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		Introduction to Book Four

		

	
		

		This is the fourth book in a series. “Perchance to Dream - Book One” introduces 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 and Three” continue the story, going deeper into some of the characters and adding a couple of new ones.

		

		The cast of characters so far and where they were last seen:

		

		Dr. Francesca Doram or Frankie - The owner of the sleep clinic, and bi-sexual dominant, got carried away with Cliff, thereby potentially damaging her clinic. Sayo discovered it wasn’t as bad as she thought, and the doctor was gleeful after long night at the office.

		

		Sayo (Say-ow) Li - Dr. Doram’s assistant and alpha sub, who got in trouble for masturbating the only virgin patient the clinic had seen, was sexually teased but also had a heart-to-heart with Lorenzo. When last seen, she was in the observation room, saving Frankie’s practice.

		

		Lorenzo - Dr. Doram’s newest and youngest sub, an Italian Adonis, who is favored by Frankie to Sayo’s chagrin. He was part of the plan to help Cliff Baker recognize his bi-sexual tendencies. When last seen, he was in the observation room with Sayo and Frankie.

		

		Stephanie Douglas - Forty-something virgin who came to the clinic and discovered arousal at the hands of Sayo. Dr. Doram prescribed a treatment regimen of sexual exploration. After masturbating, Stephanie fell asleep.

		

		Christopher Ward - A classic dominant male with latent bi tendencies who forced Sayo to have sex. Instead of going to the police, Frankie arranged for him to assist some patients with unusual problems... he deflowered Stephanie. He returned to the clinic to help Stephanie learn how to be a better sexual partner. After a night of stimulating activities, he was sleeping.

		

		Braden Spath - A middle-aged hypochondriac with a bitchy wife, Braden ruined his first sleep test and had to return at his expense. Sayo gave him a lesson on how to eat pussy, which was graded by Frankie. He passed the beginner course but required additional training. After a long battle with a raging hard-on he wasn’t allowed to touch, he fell into a fitful sleep.

		

		Wendy Spath - Braden’s bitchy and domineering wife wasn’t satisfied with her husband’s sexual skills. She was trying to find a way to play with Braden’s newly-shaved groin without letting him know that’s what she wanted to do.

		

		Cliff Baker - Early fifties, married, religious, overweight, with repressed bi proclivities. He had a hard-on for Lorenzo. Frankie invaded his dream of Lorenzo and him on a beach. She then played out the scene with Lorenzo while Cliff was half-sleeping. Following whispered suggestions, Cliff was about to put Lorenzo’s cock in his mouth when he pulled out his wires from the monitor. He feared Frankie’s summary to the EMTs should he suffer a heart attack. When last seen, he had put down his bible and was trying to sleep.

		

		Book Four begins on the same night as Book Three, as Frankie enters the observation room after making an error with Cliff and Lorenzo.

		

		

		Perchance to Dream - Book Four

		

	
		

		Frankie flew into the observation room and threw the chart against a wall. “Fuck!”

		

		Lorenzo and Sayo looked at each other but said nothing.

		

		“And the night was going so well, too. I just had to fuck it up by pushing things!”

		

		She grabbed the chart from the floor and whipped it at the wall again. “Fuck!”

		

		“I don’t think it was as bad as you think,” Lorenzo offered.

		

		“This was your first time; what the fuck do you know about bad?!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		As Frankie was about to hurl the chart again, Lorenzo looked to Sayo for help.

		

		“Lorenzo’s right, ma’am. Look.”

		

		Frankie stood behind Sayo and watched the footage.

		

		She broke into a huge grin.

		

		“Jesus is smilin’ down on me tonight!”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo smiled at each other.

		

		“This night has been the most fun I’ve had in a long while.”

		

		She nodded and looked at the monitors. Two patients were quiet, one was fidgety and one was in REM.

		

		“Hey, Zo, you ready to push our luck with a blow job?”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Watch for your cue. Sayo, help him.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” both subs said.

		

		Frankie practically flew out of the room.

		

		Watching the monitors, Sayo and Lorenzo saw the doctor enter Braden Spath’s room.

		

		Braden was facing the door and didn’t move when it opened. He watched Dr. Doram enter and hoped he hadn’t inadvertently altered the test again.

		

		“I know you’re awake. Why are you pretending to be asleep?” she asked.

		

		“I guess... I don’t know, Doctor. I guess I thought if you needed to get something done, you didn’t need me to interfere.”

		

		“Very well. That’s a very acceptable answer, Braden. Thank you for that consideration.”

		

		Braden smiled.

		

		“As a matter of fact, I’m in here to return that very same consideration.”

		

		“Oh?”

		

		“Yes, the monitoring shows that you’ve been unable to get to sleep tonight. It’s always a concern when my patients don’t sleep, you understand.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“So, I want to help. I’ve been watching you, and you’ve fought the urge to masturbate, Braden. Not many patients in your situation are able to refrain; trust me, I know.”

		

		Braden didn’t know how to respond but his dick pulsed. During Frankie’s calculated silence, though, he felt pressured to speak.

		

		“I guess, thank you. But really, I didn’t wanna mess up the test like I did before, Doctor.”

		

		“I can tell you’ve done everything in your power tonight to adhere to the procedures and protocols. Not many people care about doing what’s right anymore, Braden. I know I told you that any masturbation or ejaculation could negatively affect the test, but sometimes exceptions can be made.”

		

		“Okay.” He wasn’t sure what the doctor meant, and it was becoming difficult to focus on her words as his blood flowed downward.

		

		“I believe that people who try to do the right thing should be rewarded; don’t you, Braden?”

		

		“Yeah, I guess.”

		

		“And you’ve tried to do the right thing, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“So you should be rewarded, don’t you think?”

		

		“I guess so.” He dribbled precum at the notion.

		

		“Now, I know when you were here the last time and you were faced with naming a reward for yourself, you came up with something. Do you remember what you asked for, Braden?”

		

		He dribbled some more at the memory. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What’d you ask for, Braden?”

		

		“For a blow job, ma’am.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. You thought it would be only fair for Sayo to reciprocate the oral stimulation, was that it?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“You were hoping to have her small, pouty mouth wrap around your love stick and suck it, weren’t you, Braden?”

		

		His “uh” came out strained, and he coughed. “Yeah.”

		

		“You were hoping to see her little tongue dart out of her mouth, lap up your precum, and lick all over your dick, weren’t you, Braden?”

		

		“Yeah,” he said huskily.

		

		“Well, I was thinking that because of all of your hard work tonight that you should be rewarded. Maybe get that blow job you asked for last time. How’s that sound, Braden?”

		

		When Braden tried to speak, his tongue pulled away from the roof of his mouth with a cluck sound.

		

		“Would you like that, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“A nice, wet blow job where you could rock your hips, press your cock all the way in, and shoot your load directly down someone’s throat?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.” Braden thought he might explode on the spot.

		

		“How badly do you want that to happen right now, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm. I mean, badly, ma’am.”

		

		“So badly that you’d let me do anything to you while you received that blow job?”

		

		“I guess so, ma’am.”

		

		“Well now, Braden, there’s no guessing here. Yes or no.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What if I were to tell you that the only person available to suck your cock is Lorenzo?”

		

		Braden gulped.

		

		“What if I were to also tell you that this is your only time to come. That the clinic’s booked for another three weeks, and you won’t be allowed to come at least until you come back?”

		

		He gulped again.

		

		“Well, Braden?”

		

		“I, um, I dunno, ma’am.”

		

		“What if I also told you that I could blindfold you so that you could pretend it was Sayo who was sucking your dick?”

		

		His dick couldn’t take the teasing and threatened to spew. “I--”

		

		“What if I also told you that it just may be Sayo who comes in here to give you a blow job. That this is an additional test to help us diagnose your issues? Would you like to be blindfolded and sucked off right now, Braden?”

		

		“Uh-huh.” His voice rose an octave on the second syllable.

		

		“What a good boy you are, Braden.”

		

		Frankie walked swiftly to the cabinet across the room, retrieved a blindfold and crossed to Braden’s bed. She repositioned his bed so he was more upright, and tied the blindfold around his head. Then, she motioned to the camera.

		

		“Is that too tight?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Can you see?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Good. In a few seconds, someone will walk into the room. That person won’t say anything, so you won’t know who it is. I’ll remain in here to ensure the blow job goes according to clinical protocols, so the only voice you’ll hear will be mine. Do you understand, Braden?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She wheeled the stool to the top of the bed and patted his head. “Good boy.”

		

		He leaked more precum at her touch and again at the sound of the door opening and closing.

		

		“You’re to keep your hands at your sides, Braden.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“To maintain the integrity of the test, I’ll say ‘slave’ when referencing the other person in the room. Do you understand, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Slave, take a position between Braden’s legs and fish his cock out.”

		

		Braden felt the bed shift as a body settled between his legs. It was a weird sensation to feel his cock being manhandled--or woman-handled--without being able to see. The eroticism was heightened.

		

		“Stroke it a bit, slave; get it nice and ready for your mouth.”

		

		Braden was clinging to the edge by a thread. His fists gripped the sheets as the other person’s fist wrapped around his shaft and tugged gently. As he concentrated on keeping his hips still, he moaned loudly.

		

		“Feels nice, doesn’t it, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		The person between his legs could’ve been Sayo because the grip around his cock was light. With the blindfold, he was unable to discern anything with certainty. While he imagined it was Sayo, his level of arousal was such that he didn’t really care if it was Lorenzo.

		

		He sniffed, thinking he’d be able to identify a male scent from a female’s, but he only smelled fresh laundry.

		

		Before the test, Frankie had her assistants use room freshener to mask any easy giveaways.

		

		“Ready to get sucked, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You heard him, slave, suck him... but only the tip.”

		

		Braden instantly felt lips lock under the ridge of his cockhead, and the sucking began. It sort of felt like a small mouth with a tiny suction. He convinced himself it belonged to Sayo.

		

		“Is that slave sucking you the way you like, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Does it feel good, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Are you ready for more, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You’re gonna hafta do better than that, Braden. Beg for it!”

		

		“Please, ma’am! Please may I have some more!”

		

		“You heard him, slave. Suck that cock all the way down your throat.”

		

		The only thing that prevented Braden from erupting was the desire to feel a deep-throat blow job.

		

		The light grip vanished as the small mouth engulfed him. Braden felt lips slide down his shaft all the way to his belly, and his cock hit the back of Sayo’s throat.

		

		He was sure it was her.

		

		Braden had never been deep-throated before. Hell, he’d barely been blown in his entire life. The culmination of the entire evening percolated in his balls, and his cock jerked.

		

		Just as he was about to spew, the mouth was gone, cold air gripped his cock, and it was squeezed hard. His eyes flew open even though he couldn’t see.

		

		“What the...” Braden couldn’t conceive of what was happening. He needed to come, was about to come, but the process was being reversed. Cum was trickling back into his balls.

		

		“Slave, you weren’t told to stop. What on earth are you doing?”

		

		Braden strained to hear but, of course, the slave said nothing.

		

		“I see. Braden, the slave indicates that you were about to come without permission. Is this true?”

		

		“I guess... I just... after all the... please, ma’am. I’ve never felt this way before...”

		

		“Is that a good thing, Braden?”

		

		“Oh yes, ma’am. It was very good.”

		

		“The blow job was making you want to explode?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Even though you don’t know who’s been sucking your cock?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“So you want to come regardless of who’s between your legs?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” Braden felt a bit smug since he’d figured out it was Sayo.

		

		“You want me to order the slave to continue the blow job and allow you to come?”

		

		“Yes, please, ma’am.”

		

		“What a good boy with all the good manners.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.” His cock pulsed despite the harsh grip.

		

		“Very well. Slave, you heard him. Resume the blow job and allow Braden to come down your throat.”

		

		Within seconds, his cock was once again deep-throated. “Ma’am, can I... can I move?”

		

		“Permission granted, Braden. You may thrust.”

		

		Braden rocked his hips while clutching the sheets. It felt so good to finally be down Sayo’s throat. It was exactly what he’d been jacking off to since the last time he was at the clinic; minus the blindfold.

		

		Just as Braden was approaching the top, Frankie pulled off the blindfold. He lifted his head as he thrust.

		

		His eyes met Lorenzo’s.

		

		There was time to pull out and stop if he were so inclined.

		

		He wasn’t.

		

		Braden watched his cock disappear into Lorenzo’s mouth, who appeared to love what he was doing.

		

		Thrusting all the way, Braden was completely turned on. He erupted within seconds, and then his ass hit the mattress.

		

		“Did you like that, Braden?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“It looked like such a great blow job.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“It’s customary in the clinic to give thanks for a job well done. Would you like to do that, Braden?”

		

		He tilted his head to look at Frankie. Knowing he couldn’t refuse anything she asked, Braden hoped he didn’t have to reciprocate.

		

		However, his cock pulsed at the thought of doing so.

		

		“Lorenzo, approach Braden for your kiss of thanks.”

		

		Braden breathed a sigh of relief... and felt a pang of loss.

		

		“Open your mouth and kiss Lorenzo to thank him, Braden.”

		

		As Lorenzo’s soft lips touched the patient’s, Braden automatically slid in his tongue. When it touched Lorenzo’s, he felt a transfer of fluid. Not expecting it, Braden gagged but Lorenzo expertly kept them lip-locked.

		

		“He gave you the blow job, Braden. Certainly, you didn’t expect him to swallow, did you?”

		

		Braden tried to shift to look at the doctor and muffled an “mmm, mmm”.

		

		“Very well. That’s your cum, Braden. You’re required to swallow it all.”

		

		Braden obeyed. Lorenzo stayed in place until the last of the cum dribbled out while Braden explored his mouth and tried to assist.

		

		When Lorenzo stood up, Frankie told him, “You’re excused. Thank you for your assistance.”

		

		Frankie fiddled with the wires. “Everything else looks good here. Try to get some sleep, and I’ll talk to you in the morning, Braden.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Braden lay awake but was sleepy. He’d just gotten sucked off by a guy!

		

		He’d eaten his own cum!

		

		On top of everything, he was ordered to do so by a sexually domineering doctor.

		

		Before he could process anything else, he fell asleep.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Well?” Frankie asked Lorenzo as she entered the observation room.

		

		“He used his tongue during the kiss, as you predicted.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		“I have the footage clipped and ready to be shown at your command,” Sayo reported.

		

		“Good. That’s very good. But we’re going to let Cliff sleep as long as possible. I want it to be nice and sunny out when he leaves.” Sayo nodded.

		

		Frankie checked the monitors. “Anything happen that I need to know of, pet?”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo exchanged a look, not knowing to whom she referred.

		

		“Um, while you were with Lorenzo, the other three slept unremarkably,” Sayo offered.

		

		“Very well. Lorenzo, wake up Christopher and bring him to my office.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie remained in the room to watch Lorenzo on the monitor before going to her office.

		

		As taught, Lorenzo turned the lights all the way up and loudly roused Christopher, who did not wake up pleasantly. Lorenzo also waited in the room as another test to see how Christopher would react.

		

		Because of the side-by-side activity the previous night, Christopher wasn’t happy. He felt Lorenzo was probably interested in him sexually, and he no longer felt the need to prove himself. So, he walked past Zo and went into the bathroom.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie was seated at the edge of her desk with her lab coat unbuttoned to her navel, revealing the diamond-patterned rope outfit. Her nipples poked through the fabric but were hidden behind the coat. When she leaned, the doctor could provide direct viewing.

		

		Christopher, feeling glib from his performance the night before, stared openly.

		

		“How do you think things went last night, Christopher?”

		

		Frankie picked up his chart and pretended to read. Then, she held a pen poised to write but changed her mind. Still, she kept the pen in her hand, as if she were holding a crop.

		

		Christopher shifted in his seat. “I think things went great. I mean, that chick obviously needs some major tutoring, if ya know what I mean,” he winked.

		

		“That chick is a patient, and her name is Stephanie,” she clipped.

		

		Christopher shifted again. “Yeah, that’s what I meant. Patient.”

		

		Her glare and mock crop made him add, “Stephanie.”

		

		“Since it’s still early, my office staff isn’t in. Shall I tell them to charge the same credit card or would you like to pay in cash now?”

		

		Christopher was hoping his performance would have negated the payment half of their arrangement.

		

		Frankie jumped on his hesitation. “You do remember our agreement, don’t you, Christopher? You forced yourself upon my assistant Sayo. I didn’t call the cops since I don’t care about her and thought instead that I could use your help with my other patients.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo turned to Sayo, who remained rigidly focused on the monitor. He had mistaken her for a mindless and cold alpha sub. During their earlier heart-to-heart, however, Sayo had revealed that there was more to her exterior than met the eye.

		

		“Look, she just said it for Christopher’s benefit. She doesn’t mean it.”

		

		“I know,” she said in a high-pitched tone.

		

		He let it lie but touched her hand.

		

		Their exchange was brief but meaningful. Sayo was grateful for his concern and recognition of Frankie’s harshness. Lorenzo respected her ability to appear unaffected.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Uh, yeah, I remember the agreement,” Christopher admitted. “I just thought maybe--”

		

		“You thought the way you wielded your dick would warrant some kind of discount?!”

		

		The idea sounded ridiculous when she said it.

		

		“The same credit card is good,” he deflected.

		

		“Very well. I agree with you about Stephanie’s treatment.” She allowed him to deflect.

		

		“Yeah?”

		

		“Yes, you were extremely helpful tonight, and I think she made some breakthroughs.”

		

		Christopher smiled.

		

		“I’d like to continue to use you in her treatment plan, if you’re agreeable.”

		

		“Sure. But like, she needs improvement on certain, uh, things.”

		

		“That’s the goal, Christopher, and why I said I’d allow you to instruct her according to your own tastes.”

		

		“Yeah, okay.”

		

		Christopher was miffed because he’d tried to gain an edge over the doctor, and she had, yet again, maintained her superiority.

		

		He tried to dictate his departure. “So, you’ll just call me the next time you need me to come in?” He stood up to leave.

		

		“Yes.” Frankie permitted him the hint of power until he reached the door. “How did you feel about working side by side with Lorenzo?”

		

		The question stopped him. He’d purposefully avoided the subject.

		

		“How do you mean?” he asked over his shoulder; his hand on the doorknob.

		

		“Did you enjoy it?”

		

		“Uh, no.”

		

		“Very well...” Frankie remained in position on her desk and stared at Christopher’s profile.

		

		Christopher waited for her to finish. When she didn’t, he took his hand off the door and faced her.

		

		“What’s that s’posed to mean?”

		

		“It means that I accept your answer, Christopher.” She flipped papers in his chart.

		

		Again, he waited for her to continue but she didn’t. He took a step toward her, hoping his movement would promote speech but she remained silent.

		

		“You don’t ask for no reason, Doctor, I’ve learned that much about you.”

		

		Frankie dragged her eyes from the file to Christopher. “Hmm?”

		

		“I said, I feel like you got another reason for askin’ that question. I wanna know what it is.”

		

		“Oh, I guess,” Frankie waved a piece of paper, “I could’ve just looked in your file before I asked. It’s just... I’m surprised to see you’ve never been engaged in any type of group sex before, Christopher. Is that true?”

		

		“Yeah. So?”

		

		“Nothing. I’m sure it’s nothing. Sorry I bothered you.”

		

		“No, no. You brought it up. You’re lookin’ and calculatin’ somethin’. I think ya gotta tell me at this point, Doc.”

		

		Frankie turned her full attention to Christopher and pretended like she was weighing her options.

		

		Christopher rolled his eyes and took another step forward. “No. I’m gonna insist you tell me. I don’t give a fuck about how it’ll affect a future test.”

		

		“Very well. From your reaction last night, and your claim this morning of not liking to work with Lorenzo, I just assumed that you’d had multiple-partner sex before. To see it in your charts that you haven’t, and you verified it now, it strikes me as odd. That’s all. I mean, it doesn’t change anything. There’s nothing you should be worried about, Christopher.”

		

		Her smile did anything but soothe Christopher, which was the desired effect.

		

		“Yeah, no, I ain’t worried about nothin’. Just curious as to what’s so odd about it. But if you ain’t gonna say, there’s nothin’ I can do. So, I s’pose I’ll just wait to hear about the next date.”

		

		He walked to the door, determined to leave on his own terms. It bugged him that she wouldn’t tell him something she so clearly discovered. But he knew he wouldn’t get it out of her.

		

		Christopher was halfway down the hallway when Frankie stuck her head out her office door.

		

		“I don’t want you to think I’m not being fair, Christopher. My surprise is from past experience. Normally, any straight-up heterosexual male—who hasn’t participated in orgies—will balk in some way when put into a situation like you were with Lorenzo last night.”

		

		“But you told me I had to do as you said,” Christopher spoke quickly.

		

		“The others were in the same situation but all of them refused to carry on. It’s not a big deal, really, since bisexuality is almost passé these days.”

		

		Christopher didn’t understand her words but he read her body language to know that she thought he wasn’t heterosexual.

		

		He took two steps toward her while he responded, “I’m not gay, Doc. So whatever tests you have that say that, they’re wrong. I’m one hundred percent, USDA prime--”

		

		“I’m not saying you’re gay, Christopher, and it’s okay if you are. I’m just saying it’s an odd anomaly that I haven’t come across in over twenty years in the business.”

		

		Christopher continued to walk toward her. “But I’m not--”

		

		Frankie’s phone buzzed.

		

		“I’m sorry, Christopher. My next patient is about to enter, and I need to get home to sleep. Don’t worry about this. It’s odd, but I’m sure there’s a reason--”

		

		“I’m NOT gay!”

		

		“No, you are absolutely not gay, Christopher. I know that. We’ll talk later!”

		

		She shut her door, leaned against it and grinned.

		

		Christopher stared at her door, expecting her to come out and hand him a certificate of heterosexuality. When she didn’t, he slowly left the clinic.

		

		His thoughts while walking to his car, driving home and over the next few days centered on the possibility that he liked being naked next to Lorenzo.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie marched into the observation room. “That buzzer was five seconds late!”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Sayo said with her head down.

		

		Frankie smacked her face.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“I don’t understand what’s with you lately, slave. This is unacceptable and it nearly got me into a physical altercation with Christopher!”

		

		“Ma’am, if I may, Sayo performed her duties on schedule but the telephone wasn’t plugged in. She plugged it in--”

		

		“We know that phone needs to be fixed. So she was careless when she picked up the receiver! It was still unacceptable.”

		

		Sayo kept her head down and shook her fingers at Zo so Frankie couldn’t see, preventing him from continuing.

		

		Lorenzo saw the warning but ignored it.

		

		“As you wish, ma’am... but knowing how much of a stickler you are for detail, I’d feel like I was lying if I didn’t explain that it wasn’t Sayo who unplugged the phone but you...”

		

		“ME?! You’re telling me that I somehow entered this room while talking to Christopher and unplugged the phone?!”

		

		Sayo interjected, “No, ma’am. You’re right, ma’am. It was my fault, and I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie smacked her face again. “You don’t speak unless you’re spoken to, bitch!”

		

		Sayo withstood Frankie’s rage in silence.

		

		“I wasn’t talking to you; I was talking to Lorenzo!”

		

		“Ma’am, I’m sorry for making it seem like you ignored the laws of physics,” Zo began. “I meant to say that the phone became unplugged when you threw the chart against the wall.”

		

		Frankie remembered her rage after leaving Cliff’s room. She had pushed things by ordering him to suck Lorenzo, which resulted in him pulling his cords from the machine and waking up with his hand around Zo’s cock. Thinking her practice was in jeopardy, she’d flung his chart across the room when she had entered the observation room.

		

		Having Lorenzo point out her fault, after she’d punished Sayo twice, backed her into a corner. She’d always prided herself on her fairness. She didn’t care whether people thought she was a bitch so long as they respected and understood her actions.

		

		To admit fault would be akin to losing some dominance, and that wasn’t an option. Therefore, she could not in any way apologize or take back how she’d reacted.

		

		She could punish Lorenzo for speaking out of turn, like she’d done with Sayo. But one, he was her special pet; and two, the thought didn’t occur to her... because of number one.

		

		For the first time in over twenty years, Frankie knowingly chose to be unfair.

		

		She smacked Sayo a third time. “You knew about the phone, you saw the chart hit the wall, twice, and you didn’t bother to fix the phone before I spoke with Christopher. You put me in jeopardy, slave!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am. I should’ve fixed the phone sooner, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m going to my office. Make sure the phone is plugged in, bitch.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo,” she said sweetly to somehow soften her action, “wake up Stephanie and bring her to my office.”

		

		She stared at him while she spoke as if challenging him to speak against her again.

		

		He averted his eyes. “As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		The two subs remained in place until they saw Frankie enter her office.

		

		“Sayo, I--”

		

		“It’s best if you don’t speak, Lorenzo.”

		

		“Are you--”

		

		“Go to Stephanie.”

		

		Lorenzo walked to the door but turned back. Aside from a tear sliding down her cheek, she was emotionless.

		

		“I’m sorry, Sayo!” He walked toward her.

		

		“It’s okay. I know you meant well. But it’s better never to challenge her when she gets like this. The first slap was expected. So I’ll accept your apology for the other two.” She managed a small smile.

		

		“I thought she’d direct punishment at me. She should’ve directed it at me. Hell, I’m the one who spoke out of turn!”

		

		Sayo lifted her head and looked him in the eyes. “Do you understand now?”

		

		Lorenzo nodded. “But I didn’t--”

		

		“No, but she did. You’d better go.”

		

		Lorenzo went back to the door. Right before it closed, Sayo said, “That’s the only time that she’s ever been completely unfair.” She touched her cheek.

		

		Zo glanced at her, blinked and softly shut the door. He hurried to Stephanie’s room to make up time. She was a total sub, though, and wouldn’t be a problem.

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo turned on the lights and spoke commandingly. “Stephanie, it’s time to get up. I let you sleep in but Dr. Doram is waiting for you in her office.”

		

		Stephanie heard the command in his voice and sought to respond but exhaustion from the previous night kept her in a haze.

		

		“You don’t want to keep the doctor waiting, do you?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Then get up. Let’s go!”

		

		Lorenzo threw her bag on the bed and yanked back the covers. “Get in the bathroom; I’ll bring your clothes.”

		

		Stephanie realized she didn’t want to disappoint the doctor, especially after everything the doctor had done for her.

		

		“I can wait to do everything when I get home,” the patient told him.

		

		“If she needs to test your kissing, you’re going to need a clean mouth. Brush your teeth, and step into your panties.”

		

		Lorenzo pulled up her panties and slacks as Stephanie brushed her teeth. Then he threw her belongings into her bag and half-dragged her down the hall.

		

		The shortcuts taken in Stephanie’s room created an on-time arrival in Frankie’s office.

		

		“Thank you, Zo,” she told him as Stephanie sat in the chair.

		

		“Now Stephanie,” Dr. Doram opened her chart, “I’m very happy with the progress you made last night. How do you feel about it?”

		

		“Oh yes, I’m happy that you’re happy, Doctor.”

		

		“Do you feel like you made progress?”

		

		“I do, yes.”

		

		“I was pleased with your homework but I need you to tweak it for the next time, Stephanie.”

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		“The objects you used aren’t conducive to the learning that needs to happen. So,” the doctor walked to a cabinet, “I’m going to give you some samples for your homework this time.”

		

		She held out her hands, and Stephanie moved to receive. Frankie dropped five different sized dildos into the patient’s hands.

		

		Stephanie, afraid to react, kept her hands flat and stared at the fake penises.

		

		“They’re not going to bite you, Stephanie. Put ‘em in your lap and feel ‘em one by one. You’ve got experience with two live penises now, so which one do you think feels the most realistic?”

		

		Frankie had had a late night with much excitement. She was exhausted and testy. Plus, she had a special irritation for middle-aged, mousy, submissive females.

		

		She remembered how Sayo had brought the recent virgin to orgasm during the placement of the sensors. Frankie could feel her ire rising, and decided to concentrate on the fact that Sayo was watching and would be affected.

		

		Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, Frankie watched Stephanie gently finger the dildos as if she were blind and they were Braille.

		

		Frankie wanted to slap them out of the patient’s hands, smack her face, slip one into a strap-on, and fuck her throat.

		

		Taking another deep breath, Frankie clutched the edge of her desk.

		

		“Well?” She stopped herself, hearing how clipped she sounded, and took another breath before trying again. “Which one feels more life-like?”

		

		“Oh, um, I think this one?”

		

		Frankie nodded. “Very well done. I’m impressed with how far you’ve come in such a short time frame, Stephanie. I feel like there’s real hope for your medical improvement.”

		

		Stephanie beamed under the praise and prognosis.

		

		Plus, she had always been at the head of her class. Her treatment plan was a lot like school, and she had a natural desire to excel and please whomever had authority over her.

		

		Frankie carried the other four dildos back to the cabinet and returned with four that were similar to the one Stephanie selected.

		

		“I want you to take these home with you.”

		

		Stephanie looked up, confused. “Aren’t they all the same?”

		

		“And after I just praised you, too. Inspect them before you toss out stupid comments, Stephanie.”

		

		Stephanie proceeded with the same Braille examination. “Oh, I see. They’re different sizes.”

		

		“Exactly. And what you’re going to do for homework this time is practice, starting with the shortest. You’re going to get that one all the way down your throat.”

		

		Stephanie looked up, petrified.

		

		“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Stephanie, not swallow the thing but suck it the way you’ve watched porn stars give blow jobs.”

		

		Stephanie looked relieved.

		

		“But you’re not going to lay in bed this time. I want you sitting up in a chair, like you are now. So show me what you can do.”

		

		Frankie gripped her desk as she watched Stephanie fumble with the dildo. “Push it in!”

		

		Stephanie was only able to get two inches in.

		

		“You’ve got to stop being afraid of it. I’m running out of time because I have other patients to wrap up with, and I haven’t slept all night.”

		

		“Oh, I’m sorry, Dr. Doram.”

		

		“Don’t be sorry; just do the assignment.”

		

		She walked to Stephanie, put a hand behind her neck and shoved the dildo in four inches.

		Stephanie gagged and teared up.

		

		Frankie returned to her desk. “What’d you forget from your previous homework?”

		

		Stephanie gasped for air, wiped her nose on her sleeve and sniffed. “Oh, um, I forgot to relax my throat muscles.”

		

		“And?”

		

		Stephanie shook her head. “To move my tongue?”

		

		“Well, that’s a very good answer, and we’ll get to that, but I was talking about taking a breath before you started.”

		

		“Oh. Right.” She nodded.

		

		“Try it again. This time, you’re going to narrate what you have to do before you do it.”

		

		Stephanie had a difficult time voicing the dirty instructions, and Frankie took many deep breaths.

		

		After a short while, the doctor switched tactics.

		

		“Very well. Another part of your homework will be saying words out loud several times a day. When you practice with these penises, you’ll say the directions before you do them. I expect to see a huge improvement the next time you come. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Here,” Frankie gave her a handout. “This outlines in detail what you’re to do, how many times a day, and your progression. Follow this prescription as written and you’ll be well on your way to recovery.”

		

		“Thank you, Doctor.”

		

		“For advanced studies, you should try to practice what Christopher and Lorenzo showed you they preferred. They will be our best reference point for your return.”

		

		Stephanie blushed but said, “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Another thing I want you to pay attention to is your gag reflex. Once you can fit the smaller dildo down your throat without problems, that’s when you move to the next size up. So you’ll be able to realize progress at home before you return.”

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		“There’s a chart in the back for you to keep track of your progress. You should mark every practice session, the date, the duration, and so forth. I’ve also included a section on cleaning your toys. Once we get you out of the basic, sexual phase, you will be introduced to many other toys. It’s best to learn early how to take proper care of everything.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie carefully used language when molding the inexperienced. In the beginning, she spoke clinically, as her patients required justification. Since Stephanie had experienced her first three-way, of sorts, Frankie dropped the “toy” idea as subliminal training.

		

		“Very well. Do you have any questions, Stephanie?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“My staff will contact you in a few days to set up your next appointment.”

		

		When Stephanie stood up, she fumbled the five dildos, the worksheet and her purse. She was glad Frankie had cut short her practice in the office. It was embarrassing to say the words aloud, let alone to another person. At the same time, she was glad for her assignment and the attached promise of getting medically better.

		

		She hoped she could remember the specific things Christopher and Lorenzo had instructed. The handout listed additional porn clips to watch, and Stephanie was determined to impress the doctor.

		

		Stephanie’s insurance was one of the best and would cover at least one more test before Frankie needed to work some magic. By that time, though, the patient would be most agreeable.

		

		“Bring Braden,” Frankie said without looking at a camera.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo knew the doctor was speaking to her, since Braden was the only patient she could tend on her own. At the end of an exhausting night, she was grateful for being able to speak normally.

		

		During the night, she had dominated Braden when she had taught him the nuances of oral sex. Once she “came out” speaking proper English, there was no need to revert.

		

		She awakened him and escorted him to the doctor’s office without incident.

		

		Frankie was seated behind her desk when Braden entered. He waited for her direction to have a seat.

		

		“I understand, since your wife has displaced you to the guest room at home, that you aren’t aware of whether the mouth guard I gave you last time has affected your sleep.”

		

		“That’s right.”

		

		“Let me share with you some of the results from last night’s sleep test, then. Your sleep was markedly improved from the first test. Granted, much of that test was ruined because of you but, even so, the improvement cannot be denied.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“You’re still having difficulties with sleep that I believe I can assist you with, should you choose to remain in the program.”

		

		“I guess I don’t understand. I have insurance.”

		

		“And your insurance has paid for the sleep test. Remember, you had to pay for this test. I have to file a report with the insurance company indicating the results, prognosis and future treatment. However, your insurance does not pay for anything additional.

		

		“Should you choose to move forward with my treatment, Braden, the services will be an out-of-pocket expense for you.”

		

		“I see.”

		

		Braden’s insurance would have covered the second sleep test in full because of the misfire with the first one. However, the doctor had learned that submissives who are in charge of their household finances could be trained sooner on the findom aspects of the clinic. In fact, charging patients outright as opposed to billing the insurance company yielded higher profits.

		

		Frankie permitted Braden to mentally calculate his budget before continuing.

		

		When he gave an expected questioning look, Frankie asked, “Do you have any questions, Braden?”

		

		“Uh, I guess, well, what kind of services will they be?”

		

		“I’ve always said you are a very astute patient, Braden.”

		

		He smiled and blushed.

		

		“And I’ve also told you that my practices are rather unconventional but they’re based on years of experience and proven results. For example, you’re aware that Sayo speaks fluent English.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Braden blushed again as he thought about Sayo’s thin legs wrapped around his head and her warm, wet pussy grinding his face while she barked orders.

		

		“I’ve created many tests designed to diagnose and cure sleep disorders, Braden. I’m well-respected internationally because I get results.”

		

		Her well-rehearsed irritation was timed to coincide with sexual innuendo. Submissives didn’t want to see their savior upset, and Braden was no different.

		

		“Yeah, no, I didn’t mean to insult you, ma’am. I guess I just... how much would it be to continue treatment?”

		

		“That’s not something I concentrate on, Braden. My focus is my patients, and my office staff works the numbers. I want to say it should be comparable with the sleep test. Although to be fair, the training you’d receive is at the advanced levels. I’ve told my staff it should be at a higher price, if not double, but you’ll have to get that information from them.”

		

		“But you guess it won’t be any more than today’s visit?”

		

		Frankie purposefully dropped the “double” amount to make the current price seem more attractive.

		

		“No, but the value exceeds the cost. Really, though, if it’s something you can’t afford or you don’t think is necessary, I’ll wish you well. It’s of no consequence to me, Braden. As your doctor, I’d strenuously recommend a continued course of action, though, because I foresee extremely beneficial results. But I also understand not being able to afford it.”

		

		Putting on the pressure and then completely removing it made submissives dizzy.

		

		“No, I’m just trying to figure out what to mix up in the budget, heh.”

		

		“Well, why don’t you take some time to discuss it with the little wife, and you can let my staff know. Right now, though, I haven’t slept in eighteen hours, and I still have other patients.” Frankie rose.

		

		“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to keep you. And I guess my wife is the reason I’m here, you know, heh. And if there was something I could do to make me better, well, I guess she’d want me to do it.”

		

		“Very well. I’ll have my staff call you in the next few days to set up another appointment.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		Braden rose and moved to shake her hand but thought against it.

		

		The doctor was detached and scary. The thought of experiencing intermediate and advanced level treatment with her wet sex on his face made him hard. He shifted and faced the door.

		

		“Have a good night, Doctor,” he mumbled.

		

		When he was halfway out the door, Frankie called, “One more thing, Braden.”

		

		He pivoted. “Yes, ma’am?”

		

		“No touching, coming or sex until we see you again.”

		

		Braden gulped. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		He knew he’d have to obey because they would somehow find out. Plus, he absolutely wanted to please the doctor... but he didn’t know how he was going to tell his wife Wendy.

		

		Not that she was interested in sex anyway.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie rubbed her temples. The meeting with Cliff Baker was going to be difficult because he had the power to destroy her professionally.

		

		She needed to ensure he didn’t discover said power.

		

		The doctor lifted her head and looked into a camera. “Sayo will have to remove his electrodes and bring him to the office. It’s too risky to send Zo before I speak with the patient.”

		

		Since the office was set up with an intercom system, there was no reason to respond, nor did Frankie expect one. She knew her order would be carried out.

		

		Normally, she would return to the observation room and watch the exchange. There were two reasons why she didn’t. One, the fact that Cliff had remained and slept the rest of the night indicated he was malleable.

		

		The second reason, more importantly, was because Frankie didn’t want to face Lorenzo. She needed to maintain her dominance, even in the face of her unfairness. In her sleepy state, she couldn’t risk a situation where she’d be inclined to retract her actions.

		

		Being a domme was priority number one.

		

		Afraid of falling asleep, and a bit nervous of her own thoughts, Frankie turned on the monitor in her office and watched Sayo with Cliff.

		

		* * * *

		

		The sun was beginning to rise as Sayo entered Cliff’s room. Frankie had decided he should be woken up abruptly, so Sayo turned the lights on high and opened the curtains.

		

		Cliff didn’t move, aside from his snoring.

		

		Sayo wheeled the cart next to the bed and opened and shut the drawers loudly but it didn’t jar him. So, she resorted to crashing the cart against the bed.

		

		Cliff snorted himself awake but his body remained still.

		

		“Wha...?”

		

		The objective was to get him off-guard.

		

		“I take off sen’suhs, Me’stuh Ba’kuh, okay?”

		

		Frankie thought the formal greeting would satisfy Cliff’s dominant persona.

		

		It did.

		

		“Who are you?”

		

		“I Sayo, Dr. Doram’s assistant.”

		

		“She’s got a lotta those, huh? Where’s the other one?”

		

		“Zo with patient, okay?”

		

		“Zo...”

		

		“Yes, Lo’enzo. He come befo’ but he no come now, okay?”

		

		He studied her. Finding her to be non-threatening, he relaxed into the bed... until he remembered the bed pan.

		

		“Uh, I, well, maybe you’d better have Lorenzo come in.” His pulse quickened with the prospect of seeing Lorenzo.

		

		“He with patient, Me’stuh Ba’kuh. You no pwoblem, okay?”

		

		“Maybe I better wait...”

		

		Sayo followed his glance between his legs.

		

		“Oh, I see. You no need Zo, I medical pwofessional, Me’stuh Ba’kuh, okay?”

		

		She put gloves on and took the bed pan to the bathroom. Then, she changed gloves and turned the monitoring machine off, unhooking the wires.

		

		Cliff kept a close eye on her as he remembered the previous night... or tried to remember it. He had woken up in an agitated state with his hand around Lorenzo’s cock.

		

		He remembered the desire to taste it, put it in his mouth and run his tongue over it. That desire was real. Since his office visit, he’d dreamt of Lorenzo, and he was fairly certain he had another, similar dream earlier that night.

		

		As Cliff tried to piece together the previous night, Sayo worked silently and quickly to remove the less-painfully placed electrodes.

		

		Once completed, she said, “Now we do hawd ones, Me’stuh Ba’kuh.”

		

		“Hard ones?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		With a knife, Sayo applied goop to the glue holding the electrodes in Cliff’s thinning hair. When one became tangled, Cliff didn’t flinch.

		

		“I solly, Mr. Ba’kuh, okay?”

		

		“Hmm? For what?”

		

		“I pull hair.”

		

		“Oh, I’m a big, tough boy. You do what you need to do. Don’t worry about me.”

		

		“Yes, suh.”

		

		Sayo further tested his reflexes by purposefully pulling his hair with another removal.

		

		“Oh, I so solly, Me’stuh Ba’kuh!”

		

		“I’ve been told I got a hard head,” he knocked on his temple, “so don’t worry. Besides, I have the lord protecting me.”

		

		“Yes, suh.”

		

		When she finished, Sayo looked at his crotch. “It hawdest down...”

		

		“I’m telling you, I’m not like your other pushovers, sweetie.”

		

		Sayo moved gently through the first sensor but Cliff didn’t even blink.

		

		She applied the goop to the next one and yanked it off. Some of his pubes stayed on the sensor.

		

		Cliff shifted.

		

		“You okay?”

		

		“Yeah, fine. Just being in one position for too long gives me cramps.”

		

		“Oh, so no pain, Me’stuh Ba’kuh?”

		

		“Nope. I told ya, there’s little you can do to make me complain,” he smiled.

		

		“That good, Me’stuh Ba’kuh.”

		

		Sayo removed the remaining electrodes in an intentionally deliberate manner. The closer to the scrotum, the more Cliff felt it. Instead of crying out, though, he grunted. He even sported a small erection.

		

		Professionally trained not to acknowledge hard-ons, Sayo didn’t comment. Cliff was grateful and attributed his reaction to normal morning wood.

		

		Once all the sensors had been removed, Sayo held up a tube of ointment. “I give to people to help pain but you no have pain?”

		

		“Nope, so you can just save that for someone else.”

		

		“Yes, Me’stuh Ba’kuh. You go to sink, clean up, and put clothes on, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Then change and push button. I come, take you to Doc’tuh, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		After Sayo left, Cliff went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. His reflection in the mirror showed panic as he remembered his fear from the night before. He had been worried about what Dr. Doram might tell the EMTs, were he to be transported to the hospital.

		

		He stopped brushing mid-stroke. If word got out to his church that he had been touching another man’s penis, it would be the end of him.

		

		Then he remembered that Lorenzo had been offended and had left in a huff. Dr. Doram had tried to smooth things, but even she’d been affected. She’d said they would discuss it in the morning.

		Cliff stared at himself in the mirror, trying to find the strength to continue.

		

		Interestingly, he never considered praying.

		

		Collecting himself as best he could, Cliff pressed the call button.

		

		Sayo entered moments later and led him to Dr. Doram’s office.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie was seated behind her desk and motioned for Cliff to sit. Under normal circumstances, she would have perched herself at the edge of her desk to quash his dominance. With so much hanging upon the outcome of their conversation, though, the doctor didn’t want to risk agitating the patient.

		

		She observed his hesitant and insecure mannerisms, and smiled.

		

		“We need to discuss what happened last night, Cliff.”

		

		She paused to make him think she would defer but spoke over him as she demonstrated control.

		

		“I hadn’t realized how deeply you dream and how your dreams seem to take over your actions. Have you shared this with your primary care physician, because I didn’t see it on the referral he sent over.”

		

		Cliff thought he would open with an apology of misunderstanding, thinking the doctor would jump straight to the “incident”. When she did, he was about to proceed but then she switched gears. Cliff’s rhythm was off, and he was confused.

		

		“I, uh, don’t think I’ve discussed my dreaming or sleep patterns with my primary. At the first mention of anything sleep-related, he simply referred me to you.”

		

		“Very well. Are you a sleepwalker?”

		

		“I don’t think so.”

		

		“Has your wife said you walk or talk in your sleep?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie wore a perplexed expression. “Perhaps you’re just extremely comfortable here so your tendencies reveal themselves more freely.”

		

		Cliff didn’t understand the direction she was taking but grew nervous with her innuendoes.

		

		“What do you think, Cliff? Are you comfortable here?”

		

		“Well, I was until that man... when he touched... but I didn’t...”

		

		“Cliff, it’s been a long night for both of us. I need you to focus and take responsibility for your actions.”

		

		Cliff opened his mouth to protest.

		

		“No, see, I don’t have time for this. So, I’m just going to jump to the heart of the matter. Like they say, a picture paints a thousand words, right, Cliff?”

		

		Cliff was anxiously silent as Frankie motioned to a camera. Instantly, the lighting dimmed and a screen descended from the ceiling to the right of the desk. The image displayed was paused on a still of Cliff and Lorenzo.

		

		The patient paled and swallowed but remained mute.

		

		“Would you like to admit responsibility now, Cliff?”

		

		“There’s doctor-patient confidentiality, I thought,” he blubbered.

		

		“I’ll take that as a no, Cliff. Roll ‘em!”

		

		The short, soundless clip showed Cliff rubbing Lorenzo’s leg, his arm moving onto Zo’s cock, and then his palm wrapped around the naked shaft.

		

		Cliff gasped and shifted in his seat without looking away.

		

		The camera zoomed in on Cliff’s face, which displayed pure ecstasy.

		

		Frankie held up her hand, and the recording was paused on a fade-in: His expression was superimposed on the image of his hand clutching the cock.

		

		Cliff gasped again, slowly shook his head in disbelief and averted his eyes.

		

		Frankie stared at the patient, willing him to look or speak but he did neither.

		

		“It’s important to your recovery that you admit responsibility, Cliff.”

		

		“What…? What are you going to do with that footage?” he whispered.

		

		That was the critical point where Frankie knew she had him.

		

		He could have demanded to hear the sound accompanying the video or to see the entirety of the encounter.

		

		But he didn’t.

		

		So she took her time and relished his discomfort.

		

		“That doesn’t sound like taking responsibility for your own actions, Cliff.”

		

		“No.”

		

		“No what, Cliff?”

		

		“No...”

		

		“Do you admit it or not?!”

		

		“Yes. I... I have no choice.”

		

		“Very well. Now tell me what exactly you’re admitting, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff’s head and neck were a vibrant red, and he was having difficulty breathing. He wasn’t sure he could formulate the words necessary.

		

		“I made an... inappropriate act... against your staff.”

		

		“Yes, you did. One that I think goes against your religious beliefs, does it not, Cliff?”

		

		The redness changed to a blanching. The church!

		

		“It... it does, yes.”

		

		“Will you be required to confess this sinful action of yours, Cliff?”

		

		Holy mother of god.

		

		What about doctor-patient confidentiality?

		

		Would she tell his priest?

		

		It would ruin his entire existence.

		

		It could NOT get out.

		

		He looked at the doctor and his eyes grew wide.

		

		Frankie watched the realization crash into him. It was difficult not to smile.

		

		“I see by your reaction that you feel the need to confess. Cliff, let me assure you that your health is my primary concern. To that end, I don’t feel that it’s in your best medical interest to confess. Now, I’m not a practicing anything, but I’d like to think that science tops theology in this instance.”

		

		Cliff stared at the doctor. As her words swam through his ears, it became easier to breathe. He thought he was aware of some clause which would give him medical immunity.

		

		“I have treated many religious patients in my twenty-plus years as a doctor, Cliff. I’ve come across delicate issues, such as yours, and have cured them. I believe David talks about keeping certain sins private in Psalms 32:3-4, does he not?”

		

		“Why, that’s right!”

		

		“And doesn’t Ephesians 5:11 speak to keeping unfruitful works in the dark?”

		

		“Yes, I believe it does!”

		

		Cliff was pleased his doctor quoted scripture and so accurately.

		

		Frankie didn’t quote scripture accurately. In fact, her two citations spoke to the benefits of confessing and not keeping sins in the dark.

		

		She used some of the words from the scripture and encased them in what he wanted to hear.

		

		At that point, Cliff would’ve believed there was a Nigerian prince who needed help to transfer his wealth, too, if it meant the previous night’s actions remained secret.

		

		“I wouldn’t want to interfere with anyone’s religion.”

		

		“No, it’s helpful, and you’re right.”

		

		“I won’t have the complete test results for a couple of days, but I imagine they’re going to indicate bisexuality. Some of the preliminary tests point in that direction, and your dream and actions afterward support it.”

		

		“I think you said you could cure this, if I heard you right?”

		

		“I’m sure I didn’t say ‘cure’, Cliff, because I’m sure you know people’s sexuality is not a choice.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		Frankie had, in fact, used the word “cure” previously to entice him.

		

		“That said, I’ve developed a rather unconventional course of treatment that has been quite successful in the past.”

		

		“Yes? Your other religious patients were... happy with the results?”

		

		“Very much so. But I must warn you, Cliff, that due to the unconventional nature of the treatment, it won’t be covered by insurance.”

		

		“Oh, I see.” Cliff had been worried about exposure when Frankie had said “warn”, so the fact that he’d have to pay was inconsequential. “Well, I’m an important member of my parish, and it wouldn’t sit right for this type of action to be made public, if you know what I mean.”

		

		“I do, indeed. And I can assure you that my entire staff is well aware of the confidentiality that comes with the job. I wouldn’t have been able to be in business as long as I have without it.”

		

		“Good.” Cliff sighed. “What about that young man? He seemed pretty hostile.”

		

		“Lorenzo? You don’t have to worry about him, Cliff. He likes to blow up but then he settles right back down. I think he was a bit surprised by how aggressive you were.”

		

		“Oh, well. I don’t know what came over me. It must have been the dreams that altered my actions. I wouldn’t ever do something like that consciously.”

		

		“This is what I’d like to get at; your subconscious. There’s a lot going on under the surface that’s interfering with your sleep. We dig into that, and we solve your sleep problems.”

		

		“That sounds like manna from heaven.”

		

		“I’m not sure how heavenly it is, but it will be the results you want.”

		

		“Thank you, Doctor. For everything.”

		

		“You’re not quite out of the woods yet. If the tests come back the way I think, then you’re looking at an extensive treatment regime which will be very costly.”

		

		“You get me the results I need, and I’ll worry about the bill.”

		

		“Very well.” Frankie knew he’d react accordingly and allowed him to feel empowered by his determination.

		

		Cliff’s dominant traits were infused by the declaration, and he rocked forward in an attempt to get up and end the meeting. Realizing he wasn’t really in control, he sat back and waited.

		

		“If it’s all right with you, I’d like to give you some exercises to do at home as a way of jump-starting treatment?”

		

		“I’m all for speeding things up, Doctor.”

		

		“Very well. Because these are unconventional, I’ll suggest that you tell your wife you need to sleep in the guest room for a while. I’d like you to watch some porn before you go to sleep, and I’d like you to record your reactions to it. This will be a tremendous help with your treatment.”

		

		“I’m sure if it’s for a cure, my beautiful wife won’t have any objections--”

		

		“It’s a particular type of porn, Cliff. To aide with your particular issues.”

		

		“Oh, I see.”

		

		“I know it seems counter-intuitive to watch gay sex when you’re trying to rid yourself of it, but I’ve honed this process to great success.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s not something I could make my beautiful wife understand. Not in a million years.”

		

		“Hence the suggestion of the guest bedroom.”

		

		Cliff regarded Frankie with more reverence than he’d shown any woman in a professional role, and he was grateful she knew what she was talking about.

		

		The fact that his cock perked up at the notion of “prescribed” gay porn helped, too.

		

		“What exactly gets reported to my primary doctor?”

		

		“Since your insurance company won’t be paying, the benefit is that everything is removed from your primary doctor’s records. I’ll send a basic report to the insurance company and your primary stating I’m giving you a mouth guard--”

		

		Frankie reached into her desk drawer for one and handed the package to Cliff.

		

		“--which I would like you to wear in addition to watching porn.” Cliff nodded as he took the box. “And as far as your medical history is concerned, your sleep problems have been resolved. The underlying treatment will be between you and me... and my staff.”

		

		“That’s a relief.”

		

		“I want you to take this folder with you.” She handed him a packet. “This outlines in detail what porn clips you should view, what you should search for, and on what sites. There’s also a chart in the back for you to keep track of your progress. You should mark every practice session, the date, what the clips depicted, and how you felt when you watched them.”

		

		“Okay.” Cliff stirred.

		

		“It’s important to provide as detailed and honest answers as you can because that will help us.”

		

		“Yes.” Cliff coughed.

		

		“Follow this prescription as written and you’ll be well on your way to recovery, Cliff.”

		

		“I will. Thank you again, Doctor.”

		

		“Very well. You may leave. My staff will contact you about setting up your next appointment.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo locked up the office. Then, they walked with Frankie to the car.

		

		“Zo, I’ve had a hard day. You’ll ride in the back with me and lick me.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.” He slid the front passenger seat forward before kneeling in the back.

		

		Frankie sprawled on the seat and parted her legs so Lorenzo could easily reach her pussy.

		

		Sayo drove slowly, knowing the doctor wanted time to enjoy herself.

		

		As they pulled into the garage, Frankie ground out an extra loud orgasm before exiting the vehicle.

		

		“Sub, you’ll make a fruit and cheese plate and bring it up to Zo and me when you’re done, along with a bottle of wine.”

		

		Lorenzo exchanged a glance with Sayo, behind Frankie’s back. There were dedicated kitchen personnel and lower subs upon whom Frankie should have called to prepare the snack.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		As they walked up the stairs, Frankie told Zo, “Run a bath for us.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo took off his clothes and went into the bathroom. Frankie’s pussy twitched as she watched him undress and walk out of view.

		

		Frankie sat on the bed and took off her lab coat. She had to stand to carefully extricate herself from the diamond-patterned leather and rope outfit. As she sat back down, she stared at herself in the mirror.

		

		Her body belied her forty-plus years. But she was surprised to see her reflection. She looked exhausted, and her shoulders seemed to carry an enormous weight. Sighing, she looked at each profile, trying to avoid the totality of her visage.

		

		She couldn’t escape herself, though.

		

		Staring directly into herself, she breathed in deeply and held it. Of all the things that had happened that night, the inherent unfairness of what she’d done soared above them all. She let her breath out slowly.

		

		Leaning forward, with her feet on the ground, she gripped the edge of the mattress and continued to stare.

		

		There’s nothing you can do now.

		

		You must carry on like it never happened.

		

		Maintaining your dominance is what will save you.

		

		“It’s ready, ma’am,” Zo called.

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie nodded acknowledgment to her reflection.

		

		Lorenzo knelt next to the tub facing the water.

		

		“I’m tired tonight, pet. You get in first and help steady me.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		He sunk into the tub and held his arm up. Frankie grasped his hand and felt the security in his hold.

		

		As she lowered herself into the water, she took comfort in its heat.

		

		“Let’s have the Jacuzzi tonight.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo moved to get out of the tub but Frankie stopped him. “No, don’t. Sayo will be here shortly, and she can turn it on.”

		

		As if on cue, Sayo entered the room with a tray and bottle of wine.

		

		“Here you are. Bring the refreshments and a table over here. But first, turn on the bubbles. Then you’ll remove your clothes and pour the wine.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo turned on the machine, took off her clothes and served the food and drink.

		

		“Very well. Now get the glasses and join us, slave.”

		

		Frankie needed to ensure she wasn’t overly nice in a subconscious attempt at fixing her error. Having Sayo perform lowly duties, such as preparing food and tending to the bath, kept things status quo.

		

		Knowing that Sayo wouldn’t presume the wine was for her, Frankie waited for her to be seated in the tub before correcting her.

		

		“Where’s your glass, sub?”

		

		“I... I wasn’t sure, ma’am.”

		

		“Of course you’re to partake. We’ve had a very long night, and I always allow my workers to relax in luxury.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” Sayo fetched another glass and returned to the tub.

		

		“Overall, I’m extremely pleased with the way the evening went. There were a coupla things, though, that we need to discuss. Attention to detail is crucial at the clinic.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” they both replied. Neither dared to look at the other.

		

		“Lorenzo, I understand tonight was your first time performing as a medical assistant but there was something you completely overlooked. Do you know what it was?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. When I was putting the sensors on Cliff, I forgot to drag my hand up his chest and circle his nipples. I’m sorry, ma’am. I can do better.”

		

		Frankie genuinely smiled; proud of her new sub for recognizing his error. She knew there was something about him, and she was pleased to be affirmed.

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Lorenzo and Frankie were seated across from each other on a bench that went around the perimeter of the basin. Sayo was halfway between them. Lorenzo’s legs stretched past the halfway point.

		

		The doctor wanted to take him into her arms and make him feel better for his error, but she needed to maintain her dominance. Instead, she rubbed her toes against his feet.

		

		He looked up.

		

		“There was something else you did that I wasn’t happy with, Zo. Do you know what it is?”

		

		Lorenzo looked down. “My temper, ma’am.”

		

		“What about it, Zo?”

		

		“You had to come into the room when I got angry.”

		

		“Indeed. What is with you and religion, Lorenzo?”

		

		Sayo wagged her right index finger to warn him against speaking too much. He saw it but wasn’t about to go on a diatribe.

		

		“It’s not religion so much as it is the counterfeit nature of people that drives me batty, ma’am.”

		

		“How so?”

		

		Sayo wagged again, worried he’d not seen the first warning.

		

		“Well, just take a look at Cliff. He’s holier than thou with everyone yet he’s a closet homosexual. He couldn’t even give you proper respect because you’re a female.”

		

		Sayo stopped moving her finger, thinking Lorenzo had heeded her warning.

		

		“I get the feeling it’s more than that, Zo, but now is not the time. Perhaps later. Now is the time to tell you that your performance tonight was stellar, your mishaps aside. However, I do want to stress the importance of the nipple flicking. Clearly, it wasn’t an issue in Cliff’s case because, as you say, he’s closeted.

		

		“But you’ll be performing these duties routinely from now on, Zo, and there’ll be times when that test is essential in determining other patients’ proclivities.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I understand. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Come sit next to me, Zo. Finger me while I address the other sub’s poor performance tonight.”

		

		When Lorenzo was situated next to the doctor, he played with her pussy under the bubbles.

		

		Frankie butterflied her legs to provide him better access.

		

		She turned to Sayo. “Well? Did you notice anything about your actions tonight, slave?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Don’t keep me in suspense.”

		

		“Well, I... I apologize, ma’am, for not sounding the buzzer in time with Christopher.”

		

		Frankie flicked the back of her hand at Sayo. “No, slave, we’ve already gone over that incident.” Frankie wasn’t about to perpetuate her unfairness and wanted to quickly deflect.

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo tried to come up with something else but couldn’t think of anything. She had been primarily in the observation room all night, so there was little for her to have gotten wrong.

		

		Still, Frankie was waiting and searching, so Sayo proffered something.

		

		“I don’t think I was able to get Cliff to move very fast, and my inability to do so made you wait longer in your office than you should have had to. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie scoffed. “Is that how you think of me? Unfair?!” she challenged.

		

		“Oh, no, ma’am! Never!”

		

		“Well, that’s what you just said... I’m so unfair that I’d blame you for Cliff’s weight and inability to move quickly.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am. I didn’t mean that.”

		

		“I should hope not. Does your ridiculous suggestion mean that you find no other fault with yourself tonight, slave?”

		

		“Um. No, ma’am. I’m sorry.”

		

		“Why should you be sorry if you did your best?”

		

		Sayo hated it when Frankie was in a mood where all of her questions were trick ones, and no one could ever escape scrutiny, and, eventually, punishment.

		

		No one except for Lorenzo, apparently.

		

		“You’re right, ma’am. Of course.”

		

		It was best to placate and nothing more.

		

		“Do you think you’re exempt from error, sub?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. Let me refresh your memory, since you’re not being coherent. Your error took place in Braden’s room.”

		

		Sayo glanced at Frankie. She had hoped the doctor would comment on her record-breaking time duping the patient. Biting back a smile, Sayo raised her eyebrows to show she didn’t understand.

		

		“Before you revealed you could speak English.”

		

		Sayo’s heart pounded. It would be a huge breakthrough to receive Frankie’s praise.

		

		But Frankie had prefaced the discussion by stating Sayo had done something wrong. Sayo genuinely looked confused.

		

		Frankie sighed deeply, and not because Lorenzo was pleasuring her.

		

		In actuality, she had wanted him close to her and had used fingering as an excuse. Frankie had the ability to compartmentalize and/or ignore sexual stimuli, and had not concentrated on his ministrations.

		

		“How long do you think you spent playing the game with Braden about not remembering him from his first visit?”

		

		Sayo couldn’t prevent a tiny smile. “I think it was over three and a half minutes, ma’am.”

		

		“The time is only important in that we had a clinic full of patients and, because of your dawdling, they were not serviced promptly!”

		

		Sayo’s mouth opened.

		

		While Frankie didn’t feel or acknowledge Lorenzo’s fingering, she absolutely noticed when he stopped.

		

		Lorenzo froze, looking at the pain on Sayo’s face; not comprehending the doctor’s rage.

		

		Sayo forced herself not to look at Lorenzo, especially since she could feel his eyes on her.

		

		Frankie was aware of the tension in the tub and her blood boiled.

		

		“I see you disagree with protocols, slave. Again.”

		

		Sayo snapped to attention and closed her mouth. “No, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“As you should be. You know, I’m gettin’ awfully sick--and I’m already tired--of your insubordination!”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am--”

		

		Frankie turned to Lorenzo. “And who told you to stop?!”

		

		“No one. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		He quickly reinserted his fingers into her sex.

		

		Frankie brought her hands to her face and groaned loudly before rubbing her temples. “I have such a headache.”

		

		She leaned her head onto the back of the tub, still rubbing her temples.

		

		Sayo quickly looked at Lorenzo, who stared at her. She shook her head quickly and mouthed, “no”. Zo frowned at her and shook his head.

		

		“Would you like me to rub your head or get you some aspirin, ma’am?” Lorenzo asked.

		

		“No, we should get out of the tub and into bed, where you can lock your lips onto my pussy and get me off. Coming is a stress reliever.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		But Frankie didn’t make any attempt to change positions.

		

		As Lorenzo shifted toward the doctor, Sayo opened her eyes wide and shook her head fervently at him.

		

		He ignored her.

		

		“Again, because you value honesty, ma’am, I wouldn’t feel right not letting you know...”

		

		Frankie stopped rubbing and opened her eyes.

		

		“...I’m aware of the record amongst the subs, ma’am...”

		

		The record!

		

		Fuck!

		

		“...perhaps it’s not as important to you, what, with all you have to concentrate on every night. But Sayo played that game with Braden tonight to impress you, ma’am.

		

		“Perhaps you don’t keep track of such silly things, but she broke that record by a longshot.”

		

		Frankie glanced at Sayo, who kept her head down.

		

		“I’m pretty sure she didn’t do it to irritate you, ma’am. I don’t think she’d ever intentionally do anything to irritate you--” he stopped.

		

		He’d gone too far and heard it the second it escaped his lips.

		

		“No, you wouldn’t think so, hey, Lorenzo? I certainly wouldn’t have... not up until several weeks ago, anyway.”

		

		Sayo had masturbated the only virgin the clinic had ever seen. She hadn’t gone to Frankie; she’d taken the situation for herself. Frankie had been incensed by the betrayal ever since, and Sayo had been trying to get back into the doctor’s good graces.

		

		She knew she couldn’t risk a glance at Lorenzo, but that was exactly why she hadn’t wanted him to say anything to the doctor. An already-incensed Frankie was volatile. Poking the bear in that condition never turned out well.

		

		“You’re right, ma’am. I’m so sorry, ma’am.” Sayo tried to smooth over everything. “I betrayed you then, and I was careless tonight. It was selfish of me to have taken up precious time when we had a full schedule. Please forgive me, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie looked between Lorenzo and Sayo, trying to figure out a way to rectify yet another blunder. Taking more time to think, the doctor began to rub her temples again.

		

		She couldn’t come up with a solution, and she couldn’t stop kicking herself.

		

		The situation was at crisis level. Her normal reaction would be to slap Sayo while admonishing her.

		

		Also, though, she should slap Lorenzo for speaking out of turn and challenging her in the presence of another.

		

		She wanted to slap one but not the other.

		

		It would be more unfairness if she acted upon her desire.

		

		Instead, she sighed deeply. “I propose that we table this issue until a future date, as we’ve all had a long night, and I’d like to have some fun before we drift off into our own dreams.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Don’t worry about cleaning but take the dishes to the kitchen and leave them for the morning staff. Then, join Lorenzo and me in bed.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo wrapped Frankie in a towel and carried her to the bed as Sayo went downstairs. It had been too risky to share a glance, though each sensed the other’s thoughts.

		

		After laying Frankie on the bed, Lorenzo removed her wet towel and massaged oil into her pruny skin.

		

		“Mmm, yes, this is much better, Zo. You should be punished for going against my order, but your heart’s in the right place. Besides, you can still lick me when you’re done.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo was acutely aware of Frankie’s favoritism... since Sayo had pointed it out. On one hand, it made him feel extra special. On the other hand, though, it made him uneasy.

		

		He’d learned that favor was fleeting whereas solid and steady were lasting.

		

		He flipped Frankie over and rubbed in more oil before returning her right-side up and crawling between her legs. His tongue flicked her outer labia as Sayo crawled onto the bed next to them.

		

		“You should’ve waited to apply the oil, Zo,” Frankie told him.

		

		“S’flavored,” he mumbled.

		

		“It’s what?” Frankie looked at Sayo.

		

		“Flavored,” she answered.

		

		“Oh.” Frankie remembered the excitement they had shared over new scents when they purchased it just a few, short weeks ago.

		The rift between her and Sayo seemed enormous at that point.

		

		As Lorenzo tickled his tongue across her clit, Frankie lost her thought.

		

		“Mmm, yes, Zo, right therrrrre.”

		

		Lorenzo ignored Frankie’s clit and paid attention to her opening, giving her time to recover before bringing her over the edge again.

		

		He’d learned to keep eating until her next order.

		

		The next one didn’t come until after Frankie shuddered three more times.

		

		“Stop,” she panted.

		

		Lorenzo kissed her inner thighs, hovering in case she changed her mind.

		

		Frankie’s head fell to the left, and she saw Sayo, whom she had forgotten.

		

		Remembering her error earlier that night, Frankie wanted to do something nice.

		

		“Get the Hitachi,” she told Sayo. “Then, I want you to lean against the footboard and get yourself off.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo, bring your cock here so I can stroke it.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Everyone repositioned themselves on the bed. Lorenzo was on Frankie’s right. Both were sitting up, and the doctor lightly stroked him while they watched Sayo, who was seated to their left, at the end of the bed.

		

		Sayo spread her legs, touched the wand to her clit and pressed the power button. She sank into the mattress as the vibrations relaxed and aroused her.

		

		“The highest speed. Now! We’re all tired, sub.”

		

		Lorenzo, like Frankie, had trained himself to ignore his libido. Without that ability, he would have been frustrated by Frankie’s languid stroking in the face of watching another person masturbate.

		

		“Scream one out.”

		

		Sayo maneuvered the device to her sweet spot and instantly tensed. The highest speed was too much, and within seconds, she screamed her orgasm.

		

		Frankie waited for her aftershocks to subside before giving the next order.

		

		“Lorenzo deserves to have his gorgeous cock sucked but I’m in no shape to do it justice tonight.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo dropped the Hitachi on the ground and moved to Lorenzo.

		

		Neither Zo nor Frankie shifted.

		

		Frankie held the base of his cock pointed toward Sayo. “Open your mouth.”

		

		Sayo opened her mouth and held out her tongue. Manipulating blow jobs was a favorite game of Frankie’s.

		

		The doctor steered Lorenzo’s tip across Sayo’s tongue, and he settled against the pillows.

		

		“Make your lips into an ‘O’.”

		

		Then, Frankie pushed and pulled Zo’s dick so the cockhead crashed in and out of Sayo’s mouth.

		

		“Do you like that?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Suck on his balls.”

		

		While Sayo repositioned for her new task, Frankie returned to stroking. Concentrating on Lorenzo’s enjoyment, Frankie gripped him more tightly.

		

		“Very well. Again, because of the lateness, I want you to suck him hard and fast. Bring him to the edge but don’t you dare let him go over. His cum belongs to me.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo, don’t you dare cum.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		It was a challenging but short task. Challenging for Zo, who had problems with stamina when tired. Short for Sayo, who was able to lead Lorenzo to the edge swiftly.

		

		Frankie knew Lorenzo’s body language intimately and she watched for his tell-tale sign. When he got to the edge, she smacked his face then twisted his left nipple.

		

		Lorenzo’s cry signaled Sayo to cease her oral pleasing, though she had become proficient with his signs as well.

		

		“Very well. Now that we’re all a bit more awake, let’s get this party started, hmm?”

		

		The subs nodded. Lorenzo was breathing hard.

		

		Frankie rolled over and propped herself on her elbows.

		

		“I’m gonna ride you tonight, cowboy. Get ready to be mounted.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am,” he panted as he shifted to accommodate her.

		

		Frankie descended his pole in cowgirl; her pussy sopping. Rapidly working to a frenzy, her left knee connected with Sayo’s right thigh.

		

		Sayo remained in place.

		

		As Frankie bounced, she ran her hand along Lorenzo’s chiseled physique, and she watched his cock disappear into her. He was hairless, thanks to his previous owner, and Frankie loved the smoothness of their skin-to-skin contact.

		

		When the knee-to-thigh contact became uncomfortable, Frankie broke her gaze from Lorenzo to find the cause.

		

		Seeing Sayo reminded the doctor of how she wanted to do something nice for her alpha sub.

		

		She looked back at Lorenzo and realized he wouldn’t last much longer.

		

		In an attempt to buy more time, she leapt off his tool, which left her feeling empty. Then she smacked it.

		

		He lifted his head and shoulders from the mattress, causing a crunching of his abs.

		

		“We’ve been rude, pet.”

		

		Lorenzo raised an eyebrow. He was in no condition for intelligent conversation.

		

		“The slave here has been left watching our lovemaking, pet.”

		

		“Ungh,” he grunted.

		

		“Tonight’s supposed to be a celebration. Can you handle two, Zo?”

		

		“Mngh,” he answered.

		

		“Sayo, ride his face reverse cowgirl with your hands behind your back. He’ll service you with his tongue.”

		

		Frankie gripped Lorenzo’s cock until Sayo was properly seated.

		

		“You’re not to stop eating, Lorenzo.”

		

		“Mmph.”

		

		Balancing without her arms required Sayo to use her thigh muscles as she drove her knees straight down for support.

		

		Frankie moaned as she filled herself with Zo’s cock.

		

		After such an active night, none of them would last long. Frankie had limited time to direct the eruptions.

		

		She sped up her thrusts, grinding on each downswing. Lorenzo’s hips were moving involuntarily, which caused him to suck more vigorously, which caused Sayo to grind against his face.

		

		The three operated as a circle; one fueling the other, fueling the third, back to the original.

		

		Frankie heard both of them moan together but she needed more time.

		

		Grabbing Sayo’s nipples, she pulled them as far out as possible before rotating them as far as they would go.

		

		Sayo gasped at the painful intrusion, and her thighs cut off air flow to Zo, whose hips stopped moving.

		

		Frankie bounced her words. “No. Coming. Until. I. Say!”

		

		When she let go of Sayo’s tits, Sayo released the pressure on Zo’s head, and he began to breathe and thrust again.

		

		Frankie impaled herself on Lorenzo’s cock. Her body was sweaty and her breathing was ragged. Still, though, she had to make sure her subs held off.

		

		“You. Wait!”

		

		Together, they all rode the edge.

		

		Frankie reveled in the singular jolt of power that occurred when preventing someone else’s orgasm while thundering through her own.

		

		She waited as long as possible.

		

		Her subs worried they wouldn’t be able to last.

		

		But they both knew her. Lorenzo could feel her pussy muscles contracting, and Sayo watched the doctor’s face.

		

		On a downward thrust, Frankie held, ground and howled.

		

		Fighting through the haze to focus on her subs, she hoarsely ordered, “Come. Now!”

		

		Lorenzo snaked an arm over Sayo’s thigh to rub her clit as she pressed against his face.

		

		Frankie watched Sayo explode at the same time she felt Lorenzo’s liquid surge into her.

		

		For half a second, she was reminded that it was the act that made babies.

		

		But only for half a second.

		

		“Sayo, get off him. Let him breathe.”

		

		Both women, breathing heavily, slowly dismounted the Italian stud. Frankie lay next to him with her head on his chest.

		

		Sayo remained in a seated position.

		

		“Lie down, pet.”

		

		Sayo lay on Zo’s right side but didn’t touch him.

		

		Lorenzo lightly stroked Frankie’s back, and she watched his chest fight to regain normal breathing.

		

		“That was a very profitable evening. And mostly fun.”

		

		“Mmgh,” Lorenzo agreed.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I almost forgot to ask whether there was anything I missed while tending the other patients?”

		

		“Mmm mmm,” Zo grunted.

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		“Oh! I almost forgot!” Sayo added.

		

		“Yes, pet?”

		

		“When I took off Cliff’s electrodes, he didn’t care.”

		

		“He’s falling into his submission nicely.”

		

		“No... I mean, yes, I’m sure he is. But he didn’t care about the pain.”

		

		Frankie lifted her head.

		

		“Reeeally.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very interesting. He’ll need to be shaved the next time he comes back.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie dragged her fingers around Lorenzo’s chest and absently sucked it.

		

		Popping her mouth off, she raised her head again.

		

		“It’s been a long time since we’ve seen a pain slut at the clinic, pet.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What are you thinking?” Lorenzo couldn’t help from asking.

		

		Frankie was too tired to notice; not that she would have punished him anyway.

		

		“Ever hear of sounding, Zo?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie began to explain but all three of them fell asleep before she got far.

		

		* * * *

		

		The day after the second sleep test, Wendy, Braden Spath’s wife, came up with a plan to more closely examine his newly-shaved cock without seeming like she had planned it.

		

		Their sex life was nearly non-existent, and Wendy wasn’t satisfied with Braden as a lover. Relegating him to the guest room took care of his snoring disturbance, but it also allowed Wendy some personal time.

		

		The last time they’d gotten physical was when Wendy had craved a good pussy licking. When Braden started, Wendy was reminded that he didn’t have the skills. She changed to being fucked but, after a few minutes of a lack of rhythm, she decided she could get off better on her own, and had sent Braden away.

		

		Being on-call for advanced “testing” meant Braden needed to be ready to go.

		As such, he shaved his cock and balls every day in the shower.

		

		He learned that it was easier to keep current with it than letting too much growth occur.

		

		He wasn’t as self-conscious since Wendy had walked in on him. It was one less thing he needed to keep secret.

		

		Wendy frequently “walked in on him” because she was fascinated with the new look. It didn’t register with Braden that her time around his privates had increased.

		

		One Saturday morning, when the twins were at a sleepover, Wendy timed her entry into the bathroom with Braden’s shaving in the shower.

		

		“Oh! I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you were in here,” Wendy said as she sat on the toilet.

		

		“The water’s running,” he called.

		

		They had a glass door to the shower, and the toilet was across from it. Wendy stared into the shower as she pretended to go to the bathroom.

		

		“Why are you still doing that?” she ignored his comment.

		

		“What?”

		

		“Shaving.”

		

		“I told you I have to be doing a series of follow-up tests.”

		

		“And what’s your dick gotta do with ‘em?”

		

		“I told you it’s for easier removal of the electrodes they put on.”

		

		She watched him carefully shave his sac. Then, she went into the bedroom and waited on the bed.

		

		Braden finished showering and went through his routine. He walked into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.

		

		“Oh! I didn’t expect to see you there.”

		

		“Why not?” She patted the bed. “Come here.”

		

		“Um, okay.”

		

		Braden sat stiffly in the middle of the bed and tried to keep his towel over his crotch.

		

		“No, come here,” she reached out her arms.

		

		“It’s the middle of the morning, Wendy. Won’t the twins be home soon?”

		

		“No, they’ve got a soccer game.”

		

		“Aren’t we going?”

		

		“I already told you we have lunch with the Parkers.” She smiled playfully. “Besides, I saw you shaving in there. Let’s see how it feels right after.”

		

		She reached for the edge of the towel and pulled.

		

		Braden pulled back. “No! I can’t!”

		

		“Excuse me?!”

		

		“I mean...”

		

		“You can’t do what? And who told you that?”

		

		“I can’t have any sex until the next test is over. Dr. Doram specifically instructed me.”

		

		“Okay, so we won’t have sex,” Wendy was a bit relieved. “I just want to see.”

		

		Braden didn’t think there’d be anything wrong with her looking so he removed the towel.

		

		Being on display perked an interest, and he began to grow.

		

		Wendy stared at it. There were a few drops of water that caught the sunlight. Without the full bush, the shaft itself was more prominent and alluring. She couldn’t help herself and moved to touch it.

		

		It was so smooth!

		

		She ran her hand up and down to feel the downy softness and didn’t pay attention to how much it grew.

		

		Braden had always enjoyed Wendy’s touch and almost forgot about his doctor’s orders as he arched his neck and basked in her attention.

		

		Almost.

		

		He grabbed her wrist when he was fully erect. “You were only supposed to look.”

		

		“Yeah, well, I couldn’t help it. Besides, we’re not having sex. We don’t have time, anyway.”

		

		“I know, but I’m not allowed to do anything with it.”

		

		“What’s that mean?”

		

		“I’m not allowed to touch it, come or have sex.”

		

		“Okay. Well, you weren’t touching it, were ya?”

		

		She touched it again, and it throbbed.

		

		“Wendy,” he croaked. “The point is that it cannot be aroused. Period.”

		

		The rule only made Wendy want to break it.

		

		“So you’re telling me you haven’t diddled your dildo in two weeks now?”

		

		While Wendy didn’t have any issues with speaking her mind, she did have difficulty speaking sexually.

		

		“That’s what I’m telling you.”

		

		Braden didn’t view his encounters at the clinic to be sexual so much as medically necessary. He’d been ordered, after all, so it certainly didn’t rise to the level of cheating. Therefore, he didn’t react when Wendy mentioned a two-week lack of attention.

		

		“Then you must really appreciate what I’m doing, huh?”

		

		She held his cock tighter and pinched the tip.

		

		Braden groaned.

		

		Being a geek his entire life, Braden never had many opportunities with sex. Consequently, he didn’t know how to prevent attention, especially when he was rock-hard, needed to come, and Wendy was stroking him.

		

		An image of Frankie admonishing him flashed, and it gave him the strength to grab her wrist again and forcefully return it to her side of the bed.

		

		“I’m sorry, Wendy, but I’m doing this for you.”

		

		“How is this for me?!”

		

		“Because it’s a step in the process to cure my sleeping disorder so I can sleep with you again.”

		

		Wendy nodded. She couldn’t refute it.

		

		“How long do you have to wait?”

		

		“They’re supposed to call me to set up the appointment when they have room in their schedule.”

		

		Wendy couldn’t keep her eyes from his bare crotch. She’d never been attracted to the male anatomy before and certainly wasn’t a fan of oral, but its bald state seemed to call to her.

		

		She touched him again, and he jumped. Facing his penis, she asked, “They wouldn’t know if you just fooled around a bit. How could they?”

		

		“Wendy, I--”

		

		“I mean, what if I were to just suck you for a bit?”

		

		Braden’s cockhead beaded precum, and he emitted a sigh.

		

		“Unh, if you could maybe wait just a few days?” he offered, hoping she’d be reasonable.

		

		She was not.

		

		“How many times in the history of our marriage have I ever offered to suck you, Braden Spath?!”

		

		“I don’t know, honey, but you have to understand that I definitely want you to--”

		

		“Then let me!”

		

		Wendy couldn’t stand it any longer. She lunged and licked his cock.

		

		It was too much for Braden, and he arched his neck and thrust into her mouth, remembering how far he had thrust when Lorenzo was deep-throating him.

		

		The sudden invasion caused Wendy to gag and splutter.

		

		“What the fuck, Braden?!” she coughed.

		

		“I’m so sorry! You just got me so turned on, and I haven’t... you know... in several days.”

		

		Wendy continued to glare at him as she choked and coughed, and tears welled up in her eyes.

		

		“And it’s really sensitive in the shower. That’s the hardest part because I have to keep it shaved, so I have to touch it and...” He stopped.

		

		They didn’t really discuss personal things. While what he said was true, he hadn’t meant to divulge it to Wendy.

		

		“Yeah, well, we’ve gotta get to lunch, anyway. I certainly don’t wanna stand in the way of medical treatment.”

		

		With that, she went into the bathroom and put her makeup on.

		

		Truth was, as appealing as the bare cock had looked from afar, when she licked it--and when it was shoved into her mouth--there had been no difference than when it was hairy. She was immediately turned off.

		

		However.

		

		She didn’t like being told that she couldn’t have access to it.

		

		Braden, meanwhile, had to get dressed and somehow forget about his raging hard-on.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next few days were intentionally slow at the clinic so the three could catch up on sleep. The tension had eased between Sayo and Frankie, and the staff had collectively sighed.

		

		There was a general contentment about Frankie. One that Sayo associated with Lorenzo, though she was grateful and relieved to be back in the doctor’s good graces. Still, she had to tread carefully because the ground wasn’t solid.

		

		Frankie would never admit that she was content or, if she were, that it was in any way associated with Lorenzo.

		

		At the same time, though, she felt a warm and secure sensation whenever she woke up in his arms.

		

		A feeling which she didn’t analyze or acknowledge.

		

		They went into the clinic a couple of days later, and Frankie reviewed the recordings and critiqued the interactions.

		

		Mainly with Lorenzo.

		

		And always positively.

		

		Whatever commentary she provided to Sayo was strikingly harsh by comparison.

		

		After reviewing the entire night’s events, Frankie took stock of the overall goals.

		

		“We have four active patients plus you two. That’s six people we need to schedule and plan for. We normally only carry two active patients. Plus, we have some 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 with 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, taunting 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!”

		

		THE END

		

		

		Book Five to follow soon

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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