietly.

		

		“So you’ve said, Christopher.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie walked into the observation room, plopped into a chair and put her head in her hands. “I don’t think it’s worth it to push it with Christopher,” she mumbled into the desk.

		

		“I almost got him to ask me,” Lorenzo said. “I feel like he’s really close, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m sure he is,” she sat up and ran her hands through her hair, “but what’s the point of pushing so hard? He’s serving a purpose with Stephanie, and I can use him for yesterday’s new intake, too. And any others who come along. He’s actually pretty useful, and I like the dynamic contrast between he and you.”

		

		Lorenzo nodded, seeing her mind was made up. He glanced at Sayo, but she was looking away.

		

		“Lorenzo, keep an eye on Stephanie. I want a summary of what she does in our absence.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Sayo, do you have the cart ready to go?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Let’s go.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Cliff Baker had been staring at the wall, anxiously awaiting his first “treatment”. When he heard the doorknob, he grabbed his bible, forgetting the room was monitored.

		

		Sayo wheeled the cart to the end of the bed and Frankie walked slowly behind her.

		

		“I thought you had all the equipment you needed in the exam rooms,” Cliff spoke to make noise.

		Frankie stared at him pointedly as if to say she saw no reason to answer.

		

		“Do you think this’ll work, Doctor?”

		

		“I honestly don’t know, Cliff. Your test results are all over the place. We may need to try several things before something takes.”

		

		The answer silenced him. He would’ve preferred an optimistic lie to the ominous truth.

		

		Sayo set about unwrapping the sounds and laying them on the towel.

		

		“I want everything disinfected, Sayo.”

		

		“I disinfect befo’ putting sound on wagon and coming in, Doc’tuh.”

		

		“That’s not something I can verify, and this procedure is extremely delicate. I don’t want the possibility of anything going wrong.”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Cliff watched Sayo place the sounds in a boiling pot on the counter.

		

		“Delicate how?”

		

		“With this procedure, I think the less the patient knows, the better relaxed he will be.”

		

		“The not knowing is stressing me out, Doctor.”

		

		“Very well. The test I will be doing shortly is called sounding. It’s where I take a Van Buren Urethral Sound and insert it into your urethra. It requires you to be absolutely still for the duration of the test, so we’re--”

		

		“My urethra...”

		

		“Is accessed through your penis, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff gasped.

		

		“But it’s for later. It’ll take a bit to sterilize the sounds. First, I’d like to start with a more conventional test. I’ll need you naked for it.”

		

		After he heaved himself from the bed, Cliff removed his clothes in front of the medical staff.

		

		Frankie waited until he was repositioned on his back to get out the leather restraints.

		“What in tarnation--”

		

		“These are to help you remain still. They’re not required for the first test but securing you now will reduce your anxiety during the next test.”

		

		Cliff was skeptical but allowed her to proceed.

		

		Frankie made a display of putting on surgical gloves.

		

		“I thought you said you weren’t going to do the sterilization test first.”

		

		“I’m not but these tests are just as important, and I don’t want any other stimulus to interfere with the results.”

		

		She picked up a utensil and Cliff’s eyes widened.

		

		“This is a Wartenberg Neurowheel, and it’s used to test nerve reactions. Are you ready?”

		

		“What do I do?”

		

		“I’m going to move this around your body, and you simply react. Your reactions should be involuntary, though, so don’t filter anything. I can’t tell you what I’m looking for because that would alter the results.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Frankie ran the wheel up Cliff’s legs at minimal pressure and spouted medical jargon to Sayo, who took notes. She increased the pressure until Cliff reacted.

		

		“That’s a bit uncomfortable.”

		

		Frankie pressed harder and droplets of blood dotted the trail. Instead of writhing and/or screaming in pain, Cliff’s stomach jiggled, and he moaned.

		

		“Patient erection at height of neurowheel pressure.”

		

		Cliff was embarrassed by his erection in the presence of two females, though he reminded himself that they were medical professionals. He must withstand the treatment in order to obtain the cure.

		

		Frankie moved to Cliff’s midsection and raised her hand.

		

		“You’re not going to put that thing down there, are you?”

		

		Though he said it with fear in his voice, his cock twitched at the notion, belying his arousal.

		Frankie ignored the question and rolled the wheel across his immense belly, gradually increasing the pressure.

		

		Again, Cliff showed no reaction until the spikes dug into his flesh. When it did, his cock pulsed and leaked.

		

		“Penile movement and seminal fluid present.”

		

		Frankie circled his nipples, beginning with a higher level of pressure, and ended with extreme pressure while dragging the wheel in a line from side to side, over his man-boobs and nipples.

		

		“Ahhh!” Cliff cried out, his belly clenched, and he came.

		

		“Pleasure sensor heightened over mammary glands to point of ejaculation.”

		

		“I’m... I’m sorry,” he murmured.

		

		“Nothing to be sorry for, Cliff. I wanted an unfiltered response, and you gave it to me.”

		

		“What does it mean?”

		

		“Well, we’ll have to do the sounding test. It seems as though your neurons are firing differently than most other people’s do. Meaning, you have some crossed wires as to your pain and pleasure sensory perceptions.”

		

		“And that’s why I’ve been having those... dreams?”

		

		“There’s a strong indication for that, yes. Sayo, is everything ready?”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		“The sounding requires complete stillness because it could have negative effects. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“I’m going to start slow and see if I can increase it. This is not a competition, though. If you feel the need to move or have any discomfort, you need to tell me immediately.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Knowing the best fit for a sound should be the diameter of the pee hole and anything smaller or greater can cause intense pain, Frankie purposefully selected a smaller-sized sound.

		

		“Surgical lubricant, Sayo.”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Frankie pinched the tip of Cliff’s cockhead, creating a circle for the opening. “And in here.”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Cliff felt the cold liquid slide down his urethra. The sound looked huge, and he was nervous of the placement.

		

		“Are you hanging in there, Cliff?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Remember, keep still. Since you’ve already ejaculated, the insertion should be relatively easy.” Cliff nodded. “We would’ve had to get you flaccid had you not ejaculated, so it’s fine.” Cliff nodded again.

		

		Frankie held up the J-hook and exaggeratedly peered at it to get the right angle.

		

		Cliff stared at it as if he were approaching the top of a roller coaster.

		

		Dipping the tip of the hook into Cliff’s pee hole should have produced discomfort.

		

		There was no reaction.

		

		Frankie pushed the sound further. As it reached the halfway point, Cliff held up a hand, and she paused.

		

		“It... I can’t...”

		

		“You were doing so well, Cliff. What happened?”

		

		“I--I--I’ve been holding it in, trying to get the best results, Doctor.” He spoke in a staccato and his hand shook.

		

		“Just relax, Cliff. It’s more important that you communicate with me and lie still than it is to withstand pain. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes. Doctor.”

		

		“I’m going to hold right here until you get used to it.”

		

		Cliff nodded.

		

		Within a few minutes, his breathing regulated and his hand stopped shaking.

		

		Frankie pushed the sound all the way in, and Cliff sighed.

		

		“How are you doing?”

		

		“Good.”

		

		“Very well.” She raised her voice, “This NEXT part’s trickier. Whatever you do, don’t move.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Lorenzo had been waiting outside the exam room for Frankie’s signal. He entered as Frankie was twisting the sound.

		

		As she pushed the metal rod against Cliff’s prostate, Lorenzo approached the bed.

		

		Cliff was face-to-face with Lorenzo as the sound touched his P-spot, and he came.

		

		“Lorenzo, OUT!”

		

		Frankie anticipated Cliff’s reaction and had held his shaft and the sound more firmly. Luckily, his girth kept him steady. She stroked his prostate gently until Cliff sighed and his hand fell off the bed.

		

		Then, she perfunctorily removed the sound and the restraints before she pulled the sheet over the patient.

		

		“Sayo, take these back and clean them thoroughly.”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Frankie removed her gloves and threw them away. Cliff anxiously waited for her to speak, but she didn’t.

		

		“Do you think it worked, Doctor?”

		

		“I know it did not, Cliff. Get some rest; we’ll talk in the morning.”

		

		* * * *

		

		When Sayo returned to the observation room, after taking care of the toys, Lorenzo was eager to talk.

		

		“Do you think Cliff was that still because of the restraints or what?”

		

		“No. You saw Tim earlier. He’s a veteran at sounding and even he had trouble keeping still.”

		Lorenzo was even more impressed with Tim, who hadn’t been restrained.

		

		He looked around the observation room and scanned the monitors. “Where is she? She should’ve been in here by now.”

		

		“She’s in the bathroom,” Sayo stated.

		

		“How do you know?”

		

		Sayo swiveled her chair toward Lorenzo. They’d become close recently, and she didn’t see the harm in telling him. “She’s getting sick.”

		

		“Sick like what? A cold or a disease?”

		

		“A cold.”

		

		“How do you--” he stopped himself. Sayo and Frankie had been together for over twenty years. She would know when the doctor was taken ill.

		

		The door to the observation room opened.

		

		“Well, my pets, that went smoothly!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” they said.

		

		“Zo, that was absolutely perfect timing!”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Did you see his face as I left his room?”

		

		“Shock, ma’am,” Sayo replied.

		

		“Utter shock. And horror! He won’t be sleeping for a long time,” she grinned.

		

		“That was strange how he just took it.”

		

		“Yes, he’s a pain slut, all right.” She turned to Lorenzo. “I want an account of everything out of the ordinary that he does, Zo.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“It’s time for some fun with your virgin,” Frankie said to Sayo.

		

		Sayo winced inside but said nothing.

		

		“You love demonstrating toys to the innocent and repressed, sub. Too bad you have to watch this one.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie opened her mouth to add another comment but didn’t speak. She sat with her mouth open for a while and her back to Zo.

		

		“Are you okay, ma’am?” Lorenzo asked.

		

		Sayo looked at Frankie then shook her head slightly at Zo, indicating there was nothing to worry about.

		

		Several moments later, Frankie let out a long and loud sneeze.

		

		“Bless you, ma’am,” Sayo and Lorenzo said.

		

		“Oh, man. I don’t know where that came from! Okay. I’m off to play with the patient. You know what to do.”

		

		When the door closed, Sayo twisted her chair to face the monitors.

		

		“Should I be scared?” Lorenzo asked.

		

		“About what?”

		

		“Did you not think that was strange?”

		

		“It happens all the time. She hates getting sick and denies that she is until the last possible moment.”

		

		“But she was about to say something, then just left.”

		

		“She was going to make another snide remark to me. I’m glad she forgot about it.”

		

		Realizing Sayo would continue to defend Frankie, Lorenzo switched topics.

		

		“That was crazy about Cliff’s reaction or no reaction, huh?”

		

		“Not really, not by how he reacted to the pinwheel.”

		

		Sayo shifted away from Zo and adjusted the monitor on Stephanie’s room. She wanted to watch and not be interrupted by Lorenzo’s incessant questions.

		

		Lorenzo received the message and began to watch Cliff.

		

		Sayo watched Frankie introduce Stephanie to a vibrator, demonstrating the various parts. Then came the touching and licking of it. When Frankie rubbed it against the patient’s pussy and turned on the switch, Sayo breathed in deeply.

		

		It caught Lorenzo’s attention. He watched her more than Cliff, who was blindly staring at the wall.

		

		Frankie then brought out a Rabbit vibe and went through the same process. As she masturbated Stephanie with it, she leered into the camera, and Sayo breathed in deeply again.

		

		The doctor pinched Stephanie’s nipple as she sawed the Rabbit back and forth. Stephanie’s hips lifted from the mattress and her neck arched back.

		

		“Nice, isn’t it?” Frankie asked the camera.

		

		“Nnnnnnggggghh.”

		

		When Stephanie’s ass hit the bed, Frankie pulled the Rabbit out and placed it on the patient’s stomach.

		

		“You know about toy cleaning, so I’ll leave you to this.” Stephanie nodded. “Or feel free to use it yourself. You have the rest of the night.”

		

		Frankie walked to the door and turned down the lights.

		

		“I was going to give you this as homework, but you might as well get started now. As you masturbate tonight, be sure to pinch your nipples, Stephanie.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo sighed.

		

		“You’d better wipe that look off your face before she comes back in here, Sayo,” Lorenzo warned her.

		

		“What look?”

		

		“That faraway, lovesick look. Do you always fall for patients like this?”

		

		“I don’t have any sort of look! And I’ve never fallen for any patient in my entire career. Including now!” She spoke loudly but didn’t look him in the eyes.

		

		Frankie returned to the observation room and studied the summary logs of Stephanie and Cliff, along with their homework progress charts.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo continued to monitor the patients; however, they both slept peacefully.

		

		* * * *

		

		“I’m tired,” Frankie announced.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo swiveled to face the couch, where Frankie sat.

		

		“It’s five; close enough to quitting time. Lorenzo, bring Stephanie into my office. Cliff will take longer.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie walked to her office and awaited Stephanie’s arrival.

		

		Stephanie came in with a clinic bag, provided by Lorenzo, to store her dildos and vibes.

		

		“I see you have something to take home with you.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Tell me about how you think your therapy session went, Stephanie.”

		

		“Oh, um. I hope I practiced to your satisfaction, ma’am.”

		

		“This is all for you, Stephanie. Tell me how you feel it went, regardless of me.”

		

		“Oh, well, um, I learned a lot.”

		

		“Yes, and?”

		

		“Oh, I just wonder about Christopher.”

		

		“What about him?” Frankie’s irritation grew.

		

		“I mean, just, will he be returning?” She picked at the bag’s handles.

		

		“Stephanie, you have nothing to worry about. I already told you he feels very badly about what happened. Plus, now you know his testiness, so you should be able to better communicate next time.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What did you think about the toys?”

		

		“Oh, um, I like them, ma’am.” She stopped fidgeting.

		

		“Did you use them by yourself after I left?”

		

		“Um...” Stephanie blushed and looked away.

		

		“Um is not an answer, Stephanie.”

		

		“Yes, I did,” she said quietly.

		

		“Did you pinch your nipples?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Say it.”

		

		“Oh, um, I… I pinched my nipples, ma’am.”

		

		“And did you like it, Stephanie?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. That’s an area of your homework I expect you to pay careful attention to, Stephanie; using your words.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m serious. With everything you’ve accomplished in the past few sessions, you should be beyond this.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“Don’t apologize; just do the exercises.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“And step it up this time. Practice saying words into a mirror. Stop every so often and look yourself in the eye until you can say an entire paragraph without looking away.”

		

		“Okay, ma’am.”

		

		“Here’s another sheet,” Frankie reached across the desk, “of porn clips to view and key words to search for.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Stephanie said as she took it.

		

		“Be sure to continue with your progress logs.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Your credit card will be charged, and my staff will call you for your next session.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie rubbed her temples until Cliff walked in.

		

		She crossed her hands on her desk and said, “Well, there’s some good news. It appears that the mouth guard I gave you last time is working. There is marked improvement in your sleep disturbances, we call them. So you’ll continue wearing that.

		

		“In addition, I’m putting you on a weight reduction program. If you can work in some exercise, that’ll help speed the process. It’s detailed in this pamphlet.”

		

		She reached across her desk, and Cliff took it from her.

		

		“Now, how do you feel about the other things, Cliff?”

		

		“If I’m honest, I’ll tell ya I’m nervous, Doctor.”

		

		“And you have every reason to be, Cliff.”

		

		The patient blanched and gripped the arms of his chair.

		

		“The neurological testing we ran before the sounding test revealed that your pain receptors have some wires crossed, Cliff.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.” She’d told him that earlier that night. He wanted to know about the homosexuality, but he feared the worst.

		

		“First, I must apologize to you for Lorenzo’s rudeness at barging into the exam room at a most inopportune time.”

		

		Cliff nodded, unable to speak.

		

		“Second, though, I must say it was actually fortunate that he did what he did, because it provided some critical data the test would have lacked otherwise.”

		

		Cliff stared at her.

		

		“You see, sounding in and of itself is not intended to induce ejaculations,” she lied.

		

		Cliff turned a deeper red and gripped the chair tighter.

		

		“Not that there’s anything wrong with that. But seeing as how you’d already ejaculated before the sounding test, and then you ejaculated at the exact same moment that you saw Lorenzo, it’s telling.”

		

		Cliff stopped breathing.

		

		“I think your neurons are misinterpreting your sexual input.”

		

		Cliff breathed easier. “It sounds like...” he couldn’t continue.

		

		Frankie nodded. “You’re right. Your body is betraying you, Cliff.”

		

		“I don’t know if you’ve had a chance to look over my progress notes on the homework, but--”

		

		“I have, and thank you for bringing that up. I noted that you’ve gotten erections with every clip you’ve watched.”

		

		“Yes, but only right at the end. I didn’t care while watching the entire thing,” he lied, “and they went away quickly.”

		

		“With or without attention?”

		

		Cliff coughed, let go of the chair’s arms and clutched his hands across his belly.

		

		“That’s what I thought. Plus, I didn’t see any BDSM or orgy clips, as prescribed.”

		

		“Nooo...”

		

		Frankie nodded at him and raised her eyebrows.

		

		Cliff looked out the window, shifted his legs and then asked, “Is the neuron mix-up thing something you can fix?”

		

		“I was getting to that. As you know, the last time you were here, we discussed some highly unconventional methods.”

		

		“I remember, and you said you had a high success rate.”

		

		“I said my patients were extremely happy with the results, yes, Cliff.”

		

		While she corrected his misperception, he only heard agreement.

		

		“When can I start the treatment?”

		

		“The treatment, Cliff,” she put her hands on her desk and leaned forward to emphasize her words, “goes hand-in-hand with the homework.”

		

		“Yes, yes.”

		

		“So I’ll give you another week to work on--”

		

		“Please, Doctor, can’t you speed up the treatment part? If I promise to put in double the homework?”

		

		“Well, it is most unusual. But if you’re able to get through all of the clips on that sheet in--”

		

		“I can do it as fast as you can get me back in, I promise!”

		

		“You do it in the next three days, and I’ll see what I can do, Cliff.”

		

		“Thank you, Doctor.”

		

		“But I was about to tell you that this highly unconventional next level of treatment comes at a higher price.”

		

		“Doctor, you fix this neuron thing, and I don’t care what you charge me.”

		

		Frankie rose and stuck out her hand while trying to hide her glee.

		

		Cliff shook her hand and thanked her profusely.

		

		“You’ve got to do your homework, though.”

		

		“I will. Promise!”

		

		“Your card will be charged for this session.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie sat silently alone in the back seat on the way home. When they walked into the house, Sayo and Lorenzo followed her upstairs. Reaching her bedroom, however, Frankie said, “No. I’m sleeping alone tonight. You each take a guestroom. Don’t wake me.”

		

		She shut the door and went to sleep.

		

		The only room Lorenzo had slept in was Frankie’s, aside from the sub quarters. Sayo motioned to follow her, and she led him to a room.

		

		“Here you go. Whenever you get up, you’re free to get breakfast and wait either downstairs or in here. She’ll let us know when she’s ready.”

		

		“I thought she never slept alone.”

		

		“She doesn’t, except for when she’s coming down with something. It’s her way of denying it and trying to sleep it off.”

		

		After Sayo shut the door, Lorenzo snuggled under the covers. It was a luxury to have any free time. Only Sayo was permitted twelve hours a week to herself, and she often went into the city.

		

		He felt he shouldn’t waste the time but he was exhausted. Alone with his thoughts, he reminisced about one of his first sexual encounters at the age of eighteen in the fields outside a stone church.

		

		The meadow opened in his mind. He watched himself being stripped of his clothes, remembering how the sun had felt on his skin. His lover’s fingers, however, seemed hotter as he was caressed all over, leaving his cock for last.

		

		The anguish of having his cock ignored in the face of the eroticism was too much for young Lorenzo. He had tried to twist his body so it would be touched. The result, though, was a spanking. The sting was electrifying but not what he wanted.

		

		He cried out only to get slapped again. Then he tried begging, which was met with words.

		

		“Ah, you’re learning, sweet boy. You’ll not squirm and act petulantly with me. Your job is to serve and beg.”

		

		Lorenzo heard the words as if they were spoken in the guest room. He pumped his shaft furiously. As he envisioned his first blow job, he remembered the way it felt to be licked all over, especially the gentle sucking on his cockhead. He had exploded when he was eighteen.

		

		At twenty-six, he had built up his stamina. However, with his sleepy state and the unveiling of a locked-away memory, Lorenzo soon erupted and was asleep shortly thereafter.

		

		Meanwhile, in the room across the hall, Sayo welcomed her solitude as well. Slipping nude between the sheets, she reflected on Frankie’s vibrator lesson with Stephanie.

		

		She’d looked so innocent... and aroused. Stephanie was a kind-hearted woman, Sayo was sure. She didn’t quite understand why, but she felt compelled to make Stephanie happy.

		

		Sayo thought back to Stephanie’s first clinic visit when she learned the patient was a virgin and reached under the sheets to rub her clit in tiny circles. There was something about Stephanie that was alluring. In her tiredness, Sayo opted to relive the encounter in lieu of analysis.

		

		She watched the whole scene in sequence from start to finish. It was one she had envisioned almost daily since it had happened.

		

		She always came hard when she got to Stephanie’s orgasm.

		

		She had been the one to deliver it to the virgin.

		

		She had been the one who was in charge of someone else’s entire ecstasy.

		

		Everything about it was thrilling.

		

		Sayo fell asleep with her hand still on her pussy.

		

		* * * *

		

		An hour after Braden turned off his light, Wendy snuck into the guest room. Braden watched her tiptoe to the bed.

		

		She stood next to the bed; her eyes not adjusted to the darkness. Fumbling with the comforter, she lifted it and reached for Braden’s pajama bottoms. What she grabbed instead was the fitted sheet.

		

		Gently tugging the sheet toward the end of the bed didn’t do much. Increasing her pull with the same result made Wendy angry.

		

		Braden was curious but didn’t move. When Wendy was determined to do something, he’d learned it was best to stay out of her way.

		

		She tried to see what was causing the hitch and slid her hand across the sheet until her nails collided with Braden’s hip.

		

		“Ow!”

		

		“What are you doing awake, Braden?!”

		

		“Trying to figure out why your nails are gouging my side.”

		

		Wendy let out an exasperated scoff and turned on the lamp.

		

		Braden shielded his eyes. “Wendy, is everything all right?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Why are you in here?”

		

		Wendy tried to get in bed but only half of her body fit. She used both hands to push against Braden’s midsection. “Move,” she ordered.

		

		Braden automatically lifted his ass and planted it on the opposite edge of the bed.

		

		While he loved his wife and wanted to be sleeping with her, he was skeptical of her motives. Still, he let her play it out.

		

		She rolled onto her side, snuggled up against him and tossed her leg over his. “This is nice, huh?”

		

		Braden put his arm around her, still skeptical, but answered, “Yeah, it is.”

		

		Wendy dragged her fingertips over Braden’s naked chest. “Do you miss me doing this?”

		

		“Mmm.” He rubbed her neck.

		

		Her hands wandered lower, and he got hard. With zero sexual stimuli for nearly a week, Braden had gotten hard while he watched commercials.

		

		“Ohhh, what’s this you have for me, hmm?”

		

		“Wendy...”

		

		She trailed her hand over his PJ-covered rod, and he grabbed her wrist. Not dissuaded, she broke free and rubbed his dick.

		

		“Wendy, as good as that feels, and as much as you know I don’t want you to stop, you’ve gotta stop.”

		

		“Why??”

		

		“Because the doctor--”

		

		“I’m sick of hearing about the fucking doctor, Braden!”

		

		“I know, dear. But it shouldn’t be too much longer.”

		

		She slid her hand under the waistband, and Braden groaned. Attracted to anything she couldn’t have, Wendy was determined to stroke his smooth cock. It seemed so much more interesting than the hairy version.

		

		“You can’t, Wendy.”

		

		“It sure seems like I can, Braden.”

		

		She stroked him and ran a finger over his slit.

		

		“Oh god, Wendy. Please, you’ve gotta stop. I can’t do this.”

		

		“It sure seems like you can.”

		

		She tightened her grip, and he moaned.

		

		“Take your pants off.”

		

		“Wendy, it’ll jeopardize the therapy.”

		

		“I have some therapy for you. Take ‘em off.”

		

		Helpless to her wishes and undersexed, Braden tossed his pants off the bed.

		

		His precum shone in the lamplight. Wendy touched it and stroked him in earnest, feeling the smooth skin against her palm.

		

		He shifted and was about to speak when she nuzzled his neck and whispered, “I want to fuck you.”

		

		She felt the pulse in her hand and the dribble of precum on her fingers.

		

		“I can’t, Wendy.”

		

		“Your cock wants to, too.”

		

		“Oh, man, Wendy. I’m under strict instructions.”

		

		“What’s gonna happen? What kinda therapy involves not fucking your wife?!”

		

		“It’s to help me sleep so I can come back in our bedroom... and do this every night.”

		

		“Well, I wanna do it tonight!”

		

		She crawled on top of him and pressed his dick against her panties.

		

		“Don’t you wanna do it tonight?”

		

		“Yes, but--”

		

		“But nothing!”

		

		She pulled her panties to the side and tried to slide down but she wasn’t wet enough.

		

		“Ahh!”

		

		“Goddammit! Gimme the lube!”

		

		Braden was in an altered state. Guided by command, he automatically reached into the night stand drawer and handed the tube to his wife, who’d placed it there earlier just in case.

		

		Once slick, she easily put him in. She couldn’t tell a difference once it was inside but she enjoyed the feeling of being on top. Just as she was starting to get into a rhythm, Braden shot his load.

		

		“What are you doing?!” she hissed.

		

		“I’m sorry, Wendy, I--”

		

		“Omigod, Braden! You’ve ruined everything!”

		

		She dismounted onto the floor and grabbed his pants to sop up her overflowing pussy.

		

		“Gross!” she said as she tossed the pants at him and left.

		

		* * * *

		

		A few nights later, Braden and Cliff were in their respective exam rooms at the clinic for another therapy session.

		

		Frankie was having problems with her voice and was saving it for the main event. She relied upon Sayo to question Braden.

		

		Having worked together for over twenty years, Frankie knew that Sayo could handle it.

		

		“I’m just here to talk to you about your progress over the past couple of weeks, Braden,” Sayo said as she sat on a stool and flipped through his chart.

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		“Can you give me a brief overview of how you think it went?”

		

		“Um, pretty good, I guess.”

		

		“And what does ‘pretty good’ mean to you, Braden?”

		

		“I guess that I pretty much abstained from any activities.”

		

		“And when you say ‘pretty much’ does that mean you masturbated, had sex, ejaculated?”

		

		“I, um, I guess...”

		

		“Why don’t you just tell me what happened, Braden.”

		

		He looked at the hot Asian nurse in the tight shirt, with cleavage showing. Her eyes looked like Wendy’s when she was on a mission, and he knew he’d have to confess. Sighing, he told her what had happened.

		

		“Let me see if I understand things correctly, Braden. Your wife was the one who sent you to the clinic to begin with, right?”

		

		“That’s right.”

		

		“And she wanted you to come to get cured so you could resume sleeping with her, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“And you told her you were to remain celibate during your therapy.”

		

		“Uh-huh.”

		

		“And you didn’t have a great or active sex life before.”

		

		“No.”

		

		“So why do you think she forced herself upon you when you told her you couldn’t have sex?”

		

		“I guess because she likes the new shaved look and was horny?”

		

		Sayo sighed disapprovingly, scribbled in the chart and looked at the clock. She waited a full two minutes before speaking again.

		

		“Dr. Doram isn’t going to be happy about this, especially given what happened last time.”

		

		“I’m sorry.”

		

		“This affects your progress, Braden.”

		

		“I’m sorry,” he said again.

		

		She stood. “I’ll have to let her know, and we’ll need to think about the next step. I don’t know how long it’ll take. You’re free to do whatever. Well, except that.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie smiled in the observation room and sent Lorenzo to Cliff.

		

		Sayo entered as he was leaving. “Just as if he read the script,” Sayo commented.

		

		Frankie nodded, still smiling. She gestured to Cliff’s monitor and then the chair next to her. Sayo sat, and they watched together.

		

		Lorenzo strode purposefully into the room. “Are you naked under there?”

		

		“No,” Cliff smiled, thinking Lorenzo was making a joke.

		

		“Well, are you at least naked from the waist down?” He put his hands on his hips.

		

		“Um, no,” Cliff coughed.

		

		“Why not?”

		

		“I wasn’t told to be.”

		

		“You--well, you know I’m going to shave you, right?”

		

		“I’ve already shaved today.”

		

		“Down there?”

		

		“Down... oh! No!”

		

		“Yes, yes, yes, so I’ll need you naked or at least from the waist down.”

		

		Lorenzo walked the cart to the cupboard area and began to gather what he needed. He glanced at Cliff, who hadn’t moved.

		

		“I’m on a schedule tonight.”

		

		“But I don’t understand why--”

		

		“And I’m not the person who can answer anything. I’m the guy who’s here to shave your privates.”

		

		He wheeled the cart to the bed and pulled up the stool.

		

		“Can I talk to the doctor first? This isn’t something we’ve discussed.”

		

		“She doesn’t have time, Cliff, to explain every single detail of your treatment plan. She runs a busy clinic with many patients.

		

		“Whatever her plan, she has a reason. Besides, this isn’t life-altering.”

		

		Cliff was trying to figure out a way to explain his new look to his beautiful wife but decided the treatment was more important. He rolled off the bed, removed his pajama bottoms and underwear, and returned to the bed.

		

		“You’ll need to hold your stomach for me.”

		

		Cliff held the bottom of his belly away from his groin. The second Lorenzo rubbed shaving cream onto him, he moaned.

		

		“Any of your porn clips involve shaving?” Lorenzo chuckled.

		

		“No,” Cliff whispered.

		

		Zo took his time applying the shaving cream, and the action was more of a handjob, since he spent more time on his shaft than the pubic hair. Cliff was hard before Lorenzo reached for the razor.

		

		Cliff shifted in an attempt to hide his erection.

		

		“This happens all the time. Don’t worry; it’s actually easier to shave this way.”

		

		Cliff grunted.

		

		“Try to keep still, I wouldn’t want to nick anything.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Lorenzo slid the razor across the top of the pubes and shaved across. After each stroke, he trailed his fingers after, as if to inspect the smoothness.

		

		Then, he placed the razor just above an ass cheek and dragged it to the top, thereby crisscrossing the groin area.

		

		Making sure to alter his grip on Cliff’s cock, Lorenzo put the patient in a highly aroused state.

		

		He made short order of shaving the ball sac but languidly caressed it upon completion.

		

		Cliff’s breathing became ragged.

		

		Lorenzo touched Cliff’s knees and said, “I need you to put these up in the air for me so I can get down here.” He pressed the side of his hand into the crease of Cliff’s buttocks.

		

		“Why in tarnation would you need to shave there?” He tried to sound insulted but his voice lacked conviction.

		

		Lorenzo’s manipulations had initiated precum, and his stroking had caused quivering.

		

		“I’m under orders to shave the entire area. Even women who get Brazilians get the same treatment,” he smiled.

		

		Cliff hoisted his knees up as best he could.

		

		Lorenzo made the same crisscrossing pattern. With each row completed, he exaggerated his checking by “accidentally” pressing against Cliff’s anus.

		

		Cliff’s cock throbbed and leaked in response.

		

		Lorenzo gently patted a butt cheek. “You’re all set!”

		

		Cliff was too flabbergasted to re-clothe. He did, however, pull the covers over his erection.

		

		* * * *

		

		When Zo entered the observation room, Frankie set down her cup of tea with lemon and honey.

		

		“Showtime,” she whispered.

		

		She marched into Braden’s room. Normally she’d stand as a power play but required the stool.

		

		“I understand you couldn’t keep your wife off your cock again, Braden.” Frankie spoke regularly.

		

		“Um, no, ma’am. I’m sorry. I did try, though.”

		

		“Is that like you almost did it?”

		

		“I guess so.”

		

		“Well, you can’t be almost pregnant.”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“So if your efforts failed, that doesn’t really help the situation, does it.”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“No, indeed. Instead of working toward your progress, Braden, we’re going to have to work on this new problem first. I’m going to teach you about stamina and control by having you operate as a sub, where you will do anything and everything that you’re told to do without hesitation. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I’ll be back to get you in a few minutes.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie left, and Braden tried to imagine what the doctor had in mind.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Cliff.” Frankie greeted the patient and walked toward his side.

		

		“Dr. Doram.”

		

		She lifted the sheet and inspected the shaving job, spending extra time to test the smoothness, grope, stroke, and prod.

		

		He was flaccid at the start and didn’t start to grow until his back door was played with.

		

		Frankie sat on the stool. “I’ve talked about unconventional methodologies with you.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“I want you to keep that in mind for what’s about to happen.”

		

		“Okay, Doctor.”

		

		She coughed and swallowed.

		

		“Also, remember that my success rate is virtually one hundred percent. Like the porn viewing, this test follows the thought process that you must do that which you seek to remove from your system in order for it to actually be removed.”

		

		Cliff nodded, wondering what she would do to him, when she left.

		

		Frankie closed Cliff’s door and popped her head into Braden’s room. “Come with me.”

		

		When Frankie returned with Braden, Cliff hastily covered himself.

		

		“I’ve brought Braden in to kill two birds with one stone, so to speak.”

		

		Cliff was about to protest when Frankie added, “Unconventional, remember.”

		He looked to Braden and back at Frankie, and nodded.

		

		Frankie wouldn’t normally have let such a lapse pass, but she was having difficulty speaking. She was pleased to see Cliff nod.

		

		“You’re going to direct Braden through blowing you, Cliff. You’re going to dominate him any way you choose, verbally or physically. You may also humiliate him by calling him names or using any type of hate speech you’d like, and/or demean his person, looks or body parts.

		

		“You’ve seen plenty of scenarios like this. You’re free to duplicate one, create one of your own or a combination of the two. Would you like to stand or be seated, Cliff?”

		

		Frankie learned that by asking a choice question, it helped the patient to accept his fate.

		

		“Sit.”

		

		“Very well. Move to the edge of the bed and pull back the cover. My presence from this point will be one of observer only.” She sat on the stool on the side of the bed closest to the door.

		

		Cliff got into position and looked at Frankie. She motioned with her hands to carry on.

		

		Turning to Braden, Cliff was half-hard, as he said, “Get on your knees, you faggot, and suck my dick!”

		

		Programmed to respond to commands and knowing his instructions from Frankie, Braden sank to his knees in front of Cliff.

		

		He’d never given a blow job before and didn’t have time to think about whether he was upset about it. His focus was carrying out his command in a way that pleased the speaker.

		

		He looked at Cliff’s small stiffy and slowly reached out his hand.

		

		Suddenly, Cliff grabbed Braden’s head and pulled it against his dick. “I told you to suck it!”

		

		Reaching with his left hand, Cliff tugged on his dick and smacked Braden’s mouth with it. “Open your mouth, faggot.”

		

		Braden opened his mouth and was instantly filled with Cliff’s meat. He automatically sucked, and Cliff moaned. Spurred by the reaction, Braden tried to get Cliff’s cock deeper into his mouth, the way he liked to receive blow jobs.

		

		“Oh yeah, it feels like someone’s sucked a lotta cocks before, huh?”

		

		Cliff had never forced anyone into any sexual act in his entire life but the intense amount of D/s gay porn he’d viewed in the past seventy-two hours took over.

		

		Hearing the force of his own words made him horny. But having someone actually obey him was even hotter.

		

		Cliff was fully hard before Braden began sucking in earnest.

		

		“Don’t forget about the balls!”

		

		Braden immediately took Cliff’s cock out of his mouth and sucked in a ball. Cliff moaned in appreciation, as Braden gave the way he liked to receive.

		

		Several moments later, Cliff pushed Braden away. “It just occurred to me that I shouldn’t be the only one naked here. Let’s see how much of a queer you really are.”

		

		When Braden took off his pants and underwear, Cliff ordered him, “Get naked all the way so I can see ya.”

		

		As Braden took his remaining clothes off, he reflected on the only other time he’d been naked before a man. That was when Lorenzo had given him a blow job, when he was blindfolded and thought it was Sayo.

		

		He remembered having the blindfold ripped off and coming eye-to-eye with Lorenzo, with Zo’s mouth wrapped around his stick. The image made him hard.

		

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought. Sucking off another man makes you hard, which makes you queerer than fuck! And lookit, you got a smooth dick. That makes you a queer, doesn’t it?”

		

		“Yes, sir.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Cliff repeated. He overlooked how his own dick was smooth. “You’d best get back to suckin’ since you got me all hard.”

		

		Braden sunk to his knees again and took Cliff in his mouth.

		

		Frankie knew it wouldn’t be long for either man.

		

		Within a few minutes, Cliff clutched Braden’s head again and held it in place against his belly as he erupted down Braden’s throat.

		

		It was the first sex act Braden was allowed to participate in in several weeks. And he was being ordered to do so. The D/s aspect made him hard.

		

		To be pressed into Cliff’s belly and used like a fuck toy made him dribble.

		

		To taste another man’s cum without warning and against his will made him erupt.

		

		“Let him breathe, Cliff,” Frankie instructed.

		

		Cliff let go of Braden’s head and gasped for air as he fell onto the bed.

		

		Braden was proud of his accomplishment.

		

		He thought back to when Lorenzo had kissed him after sucking him off. Frankie had told him it was protocol to thank those who performed.

		

		He’d performed well and looked forward to reciprocity.

		

		Frankie, however, had other plans.

		

		“Very well.” Frankie rose. “The two of you need to get some sleep now.”

		

		After she walked Braden back to his room and shut his door, she walked down a hallway and looked into a camera.

		

		“Dungeon! Now!” she said to Sayo and Lorenzo.

		

		THE END

		

		

		Book Six to follow soon
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