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		“Perchance to Dream – Book One”

		

	
		

		“The tests are inconclusive, so my staff will schedule you for a sleep apnea test,” Dr. Francesca Doram said stoically.

		

		“Th-that sounds serious. Should I be worried?” Braden Spath asked, trying to sound unaffected.

		

		Dr. Doram--Frankie to a select few--looked at him and hesitated. She savored that question because there were so many unknowns. Obviously, she wouldn’t have the answers until after the test. But the test would reveal far more than what had been discussed.

		

		“I don’t like speculating before the test results are in, but I don’t really see anything to be overly concerned about at this point.”

		

		Braden nodded, consumed with the worst possible scenario.

		

		“You’ll get all kinds of materials to read and some checklists, but I like to let patients know that the clinic only gives these tests twice a week, and we have a waiting list. It may be up to a month before we can get you in, so you need to be patient.”

		

		“Oh, sure. But going back to the other, if the test revealed some kind of abnormality of some kind,” he nervously repeated, “I mean, you know, worst case scenario, should I be bracing myself or preparing myself for something specific?”

		

		Frankie never tired of the moment when patients inquired about the possible outcomes without understanding how prescient the question really was. Inwardly, she reveled in the irony while she maintained her professional demeanor.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden Spath was a forty-something married man with a host of medical problems. His wife Wendy had complained of his snoring and demanded he talk to his doctor. Until a solution could be found, she had kicked him out of their marriage bed and relegated him to the guest bedroom.

		

		His primary care physician didn’t think there was anything to the claim, and was aware of his patient’s tendency toward hypochondria. Still, a referral provided extra, unearned income, so he provided Braden with a referral to Dr. Doram. The doctor told Braden that if he still felt symptomatic in a few days, he should contact the clinic.

		

		Fearing his wife’s further displeasure, Braden told Wendy that his doctor not only gave him a referral but would be setting up an appointment. Then, he secretly researched and made an appointment with Dr. Doram.

		

		His consultation had been quick but the sleep study had taken several months to schedule.

		

		Online, the clinic only referred to Dr. Doram, which, Braden thought, sounded like a stodgy old man. Braden didn’t care what the doctor looked like, though, since his primary goal was fixing the problem.

		

		He was shocked and instantly aroused when Frankie entered the exam room.

		

		She didn’t look like any other doctor he knew. Frankie was tall, had long, straight, dark hair with bangs, and she wore black, high-heeled pumps. She wore black-rimmed glasses which gave off a brainiac vibe. Her form-fitting, white doctor’s coat accentuated her curves, and the buttons were open at the chest, leaving little to the imagination.

		

		Braden was perched on the end of the exam table in nothing but boxers, and he pinched his thighs together to hide his erection.

		

		Frankie placed her hand on his knee, displaying long, black fingernails. “Mr. Spath, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about here.”

		

		Her words and touch had the exact opposite effect on Braden, who instantly reddened.

		

		Frankie let her hand linger on Braden’s knee as she sat on the stool between his legs. The position placed her boobs within inches of his cock, and he twitched.

		

		“Trust me, I’ve done this many times before and have seen all kinds of interesting things.” She smiled up at him with a twinkle in her eye.

		

		Braden wasn’t sure whether she meant something more or just wanted to make him feel comfortable, but he was horny. His numerous health issues rendered sex with Wendy practically non-existent. He was a frequent masturbator, however, with help from all of the accessible, free porn.

		

		Frankie didn’t require a response from Braden. In fact, she was used to first-time appointments with middle-aged men. Most of them were shy, most of them didn’t answer, and all of them got hard-ons.

		

		For patients who remained flaccid, a secret test was performed with a male physician’s assistant. The patients who maintained their flaccid state were treated as actual patients and referred to real sleep doctors.

		

		Frankie glanced at Braden’s chart. “I see you’ve undergone extensive testing already; however, in order to be a patient here, we need to do our own testing. Some of it may seem redundant, but we do it to ensure the integrity of the results. Nothing against your other doctors, but I have to rule out any possibility of error. Do you understand that, Mr. Spath?”

		

		“Yeah, but you can call me Braden.”

		

		Frankie ignored him and walked to the door. “Sayo, we’re ready for you,” she called into the hallway.

		

		Sayo Li was Dr. Doram’s assistant. She was a petite, Asian woman, who wheeled in a cart. In addition to black scrubs, she had a thin, leather collar around her neck, which was often mistaken for a choker instead of a slave marking.

		

		Seeing both of them in the doorway made Braden’s dick pulse.

		

		Sayo was trained not to react to such things. Instead, she brought the cart to Braden’s right side and prepared for a blood draw. Dr. Doram took a position on his left side. The invasion of Braden’s personal space by the two women was deliberate.

		

		Braden tried to concentrate on the needles and vials in an effort to prevent future attention-getting movements from his dick.

		

		It didn’t work.

		

		“This is my nurse practitioner, Sayo Li, Mr. Spath. She’s invaluable to me in many ways, and you’ll see her when you return at night for the sleep tests.”

		

		Braden wondered whether the name, pronounced Say-ow, meant that she would make him say “ow”. He inwardly chuckled when she brought out the needle. Along the same vein, he couldn’t be sure if the doctor had actually emphasized her words and, if she had, whether she meant them to have a sexual undertone. Either way, Braden was in no condition to perform heavy analysis.

		

		In fact, Frankie had purposefully accented her words in a sexual manner.

		

		“She’s drawing blood so we can do more in-depth testing and to confirm previous results. We should have the tests back in a few days, and someone from the office will call you to schedule your sleep test. You know the test is performed at night, right?”

		

		The question was Sayo’s cue to drop a vial in Braden’s lap. While retrieving it, she clumsily brushed his dick. She kept a steady grip on the needle, bracing for his jump.

		

		It was done on purpose to gauge his reactions. Braden reddened and muffled a cry, couched in embarrassment and submission.

		

		“I--I--I so solly,” Sayo purposefully spoke with stereotypical broken English, which was used to further test submission.

		

		Dominant men twitched at the speech. Braden, however, did not.

		

		Sayo and Frankie exchanged a surreptitious glance and smiled.

		

		Regaining his attention, Frankie put her arm on Braden’s. “Mr. Spath?” She waited for him to look at her. “You do realize that the subsequent testing will be done at night, right?”

		

		“Um, well, I guess I didn’t really give it much thought. But I guess if it’s a sleep test, then the best time for that would be at night,” he laughed nervously.

		

		The last thing on his mind was a sleep test.

		

		“That is why we do it at night,” Frankie squeezed his arm. “That won’t be a problem, will it?”

		

		“I guess not.”

		

		“I mean with your wife? Your chart indicates you’re married.”

		

		“Oh, no. I mean, she’s the one who’s makin’ me take the test, so I guess she can’t really complain,” he laughed nervously again.

		

		“Because the tests are at night and I also see patients during the day, the sleep tests are only given twice a week, on Sunday and Thursday nights. Can you accommodate one of those nights with your schedule?”

		

		The question was simple yet Braden had a difficult time recalling his schedule. “I guess I can, yeah.”

		

		Of moderate size and average looks, Braden wasn’t accustomed to speaking with a beautiful woman, let alone be between two of them.

		

		“Very well. While Sayo’s busy with her sampling, I’m going to ask you a series of questions.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Again, the doctor proceeded as if Braden hadn’t responded.

		

		“Your charts say you’ve been having trouble sleeping--”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“--and experiencing a whole smorgasbord of other issues. Tell me how many hours you do sleep at night, on average, Mr. Spath.”

		

		“Braden’s fine, and I dunno. I’d guess about--well, do you mean total or each time?”

		

		“That answers the next question, Mr. Spath, whether you’re waking up at night. Very well. Tell me how long you sleep at any given time, and how much total in one night.”

		

		“Uh, sure. I’d guess about four to six hours’ total, and anywhere from, I dunno, like, forty-five minutes to maybe an hour and a half? I’m sorry, I haven’t really kept track like that, you know.”

		

		“I do know and, for right now, I just need a general idea.”

		

		Dr. Doram continued to ask general sleep and health questions as Sayo poked and prodded. Braden had a difficult time concentrating on answering as his little friend vied for attention.

		

		The task became even more trying when the doctor’s questions turned personal.

		

		“Do you have sex regularly?”

		

		“Wh--uh. No? I guess, what’s regular for a married guy, right?” he tried to joke.

		

		“Again, that was my next question, Mr. Spath. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

		

		Frankie flashed an engaging smile, which made Braden’s body tingle.

		

		“No, ma’am. I mean, no, Doctor.”

		

		Frankie smiled warmly and touched his hand, setting up the final part of the subtle test. “You sure are very bright to anticipate my questions, then, Mr. Spath!”

		

		The abrupt change of demeanor from stern to sweet was a dominance test. Patients with any amount of alpha characteristics couldn’t keep them hidden during Frankie’s switch. Dominance was displayed through speech, direct eye contact, leaning forward or otherwise moving in the doctor’s direction.

		

		Plus, all dominants involuntarily throbbed.

		

		Braden, on the other hand, kept his eyes averted, became flustered and did not throb.

		

		“Oh, no, ma’am. I’m actually just answering your questions, Doctor.”

		

		Sayo and Frankie shared another confirming glance.

		

		“How is your sex drive, Mr. Spath?”

		

		“I dunno, I guess, um, normal? But I guess I don’t really know what normal is.”

		

		“Very well. I believe you said your wife was the one who ordered you to get this test?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“When’s the last time you slept with your wife, Mr. Spath?”

		

		“Oh, she kicked me outta the bedroom, I guess it’s goin’ on two and a half months now?”

		

		Frankie stifled an eager grin. “By slept with I meant sex, Mr. Spath.”

		

		“Oh, geez. I--I mean, we--I guess, like--”

		

		“‘Long enough’ is fine for our purposes here, Mr. Spath,” Frankie nodded knowingly.

		

		For the submissive patients with a seemingly dominant wife and/or a woeful sex life, Frankie spat out a rapid-fire series of questions:

		

		Is it up to your wife when you have sex…?

		

		Does she have a list of things you must complete every day…?

		

		Is your wife in charge of the bank accounts…?

		

		When you have sex, is it primarily missionary…?

		

		Does your wife demand you have sex in missionary…?

		

		Do you like following orders…?

		

		Generally when Frankie brought out the litany of questions, it was to confirm what she already knew. Usually all questions were answered in the affirmative. The occasional nugget was to get a “no” to the bank account question.

		

		Braden provided that nugget.

		

		When Dr. Doram took a breath and Braden attempted to ask the correlation between the questions and his sleep issues, Sayo distracted him by poking him with a needle.

		

		“So solly, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		“That’s okay.”

		

		Frankie stood and took a step toward the door.

		

		“I have other patients to attend to, and you’re in good hands with Sayo. It shouldn’t take much longer. The next time we see each other will be after the sun goes down, Mr. Spath.”

		

		She had that glint again.

		

		Sayo’s work was quickly completed without additional accidents. Braden was given a folder containing literature on sleep apnea and the testing involved. It also included checklists of what he should and should not do prior to the test, what he should wear, what he should bring, and what he could expect.

		

		Sayo briefly pointed him to the things he needed to be familiar with and reminded him about creating a sleep journal.

		

		As he left the office, the staff told him to expect a call within a couple of weeks to schedule the test.

		* * * *

		

		“What was that about?” Wendy asked skeptically.

		

		“Oh, that was the doctor’s office lookin’ to schedule the appointment for that sleep test thing you wanted me to do,” Braden responded.

		

		“It’s about time! When do you go in?”

		

		Braden hadn’t explained about the evening appointment yet. He normally put off all bad news until the last possible moment. Wendy didn’t handle negative news well, and anything that messed with her schedule fell under the category of “negative news”. Braden being outside of her control was also “negative news”.

		

		“What do you mean at night?!”

		

		Just then, their teenaged twins interrupted with a flurry of stressful adolescent struggles that Wendy was required to listen to and fix. Braden used the ensuing hubbub to escape the room, and the situation.

		

		Braden next mentioned the appointment on the morning of, and Wendy flew into a brand new rage. He reminded her they’d already discussed it several weeks prior. Even though she was reminded, Wendy still grumbled, “This better fix all your health issues because your appointments are getting in the way of your duties at home.”

		

		“Yes, dear,” Braden agreed, even though he knew it wasn’t true.

		

		Such was the basis of Braden and Wendy’s communication.

		

		While Braden was worried about the potential health implications, he was also looking forward to getting out of the house at night. He’d jacked off to the fantasy of meeting Dr. Doram and Ms. Li at night where they would do more than check his sleep patterns.

		

		Little did he know...

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden pulled into the clinic’s parking lot a little before nine at night. The stars shone instead of the sun, and he had a sense of foreboding. The stillness and darkness didn’t provide the right backdrop for entering a medical building.

		

		The building itself was nondescript, located in a business district just outside of suburbia. He had an uneasy feeling about whether it was the right place, even though he knew it was.

		

		Braden chalked it up to being worried about the test. Despite the pamphlets, he had several concerns. What if they didn’t find anything wrong with him? Would he be banished from his own bedroom forever?

		

		What if they did find something wrong with him, and it was serious or fatal? What if he couldn’t get to sleep and the test couldn’t be done? If he were kicked out, he’d have to face Wendy.

		

		The most serious of his concerns, though, was his constant state of horniness. Sure, the women were nothing but clinical during the consultation but what if his anticipated erection somehow ruined the test?

		

		Just as he was about to push the intercom to gain entry, he jumped at the sound of car doors. Turning toward the parking lot, he saw two people emerge from their cars. Not wanting to be perceived as rude, Braden waited.

		

		“Hi, heh,” he nervously greeted them.

		

		They politely responded but all three were nervous and felt like they were committing a crime. The three stood awkwardly silent and avoided eye contact with each other. Finally, the other gentleman moved his shoulder toward Braden, who frowned, not understanding his gesture. When the man glanced behind Braden and then directly at him, Braden, too, looked behind to see the buzzer.

		

		“Oh, yeah. I...” his voice trailed off. No words were necessary once he realized that, by standing in front of the intercom system, he had the power to let them all in.

		

		“Doc’tuh Do’am’s office, I help you now?” Sayo’s fake broken English squawked from the intercom speaker.

		

		“Yeah, uh, hi. Um, this is Braden Spath, and we’re here...” he didn’t know how to verbalize it.

		

		“Ah, yes. Me’stuh Bwaden, how many you ah?”

		

		“There’s three of us, Say--Ms.--” he didn’t know what her proper title should be.

		“Good! That good. Thwee, okay. I buzz now. Okay?”

		

		The buzzer sounded, and Braden held the door for the other two. As they shuffled into the dimly lit lobby, they murmured about how surreal it seemed.

		

		In the open expanse of the outdoor area and parking lot, they had been strangers who merely showed up at the same time. Once they were inside, however, they turned into an intimate group, who felt compelled to share their true feelings.

		

		Sayo entered the lobby in black scrubs and heels.

		

		“Okay, you sit. I get info’mation and talk, okay?”

		

		“Don’t you think it’s kinda dark in here?” Christopher, the man, asked condescendingly. “Could you maybe turn the lights up?”

		

		“Ah, no, solly. Light is to sweep. Okay? You bwing sweep sheet?”

		

		The three stared back at her, trying to get accustomed to her speech and the bar-type lighting.

		

		“We bring--brought the what now?” Christopher asked with an edge to his voice.

		

		“Sweep sheet? Okay?”

		

		Sayo purposefully misspoke. The broken English was another test for Christopher, who’d exhibited overly dominant behaviors during the consultation.

		

		“Not okay! This here’s America. How the hell’d you get through medical school if you can’t speak American?!”

		

		Sayo displayed a deeply injured expression.

		

		“Hey, now, I--I don’t think all that’s necessary, is it?” Braden began.

		

		The other two patients looked at him, and he got uncomfortable. “I mean, I--I guess we can all figure out she’s talking about our sleep logs, right?”

		

		“It don’t matter whether we can figure it out or not. Point is, we shouldn’t have to figure it out. This is our money we’re payin’ for medical care. And we’re in America, dammit! Shouldn’t be employin’ no foreigner who can’t speak American to tell us what’s wrong!”

		

		The woman, who had been demure up to that point, bristled. “It’s English,” she whispered.”

		

		“What?!”

		

		The woman looked helplessly at Braden and Sayo, who didn’t offer any assistance.

		

		“I said it’s English. The language of America is English, not American.”

		

		The man frowned, and his right hand became a fist. Braden wasn’t sure if he was going strike, but he knew he had to do something, as the only other man in the room.

		

		“Look, we’re all here for the same thing, right? And we’re all Americans, right? It don’t matter what we call things.”

		

		Christopher turned to Braden and took note of him.

		

		He’d calculated in the parking lot that he could beat up Braden in a matter of seconds, and summarily discarded him as a wuss. However, he was asserting himself, which made Christopher a bit confused.

		

		The woman readily agreed with Braden. “Oh, right, right. Yes, for sure. I didn’t mean to--I’m sorry I--”

		

		Braden looked at Christopher and motioned with his head toward the woman.

		

		“Yeah, well, think before you talk next time!” the man told her.

		

		He turned to Sayo. “You said you wanted our sleep logs, hon?”

		

		“Oh, yes, okay?”

		

		She collected them. “You have sweep clothes, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, I think we brought everything you told us to,” the man spoke for the group without consultation. The others nodded.

		

		Sayo walked them into the back and ushered each into his own room. She followed Braden into his room first.

		

		The rooms were scaled-down exam rooms with a bed, night stand with a lamp, and a medical cart with equipment. The wall opposite the bed held a medium-sized flat screen TV. There were also cameras on the walls.

		

		“You bathwoom here, okay?” Sayo gestured to Braden. “I come put knobs on you. All o’vuh body, so we see, okay?” She gestured to the cameras, and Braden followed her fingers.

		

		“Um, knobs?”

		

		“Yes, these? You say knobs?” She walked to the medical cart and pointed.

		

		“Oh, sensors or electrode things?”

		

		“Ah, solly, yes. Sen’suhs, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“So you take clothes off and I come back, okay?”

		

		“Off, like nude?”

		

		“Oh, no, solly. Off and on. You put sweep clothes on, okay?”

		

		Braden bit back a laugh. “Okay.”

		

		“I talk to oth’uhs. You lead book o’ watch TV, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Sayo left, and Braden changed into a T-shirt and workout shorts. He made himself as comfortable as possible on the bed, which was an examination table with a paper lining under the sheet. The pillow was thin and also had a paper lining under the pillowcase.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo went into Christopher’s room and gave him the same instructions.

		

		“You bathwoom here, okay?” Sayo gestured. “I come put knobs on you. All o’vuh body, so we see, okay?” She gestured to the cameras.

		

		The man didn’t glance at the cameras, having noted them during his wait. “You’re gonna put knobs on me or you’re gonna play with my knob?” he leered.

		

		“Yes, these? You say knobs?” She walked to the medical cart and pointed, ignoring his innuendo.

		

		“Those aren’t knobs, honey.”

		

		“Ah, solly, yes. Sen’suhs, okay?”

		

		“Not really okay, dear, since, as I said, you are in America and should talk right, especially in a medical environment like this.”

		

		When she turned toward the door, he shifted so she had no choice but to bump into him. He squeezed her ass.

		

		It was the expected and anticipated reaction from the dominant male.

		

		“Oh!” Sayo feigned shock. Trying to appear flustered, she said, “So you take clothes off and I come back, okay?”

		

		“Whatever you say, darlin’.”

		

		“I talk to oth’uhs. You lead book o’ watch TV, okay?”

		

		“You mean read with an R.”

		

		“Yes, what I say; lead.”

		

		Sayo left, and Christopher removed his clothes and lay nude on the bed. He stroked himself lightly, awaiting her return.

		

		* * * *

		

		“You bathwoom here, okay?” Sayo gestured to the woman. “I come put knobs on you. All o’vuh body, so we see, okay?” She gestured to the cameras, and the woman followed her fingers.

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“These?”

		

		She walked to the medical cart and pointed:

		

		“You say ‘knobs’, yes?”

		

		“It’s okay, I knew what you meant. We call them sensors or electrodes?”

		

		“Ah, solly, yes. Sen’suhs, okay?”

		

		“You don’t need to apologize.”

		

		“So you take clothes off and I come back, okay?”

		

		“Sure. I know there are at least three of us here, so don’t worry about getting back to me. I’ll be here.”

		

		“Okay. I talk to oth’uhs. You lead book or watch TV, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Sayo left, and the woman changed into a flowery T-shirt, loose shorts and socks. Normally, she slept in a nightgown but the directions specifically said nothing dress-like.

		

		She settled into the bed with a book about making crafts.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo returned to Braden’s room, where he was blankly staring at the ceiling. He turned toward her and watched her pull the medical cart closer to the bed.

		

		“You will be hooked up to these sen’suhs. I put them all o’vuh you body. Okay?”

		

		“I guess I don’t have a choice,” he smiled.

		

		“No, you sure don’t.”

		

		Braden wasn’t sure if he was nervous about the situation and embarrassed about his hard-on, but he thought her voice sounded a bit harsher.

		

		He tried again. “I guess it’s normal to be aroused, what with the mood lighting and all, right?” he half-laughed.

		

		“I don’t fuck’us on body. I only fuck’us on sen’suh.” She pronounced “focus” like “fuck-us”.

		

		To hear the Asian woman say “fuck”, even if she hadn’t meant it, made Braden pulse. Sayo was watching to see if her words had an effect, so she saw the reaction in his shorts but made no comment.

		

		Because her professional demeanor never cracked, Braden gave up trying to joke or interact with her. He was also afraid she might notice if he pulsed again.

		

		She asked questions as she worked. “What time you usually go bed?”

		

		“Anywhere between eleven and one, I guess.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. What you do befo’ you go bed?”

		

		“Um, sometimes I have a snack. Sometimes I fall asleep in the living room watching TV and then go to bed.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. And what you do in bed befo’ you sleep?”

		

		“Um.”

		

		Braden reddened and looked away. His cock pulsed. Sayo noticed it again but didn’t comment. He couldn’t tell her about jacking off. He couldn’t tell her about watching porn. He couldn’t tell her about jacking off while watching porn about Asian women dominating white men.

		

		She let him stew in his embarrassment while she affixed the last of the sensors to his “public” parts. The next questions purposefully coincided with the beginning of the “private” parts.

		

		“Me’stuh Bwaden, I do job long time. I listen to many sto’wy. Okay? To bet’tuh help, you tell me what you do in bed befo’ you sweep, okay?”

		

		Braden sighed. Why couldn’t Sayo be an ugly man?

		

		He sighed again. “I guess you have heard a lot, and I guess my situation isn’t really unique. I, uh,” he coughed, “watch porn. And sometimes I, um, rub, you know.”

		

		“You have wife.” It wasn’t a question.

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“You watch it with wife?”

		

		“No, I, um. Well, she can’t sleep well with me snorin’ and all. So a few weeks ago, she kicked me outta our bedroom and told me to sleep in the guest bedroom. So, I, uh, have some more time to, you know.”

		

		“Ah, I see.”

		

		Sayo touched his chest by way of comfort. It was calculated, though, and not empathetic. When she turned to get another sensor, she was in a position to make it appear that she accidentally brushed his nipple.

		

		Telling her about watching porn, and his aroused state, made him pulse again. “I--I’m sorry.”

		

		“No, nothing to be solly fo’, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		She rubbed between his nipples in a soft circle. His breathing grew ragged. Then, she spread a sticky substance onto his hair-covered nipples and affixed the sensors. His cock spasmed.

		

		Sayo placed sensors on his thigh-brows, and he sucked in air.

		

		“This no pain, okay?”

		

		“No, I know. It’s just. I mean. I’m sorry, it’s been a long time. I’ve been in the guestroom for a while, and, you know.”

		

		“But this not smut, Me’stuh Bwaden. This medical test.”

		

		“Yeah, no, I know. It’s kinda like I have no control, you know? I’m sorry.”

		

		“You no say solly, Me’stuh Bwaden. I do quickly, okay? I go to oth’uhs. Long night, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, sorry,” he couldn’t help himself from apologizing. He normally apologized even when it wasn’t his fault--or when he couldn’t help it--and especially when he was horny.

		

		Having obtained the answers she needed along with his bodily reactions, Sayo concentrated on placing the remaining sensors. The sticky substance was applied to all areas containing hair. She explained it was to help the sensors stay on.

		

		It seemed to Braden that she took longer with his cock and that she was stroking him. He couldn’t have gotten any harder than he was because the entire situation was one of his biggest fantasies. Still, he kept himself grounded by assuming it was more difficult for her to do her job while he had an erection.

		

		To the contrary, it was easier. The sensors went on better as there was more of a surface area for the adhesive. She took her time, though, to build the tease. Also, extra time was given to allow any latent dominant traits to emerge, just in case they’d been overlooked.

		

		Braden held his breath and stared at the ceiling while she worked around his cock. Each sensor placement in his groin area made him throb, and he grew several shades darker as his inner thighs, cock and balls were manipulated.

		

		While he remained silent, he couldn’t help but exclaim when two were applied to the inside of each cheek.

		

		“What the--”

		

		“Is no’mal, Me’stuh Bwaden.” She drew circles on his abs and bumped the back of her hand against his pole. “Fo’ the test,” she made her voice soothing.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” He closed his eyes in an effort to shut off the stimulation.

		

		It didn’t work.

		

		He opened his eyes when she stood up. Sayo gathered all the wires and connected them to a machine behind the night stand.

		

		“You can move a bit on the bed but you no move mo’ than couple steps. If you need use toilet at night, you push button, and I come unhook you. O’,” she reached under the bed, “you use this.” She put a urinal container on the end of the bed.

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“No fo’get cam’wa,” she pointed to them again. “They show you movement.”

		

		Braden nodded.

		

		She pushed a button and the TV came on, pausing at the start-up screen. Sayo walked to the door and gave the last instructions.

		

		“You lie still, okay? And watch TV. We make movie fo’ you. Just watch, okay? No touch you penis.”

		

		At the word “penis”, a drop of precum spread into a circle on his shorts. Braden merely nodded, worrying that he’d not be able to not touch himself.

		

		“This give feedback to help you, okay?”

		

		“Mmm hmm,” he muttered.

		

		“I put light down but keep on fo’ safety, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Okay. I be back. If you need something, push button.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo was not surprised to find Christopher naked on the bed, sporting a stiffy. In fact, she expected it. But she feigned surprise.

		

		“Oh! Me’stuh Cwistopho! What you doing?”

		

		“You told me to get naked.” He smiled and motioned to his cock proudly, as if to demonstrate that it was all for her benefit.

		

		“No! I say put sweep clothes on.”

		

		“No, you didn’t, hon. And it’s sleep, with an L. What you said was to take my clothes off. I merely followed directions,” he said with half-lidded eyes.

		

		“This no bwothel, Me’stuh Cwistopho! And look!” She glanced at his cock in horror to see whether he’d show remorse.

		

		He didn’t.

		

		“Yeah, it’s about this time of night he comes to life, dear,” he stared directly at her.

		

		“No! You put sweep clothes on wight now, Me’stuh Cwistopho. This se’wious medical test! If you no think se’wious, then you leave.”

		

		“Don’t get your panties in a bunch, dear,” he said as he reached for his briefs. “I was only following directions. You got cameras all over here,” he gestured, “so I suspect someone heard what you actually said and not what you think you said.”

		

		Sayo turned her back as he pulled on his underwear.

		

		“All set,” he told her.

		

		Having completed her test, she began the electrode process. Christopher wasn’t embarrassed and didn’t make small talk. Instead, he watched Sayo intently.

		

		His body was hairless except for his head, and the electrode placement didn’t take as long.

		

		“What time you usually go bed?”

		

		“There is no ‘usual’ with me, hon.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. What you do befo’ you go bed?”

		

		“Could be anything. Work. Email. Watch the tube. Fuck.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. Do you eat befo’ bed?”

		

		“Only when I have a lady friend over.”

		

		He stared in her eyes but she kept them focused on the task at hand.

		

		“Mmm hmm. And what you do in bed befo’ you sleep?”

		

		“If I’m not fuckin’, I’m spankin’ it.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. You live alone.” It wasn’t a question.

		

		“Yep.”

		

		“How you know you have pwoblem with sweep?”

		

		“It’s why I’m here, right, to see? I have a hard time going to sleep, I don’t stay asleep all night, I wake up tired. Those are the usual reasons I assume we’re all here, right?”

		

		“Ah, questions fo’ to help diagnose.”

		

		Sayo touched his chest and accidentally brushed his nipple while reaching for another sensor.

		

		He wasn’t embarrassed by his throbbing and didn’t look away. Instead, he intercepted her wrist. “Careful where you put it.”

		

		When she looked at him, he held her gaze before slowly looking downward.

		

		“I solly, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		She firmly extracted her hand, grabbed a sensor and affixed it to his nipple.

		

		He glanced at it. “Didja mean to place it there insteada my heart?”

		

		“Yes, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		She placed another on his other nipple.

		

		“What kinda sleep study is this?”

		

		“We test eve’ything, okay?”

		

		He throbbed again, and looked from her to his dick. “Everything?”

		

		“Yes, Mr. Christopher.”

		

		When she looked into his eyes, he shut his mouth. He wasn’t expecting her answer and especially not as firmly as she said it.

		

		Recognizing his dominance was subdued, Sayo reverted back to her broken English.

		

		“But this no smut, Me’stuh Cwistopho. This medical test.”

		

		“Yeah, okay, hon.”

		

		“Everything,” she emphasized again before she concentrated on placing the remaining sensors.

		

		As she teased his crotch area, Christopher throbbed and leaked. He watched her with a calm but calculated demeanor.

		

		Just like with Braden, Sayo took her time, building the tease. Building the tease on an overtly dominant male was designed to test volatility. The fact that Christopher remained calm was another tell.

		

		His silence was broken when two sensors were applied to the inside of each cheek.

		

		“What the fuck?!”

		

		Christopher pinched his cheeks together and raised his ass off the bed. Sayo prevented his hands from removing the sensors.

		

		“Is no’mal, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		When his ass returned to the mattress, she drew circles on his abs and bumped the back of her hand against his pole. “Fo’ the test,” she said calmly.

		

		“If you say so, darlin’.” He remained skeptical but his dick was interfering with coherent thought.

		

		After she wheeled the cart away and hooked his wires to the machine, she pushed a button and the TV came on, which paused at the start-up screen. Sayo walked to the door and gave the last instructions.

		

		“You lie still, okay? And watch TV. We make movie fo’ you. Just watch, okay? No touch you penis.”

		

		“Are you gonna touch it for me?”

		

		“This medical test, Mr. Christopher.” Again, the ‘ER’ was emphasized as she stared at him.

		

		“If you say so, hon.”

		

		“This give feedback to help, okay?”

		

		“Sure.”

		

		“I put light down but keep on fo’ safety, okay?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Okay. I be back. If you need something, push button.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo returned to the woman’s room. Stephanie was so engrossed in her book, she didn’t hear Sayo enter. “Oh! You startled me.”

		

		“I solly, miss.”

		

		“No, it’s quite all right. I didn’t realize how much I block everything out...” she realized the full implication of her words and looked away.

		“You will be hooked to these sen’suhs. I put them all o’vuh you body. Okay?”

		

		“What? Oh yes, of course.”

		

		“What time you usually go bed?”

		

		“Well, I always try to have myself in bed by nine; ten the latest. And I do. I mean, I have a very strict schedule that I created for myself. But...”

		

		“Mmm hmm. What you do befo’ you go bed?”

		

		“Oh, I have a bedtime routine. I heard it promotes sleep. I go for a short but brisk walk around the block. Then I have a bathroom regime. Washing my face, brushing my teeth, things of that nature. Then I pull back the covers on my side of the bed, fluff the pillows and crawl into bed, and pull the covers over me.”

		

		“Mmm hmm--”

		

		“Oh, and then I turn off the light. Pardon me.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. And what you do in bed befo’ you sweep?”

		

		“I lie there wide awake. Sometimes for many, many hours.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. And what you do?”

		

		“I think.”

		

		“What you think, miss?”

		

		“Oh, just different things. Usually whatever happened during the day. I go through my checklist of what I have to do the next day.”

		

		“That all?”

		

		Stephanie thought. “Oh, sometimes if someone is sick, I’ll not necessarily pray but send some positive feelings into the universe.”

		

		“You think ‘bout sex?”

		

		“Oh, my. No.” She blushed.

		

		“You touch you’sef?”

		

		“Oh, my. Never!”

		

		“You never touch yourself?” In her shock, Sayo forgot the fake dialect.

		

		The woman didn’t notice. “No,” she said quietly.

		

		“Nev’uh like how much time ago you touch you’sef?”

		

		“I,” she began and stopped to lick her lips. “I never have. I, uh, used to think it was a sin.”

		

		“And now?”

		

		“Now, well, I just wouldn’t, um, I mean, I just don’t. Is that a problem?”

		

		“No, no pwoblem.”

		

		Sayo affixed the last of the sensors to Stephanie’s “public” parts.

		

		“You not have man.” It wasn’t a question.

		

		“No.”

		

		“Nev’uh?”

		

		“If you’re asking whether I’ve been married before, I haven’t. If you’re asking whether I’m a virgin. Well. I am.”

		

		“You vuh’gin?”

		

		The woman nodded, growing more embarrassed and concerned.

		

		Sayo was perplexed. Stephanie was in her forties. It was therefore assumed that she was no longer a virgin.

		

		“Ah, I see.”

		

		Sayo proceeded according to script by touching the woman’s chest and shifting for another sensor. Then, she pretended to accidentally brush the patient’s nipple.

		

		Stephanie slowly raised her eyes to Sayo’s but said nothing.

		

		Sayo softly circled the space between the patient’s nipples.

		

		“This no judgment, okay?”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		“I solly but I put sen’suh un’duh,” she stared in the patient’s eyes.

		

		“Oh, of course.” Stephanie’s breathing grew ragged.

		

		When Sayo affixed a sensor to each nipple, the patient emitted a sigh that almost became a moan.

		

		“It fo’ medical test, miss.”

		

		“Oh, I know.”

		

		Sayo concentrated on placing the remaining sensors. The thigh-brow touches were met with giggles.

		

		“Oh, pardon me. I’m highly ticklish.”

		

		“You fine, miss. I...”

		

		For the first time in Sayo’s career, she almost didn’t know how to proceed. She’d never encountered a virgin before.

		

		She’d been instructed never to apologize for the placement of electrodes in private places but the situation seemed incredibly intimate and overly invasive.

		

		“I solly, miss, but I need...” she paused. “Sen’suhs need go...” Sayo drew a large circle with her index finger around the woman’s most sensitive place.

		

		“Oh! I, uh, yes, of course. I mean, I read about that in the brochure. I didn’t--yes. Yes, of course. Should I remove my shorts?”

		

		“No, no, miss. I put, okay?”

		

		“Of course.”

		

		Sayo went slowly and warned before she touched. She’d caress the patient’s inner thighs and say, “I put,” before affixing more sensors. After each statement, the patient would say, “Okay.”

		

		Stephanie considered Sayo’s actions to be normal and confined to a medical procedure. She didn’t think to look away.

		

		“I put,” Sayo said, circling the woman’s privates before lifting the waistband of the shorts.

		

		“Okay.”

		

		When her underpants were also lifted, the woman gasped but then nodded for Sayo to proceed.

		Sayo smeared the goo across her pubic hairs at the top of the woman’s sex and affixed the electrodes. They were the only things ever to have gone inside of Stephanie’s panties. Not even her own hands had ventured that low, except to change panties.

		

		While the touching was ticklish, the woman experienced a far different feeling, and she had a difficult time catching her breath.

		

		Stephanie had a vague awareness that she was experiencing arousal. She felt similar to the way some romance books had made her feel. But this was a clinical setting. Therefore, she tried to talk herself out of the feeling.

		

		Sayo watched Stephanie’s breathing become erratic, and saw little waves crash over her abdomen with each point of contact.

		

		Patients normally became aroused during that portion of the procedure. The steps were designed to elicit arousal. Knowing that she was the first person to be intimate with Stephanie was an unimaginable thrill for Sayo.

		

		Ultimately, though, Sayo was a professional. Even though she broke protocol by being sensitive, she wouldn’t allow her feelings to cloud her work.

		

		At least, she’d try not to.

		

		Sayo cleared her throat and touched the band around the woman’s thighs. “I put.”

		

		“Oh, of course.”

		

		Sayo lifted the band, slid her hand inside and placed an electrode where the thigh meets the V.

		

		“Oh!”

		

		On the way out, the back of her hand swiped the inside of Stephanie’s panties. They were soaked.

		

		“Is… Is something wrong?”

		

		“No, no. Solly. You fine.”

		

		Stephanie didn’t know what was wrong until Sayo put the panties back in place, and she felt her own wetness.

		

		“Oh. Oh, pardon me! I, um, wasn’t even aware. I promise I went to the bathroom before I got into bed. It’s part of my nighttime routine.”

		

		The woman blushed and looked away, thinking she’d peed her pants.

		

		“You no pee, miss. You fine. It okay.”

		

		The woman looked at Sayo without comprehension, clearly still embarrassed.

		

		“It okay. Sometime people feel things because intimate setting, okay?”

		

		“Feel things? Oh!” The woman’s flush went from her belly button to the top of her head. “You think I’m aroused?”

		

		Sayo kept her eyes averted to give Stephanie time to cope.

		

		Her panties were so wet! Sayo had to be wrong! Besides, how could she be aroused when Sayo was a woman?!

		

		“I continue, okay?”

		

		“Oh, yes. Of course, yes.”

		

		The woman tried to control her breathing and her temperature to no avail.

		

		Sayo bunched the panties over the opening and pulled back. Trying to hurry, she spread goo and placed a sensor on either cheek.

		

		The woman was too embarrassed to speak and tried to hold herself as still as possible.

		

		Sayo spread the sticky substance over Stephanie’s opening and tried to rush the remaining applications. However, Stephanie was too wet, and the sensor slid onto the bed.

		

		“I solly, miss.”

		

		“No, I’m sorry.”

		

		“No, you no solly fo’ anything. One moment, okay?”

		

		With sensors all over her body, feeling completely exposed and sexually agitated, Stephanie lay as rigid as possible until Sayo returned from the bathroom with a towel.

		

		Sayo told herself she was following protocol. She’d encountered plenty of female patients who were too wet to continue. Every time, she’d wiped them dry and finished like normal.

		

		That time, however, was anything but normal. She knew exactly what happened in order to continue in the past.

		

		A ball of ignited fuel on the inside, Sayo’s demeanor was professionally proper on the outside.

		

		“Please, miss, you take off you pants.”

		

		“Oh. Yes.”

		

		It was a medical procedure in a medical office with medical personnel. Stephanie perfunctorily removed her lower garments. As she tossed them to the end of the bed, she felt the wetness on her shorts. She was convinced she’d peed. Was it even possible to be that wet?

		

		From a girl?

		

		Stephanie had always dreamt of a romance novel stud who would sweep her off her feet. She craved the American dream.

		

		Her stain sparkled in the dim light and challenged her convictions.

		

		“This no pain, okay?”

		

		Stephanie nodded.

		

		Sayo draped the towel over Stephanie’s vagina then pressed against it, like she was wiping up a spill on the counter.

		

		Stephanie’s hips rose to greet Sayo’s hand.

		

		Her fearful eyes met Sayo’s calm, assured ones.

		

		“It okay, miss,” she purred.

		

		Stephanie fought with her body to return her hips to the mattress. Once down, she closed her eyes and swallowed. The noise of it cascaded in her ears and provided a different focus.

		

		Sayo continued to gently wipe the woman’s pussy. The more she wiped, however, the more wet Stephanie became.

		

		Leaving her opening for the moment, Sayo folded the towel over her fingers and dabbed at the outer labia. The shininess left those areas, and Stephanie calmed down.

		

		Sayo pried the woman’s knees into a butterfly position. “You stay, okay?”

		

		Stephanie nodded as she kept her body frozen. As Sayo dabbed her opening, however, Stephanie’s knees shook.

		

		“Shh, it okay, miss. I be done soon and we continue, okay?”

		

		Stephanie nodded, reddened, sweated, and trembled.

		Sayo knew she was past the point of stopping. She glanced over the woman’s sweaty and trembling form and noted her nipples were large and puffy under her shirt.

		

		Justifying her actions as professional, Sayo pressed her toweled fingers to the woman’s clit and rubbed in tiny circles, like what she’d do with a stubborn counter stain.

		

		Stephanie’s eyes opened, her hips flew off the mattress, her feet pressed against the bed, and she thrust against Sayo, who maintained her circled attack on Stephanie’s clit.

		

		“Ohhhhhhh!”

		

		Sayo stopped circling when Stephanie went over, and patiently held the towel against her. When Stephanie reconnected with the mattress, she was spent. Sayo was able to mop up the remaining fluids without reaction.

		

		“See? You fine. And now you dwy.”

		

		Stephanie watched Sayo expertly affix the remaining electrodes to her swollen sex.

		

		Aside from the contraction of her pussy lips and rippling of her abs, Stephanie offered no other complaint or reaction.

		

		Sayo was confident there was no latent dominance in the patient.

		

		Stephanie turned toward Sayo when she stood up and wheeled the cart away. She remained mute as Sayo hooked up the wires. Then, she watched Sayo walk toward the door and push a button.

		

		When the TV came on and paused at the start-up screen, Stephanie glanced at it.

		

		As Sayo spoke, Stephanie glanced back.

		

		“You lie still, okay? And watch TV. We make movie fo’ you. Just watch, okay? No touch you... no touch.”

		

		Embarrassed that Sayo thought she’d masturbate, Stephanie turned back to the TV.

		

		“This give feedback to help, okay?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“I put light down but keep on fo’ safety, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Okay. I be back. If you need something, push button.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Two minutes after Sayo left each room, the video began to play. The first five minutes contained a message from Frankie.

		

		She welcomed each patient to the clinic and provided background information they already had. Then, she explained that they would be watching many different pictures and short clips about life.

		

		The Frankie in the movie ended by saying, “Please, snuggle under the covers and watch the following images with a clear mind. There is no purpose to them, and they have no order. Please note, not everything you see will make you happy. Some things will make you laugh, some things will make you cry, some things will make you warm and fuzzy, while others will make you angry.

		

		“All of the images are designed to elicit a reaction, which the electrodes will pick up. This information will be assessed to enable us to best help you. So please, sit back and relax.”

		

		The movie was a half-hour montage comprised of eight minutes of general life-related rites of passage and twenty-two minutes of porn.

		

		At the end of the movie, Frankie reappeared.

		

		“The compilation process begins now. Remember, you may not be the only sleep subject patient in the clinic tonight, so it may take a while for someone to come in. Regardless of what happens tonight, a separate appointment will be set up later to discuss your test results.

		

		“For now, there’s nothing to worry about. You are free to fall asleep on your own. Treat this room like home and do whatever you do at home to get to sleep. You will be monitored throughout the night.

		

		“It’s possible you may be visited by myself and/or a staff member tonight. Perhaps more than once. It’s also possible that you won’t be visited at all tonight. I’ll take everything from here. Good night.”

		

		The end shot was a close-up of Frankie’s smiling face, and then the frame narrowed to emphasize the twinkle in her eye.

		

		When the TV turned off, so did the lights, and the cameras switched to night vision streaming.

		

		* * * *

		

		Dr. Doram had watched the entire night’s proceedings from the observation room. Since opening her practice nearly two decades prior, Frankie had become bored with the first-time testing.

		

		Anomalies were few and far between. Generalities, on the other hand, were proven time and again. She’d honed the process to the point that there were hardly any surprises on patients’ first sleepovers.

		

		Still, she needed and wanted to be on the premises. Usually, she only paid half attention to the monitors. Frankie had personally trained Sayo and had full confidence in her abilities.

		

		For the rare times when something went awry, Sayo had demonstrated competence to handle it or she had sought Frankie’s expertise.

		

		Becoming overly dependent upon Sayo, Frankie almost missed the entire encounter with Stephanie. Submissively demure and boring middle-aged women didn’t do anything for Frankie. She regarded them as necessary for her other patients, much like the rats that were fed to snakes at pet shops.

		

		The only patient Dr. Doram was marginally interested in was Christopher, but even his behavior had been predictable.

		

		She had nearly turned off the monitors every time Sayo entered Stephanie’s room. The first few times, she turned the sound off because Frankie couldn’t stand the soft-spoken, holier-than-thou tone. The doctor was certain Stephanie needed a good fucking and looked forward to watching Christopher provide that entertainment.

		

		Right before Sayo went in for the last time, Frankie had been in the back of the observation room fixing a snack in the kitchenette. Having sticky hands, she didn’t bother muting the encounter.

		

		When Sayo broke script, Frankie sat up straight, abandoned her snack and cleaned her hands. When Stephanie admitted to being a virgin, Frankie took the seat in front of the monitors.

		

		A virgin.

		

		Since the clinic’s clientele was primarily middle aged, a virgin had never before been part of any study.

		

		A virgin!

		

		Stephanie took the lead in the interesting department, and Frankie grew moist.

		

		As the encounter continued, however, Frankie’s moistness turned into heat; and not the good kind.

		

		* * * *

		

		The exhilaration immediately fled as soon as Sayo closed the door on Stephanie. Her only hope was that Dr. Doram hadn’t seen or heard any of the exchange.

		

		The short walk to the observation room convinced Sayo that she would be spared. Frankie hated submissive women, and the exchange had taken place during snack time.

		

		Each step became more confident.

		

		Until she reached the door.

		

		Frankie’s face would tell her everything.

		

		With her hand on the doorknob, Sayo slowed her breathing and braced for the inevitable.

		

		She didn’t need to see Frankie’s face. Seeing Frankie by the monitors and not in the kitchenette was enough.

		

		Before the door closed behind her, Sayo knew what she had to do.

		

		She also knew that it wouldn’t make any difference.

		

		Still, Sayo knew she had to make the attempt.

		

		Sayo sunk to her knees before Frankie and hugged her legs. Keeping her head lowered and her forehead pressed against the doctor, Sayo waited in silence.

		

		If she spoke before three questions, her punishment would be much more severe.

		

		Frankie ran her fingers through her pet’s hair, brushed it off her face, and slid it behind an ear.

		

		The action was intimate and gentle. However, the hair play was the calm before the storm.

		

		Frankie put a hand under Sayo’s chin and raised her head. She peered into her eyes and forced a smile.

		

		Sayo returned the smile, even though neither of them displayed happiness.

		

		“What the fuck just happened, my pet?”

		

		Frankie forced her voice to match the tone of Stephanie’s; it was quiet and unassuming, except for the expletive.

		

		Sayo keep her eyes down and said nothing. She’d been punished many times in her two-decade tenure with the doctor.

		

		Dr. Doram traced a finger down the side of Sayo’s face. “Hmm?”

		

		Still, Sayo didn’t budge.

		

		“Please, dear, I need to know. I need you to tell me what the fuck just happened in Stephanie’s exam room. Did you follow protocol?”

		

		The third question.

		

		Keeping her head bowed, Sayo tried to explain. Dr. Doram didn’t tolerate empty begging. That, too, brought a much harsher punishment.

		

		“Dr. Doram, ma’am, while I’m so sorry for the outcome that has upset you so, I absolutely did follow protocol.”

		

		“I’m listening, though my patience is wearing thin.”

		

		Frankie was positioned in front of the monitors. The patients would be occupied with the video for a while but she enjoyed watching the live results of the porn stimuli. While she didn’t pay complete attention, she was able to keep tabs.

		

		“My job,” Sayo shifted to clutch the doctor’s legs, “is to make the patient as comfortable as possible and apply the sensors as efficiently as possible. Women are more difficult because of the wetness.

		

		“Stephanie was wet. In fact, she was so wet, the sensor fell right off. I took care of her the way I’ve taken care of patients in similar circumstances in the past. I dried her off so I could get the sensor to stay on.

		

		“I didn’t take a lot of time. It’s true the patient experienced an orgasm while I dried her but this, too, is typical of past occurrences. I waited for her to finish, continued to dry her and quickly put the rest of the sensors on.”

		

		The fact that Frankie continued to pet Sayo’s hair was an indication of her anger. Sayo had learned that the ratio of physical contact during an apology or explanation was proportionate to future punishment.

		

		One time during a tryst where the pair was enjoying each other, Sayo had mentioned the correlation. Frankie had smiled and reflected before commenting, “Yes, you may consider it foreplay for your impending punishment.”

		

		The gentleness of the doctor’s fingertips parting Sayo’s hair coupled with her forced calm indicated that a future punishment would be beyond severe.

		

		After Sayo finished her case, she froze, in the same crouched position at Frankie’s feet. She’d learned from experience not to restate or babble the same things.

		

		Frankie tapped the top of Sayo’s head, and Sayo sat up and looked at Frankie, as she’d been trained to do.

		

		Frankie’s smile stopped at her lips, and her fingertip tracing of Sayo’s face made her shudder.

		

		Sayo knew there was no excuse for her behavior.

		

		She also knew that, if given a hundred chances to do it over, she wouldn’t ever change what she had done.

		

		“Let me just see if I understand your justification, pet.”

		

		Frankie spoke quietly but there was an edge to her voice that had never been there in past situations. When she brought her hand to Sayo’s chin, it trembled.

		

		Pushing upwards, she tilted Sayo’s head back as she rolled her chair forward to peer from a higher perch.

		

		“Am I to understand that you believe your electrode-fitting time with Stephanie was similar to all of the other times you’ve encountered a wet pussy?”

		

		Frankie’s voice cracked on several words, and she had a difficult time maintaining an outwardly calm demeanor. Her insides were a blend of equal parts rage and arousal.

		

		Sayo knew the doctor would immediately see through her justifications. To hear her words in that tone, though, made them seem even more ridiculous.

		

		Still, she wouldn’t have traded that experience. She would face her consequences a hundred times, if necessary.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“And even now, after I put your defense into one sentence and you can hear how absurd it sounds, do you still wish to stand behind it?” Her voice crescendoed at the end.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie glared at Sayo as her breathing became labored.

		

		“You do.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Seething at Sayo’s blatant insubordination, Frankie slapped her across the face; the force of which knocked Sayo to her left, and she nearly tumbled off her knees.

		

		She was slow to right herself, and Frankie glanced at the monitors.

		

		Sayo knew Frankie wasn’t done with her.

		

		Returning to position, she raised her watery eyes to Frankie and said, “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		The doctor was slow to swivel around. When she did, she took in Sayo’s mussed hair, the imprint of a hand coming into view on Sayo’s cheek, and a thin line of mascara chasing a teardrop down her cheek.

		

		Frankie’s glare remained, and her breathing was heavy.

		

		Sayo plaintively awaited the recitation of the punishment but Frankie didn’t speak.

		

		Instead, she hauled off and duplicated her smack in force and placement.

		

		Again, Sayo was nearly knocked out of position.

		

		“You motherfucking bitch,” Frankie spat without raising her voice.

		

		When Sayo resumed her position, she again said, “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“I think you’re only sorry you got caught, slut.”

		

		When Sayo held steady, Frankie continued.

		

		“She was a virgin. A VIRGIN!”

		

		Sayo braced herself for another slap but it didn’t come.

		

		“You dare to flinch at me, you lesbian whore.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“You deserve to be slapped until your flesh separates from your bone but you know damn well I don’t have the time to do that now. Have no doubt that your punishment, once all the patients have gone home, will be the harshest you’ve seen. Ever.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Here I had to watch you give that middle-aged freak her very first orgasm. And you. You didn’t even think to include me. No, you’re a selfish and greedy cunt who gobbled up the entire experience by herself.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		The slap was swift but not as intense. “Don’t patronize me, bitch.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I’m fucking horny as hell, and we don’t have much time.”

		

		Frankie moved her ass to the edge of the chair and spread her legs while clutching the hair at the back of Sayo’s neck.

		

		Tilting it toward the ceiling again, Frankie said, “You’re gonna get me off until I’m satisfied, cunt.”

		

		Frankie smashed Sayo’s mouth into her sopping sex, and held her head in place, controlling when Sayo could breathe.

		

		It was a favorite control tool of the doctor, and Sayo was intimately familiar with and skilled in the ways of bringing Frankie to climax. The lack of oxygen was preferable to the glare and slapping.

		

		Holding Sayo’s head in her lap, Frankie swiveled toward the monitors, and Sayo shifted to accommodate the movement.

		

		The doctor scanned the early results from Christopher, and was surprised to find a latent bi craving. She filed it away for future use.

		

		She glanced at Stephanie’s sheet, which blazed neon on everything submissive.

		

		Pulling Sayo’s head back, she ordered, “Breathe, bitch.”

		

		Sayo was proficient in conserving oxygen and in gulping it down when provided. Frankie cut her oxygen intake short.

		

		“Quit dickin’ around and get me off!”

		

		Sayo amped up her attention and took the doctor over the edge in a back-to-back attack.

		

		As a result, Frankie involuntarily held Sayo’s head longer than normal. When her spasms ceased, Frankie shoved Sayo off.

		

		Sayo knew to remain in a kneeling position.

		

		“Once more, bitch, with fingers.”

		

		The doctor scooted her chair to watch Braden as she reached for his printout.

		

		Sayo repositioned when Frankie was settled.

		

		While the doctor focused on work papers, Sayo was left to her own devices. With a steady stream of oxygen, she teased, licked and pinched Frankie’s labia. Then, she traced Frankie’s inner thighs before inserting two fingers into the doctor’s hole.

		

		With her fingers inside, Sayo sucked on Frankie’s pussy lips and brushed her nose against the doctor’s clit. She did everything Frankie loved.

		

		But Frankie was determined not to react.

		

		Meanwhile, on the monitors, Braden’s reactions were according to expectation. He even acted like every other middle-aged schlub, right down to surreptitious masturbation.

		

		If he remained typical, Braden would not be sleeping that night. Frankie was looking forward to introducing him to the wonderful world of female domination.

		

		After checking on Stephanie and Christopher, Frankie allowed herself to acknowledge Sayo.

		

		“Guess you don’t have a third time in you, bitch, what, with playing with a virgin and all. I’ll have to do it myself because time’s running out. Hold your tongue out, you useless piece of shit.”

		

		Frankie held the back of Sayo’s head and ground her pussy against her assistant’s tongue. Sayo was used to the position and allowed her jaw go slack.

		

		After several minutes, Frankie’s juices dripped down Sayo’s face.

		

		She shoved Sayo hard enough to knock her off balance, causing her head to hit the back of the desk.

		

		“Clean yourself off.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		As Sayo cleaned herself in the kitchenette, Frankie outlined the evening’s adventure.

		

		“Test results say we’re going to be proceeding like we’d planned with Braden.”

		

		“Good, ma’am.”

		

		“But come take a look at Christopher’s reactions to seventy-seven through ninety-nine.”

		

		“Nooo, really?”

		

		Sayo knew those were images of gay encounters and didn’t need but a glance at the printout.

		

		“Yep, very latent but very real.”

		

		“Interesting.”

		

		“So for him tonight, it’ll be Operation Asian Attack.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		A further explanation wasn’t required.

		

		“Be sure to show him the handprint that’s on your cheek.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“That’ll come later.” They both glanced at Christopher’s monitor. “He’ll get himself off shortly and doze for a while.”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Right now, you need to go into Braden’s room and prepare him for our session.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Sayo transitioned effortlessly into professional deference before facing patients.

		

		“I’ll be right here, try not to fuck this up, bitch.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Sayo had the door open when Frankie said, “Oh, and cunt?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor?”

		

		“Don’t even think you’re off the hook, no matter what else happens tonight. I’m the one who owns your fuckin’ ass, and make no mistake that your punishment is going to ruin you.”

		

		“I will accept it willingly, Doctor.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Before Sayo entered Braden’s room, she moved her hair over Frankie’s marking. Since she had cleaned up, he wouldn’t notice her demeanor as different in any way.

		

		The door opening startled Braden, who was literally caught with his dick in his hand.

		

		Sayo busied herself adjusting the light and locating the stool, which gave Braden time to adjust the position of his hands. He hoped she didn’t know what he’d been doing.

		

		She sat on his right side to prevent her slapped, right cheek from being discovered. Sayo placed her hand on his sheet-covered arm.

		

		“I notice you upset by much of movie, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		“I don’t know ‘bout upset, really.”

		

		He tried to deny the claim because the parts he was disturbed by were some of the porn clips. Since he was participating in a sleep study for his health, he didn’t think that information was relevant.

		

		Being a typical patient, his denial was expected. Sayo questioned further to determine whether Braden was aware of just what the cause was.

		

		“Oh? How you find movie, Mr. Bwaden?”

		

		“Oh, well, I guess I’d say some parts kinda bothered me from a social standpoint.”

		

		“How you mean?”

		

		“I guess I mean some of the movie was against my belief system.”

		

		“What ones?”

		

		“All that stuff about beating women. It rubbed me the wrong way. We’re in the me-too era but I’ve always felt this way. No man should ever beat or take advantage of a woman like what was in that movie.”

		

		“Ah. And how ‘bout woman?”

		

		“Huh?”

		

		“Is okay fo’ woman to beat woman?”

		

		“No, I think I just said that, didn’t I?”

		

		“No, Me’stuh Bwaden, you say no man should.”

		

		“Oh, well, I guess I say ‘man’ for everyone, including women.”

		

		“Ah, okay.” She rubbed his arm.

		

		The questions provided an opportunity for the patient to be honest about his willingness to be dominated by a male. Normally, though, the “beating women” response was the explanation. It wasn’t that the patients lied; it was more that they weren’t aware of their own sexual attractions.

		

		While they could hide many things from themselves, they couldn’t hide anything from the test. The sensors had picked up Braden’s pulses and throbs during scenes where one male forcibly thrust his cock into a sub male’s mouth and verbally ordered him to suck.

		

		In contrast, the scenes depicting a loving, male-on-male encounter received zero reaction. It indicated that Braden was a total submissive to anyone; female or male.

		

		Having ascertained his vanilla sex life, his dominant wife and the restrictive control she had over him, Frankie knew Braden was an easy mark and started with him first.

		

		Still rubbing his arm, Sayo leaned closer. “I know, Me’stuh Bwaden. You velly sensitive, so I come say, it okay, okay?”

		

		“Thank you. It was pretty jarring.” Braden wasn’t used to female compassion but he was sexually charged, as Sayo had interrupted him. Plus, Frankie and Sayo looked like recurring characters in his jack-off dreams.

		

		Her touch, even though not skin-on-skin, stirred his needy dick. He crossed one leg over the other to hide it.

		

		Sayo slid her hand to his thigh and pushed. “No, Me’stuh Bwaden, you can’t cwoss legs. Make you stiff and you no sweep.”

		

		She trailed her hand up and down his thigh, absentmindedly on purpose. “You no think ‘bout bad movie, okay? You think good things.”

		

		“You think I think bad things before bed and that’s why I can’t sleep?” When she nodded, he added, “I guess that’s true. I mean, before you came in here, I seriously wondered whether I’d ever get to sleep tonight.”

		

		“Yes, it what test say. It why I come in. Because moni’tuhs go off, Doc’tuh come see you.”

		

		“Dr. Doram is going to come in?”

		

		“Yes, because she want to help. Need to help you sweep.”

		

		“I’m sorry to be such a bother. I know you have other patients tonight.”

		

		“You no bah’thuh, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		Sayo moved her hand up his thigh, circled his chest--including nipples--and back down his thigh. It was a circle she repeated as she spoke. Each lap brought her hand closer to his hard-on. Braden was on edge.

		

		“You patient. We take ca’e all patient.”

		

		“Okay.” He looked away, embarrassed.

		

		“You think ‘bout happy things, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Her hand was very close.

		

		“What make you happy, Me’stuh Bwaden?”

		

		“I guess I liked the puppy clips.”

		

		“Yes, puppies cute.”

		

		The back of her hand bumped his pole, and he jumped.

		

		“I. I’m so sorry! After the movie, and bein’ in here, and you’re so pretty and nice...”

		

		“Shh.” She put a finger on his lips. “It okay. It no’mal.”

		

		“Thank you. Still, I’m sorry.”

		

		Sayo resumed her circular movement.

		

		“No need. Tell me, what happy things?”

		

		“Oh, I guess...” his voice trailed as her hand bumped his pole again.

		

		At that moment, the door flew open, and Frankie entered.

		

		She’d monitored Sayo’s scripted actions and Braden’s anticipated responses. The sequence could nearly be timed, it was so typical.

		

		The only change to Frankie’s appearance was that her long, dark hair was in a ponytail. It was a subtle change to solidify her dominance. Not that it was required, but every nuance aided the process.

		

		She barged into the room and marched to the foot of the bed.

		

		“Just what is going on in here?!”

		

		She glanced at Braden’s crotch, and he looked in her direction. Sayo was leaned over him, with an arm across his legs, and a hand wedged between his left thigh and dick. Even though he was wearing shorts and there was a sheet, it looked inappropriate.

		

		“No, Dr. Doram, nothing’s going on here. I swear! I’m married!”

		

		Sayo remained in place, though she straightened up. “Yes, Doc’tuh. I see patient upset and come quiet him.”

		

		“You think giving him a handjob will quiet him?”

		

		“Oh god, no! She wasn’t doing that, Dr. Doram!”

		

		“I no give handjob.” Sayo put her hands in her lap.

		

		“Then why does he have a hard-on?”

		

		“It okay. He confuse. Movie make him upset and awouse. But he no do nothing.”

		

		“What part of the movie made him aroused?”

		

		“We only talk ‘bout upset part.”

		

		“Sayo, back up from the patient. Now.”

		

		Sayo pushed the stool back a few inches. The command in Frankie’s voice and Sayo’s obedience made Braden twitch, on cue.

		

		“What part of the movie was arousing, Braden?”

		

		“Oh, um, I guess most of the porn clips, heh.”

		

		“Can you remember any specific ones?”

		

		“Uh, no, not really. It was kinda the porn in general.” Braden couldn’t tell her that the most arousing clips were the ones with people who looked like Frankie and Sayo.

		

		“I don’t think that’s entirely true, Braden.”

		

		While Frankie stressed the use of his first name rather than his formal title, Braden failed to notice.

		

		At least consciously.

		

		The name change was calculated.

		

		Going from formal to casual added to her dominance and his submission.

		

		“I think you liked all the bossy ones.”

		

		Braden didn’t respond.

		

		Frankie asked, “Didn’t you.”

		

		“I, um, didn’t like the beatings, ma’am.”

		

		“I wasn’t talking about those. No one’s supposed to like those. I’m talking about when one person ordered someone else. Just like when I told Sayo to move, and she did. And your cock pulsed.”

		

		Braden sucked in air.

		

		“We’re going to test something. Don’t forget to breathe, Braden.”

		

		He let out the held breath and tried to breathe normally but it was ragged.

		

		“Sayo, remove your scrub top.”

		

		Braden’s eyes darted to Sayo and watched her comply with the directive. Her black bra cupped tiny, pert breasts, and her skin was a creamy white.

		

		“Take off your bra.”

		

		Sayo dropped her bra on her top.

		

		“Touch your breasts.”

		

		Sayo held them from the bottom.

		

		“Pinch your nipples.”

		

		Braden was too mesmerized to remember that he was married.

		

		“Squeeze them together, pull them apart, and tug your nipples.”

		

		Frankie watched Braden as Sayo repeated the commands. A wet spot formed at the top of his tent.

		

		“Put your hands in your lap.”

		

		With her hands down, Frankie and Braden could see Sayo’s nips were red and pointy.

		

		“Smack your nipples and make them settle down.”

		

		Sayo smacked her right nipple with her right hand. It shook but remained erect. She used the same hand on her left nipple to the same result.

		

		“Again.”

		

		The sequence continued several times. Braden remained mute as his wet spot grew.

		

		“Very well; this isn’t working,” Frankie stated.

		

		She walked to Sayo, grabbed her shoulders and pushed her to the bed, where she bent her over. Sayo’s boobs dangled in front of Braden. In the sudden, but well-practiced, movement, Sayo placed one hand on Braden’s shoulder and the other on his dick.

		

		“Suck her tits, Braden.”

		

		“I, uh, I guess...”

		

		Frankie shoved a tit into his open mouth. “I told you to suck, Braden.”

		

		Braden had no choice but to comply.

		

		Frankie mimicked Braden’s plea in a high-pitched voice. “I. Uh. I guess. You’re the one responsible for Sayo’s condition, Braden, because you refused to admit what the tests had already revealed. You forced me to demonstrate.

		

		“And boy, were those tests, right, eh? Not only did you have a hard-on but you leaked precum all through my commands!”

		

		Braden was unable to answer, which was the point. Frankie needed to lay some foundation for his continued submission.

		

		“Were you going to complain that you’re married? Do I have to remind you that your wife is the one who demanded that you come here, Braden?”

		

		He tried to shake his head in acknowledgment but it appeared that he was rubbing his face against her breasts. Frankie let it slide.

		

		All of the patients responded the same way.

		

		“Yes, I know she was. Plus, you sought me, Braden. Because you knew I did medical studies to determine your sleep issues. Had you been upfront with us at the time of setting your appointment, during the consultation and, hell, even ten minutes ago, this wouldn’t have escalated.

		

		“You’re the one who forced us into this position, so you’re the one who has to make it right. It’s not fair for Sayo to be aroused and then abandoned, is it?”

		

		Again, his head bounced between her tits.

		

		“No, it’s not fair. And I’m sure you don’t expect me to rectify the situation, do you?”

		

		Bouncing.

		

		“Good. Now, let’s have a look.”

		

		Frankie, standing behind Sayo, stood her up facing Braden.

		

		“Look at her nipples. Have they gone down?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Well, has one of them gone down?”

		

		“Uh, no, ma’am.”

		

		“I was afraid of this. You’ve been a good boy, but it seems as though your actions didn’t serve to quash her desire so much as inflame it.”

		

		Braden’s cock twitched and dribbled at being told he was a good boy, and his ego swelled with the skilled comment.

		

		“But I’m getting to know you, Braden, and you’re far too smart to just take my word for it or Sayo’s, so I’m not even going to ask her. Instead, I want you to reach into her scrub bottoms and feel her vagina. I need to know from you if she’s lubricated.”

		

		Whatever reservations he had before were dispelled by the scientific language. His submission reacted to the order and bypassed his brain.

		

		Braden kept his eyes at boob-level and reached into Sayo’s pants. He wasn’t sure whether the order was for over or under the panties, so he swiped the outside of them.

		

		“Well?”

		

		“She’s wet, ma’am.”

		

		“Did you check skin-on-skin?”

		

		“No, ma’am. Just over her panties. I… I wasn’t sure...”

		

		“Well that’s not very scientific, is it, Braden? Anything could’ve spilled in her lap. Take your index finger and swipe it under her panties from the bottom to the top.”

		

		His heart hammered in his chest as he reached into her panties. If he had stopped to think, he wouldn’t have needed to perform the test because he could smell her. It was a sweet, fresh smell. His wife had her own aroma but, while he liked it, she wasn’t as fresh all the time.

		

		Braden inhaled deeply when he swiped his finger as directed. He looked at Frankie, who had her eyebrows raised. “She’s wet, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie nodded. “Very well. Now we’re going to have to take time away from the sleep study. She can’t very well go about her duties in an aroused state, can she.”

		

		Even though it was a statement and her eyebrows weren’t raised, Braden still replied, “No, ma’am.”

		

		“No, you’re right. Since operating this clinic for over twenty years, I’ve learned that the fastest way to get Sayo off is through oral stimulation. Therefore, Sayo, remove your pants and panties and sit on Braden’s face.”

		

		As Sayo stripped and got into position, Frankie spoke to prevent Braden from protesting. “I had hoped to get a good night’s sleep tonight but because of your actions, Braden, this is going to take far longer than expected.”

		

		Sayo had to move carefully to avoid contact with the electrodes. Frankie continued to comment that Braden was at fault for the predicament and he would rectify it.

		

		His mind was swimming. There was a vague awareness that Wendy wouldn’t approve, but any negative thought was overridden by his cock.

		

		As Sayo descended, Braden mumbled, “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“Yes, well, focus your apology on getting her off quickly. Though, also from my experience, one orgasm will not suffice with Sayo. You’ll have to keep your tongue going until she crawls off of you.”

		

		Braden hungrily ate the Asian out, and Sayo was overly loud and verbal, praising Braden’s skills. She faked her way through three orgasms before she stood in front of Frankie.

		

		“Very well. You seemed to have pleased Sayo, but something doesn’t add up.”

		

		Braden was still in submissive bliss, licking his mouth as Sayo’s eyes widened and she turned to Frankie:

		

		“Oh no, Doc’tuh. It add up. He good. He velly good.”

		

		“If he were very good, as you say, then his bitchy wife would be all over him every night. But she’s not. She kicked his ass outta the bedroom. That means he’s not skilled, which means you lied!”

		

		Frankie slapped Sayo’s already-red cheek hard, causing Braden to notice the mark.

		

		“Oh gosh! Please don’t, ma’am. I don’t think Sayo would ever lie.” Braden didn’t realize that by assisting Sayo, he sounded like he was self-aggrandizing.

		

		“No? You don’t know this bitch very well, sub.”

		

		The word was always used in the same instance, and it worked the same way. It stopped Braden from pleading and made him concentrate on the word. Plus, being talked down to and called sub gave him a surprisingly warm feeling.

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“I think she said it to move things along and make up for lost time. But now we’re at a conundrum, sub, because I don’t believe her claims. So I’ll have to see for myself.”

		

		Frankie shoved Sayo to her knees and climbed into position atop Braden. Looking up, he saw she had a wet thong under her labcoat/dress. Frankie pulled it to the side as she sat on Braden’s face.

		

		“Lick me.”

		

		As Braden duplicated his efforts, Frankie was far less complimentary. “Yep, this is more like it. No wonder your wife kicked you out of the bedroom. I doubt she’ll want you back with such poor technique as this.”

		

		Frankie loved to be eaten and could climax from just about anything. However, she’d already come three times with Sayo. Plus, she wasn’t comfortable hovering on the bed, which was deliberate so she didn’t come.

		

		After smoothing her dress, she put her hands on her hips and glared at Sayo’s kneeling form. Practiced to the second, Sayo looked up at the same time.

		

		“I solly, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Frankie turned to Braden. “You see? She admitted to lying, sub.”

		

		Braden was overwhelmed and allowed his inner sub to surface. “Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry for doubting you.”

		

		“She will have to be punished.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“How do you think she should be punished, sub?”

		

		“How?”

		

		“Yes. After all, you’re affected by her lying because it’s taken away valuable time from your study.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“So how would you like to punish her?”

		

		Frankie loved how patients took ownership in the punishment, which solidified their own submission and made things much easier during the dismissal discussion.

		

		“I think it’s only fair that she should have to suck my dick and get me off now.”

		

		They always thought with their dicks.

		

		“Yes, that makes sense. But you’ve got electrodes all over you, and it would take far more time to remove and reapply them.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		If he weren’t focused on being a good sub, he would’ve had a hands-free orgasm.

		

		“So what could you do to her, in your current state, that would teach her a lesson?”

		

		Braden considered all the porn he’d watched through the years and glanced around the room.

		

		“I guess, ma’am, I’m not in a very good position to deliver punishment. Plus, it’s not really my thing. I think the best thing in this situation is for you to spank her. I don’t know if you have anything better but I thought maybe you could use my chart.”

		

		Given Frankie’s mood about Stephanie, Braden couldn’t have said anything better.

		

		“If it’s okay with you, Braden, there are many implements in the room that we have on hand just in case we need to use them.

		

		She opened a cabinet, where the back of the door was pegboard that held punishment toys. Braden’s eyes grew wide and his heart sped. “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“What a good and accommodating sub you are. Since I’m to dole it out, I choose the paddle.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” he beamed.

		

		Frankie sat and yanked Sayo into her lap. She paddled her harder than she normally did in similar situations but less harsh than she would later that night. Sayo still had clinical duties to perform and she couldn’t effectively do them with a bleeding ass.

		

		Sayo wailed and exclaimed both for Braden’s benefit and in an attempt to appease Frankie.

		

		Frankie was unaffected. Braden’s cock bounced.

		

		Once Sayo’s ass was pink like a strawberry Starburst, Frankie grabbed her hair. Holding her head back, Frankie stood up. As she walked to the door, Sayo resumed her kneeling position.

		

		“Sayo will give you instructions from here, sub. However, I doubt much data will be gleaned during the remainder of the night. You’ll most likely need to redo the test. Given the turn of events here, any further sexual activity may have negative results. Please refrain from touching yourself or even thinking sexual thoughts.”

		

		Frankie returned to the observation room.

		

		A few seconds after the door to Braden’s room clicked shut, Sayo asked, “She gone?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		Sayo stood up, got dressed and exaggeratedly tried to smooth herself into a professional. “I solly, Me’stuh Bwaden. I twy to help.”

		

		“Oh, no. No, please, you have no reason to apologize to me.”

		

		“I mess up test. I make you come back.”

		

		“I’ve never been good at tests, and I’ve had to retake almost every single one.”

		

		Sayo walked closer and held his hand.

		

		“Does that hurt?” he asked.

		

		She touched her cheek. “No. It okay.”

		

		“I’m sorry I told her to spank you.”

		

		“No, pwease, Me’stuh Bwaden. No say solly. I dese’ve spanking.” Sayo looked directly into the camera for the last sentence.

		

		Again, Frankie was unaffected.

		

		“I should’ve thought of something else.”

		

		“No. It okay. You twy sweep, okay? Maybe test give good an’suh, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		She walked to the door. “Will I see you again tonight?” he asked.

		

		Sayo thought about Operation Asian Attack and Frankie’s promise of punishment. “No.”

		

		After Sayo left, Braden was consumed with sexual thoughts. He’d eaten out two women and watched a live spanking. Before that, he’d watched twenty-two minutes of porn and had his masturbation interrupted. His cock was raging, and sleep was the last thing on his mind.

		

		He remembered Frankie’s admonition about no touching and wondered how he’d make it through the night.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden managed to sleep in short bouts of two to three hours, which was more than his norm. Were it not for his insistent cock, he would’ve slept through the night.

		

		To leave him in such a state was part of Dr. Doram’s plan. She needed him to return, and she needed him to believe it was medically required.

		

		At five-thirty in the morning, Sayo returned to Braden’s room. He had been sleeping for ninety minutes. As she opened drawers and prepared for the removal of the sensors, Braden woke up.

		

		“Is something wrong?”

		

		“No, time to wake. I take off sen’suhs.”

		

		“Okay,” he yawned.

		

		He’d made it through the night without going to the bathroom or using the bedpan. While he was proud, he also figured his body had tried to avoid any further genital contact.

		

		The removal of electrodes affixed to hair or hairy body parts was sometimes painful and cumbersome. Sayo started with the easy ones.

		

		“Now we do hawd ones, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		“Hard ones?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		With a knife, Sayo applied goop to the glue to separate the sensors from the skin. Braden remained rigid and didn’t complain.

		

		“It come off bet’tuh in show’uh, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Braden hoped everyone would still be sleeping when he got back home so he could have a long masturbation session in the shower.

		

		Next, Sayo removed the sensors from his hair. Again, Braden allowed her to do her job.

		

		“It hawdest down...” she looked at his crotch.

		

		“Oh, um, yeah, I guess it would be.”

		

		“I solly.”

		

		“You’re just doing your job. I understand that.”

		

		Braden braced himself but having his short and curlies pulled brought tears to his eyes.

		

		“Oh, Me’stuh Bwaden, you cwy?”

		

		“No, it’s okay. Just maybe do it faster?”

		

		“Oh, okay. I think it not be good but I twy.”

		

		She applied the goop to the top, middle sensor and yanked it off. Some of his pubes stayed on the sensor, and Braden gasped for air.

		

		“You okay?”

		

		“Yeah, fine. Just keep going. As fast as you can.”

		

		The removal process had proven to be another test. Those people who were pain sluts wanted the process to be slow, and some moaned and even spontaneously came. Sayo would note in Braden’s chart that he wasn’t into pain.

		

		Once all the sensors had been removed, Sayo held up a tube of ointment. “It to help pain, okay?”

		

		“Okay. Thank you for taking caring of me...Miss.”

		

		“Yes, Me’stuh Bwaden. 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, Braden went into the bathroom and spent awhile on the toilet. He couldn’t help diddling a bit. Mindful of the time, however, he held off until he got home. The washing he attempted made him no less sticky. He did the best he could before changing clothes.

		

		He folded the blanket and set it on the exam-table-turned bed and checked around the room. After he picked up a few stray sensor backings and threw them away, he pressed the call button.

		

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

		

		* * * *

		

		“Mr. Spath, please have a seat.” Remaining seated, Frankie motioned to a chair in front of her desk.

		

		“I’m sorry for messing up the test last night,” he said feebly.

		

		“You and Sayo equally messed things up. Things happen, and all we can do is proceed, and learn from our mistakes.”

		

		Frankie made him uncomfortable, especially since it was still dark outside, and the only light in her office was a desk lamp. It was weird to be in a professional office when the rest of the world was either sleeping or just rising.

		

		“As I thought, we’ll need to do a further test.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Since it’s partly your fault and partly my staff’s fault, I can’t waive the fees but I can provide a discount.”

		

		“Oh, sure, I understand.”

		

		Braden hadn’t considered the extra expense. Since he took care of the household books, he would give up some of his benefits and not tell Wendy. She wouldn’t be pleased if she found out that he’d ruined the test; not to mention how.

		

		“Our front desk people will walk you through the billing process.”

		

		“Okay.” He wanted to leave.

		

		“Due to your sexual impulses, you’ll be required to shave before your next appointment.”

		

		“Like, bald?” Braden was horrified.

		

		“No, not up there.” Frankie waited for Braden to catch on before continuing. “If you don’t pass inspection, we’ll have to shave you to satisfaction.”

		

		“Oh.” Braden was more horrified. The idea of taking any sharp object to that area didn’t seem prudent.

		

		Frankie was prepared to answer the “why” question but it never came, and she never explained that which wasn’t asked.

		

		“As you know, it may be weeks before we have another opening, since we only do sleep tests twice a week.”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“In the meantime, I want you to start wearing this at night.” She tossed a mouth guard across the desk.

		

		“Don’t hockey players wear these?”

		

		“One and the same. Preliminary tests indicate that wearing this while you sleep may curb your snoring. Obviously, this is a Band-Aid patch over the huge crack in the dam of problems we still need to sort.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Do you have any questions, Mr. Spath?”

		

		“No, I guess not.”

		

		“Very well.” Frankie rose, and Braden headed toward the door. “Just one more thing, Mr. Spath.”

		

		“Yes?” He turned back to Frankie.

		

		“In case you had any concerns about the implications of what happened last night, I just want you to know that it falls within the scope of doctor-patient confidentiality.”

		

		Braden stared blankly at her.

		

		“Some patients wonder whether the details will somehow make it back to their wife.”

		

		“Ohhh.” He hadn’t considered that.

		

		Most patients didn’t. Frankie liked to mention it at the last moment to reinforce the secrecy of their sessions. It also added to the patients’ submissiveness and placed a wedge in their marital relationship.

		

		“I thought you should know my staff is nothing if not professional, and they understand confidentiality. Also, some people don’t understand the science behind what we do here at the clinic. I can tell you appreciate the medical testing. And even though the tests aren’t conclusive yet, I can also tell you are sensitive with a somewhat, shall we say, overbearing partner. She may not understand or appreciate everything you’ve endured.”

		

		“Oh. Right. I guess you’re right about that; I hadn’t thought about it, really.”

		

		They never did. Frankie had learned to include a gentle admonition to bolster her subs for their home conversations.

		

		“It’s not a big deal, really. I probably didn’t need to point it out. You would’ve probably figured that out, since you’ve been extremely astute throughout the entire process, Mr. Spath.”

		

		“Oh, well. Thank you,” he blushed.

		

		“Be sure to stop by the reception area so they can discuss the details and get you scheduled.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am--I mean, Doctor.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden couldn’t think on the drive home. His mind was mush, and his cock throbbed. The first rays of sun shone in his eyes and reminded him that his house would be a bustle of activity.

		

		So, he drove onto the shoulder of an empty road, somewhat shielded by trees. He whipped out his cock and jerked it to the night’s imagery, both from the movie and in the exam room. It didn’t take him long to come, and it was a doozy of a load.

		

		Afterwards, he gripped the steering wheel to calm down. When he gathered his wits, he put his dick away and drove home.

		

		As the world got brighter, the darkness of the test seemed farther away and more unreal. He thought that maybe he needed it to be not real in order to face Wendy.

		

		Wendy.

		

		How was he going to explain it to her?

		

		More testing was necessary. His tests often came back as inconclusive. Still, he would need to deliver the message to Wendy to gain her acceptance.

		

		Bolstered by his plan of action, Braden confidently pulled into his garage.

		

		His confidence fled, however, when he saw Wendy in the doorway with her fists on her hips.

		

		“It’s eight o’clock in the fuckin’ mornin’! You said the test was going to be over at five!”

		

		Braden walked past Wendy and fished in the fridge. He realized he was famished. Wendy marched next to him and repeated herself.

		

		“I gave you the paperwork. I told you it said around five. Anyway, I’m home now.”

		

		“Yeah, big fuckin’ deal. What’d they say you got? You gonna live or die?”

		

		“Test was inconclusive so I gotta do it again.”

		

		“WHAT?!”

		

		“Yep.” Braden bit into an apple and sat at the kitchen table to prevent Wendy from seeing him shake.

		

		She followed him. “Yep what?”

		

		“I gotta do it again.”

		

		“How come?”

		

		“They didn’t tell me.”

		

		“They probably did somethin’ wrong. So you better not be payin’ to take this test again, you hear?”

		

		“No, I won’t. They said they wouldn’t charge me next time.”

		

		“Well, good. What’s that shit in your hair?” She moved to touch it but realized it was sticky and pulled her hand away.

		

		“They had to use some glue-type stuff to keep the electrodes on the hairy parts.”

		

		Wendy knew where his hairy parts were and avoided any talk that was even remotely connected to sex. Instead, she said, “The girls already left for school, and I need to go shopping.” She held out her hand for money.

		

		The one thing they both agreed on was never to purchase on credit. While they had credit cards, they were only used sparingly.

		

		Braden was elated that the conversation had gone so well. He took his wallet out and riffled through his cash. It seemed a little light.

		

		But he concentrated on getting Wendy whatever she needed so she could leave, and he could have the house to himself. He’d taken the morning off when he’d scheduled the test.

		

		Wendy closed her fist over five hundred dollars and left without another word.

		

		Braden spent time removing the gunk from his hair. He also spent more time pleasuring himself while he relived the night’s encounter.

		

		Back in his house, doing routine things, the sleep test seemed like a mere fantasy. It was a fantasy, however, that brought him over the edge once in the shower and once more in bed.

		

		He smiled as he dressed for work, knowing his fantasy would become real again when he went back for the retest.

		

		The End
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