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		Introduction to Book Seven

		

	
		

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

		

		“Perchance to Dream - Books Two through Six” continue the story, delving deeper into the characters.

		

		The cast of characters and where they were last seen:

		

		Dr. Francesca Doram or Frankie - The owner of the sleep clinic, and bi-sexual dominant had taken ill, which made her irritable and slightly illogical. She clutched onto Lorenzo for comfort and care... but also because she was falling for him, and thought he reciprocated. She continued to veer outside of protocol by permitting Zo four hours of free time per week. Having lost her voice, Frankie sent Sayo to run the check-up and release appointments with the patients. The doctor also insidiously placed Sayo at the center of an orgy as a “reward”. However, Frankie--through Lorenzo’s voice--made Sayo relive the virgin masturbation scene, and ended the orgy with Sayo as a cum bucket. Putting emotion over intellect, Frankie ordered Sayo to check up on Stephanie at home, after the patient had cancelled an appointment. When last seen, Frankie was in bed asking for water as Lorenzo tried to cover up sneaking out of her room.

		

		Sayo (Say-ow) Li - Dr. Doram’s assistant and alpha sub got in trouble for masturbating Stephanie, the only virgin patient the clinic had seen. Sayo was cast to the side as the doctor preferred Lorenzo in her primary caretaking duties, but Sayo was given more responsibilities by interacting with the patients on Frankie’s behalf. More importantly, Sayo was sent to Stephanie’s home to determine whether she was really sick. After she forgot to speak broken English, the two women shared intimate moments of friendship and sensuality. Sayo reported to Frankie that Stephanie had lied but that she was able to bring the patient around. The news put her in high favor with Frankie, who rewarded her with an orgy. When Lorenzo confronted her afterwards that it was a denigration as opposed to a reward, Sayo refused to acknowledge it. She stubbornly defended the doctor’s fairness, and firmly declared their relationship to be on the mend. Sayo was torn, however, between feelings for Stephanie and her allegiance to Frankie. When last seen, she was relegated to the guest room after having had sex with Lorenzo at Frankie’s behest.

		

		Lorenzo - Dr. Doram’s newest and youngest sub, an Italian Adonis, who is favored by Frankie to Sayo’s jealousy. Being used and squeezed as a teddy bear and constantly attached to Frankie during her sickness, Lorenzo became bored and irritated. He was also concerned by the level of affection Frankie demonstrated. Careful not to upset her, he went along with everything she said. He was ordered to speak for the hoarse doctor and direct an orgy, which was a display of disapproval against Sayo. When he tried to apologize, though, Sayo steadfastly supported Frankie and viewed the event as positive. He covered for Sayo when she spent too much time at Stephanie’s house. Even though Frankie believed Sayo regarding the time, Lorenzo knew that Sayo was lying, and he wanted to speak with her. When last seen, he was sneaking out of Frankie’s bedroom to talk to Sayo.

		

		Stephanie Douglas - A forty-something virgin who came to the clinic and discovered arousal at the hands of Sayo. When she caught Frankie’s illness, she cancelled her next clinic appointment. Sayo checked on her at home, and spoke fluent English. Stephanie admitted to knowing Sayo’s secret, and she also confessed to having feelings for Sayo. The two women grew closer. When Sayo returned to her house after another cancelled appointment, Stephanie revealed that she was afraid of Christopher. After Sayo provided a watered-down version of hers and Frankie’s relationship, Stephanie came up with the perfect excuse as to why Sayo was late, which would also put Sayo in good graces with the doctor. When last seen, Stephanie had agreed to see Sayo during her twelve free hours, and had agreed to a Sunday evening appointment with Christopher.

		

		Christopher Ward - A classic dominant male displayed very latent bi tendencies and, during his first visit, forced Sayo to have sex. Instead of going to the police, Frankie had arranged for him to pay fifty percent of future visits in cash and fifty percent in performance. He was used in Stephanie’s treatment plan. With both Frankie and Stephanie ill, Christopher had received cancellation calls from the clinic. Eager to continue, he had called the clinic several times to ask when the next appointment would be. When last heard from, he was awaiting another trip to the clinic.

		

		Braden Spath - A middle-aged hypochondriac with a bitchy wife, Wendy, Braden ruined his first sleep test and had to return at his expense. After his premature ejaculation with Wendy, she left him alone... which was good, since he was under strict celibacy orders from Frankie. He had a follow-up appointment with Sayo. He also returned to the clinic at the same time as Cliff. The two made small talk in the waiting room, but Braden’s session was with Sayo. She taught him advanced level pussy-licking techniques and introduced him to rimming. He learned quickly and got Sayo off in record time. He was ordered to take his knowledge and apply it to Wendy. Having a tender spot in her heart, Sayo provided the suggestion of learning his skills from watching porn. When last seen, Braden was talking with Cliff in the parking lot before heading home.

		

		Wendy Spath - Braden’s bitchy and domineering wife didn’t like to be told that she couldn’t do something. Learning of Braden’s prescribed celibacy made her want to break the rule. After he had prematurely ejaculated, however, she kept clear of him; disgusted by his lust and lack of control. When last heard from, she was leaving Braden alone.

		

		Cliff Baker - Early fifties, married, religious, overweight, with unknown bi proclivities. He had a hard-on for Lorenzo. After recognizing the “benefits” from the unconventional method of ordering Braden to suck his cock, Cliff redoubled his efforts and religiously followed Frankie’s treatment plan. Instead of making an excuse for why his dick was shaved, he told his wife that his treatment called for celibacy; thereby fending off heterosexual sex. He had a follow-up appointment with Sayo and was told to stay on course. When he returned to the clinic for a session and saw Lorenzo enter the room, he had hoped Frankie would order him to blow Zo. Instead, Lorenzo dominated Cliff through a blow job, where he endured ball punishment along with religious and sexual slurs. The encounter left him a dribbling mess. When last seen, he was talking to Braden in the parking lot before returning home.

		

		Book Seven, the finale, begins on the same day that Book Six ends, with Frankie, Sayo and Lorenzo on Frankie’s bed.

		

		

		Perchance to Dream - Book Seven

		

	
		Frankie had permitted Sayo and Lorenzo to have sex as they saw fit, since she was not able to participate. She felt magnanimous for taking care of her subs’ needs even when she was ill... and she completely overlooked the fact that her subs merely performed for her.

		

		Despite their lack of interest, Sayo and Lorenzo were quite skilled and knowledgeable with each other’s bodies. They came together in a sweaty pile.

		

		“Very well. For my last night under the weather, I’ll ask Sayo to return to the guest bedroom, so as not to jinx my health.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo gritted his teeth as Frankie snuggled him like a teddy bear again; mainly because he was eager to speak with Sayo. He knew she’d been lying when she had told Frankie about Stephanie. But he couldn’t figure out which parts.

		

		Later that night, when he thought Frankie was sound asleep, Lorenzo tried to sneak out of bed.

		

		“Where are you going?”

		

		“To get some water.”

		

		“Oh, get me some, too.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		When he opened the door, she stated, “There are glasses in the bathroom.”

		

		“Yes, but it’s very hot, and I’d like some ice. Would you, too?”

		

		“Sure. But hurry back.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo shut the door and tiptoed to Sayo’s door.

		

		Sayo was already awake, having overheard their conversation.

		

		As such, Lorenzo only got the ball of his foot inside before Sayo snapped at him:

		

		“What are you doing?!”

		

		“We need to talk.”

		

		“Not now! Get your water!”

		

		Lorenzo sighed as he went to the kitchen. He would have to find a way to talk to Sayo the next day.

		

		In the meantime, he got two ice waters and returned to Frankie’s room. Had he known his attempt at sneaking out would have awakened her and her affections, he would have remained in bed.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next day, Frankie felt like her old self, and she went into the clinic with a refreshed outlook on life.

		

		As she always did following a sickness.

		

		Only this time, the outlook included Lorenzo.

		

		Zo was happy to be free of the sick bed. He hoped Frankie would celebrate her health with some kinky fun in the dungeon where he could participate. The thought made his cock pulse.

		

		Without a voice or a clear head for several weeks, Frankie was way behind on her managerial duties. As soon as she arrived at the clinic, her office staff demanded her attention to go over billing, paperwork and basic administrative issues.

		

		Her absence left Sayo and Lorenzo alone in the observation room.

		

		“So, this is a done-deal, right? Like, she’s a hundred percent better so there’s no going back to that sick bed for a while, right?” Zo asked.

		

		“Yes, when she bounces into work, you know she’s completely over it. But it’ll be slow today because she’s gotta catch up.”

		

		“That’s fine... we have to, too.”

		

		“We have to what?”

		

		“Catch up,” Lorenzo eyed her pointedly and raised an eyebrow.

		

		“What do you mean?” Sayo stalled. She knew exactly what he meant.

		

		“I mean, like, what’s going on with you?”

		

		After unsuccessfully trying to deflect, Sayo recounted her two visits with Stephanie and ended up confiding her dilemma to Lorenzo.

		

		“I haven’t really sorted anything out yet, so,” she concluded.

		

		“It sounds like you have genuine feelings for Stephanie but feel compelled to stay by the doctor’s side.”

		

		Sayo was shocked by the Italian god’s ability to comprehend at only twenty-six.

		

		“What?” Lorenzo asked, unnerved by her stare.

		

		“Nothing. But I just realized that you could’ve fucked me over, Lorenzo.”

		

		“You mean by telling her how much time you really spent at Stephanie’s?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“What good would that do me? We both know favoritism doesn’t last. The way I see it, I’ll be back in the sub house and you’ll be reinstated to your former alpha supremacy... where it’ll be you who’ll have power over me. I don’t wanna give you any reason to have it out for me,” he grinned.

		

		Sayo didn’t return the smile. “You’ve mentioned favoritism not lasting before. You speak from experience, don’t you?”

		

		Zo stopped smiling and looked away.

		

		“Look, after everything you’ve done for me, I’m certainly not going to rat you out or anything. You know so much about me but you don’t talk about yourself or your past.”

		

		Lorenzo continued his inspection of the floor.

		

		“You know how I told you about Stephanie and me being friends and how I’ve never had one before?”

		

		Lorenzo peeked at her but said nothing.

		

		“I just realized that’s not true.”

		

		Zo slightly raised his eyebrows before lowering them in a small frown.

		

		“You’ve been my friend, Zo. You’re my first friend. But it wasn’t until talking to Stephanie, and now you and about all this shit, that I see it. If you were gonna fuck me over, you coulda done it many times before now.”

		

		“I’m not--”

		

		“No, I know. I’m just saying that I’ve felt comfortable talking to you, and I wish you felt like you could trust me, too. I have a past, too, you know. I know the look of someone harboring scars. So I’ll just say, whenever you feel like talking about them, I’m here... or at least I’m here if the doctor doesn’t need me.”

		

		They both smiled.

		

		“Thank you, Sayo. For saying that, for trusting me, and... for being my friend. It’s not that I don’t want to tell you...”

		

		“I understand, Zo. Just keep it with you. Tea?”

		

		The moment had become too emotional for both of them, and Sayo broke it to get tea.

		

		“Thanks,” Lorenzo said, taking the cup. “What’re you gonna do?”

		

		“I dunno. I think I should stop communicating with Stephanie and accept my fate here. But I can’t seem to do that. I’m actually going back there Sunday with my twelve hours off.”

		

		Lorenzo nodded. Instead of blurting out his thoughts, he took a sip of tea.

		

		He knew Sayo was struggling but didn’t think it wasn’t a difficult choice, because Frankie and Stephanie were vastly different. While he hoped Sayo would find the right path, he wanted to focus on making a friend.

		

		“I don’t think I’ve ever had a friend, either.”

		

		“Really? We’re each other’s firsts? I think we should, like, hug or something.”

		

		They both rose and faced one another. After experiencing a wide array of kink and being expertly knowledgeable of each other’s bodies, they had difficulty maneuvering the intimacy of a simple hug between friends.

		

		After leaning one way, backing up, butting heads, and chuckling, they finally connected.

		

		And it felt good.

		

		The comfort was warm and intoxicating.

		

		As soon as they sat back down, though, they were awkward again.

		

		“Was it that weird hugging Stephanie?”

		

		“No,” Sayo reflected, “it wasn’t.”

		

		“Yeah, well, did you hug before or after you played with her pussy?” Lorenzo joked.

		

		Sayo slapped the air at Lorenzo and rolled her eyes. “It’s not like that.”

		

		“It’s not?”

		

		Sayo was spared from answering.

		

		Frankie bounced in.

		

		“Work is done! It’s time to play! You each pick five subs--make sure Tim’s one of ‘em--and report to the dungeon... I’m starved for sex!”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo looked at each other and smiled. Whatever issues they had would be moved to the background.

		

		An orgy was about to start.

		

		They walked to the sub room and then to the dungeon as friends.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie purposefully waited for all of the subs to get naked and wait for her. She loved grand entrances.

		

		“Hello, my pets!” Frankie boomed.

		

		“Hello, ma’am,” twelve subs chorused.

		

		“Lorenzo, you’re in charge of moving the tables to the side and preparing the mattress section in the middle of the room while I collect the toys I wish to use.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		When Frankie walked toward the back of the room, Lorenzo lightly touched Sayo’s hand by way of apology. The doctor had called him and not Sayo.

		

		She squeezed his hand in gratitude.

		

		The other subs noticed Frankie’s shift of preference, despite Sayo maintaining the number one pillow position.

		

		The favoritism was difficult to miss.

		

		However, there were no murmurings, looks or touches.

		

		Sayo was grateful. She had always been fair with the subs, and there was a mutual respect. Plus, she was confident Lorenzo wouldn’t have tolerated anything negative.

		

		She had two friends.

		

		The dozen subs hustled to transform the dungeon. Examining tables were pushed against walls, thereby opening the space in the middle. They aligned mattress cushions the size of a person to form a gigantic bed on the floor.

		

		They secured the cushions with velcro bindings and topped it with a special order, fitted sheet. For larger orgies, the cushions separated when things got heated, so Frankie learned to make it more bed-like.

		

		“Very well,” Frankie said as she wheeled a cart of goodies nearby.

		

		“You’ve all had playtime in my hours of sickness. I made sure of that.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am,” they responded.

		

		“Now it’s time for my playtime!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo, stand at the center here, and tuck your toes under the mattress.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Everyone else, line up behind Sayo at the exact opposite end, facing me.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie sat on the mattress with her back against Lorenzo’s legs. She faced Sayo, who stood across the mattress from the doctor, heading up the line of subs.

		

		Lorenzo was immediately disappointed, thinking she wouldn’t let him play again.

		

		He didn’t let his disappointment show, but Sayo knew. She winked at him when Frankie got into position, and he slightly bowed his head.

		

		Frankie wore her lab coat/dress. To remain clothed in front of her naked subs exalted her dominance. She was never fully naked in group sex encounters.

		

		The only ones who ever saw the doctor completely naked were the ones she favored.

		

		Frankie slowly unbuttoned the coat, starting at the bottom, to the top of her pussy, keeping her breasts covered.

		

		She wore no underwear.

		

		“Sayo, you will start the subs on a celebratory feast of me. Each of you will crawl across the mattress with your heads bowed. When my cunt comes into view, that’s when you’ll begin your worship.

		

		“The only timing will be my pleasure. You get to remain for as long as you please me. No timers for this; just my internal pleasure clock. When I’m done with you, I’ll call ‘next’, and you’ll crawl off the mattress to your left and return to the end of the line, and the next sub will begin his or her crawl.

		

		“Do you all understand?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo dejectedly understood that he’d be forced to remain the doctor’s hitching post for the duration.

		

		The duration was nearly ninety minutes. Eleven subs brought Frankie to double-digit orgasms, where she screamed, cried out and/or moaned.

		

		All of them made her clutch Lorenzo’s legs and, as her head went back, she stared up at him.

		

		Lorenzo, knowing he was required to look down, did so with an attentive smile. Inwardly, though, he loathed it.

		

		“Very well. Phew, it’s hot in here! I’ll need a moment and two fans,” Frankie stated.

		

		Subs eleven and twelve went to fetch large fans and cooled the doctor.

		

		All subs were trained that whenever the doctor requested menial tasks, it would be the subs at the bottom of the order who carried them out.

		

		As Frankie was being fanned, the other subs maintained their positions.

		

		“Very well. You may stop but keep the fans close by.”

		

		She rose, buttoned her coat, and stood on the concrete next to Lorenzo.

		

		“Now that my appetite’s been somewhat sated, I feel the need for a treat. I’ll need a table here.”

		

		Eleven and twelve retrieved a table while Frankie walked to the back wall and selected her favorite sword.

		

		Its thirty-one-inch blade was simple and sleek, and its point was a hexagonal cross-section. The top was a swept-hilt, boasting an ornate fleur de lis. The grip was three and a quarter inches of black leather.

		

		Frankie carried it with her palm firmly on the grip, her hand against her hip, and the blade pointing behind her.

		

		She strode to the table.

		

		Her subs were still in formation.

		

		“Tim!” she cried, holding the sword straight up.

		

		Tim approached from the line. He stood at the end of the table with his head bowed, awaiting instruction.

		

		“On your back.”

		

		Frankie smiled at Tim and swept her sword two inches above his body.

		

		“You ready?”

		

		“Oh yes, ma’am.” He was half-hard, and he pulsed at the question.

		

		Tim, the number one pain slut amongst Frankie’s subs, was blond and of average height and weight. His arms and legs were covered with “drawings” Frankie had made, and tattoos. Frankie had forbidden him to get any that would cover the brandings on his neck, under his left nipple, in the center of his left, rear cheek, and in the crease of his right thigh-brow.

		

		“Subs, take a place around the table. Lorenzo, hold Tim’s head. Sayo, you’ll be at his feet.”

		

		Sayo normally took the position at the head. While she tried to give Frankie the benefit of the doubt, it was difficult for Sayo to take her position.

		

		The slight to her alpha status was witnessed by eleven other subs.

		

		The twelve subs formed a horseshoe around the table, in order of their rank.

		

		“It’s been awhile, and I’m feeling creative.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo, I’ll need you to hold Tim’s jaw shut. I need absolute silence.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Until Tim becomes used to the mark, Sayo, you’ll hold his ankles.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie touched the sword’s cross-section to Tim’s big toe and dragged it up the length of his body. Tim shivered in anticipation.

		

		“No movement.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		When Frankie repeated the action on his other side, Tim remained still.

		

		“Good boy.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie inspected Tim’s body as if it were a canvas.

		

		“How about here?” Frankie touched above his right nipple.

		

		There was a tattoo of a face; half was a woman and the other half was a man.

		

		Tim swallowed and nodded, bracing himself.

		

		Frankie checked the readiness of Lorenzo and Sayo before stepping back for a better angle.

		

		Concentrating on the area, she pressed the blade into his skin.

		

		The first cut always required considerable restraint not to cry out or move.

		

		Lorenzo redoubled his grip on Tim’s jaw, and Sayo clamped his ankles.

		

		No one spoke, and they barely breathed through Frankie’s marking.

		

		Blood dripped in several lines down Tim’s chest. At times, it was so great that Frankie had to stop to blot it with gauze before continuing.

		

		When Frankie got into the heart of her design and Tim relaxed into the cutting, the doctor directed Sayo.

		

		With her blade in a cut, Frankie told Sayo, “You may release his ankles now. Very carefully and very slowly, climb between his legs. This is an honor bestowed upon my first sub that she be permitted to suck off Tim as I finish the piece.”

		

		Murmurs of amazement riffled through the subs, and Sayo’s chest puffed a bit.

		

		After Sayo got into position, Frankie told Lorenzo to release his hold on Tim’s jaw.

		

		“He will get to experience the benefit of pleasure along with the blade,” Frankie proclaimed.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie completed her picture, and Sayo sucked carefully.

		

		Tim winced as Frankie’s cuts curved. His grunts transformed into moans as Sayo sucked his balls.

		

		Though in a state of euphoria, Tim had enough presence to maintain rigidity.

		

		“Complete him,” Frankie ordered Sayo, as she made the final touch to her art.

		

		Sayo sped up, shifting from a slow and sensual blow job to a fast and frenzied one.

		

		Tim looked to Frankie.

		

		“Yes, my pet. You’re free to come.”

		

		Tim exploded with a guttural howl.

		

		Frankie stepped back and motioned to Tim’s chest.

		

		The subs crowded closer and saw the F.D. already starting to rise on the skin.

		

		There was a collective intake of breath at the image beside it.

		

		A colon and closed parenthesis.

		

		Lorenzo was the first to speak. “It’s beautiful, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie smiled and glanced at the subs.

		

		Even though the subs disagreed, no one challenged the doctor.

		

		Instead, there were ten echoes of Lorenzo’s comment.

		

		“Clean my sword and put it away,” she said to Sayo. “Again, only the alpha sub is trusted with my prized possession.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie pulled a mirror from the cart and showed Tim.

		

		He gasped... a reaction no other sub had dared to reveal.

		

		“Is there a problem?” Frankie asked.

		

		“No. Not at all.” Tim smiled. “It’s perfect, thank you, ma’am.”

		

		His underlying reaction was shock.

		

		The doctor had never engraved an emoji before; and certainly not anything happy.

		

		Frankie cleaned, disinfected and bandaged her art before washing her hands in the sink.

		

		“Very well. Everyone lay head-to-crotch on the bed!”

		

		The subs interlocked themselves, leaving space for Sayo and Lorenzo.

		

		The doctor never participated in group oral; again, to maintain her dominance.

		

		Before Lorenzo took his position, Frankie had him retrieve her throne and position it where he had stood as her guidepost.

		

		At the last moment, the doctor switched the positions of Sayo and Lorenzo, placing Sayo closer to sub twelve and Lorenzo to one.

		

		It was yet another slight to the once-alpha sub.

		

		Frankie watched the Ouroboros and smiled.

		

		She considered herself to be the fairest and kinkiest mistress. Her subs’ moaning and slurping bolstered her self-impression.

		

		Long before anyone could reach a climax, Frankie ordered everyone to their hands and knees, facing inward.

		

		“To christen this orgy,” Frankie said as she walked to the center of the ring, “I’ll call upon Zo to fuck me doggy.”

		

		Various cheers and praise went around the circle.

		

		Sayo remained quiet with her eyes on the mattress in front of her.

		

		Normally, Frankie began such orgies by pegging Sayo in the center.

		

		The doctor had been sick for several weeks and, aside from an occasional licking, hadn’t gotten any action. She needed a hard cock thrusting inside of her.

		

		That need overcame her desire to maintain dominance.

		

		Plus, she subconsciously wanted to demonstrate a connection with Lorenzo.

		

		Lorenzo missed the subtlety and concentrated on his chance to fuck... and for an audience to boot!

		

		Coming inside the doctor was regulated to private encounters only; and even then, not very often.

		

		In the throes of her desires, however, Frankie pushed back against Lorenzo’s cock and demanded that he come inside of her.

		

		The order itself made him come. After being pent up for weeks, his orgasm was a force, and he possessively grabbed onto Frankie’s hips as his torso arched back.

		

		Together in loudness and intensity, they both reached the summit.

		

		Eleven subs were mesmerized yet confused.

		

		Lust became the number one emotion as soon as Frankie took her throne and announced, “Let the orgy commence!”

		

		Twelve bodies attacked one another in various groupings and positions.

		

		Frankie watched with glee, thinking the smells, sounds and movements reflected her supreme power and generosity.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden Spath was given the homework assignment of applying his newly-learned pussy-eating skills on his wife Wendy. He’d been afraid of what to tell her, lest she become suspicious.

		

		As much sexual interplay as he’d had at the clinic, Braden didn’t view any of it to be cheating. To him, it was all means to an end to cure his sleep problem, which had caused him to be kicked out of his marital bed.

		

		At the same time, though, he knew he couldn’t discuss his clinical sessions with Wendy.

		Braden wanted to wait for a day when the twins were gone for the evening and Wendy was in a good mood. It almost required an aligning of the stars for both to occur concurrently.

		

		He cooked a lavish meal and made sure Wendy had several beers. During the meal, he encouraged her to rant about all of her stressors.

		

		After he cleared the table, Braden stood behind Wendy and rubbed her shoulders.

		

		“You’ve been under so much stress, and you’re so tight.”

		

		“I really am,” Wendy agreed, leaning forward to enjoy the massage.

		

		“No, no. A kitchen table isn’t the right place to fix you. Come with me!”

		

		Braden’s creativity and assertion mixed with her alcohol intake, so she took his hand and accompanied him upstairs without question.

		

		“You sit on the end of the bed and take your clothes off. I’m going to run a nice, hot bath with lavender, and pamper you the way you deserve to be pampered.”

		

		“Hmm, it sounds nice, but why do I get the feeling that afterwards you’re going to tell me that you crashed the car or something?”

		

		“I have no other purpose than to be a good husband and take care of my wife, who always does so much for everyone else.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		She couldn’t argue with him: She did view herself as selfless and under-appreciated.

		

		A few minutes later, Wendy sunk into the hot water and breathed in lavender. The combination produced an instant calming effect.

		

		Braden lovingly washed and massaged her until the water cooled. Then, he wrapped her in an oversized towel and bear hugged her to warm her.

		

		Full of gallantry, he carried her to the bed.

		

		“Oh my goodness, Braden, what are you doing?!” she giggled as she kicked her legs.

		

		“Taking care of you. It’s been a long time.”

		

		They looked at each other. Both felt their nether regions growing warm... but Braden, the student, tuned his out.

		

		He gently pushed Wendy to her back and parted the towel. Just as he was about to dive into her honey cave, he remembered and pulled back.

		

		Braden’s hesitation brought Wendy out of her fantasy land.

		

		“Why don’t you just hand me my vibe and I can take care of it myself, okay?”

		

		“No! I mean, no, honey. I know you haven’t liked when I do that to you but I always love it when you do it to me. I know it’s not fair. So I’ve taken the past coupla weeks to learn better for you. Gimme another shot, okay?”

		

		The words sounded wonderful. As much as she wanted to believe them, though, she remained skeptical.

		

		“I mean, I guess it can’t hurt. And I can always use my vibe.”

		

		Braden smiled and buried his head between his wife’s thighs. With Sayo’s instructions in his head, he worked his way through the most pleasurable oral experience Wendy had ever encountered.

		

		She came four times.

		

		Braden’s face was still shiny as the twins checked in.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo knocked quietly on Stephanie’s door at six-twenty-three Sunday morning.

		

		It seemed like the door opened before she stopped knocking.

		

		“I hope I didn’t mess you up by getting here early?”

		

		“Absolutely not; I’ve been awake since five!”

		

		“Mmm, that smells so good!” Sayo said as she stepped inside the cozy house. “What is it?”

		

		Stephanie smiled shyly. “Oh, well, I didn’t know what you liked, so I made a bit of everything. You said Dr. Doram makes you eat healthy, so I made some egg-white omelets with avocado, feta cheese and onion. But you also told me about your splurges with comfort food, so I made one batch of chocolate chip pancakes and one batch of blueberry pancakes. I have coffee, freshly-squeezed orange juice, sliced fruit, and assorted muffins.”

		

		Sayo smiled so wide it hurt. “You made all that for me?”

		

		“Well, all except for the muffins. I couldn’t decide which ones you’d like and ran out of time, so I grabbed one of each from the corner bakery.”

		

		“Aside from Lorenzo not disclosing my secret to Dr. Doram, that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me!”

		

		Watching Sayo tear up made Stephanie emotional. They hugged each other.

		

		“Okay, enough. Let’s eat!” Stephanie said, wiping her eyes with her apron.

		

		Sayo had never eaten a pancake before; her previous owners adhered to healthy eating and didn’t provide frivolous food items to slaves. While Stephanie felt sorry for Sayo’s unfortunate past, she was thrilled by the news.

		

		“I can give you a first... just like you gave me. Well, oh, I mean, not just like it, but.”

		

		Sayo smiled and told Stephanie to feed her a pancake bite. The syrup and doughy goodness combined to produce a flavor explosion in her mouth that quickly spread through her body. But it was the sensual tenderness of the moment that affected Sayo the most.

		

		The women made it to the bedroom, where they shared a passionate and intimate encounter. Stephanie effortlessly infused her dirty talking homework, as they switched between domme and sub.

		

		Sweaty and sated, both women snuggled and talked.

		

		For hours.

		

		Sayo came clean about her “relationship” with Frankie. While Stephanie had sort of guessed, she was still shocked to hear something like that occurred in real life.

		

		Since Stephanie provided encouragement and understanding without judgment, Sayo opened up about her past.

		

		For the first time, ever.

		

		“I was kidnapped at nine. My time being ‘trained’ to serve is something I try to forget. At the time, it was horrific. Looking back now, I realize it could’ve been a lot worse.”

		

		She glanced at Stephanie, who held her tightly.

		

		“There’s one thing that haunts me to this day. They incorporated stopwatches during the ‘training’. It was always about time. We wouldn’t be young forever. We wouldn’t be useful forever. So time was always being counted down.

		

		“And you never wanted to hear that stopwatch go off or run out of time, because that meant the worst punishment...” Sayo shuddered.

		

		“Shh,” Stephanie cooed. “You don’t have to think about that right now.”

		

		“A lotta owners have similar alarms. Dr. Doram uses stopwatches in many of her games. A coupla months ago, she used it with Lorenzo. She gave him so many minutes to get her off so many times. I was made to watch, to listen; but I was ignored.

		

		“The alarm went off just after she hit her orgasm quota. And she left it on. I was sent right back to those first days...” Sayo looked away.

		

		Stephanie held her and swayed.

		

		“She knows I don’t like stopwatches,” Sayo whispered.

		

		“I’ve never owned a stopwatch,” Stephanie offered.

		

		Sayo smiled; a jumble of emotions.

		

		Stephanie patiently waited for Sayo to speak. She didn’t want to push, and she was still a bit in shock.

		

		Sayo took a deep breath and let it out. “So, when it was determined that I didn’t have any additional value, I was sold. Many times. I had seven different owners from when I was thirteen until just before I turned seventeen.

		

		“I was considered old at that point. My next owner started out like a saint. She was an old public school teacher and a spinster. It was important to her to educate me, so when she got home from school, she dove right into my lessons. We were either studying or fucking.

		

		“At the time, that place was heaven. I passed my GED, and she made me take community college classes to become a certified nursing assistant. I was so grateful because I thought I could be free.

		

		“That’s when things turned. I learned that she only invested the money in me so I could work in a retirement home while she was at school, and then I served her at night. She took my earnings. And she was going to keep me to take care of her throughout her retirement years.

		

		“My dream was crushed, and I felt hopeless. That’s when I met Dr. Doram. She was doing her fellowship at the retirement home and conducted sleep studies. I was asked to join, and we got along. She told me about her vision for a clinic and her need for capable staff. It seemed like a much better situation than with the teacher.

		

		“But the teacher wouldn’t sell me. So Dr. Doram helped me escape... which wasn’t difficult since I had an outside job. Dr. Doram sent me to college, and I became a nurse practitioner. She occasionally used me sexually but seemed to be more interested in my medical skills and ability to organize an office.

		

		“I’ve been with her ever since. And she used to be the most fair mistress--oh!”

		

		Up until then, Sayo had been narrating. When she heard the derogatory statement against Frankie come out, she froze.

		

		“But she’s a little scary, too?” Stephanie whispered.

		

		“Yes. But no matter what she came up with, at the heart of everything was her fairness. She pays me!” Sayo added proudly.

		

		“You should be paid. You’re doing a job; a skilled one,” Stephanie supported.

		

		“In this world, subs and slaves generally aren’t paid, no matter what services they perform.”

		

		“Oh.”

		

		“She doesn’t pay me much but I am well taken care of. And I have a savings account,” Sayo boasted.

		

		Stephanie touched Sayo’s collar. “Did she...”

		

		“Yeah.” Sayo recounted the time when Stephanie first visited the clinic.

		

		“I’m so sorry! It’s all my fault!”

		

		It was Sayo’s turn to provide comfort. “No. Please don’t ever say that again.”

		

		“But if you hadn’t--”

		

		“Then I never would’ve been able to be here, with you. Now. Like this.”

		

		They shared a passionate kiss.

		

		“May I see it?”

		

		“Which one?”

		

		“There’s more than your neck?”

		

		Sayo pulled the covers down and pointed to the brand above her sex. “How’d you miss it when you were down there?” she grinned.

		

		“My focus was... elsewhere, and my eyes were closed.”

		

		Stephanie ran her fingertip over the raised flesh. “Is it anything? A crest or a picture?”

		Sayo twisted so Stephanie could see the doctor’s initials.

		

		“And here?” Stephanie touched the collar again.

		

		When Sayo shook her head and covered the area with her hand, Stephanie lifted her chin. “Please?”

		

		Sayo mechanically removed her collar, which had only been removed to shower since Frankie had put it on.

		

		Stephanie searched Sayo’s face before looking at the mark. She traced it with her fingertips, and Sayo shuddered.

		

		Sayo shook her head, pulled away and covered her face with her hand.

		

		Stephanie took Sayo’s hand and kissed it. Then, she moved closer and kissed the brand. Her soft lips removed the pain and humiliation associated with the branding.

		

		Sayo cupped Stephanie’s breast, and they floated to nirvana again, before dozing in each other’s arms.

		

		A couple of hours later, Sayo was awakened by the scent of comfort food. Stephanie had reheated the pancakes, and she made macaroni and cheese.

		

		The women shared the meal naked in bed.

		

		“What time is it?” Sayo asked when they finished; scolding herself for not checking beforehand.

		

		“You almost need to leave.”

		

		They both sighed.

		

		Stephanie wanted to keep her talking, and tried to shift to something positive. “You said Lorenzo has been a friend?”

		

		“Yeah. Yeah, he has. And I didn’t realize it until you and I talked about being friends the other day.”

		

		Sayo explained Frankie’s favoritism and Lorenzo’s graciousness.

		

		“Stephanie, I...” Sayo began, but she didn’t know how to explain her emotional conflict.

		

		“Sayo, I know we’ve only just met, but I’ve shared more with you than anyone else in my entire life. It sounds like you’ve done the same.”

		

		Sayo nodded.

		

		“What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked.

		

		“Nothing?”

		

		“You just moved really weird, almost like you thought I was going to hit you?”

		

		Sayo was amazed by Stephanie’s perception. The one thing Sayo prided herself on was her ability to remain stoic no matter what.

		“Inwardly, I kinda cringed, because I’m used to people making demands on me after these types of situations. I didn’t think it was noticeable.”

		

		“Maybe because we’ve spent the entire day in bed,” Stephanie smiled. “But Sayo, I place no demands on you. I wouldn’t even know how! As I’ve listened to you today, I’ve been grateful that you wish to spend time with me, and I’ve felt badly to hear how much you’ve had to endure.

		

		“You’re in a difficult position because you aren’t sure whether you’ll be able to put your differences with Dr. Doram behind you and move forward. You obviously have a much longer history with her than you do with me.

		

		“And I may be stupid for saying so, but I hope that we can build a history together. Whatever that may entail... even if it’s only twelve hours per week.”

		

		The genuine kindness and care was too much for Sayo to handle.

		

		“Yes, well, you’re right. We’ve only just met each other. And this was a huge error, because you have to be at the clinic tonight.”

		

		Sayo got out of bed and began to dress.

		

		“She’ll know. As soon as she sees us in the same room, it’ll be over.”

		

		“No, Sayo. I would never willingly be the cause of more harm to you. And you’ve been in situations before where you’ve hidden your feelings. We’ll get through this. Together. But separate.”

		

		Sayo looked at her lover amidst the crumpled sheets. Without the ability to analyze, Sayo flung herself at Stephanie, and hugged her tightly.

		

		“I have to go,” Sayo whispered.

		

		“Tell me you’ll come back,” Stephanie pleaded.

		

		“You know I will.”

		

		Stephanie watched her leave the room and come back in.

		

		“When you get there tonight--”

		

		“Don’t worry about me. You need to get back.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo returned to Frankie’s house at a quarter to six. She entered through the garage, into the kitchen and found most of the staff eating. The cook stood to get Sayo a plate but Sayo refused it.

		

		“Thank you, but I ate a lot today. I’ll go in the dining room?”

		

		The cook nodded to indicate Frankie and Lorenzo were still eating.

		

		Due to her trained submission, Sayo generally returned hours before her allotted time. While she reasoned she wouldn’t have to explain herself because she had twelve hours, she nervously entered the dining room.

		

		“Didn’t the cook give you dinner?” Frankie questioned.

		

		She was seated at the head of the table but her legs were in Lorenzo’s lap, to her left.

		

		The near-empty plates told Sayo they’d started earlier than normal. She suspected Frankie had deliberately moved up the time when Sayo hadn’t returned by four o’clock.

		

		But Sayo wasn’t going to dwell on it: Frankie wouldn’t tell her, and she wouldn’t ask.

		

		“She offered, ma’am, but I ate a lot today.” Sayo couldn’t help but smile.

		

		“Oh? I hope it wasn’t anything too heavy. We have a full house at the clinic tonight.”

		

		“No, ma’am,” Sayo lied.

		

		“Very well. Get yourself showered and meet us in the garage. There’s no point to you staring while we finish our meals.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo fretted through her preparations. She worried about the food she’d eaten, about how Stephanie would handle the evening, about how she herself would get through the evening.

		

		And she worried about her future.

		

		* * * *

		

		Having determined that she wouldn’t push Christopher’s bi buttons, Frankie scheduled all four patients to arrive at the same time. Their interactions weren’t expected to reveal anything new; and they didn’t.

		

		Christopher and Cliff were taken to their rooms by Lorenzo and Sayo, respectively. Then, they returned to escort Stephanie and Braden.

		

		Sayo and Stephanie permitted themselves the briefest moment of intimacy in a stolen glance. It was imperceptible to all, save Lorenzo.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo returned to the observation room to await their assignments.

		

		“For some reason, I sure am itching to get started with that middle-aged virgin--oops, she’s no longer a virgin. Close enough. Tonight!” Frankie raised a hand in the air in emphasis, “will be the most fun any of us have had with her!”

		

		Frankie leered at Sayo. While the alpha sub could feel the doctor’s eyes on her, she dared not look up.

		

		“Ready, Zo?”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Keep your eye on the action, Sayo,” Frankie called as she left the room.

		

		Sayo didn’t breathe until the door clicked shut. Watching Frankie with Stephanie would be gut-wrenching.

		

		“Go into Christopher’s room and get a cart prepared with the generic implements of BDSM. We’re going to be creative tonight, Zo!”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Don’t goad him.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie walked into Stephanie’s room, and the patient steeled herself.

		

		“I understand you’ve been a little under the weather lately, Stephanie?” Frankie glanced up from the chart.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. Nothing about how scared you’ve been to be in the same room as Christopher again?”

		

		“Oh, um, excuse me?”

		

		“Cut the act, Stephanie. I know all about you.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Both Stephanie and Sayo’s hearts skipped a beat.

		

		Sayo convinced herself that Lorenzo had disclosed everything to Frankie in a selfish attempt to remain in the doctor’s favor; perhaps elevate him to alpha sub.

		

		In her panicked state, Sayo tried to figure out what to do if that were the case. Where she would go. Whether she would stay.

		

		At the same time, Sayo sat ready to rescue her lover if Frankie did, in fact, know about them.

		

		* * * *

		

		“I should hope so; you’re my doctor,” Stephanie said calmly.

		

		“Yes, and as your doctor, I know that you’ve been scared shitless ever since your last encounter when Christopher yelled at you and shoved you onto the bed.”

		

		Stephanie was cautious, determined not to reveal anything that would expose Sayo in any way.

		

		“While that is true, I have been scared, I can assure you that I’ve also been sick. There’s a nasty flu bug that’s been going around that wiped me out for several weeks.”

		

		Frankie had made the accusation to test Stephanie’s reaction. The doctor wanted to know if Sayo was being truthful about the patient’s cancellations.

		

		Since Stephanie admitted her nerves and mentioned the flu, Frankie was reassured about Sayo’s honesty.

		

		“Very well. I’m tangentially aware of this flu going around. As for the fear, I told you, did I not, that Christopher was remorseful, that you needed to learn to read your lovers’ body language, and that I’d protect you.”

		

		“Yes, you did, Doctor.”

		

		“Did you do your homework?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Then let’s get to it. I expect to see immense progress.”

		

		Stephanie followed Frankie to Christopher’s room.

		

		“You’ll leave your clothes in here tonight.”

		

		Frankie said it so matter-of-factly that Stephanie didn’t think twice.

		

		When the women walked into Christopher’s room, Lorenzo was wheeling a cart next to the bed.

		

		Christopher had been told not to change, and was wearing jeans and a Luke Bryan concert T-shirt. He was seated in a chair, and had watched Lorenzo without speaking.

		

		Lorenzo was wearing zipper-fly scrub pants, which were a size too small to accentuate his buttocks.

		

		Frankie stood in front of Christopher, and Stephanie stood to her right and slightly behind her. She felt self-conscious.

		

		“I was just telling Stephanie how remorseful you were after our last appointment, Christopher.” She stared at him.

		

		Christopher coughed. “Been meanin’ to tell you sorry ‘bout that.”

		

		“Very well.” Frankie didn’t give Stephanie a chance to respond. “Stephanie, have a seat on the bed. You two will switch places. I’ll sit in between Christopher and Stephanie so we don’t have a repeat performance.”

		

		Sayo breathed a sigh of relief to hear Frankie’s accommodation of Stephanie’s request that the doctor be in position to run interference, if necessary.

		

		“Sometimes when you give a blow job, the man will be clothed. Men like the sinister side of sex and may prefer you do it on the sly; like, in public, at his office, in the car, et cetera. Tonight, Lorenzo and Christopher will only expose their cocks for you.”

		

		Frankie nodded at the men, who unzipped and pulled out their flaccid stumps.

		

		“Begin with Christopher again and show us how you’ve progressed and what you remember from your teachings.”

		

		Stephanie lightly pawed at Christopher until she remembered to grasp him harder. She pumped him the way he’d taught her, and he rose to the occasion.

		

		Her focus was on getting through the night without Frankie realizing that anything was amiss. Stephanie resorted to “student” mode, and performed like she was taking a test. That mode attenuated the emotional and sexual implications.

		

		It also helped to relieve the awkwardness, knowing that Sayo was watching.

		

		A credit to her dedication and concentration, Christopher began to thrust. Stephanie handled Christopher’s cock like it was an extension of her own body.

		

		He looked to the doctor for permission to come.

		

		“Very well. Now switch to Lorenzo.”

		

		Christopher groaned.

		

		Stephanie shifted to Lorenzo and performed the way he’d taught her. Being a skilled sub--and because Frankie had instructed him to--it took longer for Lorenzo to get hard.

		

		Christopher, still in an aroused state, watched the action as his hard pole turned purple. When he began to stroke, Frankie touched his leg and shook her head. He tried to concentrate on the medical equipment in the room.

		

		Stephanie looked sideways at Frankie to check how far she should go, after Lorenzo had been moaning and thrusting for a while.

		

		The doctor nodded, indicating that Stephanie should ramp it up. Therefore, the patient slid her hands into Lorenzo’s pants and began to play with his butt and asshole.

		

		Christopher couldn’t keep his eyes from the manipulation, and his cock throbbed.

		

		Frankie didn’t need a sign from Lorenzo since she knew his body. He wasn’t close to erupting, despite his exaggerated moans of pleasure.

		

		“Very well. Tell us how you grade yourself, Stephanie.”

		

		Both men remained in place, penises exposed, as Stephanie spoke.

		

		“Oh, I, um, I think I did a lot better. I think I remembered what they liked and didn’t like. And I think that I, um, was able to get them both down a bit more this time.”

		

		After Lorenzo and Christopher concurred, Frankie wheeled the cart between them.

		

		“You’ll see I’ve laid out a nice assortment of toys.”

		

		All three looked at the toys.

		

		“Stephanie tells me she’s been faithfully practicing her homework, which was to pull her nipples when she masturbated.” Frankie kept her eyes on the men. “With this next section, I’ll instruct you which implement to use and on what part of her body as she proceeds with her blow job.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Lorenzo and Christopher said.

		

		“Stephanie, your task will obviously be to get their entire cock into your mouth. In addition to that, your goal is to make them come.

		

		“Sounds simple enough... but there’s a twist. Because at the same time, their goal will be to get you off. Understood?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” all three responded.

		

		“Very well. Begin,” she looked at Stephanie.

		

		She started with Christopher, who was at half-mast. As he grew to his full length, Frankie ordered, “Use the crop on her back.”

		

		Christopher grew even harder as he slapped the crop against her fair skin and heard the Thwack!

		

		Stephanie froze for a second as the first sting tripped her synapses. It was a pain mixed with an electric charge.

		

		“Don’t stop!” Frankie shouted. “You must never break your concentration from the task at hand... or mouth.”

		

		Stephanie resumed the blow job and tried to ignore the crop. It became increasingly difficult as Frankie directed the crop be used on her face, breasts and pussy.

		

		For the latter, Stephanie had to twist and spread her legs to provide Christopher with better access.

		

		Whenever she tugged her nipples at home, she thought of Sayo. Feeling the crop against her nipples triggered a Pavlovian response, conjuring Sayo’s image and the need to come.

		

		Therefore, the fight to block out the extra stimulus was doubly taxing.

		

		Frankie switched the men and toys. The doctor directed orders.

		

		“Flog her nipples.”

		

		“Switch to Lorenzo.”

		

		“Use the crop.”

		

		“Don’t forget about the balls.”

		

		“Paddle her pussy.”

		

		“Use your hands and mouth.”

		

		Stephanie thought she was faring well until Frankie played another card: The vibrator.

		

		Frankie purposefully waited until Stephanie was muddled. The doctor timed it during Christopher’s turn, and she ordered him to use the vibe.

		

		With the vibe purring against Stephanie’s pussy, Frankie reminded, “Don’t forget about the back door.”

		

		Stephanie had been struggling against the urge to come. Grateful for something to concentrate on, her hands massaged Christopher’s buttocks.

		

		Sayo, in the observation room, stood up and shouted, “No!”

		

		Christopher had also been near the edge, overcome with Stephanie’s attention and with his own toy-induced power. Her hands on his ass added to the pleasure.

		

		But.

		

		Both Christopher and Stephanie realized it at the same time.

		

		As if in total unison, Christopher’s ass clenched at the same time that Stephanie shifted her hands to his balls. The movement was barely noticeable.

		

		Frankie had been looking for it... Had been hoping for an explosion... And was disappointed when it didn’t happen.

		

		Sayo had been looking for it, too, and sighed with relief as she sank back into the chair.

		

		“Switch to Lorenzo.”

		

		Frankie did her best to help Lorenzo send Stephanie over the edge, but the patient held on.

		

		“Make him come,” she irritatedly told Stephanie.

		

		Christopher was miffed that he wasn’t allowed to come first but said nothing as he watched and pulsed while Lorenzo growled through an orgasm.

		

		As soon as Stephanie was told to switch, Christopher grabbed the back of her head and turned the blow job into a face-fuck.

		

		Frankie watched with glee as Stephanie battled to accommodate Christopher.

		

		Her glee changed to disgust as Stephanie won the war.

		

		“Very well,” Frankie said along with Christopher’s last squirt.

		

		Frankie returned Stephanie to her room and handed her a Rabbit.

		

		“You progressed in your lessons. You may use the vibe as a reward. I’m not sure whether we’ll get back to you before morning, as we have other patients. So use the vibe as you see fit and go to sleep.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Stephanie was conflicted because she didn’t want to orgasm without Sayo but she didn’t want to disobey Dr. Doram. At the same time, though, she was proud to have satisfied both men without succumbing to her own orgasmic urges. Dr. Doram's obvious frustration was a reward, of sorts.

		

		Taking Frankie’s parting comment as an order, Stephanie opted not to do anything out of the norm from her previous clinic visits. She used the vibe, imagined Sayo and got herself off.

		

		Frankie returned to Christopher’s room to see whether he exhibited any sense of openness about bisexuality. She’d left Lorenzo in the room to clean.

		

		Christopher had taken Frankie’s chair and was trying not to look at Lorenzo’s flopping dick.

		

		“Why is your dick hanging out, Lorenzo?” Frankie inquired, pretending like she hadn’t previously ordered him to keep it out.

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am. Since you didn’t direct us to put them away,” he glanced at Christopher’s fully clothed form, “I left it out.”

		

		“Well, that is good thinking,” she, too, glanced at Christopher, “but you can put it away. I think we’re done here?”

		

		Christopher realized he was staring at Zo’s cock and looked at Frankie when her voice rose into a question.

		

		“If you’re askin’ me, I’m done. I already told ya.”

		

		“Very well.” She nodded to Lorenzo.

		

		As Lorenzo tucked himself back in and zipped, Christopher watched and involuntarily licked his lips.

		

		“I’m not sure if we’ll use you again tonight or not, Christopher. I have other patients to attend to, so why don’t you make yourself comfortable. Help yourself to anything.” She quickly glanced at Zo then back to Christopher. “And get some rest.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Seems as though you were telling the truth about your virgin,” Frankie said to Sayo when she and Lorenzo returned to the observation room.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo’s spirits lifted to hear the doctor’s acceptance... but it weighed heavily upon her duty versus desire issue.

		

		“Man, when you were in Stephanie’s room, ma’am, Christopher all but fucked me with his eyes!”

		

		“We all know he wants you, Lorenzo,” Frankie stated. “I gave him several opportunities, but he’s adamant in his denial. So we’re not gonna push.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Besides,” she squeezed his cheeks, “you have Cliff to look forward to later.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“But you need a break first, so Sayo is going to find out how Braden’s homework went with his wife, and then she’ll teach him how to use his dick.”

		

		Sayo rose, expecting Frankie to follow but stopped at the doctor’s words. Normally, Frankie did the follow-up check. Plus, Frankie loved to direct male subs in how to become better lovers, using Sayo as the “prop”.

		

		To see a healthy Frankie opt to remain in the observation room with Lorenzo instead of perform the session set off alarm bells for Sayo.

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” she said as she left the observation room alone.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden was lightly dozing when Sayo entered, so she moved the stool to the side of the bed and opened his chart, primed to take notes.

		

		“Braden,” she called.

		

		“Hmm?”

		

		“It’s Sayo. You’re in the sleep clinic.”

		

		“Yeah, sorry.” Braden sat up and self-consciously wiped a bit of drool from his mouth.

		

		“Dr. Doram sent me to follow up with you about your homework assignment.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		“Were you able to perform it?”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“How did she like it?”

		

		“I guess she really liked it, miss.”

		

		“How do you know?”

		

		“Well, uh, because that was the first time that she actually came when I went down on her!” Braden beamed.

		

		“I’m not surprised you’ve never been able to make a woman come before, Braden.” Sayo tried to act the way Frankie did during follow-ups.

		

		“Yeah, I guess I was pretty bad before you showed me how to do everything.” A softer smile remained.

		

		Braden had an easy way about him, and he was so appreciative, that Sayo smiled back.

		

		“How many times did you perform the homework, Braden?”

		

		“Well, first, I needed to get the timing right. With teenage twins, that’s not always possible.”

		

		He explained his prelude to the homework, and Braden’s description of his loving attention to Wendy warmed Sayo’s heart.

		

		“And so, I wasn’t sure how much ‘homework’, I guess, I was supposed to do, so I put her off. You know, made sure there was always something going down so I couldn’t... go down,” he chuckled at his own joke.

		

		Sayo pursed her lips, but her eyes smiled.

		

		“Dr. Doram will be very proud of your progress, I’m sure. You’ve certainly been a model patient over the past couple of months.”

		

		“It’s more likely due to your excellent teaching skills, miss,” Braden rushed to add.

		

		“Yes, well, Dr. Doram would like for me to instruct you on some other skills that should benefit your sleep patterns at home.”

		

		“I’m all yours,” he grinned and pulled back the covers.

		

		Sayo held up her hand. “Before we get to the ‘lab’, we have to get through the lecture.”

		

		Braden pulled the covers back up.

		

		“Tell me what you do when you have sex with your wife.”

		

		“Um, I guess, like, what are you asking?”

		

		“Talk me through your process, what leads up to penetration, what do you do during, what happens to end it, and what happens after?”

		

		Braden tried to think of a way to explain it. “I guess we just have sex. You know, like, the normal way.”

		

		“I don’t know, Braden, that’s why I’m asking.”

		

		But she did know. After hearing Frankie interview similar patients over the years, Sayo knew their answers before they were spoken. Braden may have touched Sayo’s heart, but she knew how he fucked.

		

		Because they all did it.

		

		Without regard, concern or attention to their partners.

		

		Braden flopped his way through foreplay, thrust into missionary and was either stopped during the performance or fell to his back immediately thereafter.

		

		“Mmm hmm. Now, I’d like you to close your eyes.”

		

		He tried to determine whether she was serious. She waited for him to close them.

		

		“Now picture your homework session, where you were between your wife’s legs. Did you dive straight into her pussy?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Did you begin to immediately suck her clit?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Did you do anything with her sex at first?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“So why do you think that foreplay only consists of a quick smooch and a pinch of the breast before you push your pole inside?”

		

		“Um, I guess I never thought of it like that before.”

		

		“And--”

		

		“So you’re saying I should tease her more before doin’ the nasty?” Braden opened his eyes, after seeing the point, and grinned.

		

		“Is that what you think you should do?” A slight smile spread.

		

		“I guess if it makes her move the way she did after that other homework assignment, then yeah.”

		

		“Before you practice at home, we’re going to go to the ‘lab’ and make sure you put together all the nuances correctly.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		Sayo directed Braden using a two-step method. First, she had him verbalize what he was going to do and the purpose of it. Then, she had him do it. Depending on what was said and how he did it, she’d react or correct.

		

		The reactions were for teaching purposes only. Sayo, like the majority of Frankie’s subs, learned how to dissociate during clinical sex sessions.

		

		Braden learned and performed well; but Sayo was there to teach.

		

		In the same vein, Sayo ended the session before Braden was finished.

		

		“Feel free to complete the lesson on your own. I’m not sure if we’ll see you again tonight, Braden so, if I don’t, have a good night.” She smiled at him.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie and Lorenzo were leaving the observation room as Sayo returned.

		

		“There shouldn’t be any problems with anyone tonight, so sit back and enjoy the show!” Frankie told her.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie practically skipped to Cliff’s room. She loved sessions that contained the final break when the patient fully realized that what he sought to expel actually came from within.

		

		Cliff was told to get into bed that evening without any pajamas. He was nude under the covers.

		

		The doctor reached for the doorknob and said over her shoulder, “You remember what we went over, Zo?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Good boy.”

		

		Since it was later in the night, Cliff had been asleep for a few hours. When Frankie walked in, Cliff was moaning. She motioned for Lorenzo to be quiet.

		

		“Lorenzoooo, you are a faggot, and I’m going to help you get rid of it!” Cliff talked in his sleep.

		

		“How are you going to do that, Cliff?” Frankie whispered.

		

		“I’m going to bend him over and fuck it outta him.”

		

		“What are you going to bend him over?”

		

		“The back pew.”

		

		Frankie and Lorenzo exchanged a look.

		

		“Of the church?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Don’t you want to be somewhere more private?”

		

		“No, god’s gonna help cuz god don’t like faggots.”

		

		“Where is Lorenzo now?”

		

		“Here he comes.”

		

		“What’s he wearing?”

		

		“His black scrubs. They’re too tight, so you can see his ass. See?”

		

		“I do see. Are you going to do it now?”

		

		“Yeah, gotta pull his pants down and rub that ass. It’s so perfect.”

		

		“Yes, it is,” Frankie agreed, and smiled at Zo.

		

		“I’ve gotta stick it in him. And fuck him. And again. To help him! To save him!”

		

		Cliff was moving under the covers, and his eyes were fluttering.

		

		Frankie motioned to Lorenzo to turn on the lights, while she opened his chart. As the lights turned on, Frankie touched Cliff’s leg.

		

		“Cliff! Cliff, wake up! You were dreaming.”

		

		Frankie shook his leg, but Cliff tried to fight against reality invading his fantasy.

		

		Reality won.

		

		Frankie lowered the bed all the way. It made Cliff much lower in a D/s sense and provided the access Lorenzo would need. Plus, it gave Frankie the ability to look down at him as she spoke.

		

		“Do you remember what you were dreaming about?”

		

		“Uh, not really,” Cliff reddened.

		

		While the dream actually provided a great segue for what Frankie had planned, she was irritated with his continued denial. She yanked the covers back to reveal Cliff’s stiffy, which was more visible since he’d lost some weight.

		

		“Cut the shit, Cliff, and tell me what this is.”

		

		Frankie grabbed his cock and squeezed.

		

		Cliff glanced at Lorenzo and reddened more. For every second he didn’t speak, Frankie squeezed harder.

		

		“I... I was dreaming about curing Lorenzo here.”

		

		“From what?” Frankie released his cock.

		

		“Himself.”

		

		“You think Lorenzo’s a danger to himself, Cliff?”

		

		“He is in god’s eyes.”

		

		“So you speak for god now?”

		

		“In my dream I did.”

		

		“What were you doing in your dream?”

		

		Cliff explained the dream while he pulsated and leaked.

		

		Frankie frowned and wrote in the chart while shaking her head. “We’re going to have to attack your problem head-on, Cliff. We’re going to employ some cognitive dissonance.”

		

		She motioned for Lorenzo to stand on the left side of the bed while she sat on the stool at the foot.

		

		“Lorenzo, turn around.”

		

		Cliff stared at Zo’s ass.

		

		“Is that what you saw in your dream, Cliff?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“A nice, firm ass in a pair of too-tight scrub pants?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“In your dream, you were going to teach him a lesson, right?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		Cliff was fixated on Lorenzo’s ass; never taking his eyes off it to answer the doctor.

		

		He was fully awake.

		

		“Touch his ass, Cliff.”

		

		“I can’t.”

		

		“Unconventional methods, Cliff.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Cliff reached out, flattened his hand against Lorenzo’s cheek and gently squeezed.

		

		“Feels nice, right?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“In your dream, you touched his bare ass, though, right?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Touch his bare ass, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff glanced at Frankie, to reaffirm the directive. When the doctor nodded, he licked his lips and pulled back the waist of Lorenzo’s scrubs.

		

		Then, he ran his palms down Zo’s meaty spheres.

		

		“Was it as good as this in your dream, Cliff?”

		

		“No, this is better,” he whispered.

		

		“What’s that? Speak up.”

		

		“I said, this is... this is better.”

		

		“Keep your hands where they are and close your eyes. If you didn’t know whose ass you were grabbing, could you tell it was male?”

		

		Cliff closed his eyes, happy to continue caressing Lorenzo’s ass.

		

		“No,” he admitted.

		

		“It feels just like a woman’s ass, then?”

		

		“It could be.”

		

		“Right, it could be. And your dick certainly doesn’t know the difference. Look at your dick, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff opened his eyes and looked down at his glistening rod.

		

		“No, it doesn’t...”

		

		“Or does it?”

		

		“What do you mean, Doctor?”

		

		“I mean, is it possible, Cliff, that your dick is pulsating because it’s Lorenzo’s ass you’re groping?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“No? It’s not possible?”

		

		“Well...”

		

		“Is it possible, Cliff?”

		

		“I guess so.”

		

		“But it definitely feels nice, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“In your dream, you wanted to slide your hand down his crack and feel the way he felt inside, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Feel it now, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff’s eyes were glossed over. He automatically shifted a hand to the inside of Lorenzo’s ass and gently fingered the sides; the backs of his fingers brushed against the star opening.

		

		“It’s nice, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Something you’ve wanted to do for a long time now, haven’t you?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“It feels good to admit that, doesn’t it?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Reach lower, Cliff. Cup those balls, weigh them in your hand, squeeze ‘em a bit.”

		

		Cliff’s cock bounced and leaked when he played with Lorenzo’s ball sac.

		

		“Looks like your cock needs attention, too.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Stroke yourself with your other hand, Cliff.”

		

		It was the professional way she spoke to him that made him obey, he told himself. And the fact that it was in a medical setting, done for medical reasons, performed in the past with proven success rates.

		

		That was the only reason.

		

		Cliff stroked himself as he fondled another man’s balls.

		

		In the name of medicine.

		

		That was the only reason!

		

		Lorenzo wasn’t hard. He’d been used in gay manipulation before, and knew it wasn’t about him or his pleasure.

		

		Frankie watched Cliff’s stroking gain momentum as his cockhead turned purple. She approached the bed as he was getting to the point of no return.

		

		Placing her hand on his, she told him, “Unconventional.”

		

		He looked at her, not comprehending.

		

		“This is where it stops.”

		

		Both of Cliff’s hands continued to move. She couldn’t be seriously telling him to stop?

		

		“Stop stroking, Cliff, and let go of Lorenzo’s balls.”

		

		When he slightly shook his head and continued to stroke, she said, “Now!”

		

		The force in her voice coupled with the grip of her hand put an end to his movement.

		

		“Unconventional methodologies.”

		

		He frowned in confusion.

		

		Dr. Doram tapped Lorenzo’s shoulder. “Get ready.”

		

		Lorenzo busied himself at the cabinet across the room, and waited for her command.

		

		Frankie moved her stool into the space Lorenzo had vacated.

		

		Cliff was kneeling in the middle of the bed, his throbbing cock in one hand. He faced Dr. Doram with his back to Lorenzo. He was delirious with arousal.

		

		“That was your first time touching another man, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“And you liked it.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Admit it.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“No, say it.”

		

		“I liked touching another man.”

		

		“You want to touch his penis?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Say it.”

		

		“I want to touch his penis.”

		

		“You want to feel Lorenzo’s cock against your skin?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Say it.”

		

		“I want to feel Lorenzo’s cock against my skin.”

		

		“Even if god’s watching.”

		

		“Even if god’s watching.”

		

		“Cliff, keep your eyes on me at all times from this point on.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Put your hands on the mattress.”

		

		Cliff got onto his hands and knees, with his face closest to Frankie.

		

		“You want to feel Lorenzo’s cock against your leg, Cliff?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Beg for it.”

		

		“Please, Dr. Doram, will you let me feel Lorenzo’s cock against my leg?”

		

		“Keep your eyes on me.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		During Frankie and Cliff’s conversation, Lorenzo had stroked himself hard before he moved into position behind Cliff, and awaited the green light.

		

		The doctor’s “very well” was it.

		

		Lorenzo wiped his cock against the back of Cliff’s legs.

		

		Cliff gasped and moaned at the same time.

		

		“Eyes on ME!” Frankie reminded him.

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Cliff had slowly turned his head to look at Zo when he had felt the skin-to-skin contact of another man’s cock against his inner thighs.

		

		“Unconventional, Cliff.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Remain in the position you are with your eyes on me.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		With her eyes on Cliff’s, Frankie gave a slight nod to Lorenzo, who took a step forward.

		

		Lorenzo touched his cock to Cliff’s virginal opening. Before Cliff could say anything, Lorenzo, per script, reached around to stroke the patient’s chubby.

		

		Cliff closed his eyes and began thrusting. His rocking hips caused his ass to glide against Lorenzo’s pole.

		

		It was heavenly.

		

		Cliff moaned.

		

		“Keep your FUCKING eyes on ME!” Frankie said in a clipped tone.

		

		Cliff struggled to open his eyes and focus on the doctor.

		

		All of his dreams never amounted to such pleasure.

		

		It was difficult to keep his hips still.

		

		When Lorenzo took a step back, Cliff’s only desire was to feel him again.

		

		As the doctor spoke to Cliff about unconventional methods, god, and arousal, Lorenzo lubed his cock.

		

		“Keep your eyes on me, Cliff. This isn’t about your god. This is about Dr. Doram. I’m the one who’s going to set you free tonight.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		As Cliff agreed with Frankie, Lorenzo worked greased fingers around Cliff’s hole.

		

		Frankie kept up the blind-agreement questioning as Lorenzo poked Cliff’s star, then got up to his first knuckle without Cliff realizing.

		

		Cliff was in a trancelike state and fully relaxed. He was grateful for Lorenzo’s attention and wished it was his cock instead of his fingers.

		

		Frankie was careful about her pacing. She’d performed the sequence countless times throughout the years. Timing was critical.

		

		After Lorenzo worked in one finger, he added a second.

		

		He nodded at Frankie when he opened Cliff to three fingers.

		

		“You want my unconventional methods, don’t you, Cliff?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“You’ll do anything to feel Lorenzo’s cock against your skin, won’t you, Cliff?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Will you denounce your god?”

		

		“No, Doctor, I can’t do that.”

		

		Frankie smiled. She’d been at that point before.

		

		With many patients, claiming the exact same thing.

		

		“Don’t you want Lorenzo’s thick, hard cock?”

		

		Lorenzo sawed three fingers in and out of Cliff’s asshole.

		

		“Unngh. Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“You’re gonna hafta do better than that, Cliff.”

		

		“Please, Doctor.”

		

		“Yes?”

		

		“Please let me feel Lorenzo’s thick, hard cock.”

		

		“Who gives you unconventional treatment, Cliff?”

		

		“You do, Doctor.”

		

		“Who’s gonna give you Lorenzo’s cock?”

		

		“You will, Doctor.”

		

		“Talk to Lorenzo. Tell him how much you want his cock. But keep your eyes on me.”

		

		“Lorenzo, I want your cock so bad. I want to feel it against my skin.”

		

		“Beg him.”

		

		“Please, Lorenzo. Please let me feel your cock.”

		

		Frankie nodded at Lorenzo, and he pushed his cockhead into Cliff’s virgin boi-pussy.

		

		Cliff had convinced himself it was a medical procedure. That it would just be Lorenzo’s cock rubbing against his legs.

		

		Nothing more.

		

		He surely didn’t want anything more.

		

		But he’d felt the lube. He’d felt Lorenzo’s fingers. He knew he’d feel Lorenzo’s cock.

		

		And he wanted it!

		

		Once Lorenzo pushed his entire stick in, he allowed Cliff to get used to it before moving.

		

		“You feel that nice cock?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“You’re no longer a virgin, Cliff.”

		

		“No.”

		

		“You got your boi-pussy filled for the first time.”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		Cliff leaked onto the bed.

		

		“That thought makes you horny.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“You’re dripping because it’s Lorenzo’s cock that broke your cherry.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“Tell him how much you like it.”

		

		“Lorenzo, I like your cock breaking my boi-pussy cherry.”

		

		Lorenzo stroked Cliff as he fucked.

		

		“You feel more filled than you ever have.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		“So good that you could come right now.”

		

		“I could, Doctor.”

		

		“You can come just as soon as you say what I want to hear, Cliff.”

		

		“Anything, Doctor.”

		

		“It involves a certain person in a building with a steeple.”

		

		Cliff’s arousal was such that figuring out Frankie’s sentence took considerable effort.

		

		“I can’t, Doctor.”

		

		Frankie nodded to Lorenzo, who began to pound the virgin.

		

		“Ohhhhh, yessss!”

		

		All of a sudden, Lorenzo pulled out, per script.

		

		“NO! Don’t stop!”

		

		“You want Lorenzo to continue?”

		

		“Yes, Doctor. Please.”

		

		Cliff’s star pouted at the lack of meat.

		

		Lorenzo rubbed his cockhead against Cliff’s opening, and Cliff tried to push back.

		

		Frankie grabbed Cliff’s balls and twisted them overly-harshly, knowing Cliff’s tolerance for pain.

		

		“Aye-yaaaaa!”

		

		“Don’t try to impale yourself on Lorenzo’s cock. You need to ask nicely--”

		

		“Please, Doctor. Please let him continue to fuck me.”

		

		“Well, that’s nice, Cliff, but it’s not what I want.”

		

		The two stared at each other as Lorenzo rubbed Cliff’s ass crack.

		

		“Pl... pl... please.” When nothing changed, Cliff half-pleaded, half-growled, “I denounce god!”

		

		Frankie nodded.

		

		Lorenzo pushed in with full force.

		

		“Oh! God! Damn!”

		

		Lorenzo kept pace, and Cliff pushed into him.

		

		“Beg to come, Cliff.”

		

		Lorenzo hit Cliff’s P-spot on every thrust while stroking his shaft.

		

		Cliff’s eyes were nearly shut.

		

		“Beg, Cliff! And if it’s not good, and what I want to hear, I’m gonna send you home a frustrated man.”

		

		Cliff opened his eyes to see the fiery determination in Frankie’s glare.

		

		He couldn’t hold out and didn’t want to be at the receiving end of Frankie’s rage.

		

		“Doctor, I... please, I need to come. Please! Fuck. God. Damn! I denounce god and all his teachings for keeping me from Lorenzo’s cock!”

		

		Frankie nodded to Lorenzo, who kicked it into overdrive.

		

		“That wasn’t so difficult, was it, Cliff? You’re free to come, then sleep well.”

		

		Frankie left, having gotten what she wanted.

		

		Within seconds, Cliff expelled the largest load of his life. Every stroke of Lorenzo’s cock produced another eruption.

		

		Completely drained, Cliff was still panting heavily when the door closed behind Lorenzo.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next several weeks brought a calm sense of routine to the clinic and mansion, since Frankie was healthy.

		

		Braden, Stephanie and Cliff continued their treatment plans and follow-up appointments.

		

		The cycle began fresh for new patients, and Christopher was used in more treatment plans.

		

		Sayo looked forward to her twelve hours every Sunday, which she would languidly pass with Stephanie. The two learned each other’s bodies, minds and souls. Her new norm was to return to Frankie’s at five-thirty, five-forty-five the latest.

		

		Lorenzo was given four free hours on Sundays between ten and two. While eager for the freedom, he soon discovered that the world was a lonely place. As he grew closer with Sayo, his new norm also included going to Stephanie’s house. Between eleven and one, he ate lunch with the women. It reminded him of tranquil times when he was eighteen.

		

		Frankie accepted Sayo’s new schedule because it made her future plans seem more justified. She was confident that Lorenzo’s four hours would only be met with a deeper appreciation and affection for her and didn’t suspect that his bond with Sayo grew or that the two shared their free time.

		

		Her favoritism of Lorenzo crescendoed but she did nothing to officially demote Sayo from alpha sub status.

		

		But all of her actions told the staff who Frankie considered her alpha. It was a confusing time but no one confronted the doctor for clarity.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo discovered that they wanted to be free to submit; not duty-bound to do so. The idea was new, strange, and a tad scary; and they discussed it whenever they were alone. There was an odd comfort in staying with Frankie.

		

		When they were in the observation room alone, they were able to have heart-to-hearts.

		

		“What’s it like to leave Stephanie and come back here each Sunday?”

		

		“It’s difficult. There’s a bitter sweetness about it.”

		

		“How so?”

		

		“I hate to leave her, but as soon as I shut the car door, I look forward to the next week.”

		

		“I don’t know that I could come back if I were you,” Lorenzo reflected.

		

		“I don’t know anything but servitude.”

		

		“Do you want to be with Stephanie, though?”

		

		“Sometimes I think I do. But it’s scary, Zo.”

		

		“Yeah, I get that.”

		

		“I mean, in order for me to do that, I’d have to leave the doctor. I’d have to break away. And that idea isn’t something I can wrap my head around. It’s so counter-intuitive on so many levels, y’know?”

		

		“Yeah,” he nodded. “But I see you two together. The bond is unmistakable. It’s beautiful, really.”

		

		“Me and the doctor or me and Stephanie?”

		

		Lorenzo looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

		

		“Yeah, I know. But it’s too fantasy-like. Whenever I think about it, my chest gets tight... because it could just... end.”

		

		“You don’t think it could end with her?” he pointed to Frankie on a monitor.

		

		“Yeah, I do. But we also have a contract of sorts. And we have over twenty years together. We have a history.”

		

		“Yeah, but that’s not really the same as the connection that you and Stephanie share.”

		

		“What about you?” she deflected.

		

		“What about me?”

		

		“Are you happy?”

		

		Lorenzo seemed haunted by the question.

		

		“What’s wrong, Zo?”

		

		He shook his head. “Someone very close to me asked me that very same question once.”

		

		He was silent for a while before looking into Sayo’s eyes.

		

		“I told myself that happiness doesn’t matter. You come into this world alone, and you go out the same way. But the more I spend time with you and Stephanie, the more I think I just say that to protect myself. I want what the two of you have, Sayo. I’m sorry for saying it. I love being around you; and you can’t make me stop coming over. But I’m jealous as fuck.”

		

		Sayo focused on monitoring patients. Whenever the conversation became too heavy, she’d end it.

		

		She was torn and couldn’t choose. Instead, she opted to live in both worlds but it was doubly taxing.

		

		* * * *

		

		The following Saturday night, Frankie instructed the staff to prepare the dungeon for a party with food and drink, decorations and toys. Everyone was to attend. All the mattress pillows were to be brought out and set beforehand.

		

		Sayo was anxious. Frankie’s good mood was bound to crash, yet Sayo found herself hoping to be given a new, special collar.

		

		At the same time, though, she didn’t want it.

		

		More than that, she hoped that the party wouldn’t last too late, because she didn’t want to lose any time with Stephanie the next day.

		

		Lorenzo was excited for the change and looked forward to an orgy. Aside from his service to the patients, Frankie had kept him to herself. She was a clingy, emotional mess.

		

		For all-attendance events, subs were to stand naked against the wall. Since her group was large, the line covered one wall and part of another.

		

		Fun time was first. The feast would follow.

		

		Frankie made a grand entrance in an ankle-length, green, satin robe with matching pumps. Under it was a matching bodysuit which displayed her cleavage. Her black nails were extra-long; her lipstick was blood red.

		

		“Very well. Let’s begin!”

		

		Frankie walked the steps to her throne and picked up her whip. Swishing it to the center of the mattress stage, she yelled, “Now!”

		

		Naked bodies converged onto the mattress in a somewhat orderly manner. Despite Frankie’s cries of commencement, her subs knew she would direct all their actions.

		

		Standing opposite Frankie were Sayo and Lorenzo, awaiting their special instructions, as they knew they wouldn’t be treated the same as the rest.

		

		“Sayo, here,” Frankie tapped a chair, which was on the floor to the right of her platform. “And Lorenzo, here,” she tapped the one to her left.

		

		For Sayo, it was back to the status quo, beside Frankie at her right, for her right-hand assistance.

		

		For Frankie, though, it was more subtle. Lorenzo was at her left, because wedding rings were worn on that side.

		

		For Lorenzo, it was yet another orgy that he wouldn’t get to participate in.

		

		“Perform for me and my lovely, key subs!”

		

		The orgy commenced led by the subs’ lust for each other and the desire to put on a good show. Occasionally, Frankie would use her whip to stir the heat. The mattress couldn’t be seen through the throng of body parts. Moaning, slurping and thrusting sounds filled the room, as did the unmistakable smell of sex.

		

		When she had her fill, Frankie called the two-minute warning. The subs increased their passion, holding on until the doctor gave the permission to come.

		

		“On my mark. Five. Four. Three. Two. Come!”

		

		A collective sigh echoed through the dungeon.

		

		When the panting and grunting subsided, Frankie spoke.

		

		“Tonight is a very special night. One in which we celebrate not just each other but one particular sub...

		

		“So go! Quickly clean up and reassemble at my feet.”

		

		There was a flurry of activity as the mattress pillows were cleared away. During the frenzy, Frankie strode to the cabinet, made her selection and returned to her throne.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo remained seated next to the platform.

		

		When everyone was settled and quiet, Frankie prolonged the silence by looking at her group.

		

		“I am grateful to you all.” As she spoke, she made a sweeping motion with her arm. Her extra-long sleeves fluttered like a flag.

		

		“We are grateful to you, ma’am,” everyone said in trained unison.

		

		“Tonight, though, there is a sub among you who needs to be recognized above all others. One who has provided undying devotion and dedication to this clinic year after year after decade.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” the group chorused.

		

		Sayo’s breathing became heavy and quick. She had waited months. Frankie’s words and the party had to have been designed to bestow a new collar and reaffirm her position as alpha sub.

		

		Sayo had wanted it for months.

		

		Now that it was happening, however, her feelings were mixed.

		

		Lorenzo looked sideways at Sayo, but she was staring forward, emotionless.

		

		While he was happy for his friend, he was aware of her internal struggle.

		

		“There’s no need to be overly dramatic, for you all know I’m speaking of Sayo Li. Sayo,” Frankie turned and extended an arm toward her, “Please join me.”

		

		Sayo walked a few steps and stood on the lowest step in front of the doctor, who touched her shoulders.

		

		“I’m sure many of you have been aware of a recent rift between Sayo and myself. That shall remain private.

		

		“What I will tell you, though, is that from this moment forward, that rift is in the past!”

		

		The crowd cheered.

		

		Sayo’s stern countenance cracked a smile.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie patted Sayo’s shoulders.

		

		“I started the clinic with her at my side, and I couldn’t move into the future without her. So, Sayo Li, please remove your collar.”

		

		With slightly trembling fingers, Sayo removed her thin, leather collar.

		

		Frankie reached for the black, velvet box on her left. As Sayo lowered her collar, Frankie raised the box for all to see.

		

		Murmurs of appreciation swept across the crowd.

		

		“I needed to make sure Sayo received the best possible collar I could design. Its intricate nature as you’ll soon see--required time and attention by the artisans who constructed it... or she would already be wearing it.

		

		“As special as she is, Sayo deserves an equally special collar. One that she can wear proudly and for all to recognize her in the place she occupies; as my alpha sub.”

		

		Sayo’s emotions were threatening to bubble over.

		

		Frankie opened the box and held the collar over Sayo’s head and presented it to the group.

		

		Various exclamations were heard as the subs viewed the sparkly, diamond-studded choker. It was a half-inch wider than the regular subs’ collars.

		

		“I’m not sure whether you can see it, but in the center, in emeralds, it says, ‘Sayo, alpha sub.”

		

		More cheers.

		

		“Turn, Sayo, and look at your new collar.”

		

		When she set eyes on it, Sayo couldn’t stop the floodgates, and tears freely cascaded her cheeks.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am. It’s beautiful and more than I could have ever hoped for.”

		

		Frankie patted Sayo’s head and looked at her subs.

		

		“I am proud to lock this now,” Frankie said as she secured the collar around Sayo’s neck.

		

		Normally after collar presentations, the food and drink were brought in. There were stirrings at the periphery of the group. And the cook had actually risen and taken a few steps away.

		

		Sayo looked at Lorenzo, who also had tears in his eyes. They nodded at each other.

		

		“Stand here,” Frankie pointed to the right side of her chair.

		

		Sayo didn’t react since it was completely outside of protocol. In fact, Sayo had taken a couple of steps off the podium, looking for the food.

		

		Under her breath and more emphatically, Frankie repeated, “Sayo. Stand back here. Now.”

		

		Sayo looked from Frankie to the spot and slowly moved into it. She dared not hope for yet another accolade from the doctor.

		

		Her heart palpated with anticipation nevertheless.

		

		Frankie cleared her throat. It was the only sound necessary to focus everyone’s attention back upon herself.

		

		“There is another sub for whose service I am eternally grateful...”

		

		It was like a sudden onslaught of silence fell upon Sayo. She could see Frankie’s lips continue to move but she couldn’t hear anything.

		

		She glanced at the crowd, who continued to look and behave like everything was normal. In fact, they looked and behaved exactly as they had when she’d received the new collar.

		

		Then, she looked at Lorenzo, who was taking his place on the lowest step in front of Frankie.

		

		When she looked at Frankie, she saw the same black, velvet box...

		

		Paraded before the group...

		

		Opened to reveal the exact same collar...

		

		Engraved with Lorenzo’s name in emeralds.

		

		The palpations in her heart no longer came from anticipation...

		

		But from betrayal.

		

		All of a sudden the sound barrier was lifted, and she was jolted by the subs’ applause and murmurs of admiration.

		

		As Sayo fought to control her emotions and remain upright and breathing, she heard Frankie:

		

		“I truly could not run the clinic without my ever-trusty and faithful Zo. Tonight, he is raised to the most esteemed title of alpha sub, alongside Sayo.”

		

		If she had been punched in the stomach, Sayo couldn’t have felt any different.

		

		Frankie didn’t even motion toward Sayo when she said it.

		

		Duty and training carried Sayo through, and made her clap with the others. There was even a hint of a smile on her face.

		

		“Very well. Now, let the feast begin!”

		

		Sayo’s head swam.

		

		Walking blindly with the subs to the buffet, she skipped the food and reached for the wine.

		

		She could feel Lorenzo’s eyes and his apology. Even though she knew it wasn’t his fault, she couldn’t be around him.

		

		Not right then.

		

		She kept moving around the buffet to avoid being approached.

		

		By anyone.

		

		Her temperature rose to a hundred.

		

		Her breathing became erratic.

		

		The room seemed to spin.

		

		She discreetly stepped out of the dungeon.

		

		The brighter light of the hallway brought some clarity to her.

		

		But by leaving the party, she had disobeyed Frankie.

		

		She couldn’t go back in.

		

		She didn’t want to go back in.

		

		As she thought about her options, it hit her.

		

		Sayo grabbed whatever clothes were closest and left the clinic.

		

		* * * *

		

		It was nearly one o’clock in the morning when Stephanie heard her doorbell and the banging on the door. She opened the door in her flowery nightgown without realizing it wasn’t a prudent thing to do.

		

		As soon as the door cracked open, Sayo flew into Stephanie’s arms, and the sobbing commenced.

		

		Stephanie steered Sayo to the living room, where she held the distraught woman. She played with Sayo’s hair and noticed the jewelry... but said nothing.

		

		When Sayo stopped shaking, she muttered, “Thank you,” and “I’m sorry.”

		

		“You don’t need to apologize.”

		

		“I do! I woke you up in the middle of the night because...

		

		“Because I have nowhere else to go.”

		

		“Do you want to talk about it?”

		

		Sayo sat up and told the evening’s events in a chillingly detached manner, ending with, “That’s when I got a cab and came here.”

		

		“I’m glad you came here, Sayo.”

		

		The women smiled at one another.

		

		“I’m not going back.”

		

		“You can stay here as long as you like.”

		

		“Ever.”

		

		“You can stay here as long as you like,” Stephanie repeated and smiled.

		

		“Yeah?”

		

		“Absolutely.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Promptly at eleven o’clock Sunday morning, Lorenzo knocked on Stephanie’s door. Stephanie greeted him and noted the duplicate collar around his neck.

		

		She led him into the living room, where Sayo sat under a blanket. Lorenzo sat in a chair, and Stephanie joined Sayo on the couch.

		

		He saw Sayo’s collar on the coffee table, and glanced from it to Sayo.

		

		“I’m back to being collarless, Zo,” she half-laughed, half-cried.

		

		Lorenzo looked at both women.

		

		“She’s distraught...” he began.

		

		“You’re a horrible liar, Lorenzo,” Sayo cut him off.

		

		“You know her, you knew how she’d react to this.”

		

		“I used to know her, Zo. If anything, I think she’d be happy I’m gone. I don’t think she wants me there; hasn’t since you showed up.”

		

		“I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

		

		“No, I don’t hold it against you, Lorenzo. Who knows, maybe I’ll show up as a sleep patient!” she tried to joke.

		

		“I know she’s going to expect a report when I get back.”

		

		“Do you have to tell her anything? She doesn’t know you come here, right?”

		

		“No, but she’ll know when I return the collar,” he eyed the coffee table.

		

		Sayo smiled at the young man’s insight.

		

		“I’m not going back, Zo.”

		

		Lorenzo nodded. “Anything you want me to say to her?”

		

		“There’s nothing to be said. Even if there was, I’d never put you in the middle like that.”

		

		“I’d gladly do it for you, Sayo.”

		

		“I know... which is why I’d never ask you. But really, everything’s been said. I’d rather keep the fond memories I have than forever remember an explosive argument.”

		

		“I understand,” Lorenzo nodded. “I won’t have anyone there anymore,” he said more to himself.

		

		“You’ll be fine, Lorenzo. She likes you like no other. Your position is secure.”

		

		“Didn’t you think the same about yourself?”

		

		“No, actually. I always felt ungrounded. Like I could be uprooted at any time.”

		

		After the three were silent for a long while, Stephanie brought food from the kitchen, and they sat on the floor next to the coffee table. They ate and talked... and laughed.

		

		All while the collar sparkled in the center.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next day, Frankie summoned Christopher to her office, over Lorenzo’s pleadings not to do anything hasty.

		

		“Things have changed, Christopher,” Frankie started before he could make a stupid comment.

		

		“Oh?”

		

		“For me. Personally. I’m closing the sleep clinic.”

		

		Christopher chuckled. “What’s the gag?”

		

		“No gag. So, I’ll need you to pay me the balance of your debt.”

		

		Christopher frowned. “I thought I was doin’ a good job. Besides, I don’t got that kinda money.”

		

		“You were, and you do. I’m seriously closing the clinic.”

		

		They argued over what he owed until Frankie upped the stakes by adding two of her older, female subs into the mix. She needed to downsize and would sell the majority of her extras, but the older ones weren’t marketable.

		

		She lured him with the promise that he could train them to his liking.

		

		Christopher liked the prospect of having already-trained subs whom he could mold to his own desires. It took the pressure and responsibility off him.

		

		Frankie knew the subs were clever enough to please Christopher without affecting his temper... and would ultimately be the ones to train him.

		

		Christopher happily paid more than his outstanding balance--and more than what the subs were worth--in cash.

		

		Frankie had squirreled money in the Grand Caymans and was set for life, but she enjoyed one last, upper-handed negotiation win over Christopher.

		

		She returned to Lorenzo in the observation room.

		

		“I don’t have the strength to deal with Braden. He’s going to ask about her. You do it.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie watched Lorenzo.

		

		“Mr. Spath, I’m pleased to go over your exit interview with you.”

		

		“My what?”

		

		“Exit interview. Conclusion of services. I’m sorry, I thought you already knew. Your progress has been phenomenal. Actually, one of the fastest learners we’ve seen here at the clinic.”

		

		Braden beamed.

		

		“You’ve been reporting positive outcomes at home. You continue to do your homework, and your wife is satisfied.”

		

		“Yeah, I was going to tell Sayo today that it’s been two nights back in my bedroom with Wendy!”

		

		“That’s terrific news, Mr. Spath. Exactly the outcome we’d hoped for... several months down the road. But you were here to overcome your sleep disorder. Now that you’ve done it, we must open our appointments to other patients.”

		

		Braden beamed again at the praise, and took in the “cure”.

		

		“Is Sayo here? I guess I’d like to thank her. She’s really been the one who’s worked with me and helped me, well... you know.”

		

		“She’s not at the clinic today, sir, but I’ll be sure she gets your message. The staff here is always happy to see another happy patient come out of therapy with such terrific results.”

		

		Braden shook hands with Lorenzo and walked to the door, which opened before he got there.

		

		Frankie entered. “I wanted to personally congratulate you, Mr. Spath.”

		

		“Thank you, Doctor.”

		

		“And also to give you this.”

		

		Frankie placed three one-hundred-dollar bills in his palm.

		

		“What’s this?”

		

		“It’s from a test we did when you first got here. You never said anything, which told us which path to take with you. But while you were sleeping during that first test, we took money out of your wallet.”

		

		Braden remembered when he’d given Wendy money for a shopping spree that his wallet had felt a little light.

		

		“Wow, thanks! I guess I’m glad I failed that test, so you guys could do what you needed to do to get me to this point!” He fingered the bills. To celebrate, I guess I’ll take Wendy on a surprise, romantic weekend.”

		

		After Braden left, Frankie told Lorenzo, “Get Cliff.”

		

		“You don’t have to do this.”

		

		“This is the one I want to do.”

		

		Lorenzo brought Cliff to Frankie’s office and remained in the room.

		

		“We’ve come to the end of your treatment, Cliff.”

		

		“I thought you were gonna say something like that.” He glanced at Lorenzo.

		

		“What have you learned?”

		

		“That I’m a sinner, and I need to find a way to repent.”

		

		“Seriously?” Frankie rolled her eyes.

		

		Cliff looked at her.

		

		“Why is everyone so stupid, Zo?!”

		

		Lorenzo knew better than to answer.

		

		Frankie sighed.

		

		“Repeat after me. I, Clifford Baker.”

		

		“I, Clifford Baker.”

		

		“Am gay.”

		

		“I’m... no... I’m gay?”

		

		“You are. Straight-up gay. What you should do is divorce that ‘beautiful wife’ of yours and find a guy you can shack up with and come out of your lifelong denial.”

		

		Cliff looked from Frankie to Lorenzo several times. He didn’t know what to say.

		

		“I know you want to do that... because you wanted Braden to offer to give you a blow job here in the parking lot when you two left the clinic before.”

		

		Cliff coughed, blushed and looked out the window. It wasn’t anything he could deny.

		

		“BUT we all know you’re too chicken shit to do it, Cliff. So instead, I’ll give you this.”

		

		She handed him a piece of paper with a list of businesses.

		

		“That’s a list of a few cruising places several counties over. You can continue to indulge your sins while maintaining the façade that is your life.”

		

		“I--”

		

		“Let me make it clear. There is nothing wrong with being gay. I hope that some day you’ll be able to come to grips with that notion. In the meantime, our work here is done.”

		

		“Without success?”

		

		“What do you mean, Cliff?”

		

		“You told me you’d implemented your unconventional ways to great success.”

		

		“What I actually said was that ‘my patients were extremely happy with the results’. Can you look me in the eye, Cliff, and tell me that you’re not extremely happy with the results of your last clinic visit with Lorenzo?”

		

		Cliff looked at Lorenzo and then looked down.

		

		“No,” he said to the floor.

		

		“What’s that, Cliff?”

		

		“You’re right. I was extremely happy.”

		

		“So, we’re done. You have a choice to make. Whichever one you choose, I wish you well.”

		

		“Thank you, Doctor.”

		

		When Cliff left, Frankie swiveled her chair to face Lorenzo. “That’s the last of ‘em.”

		

		“That was very... you were so... you didn’t follow your script,” Lorenzo observed.

		

		“My script?”

		

		“Yeah, you were all fired up to call Christopher out for the bully that he is, and remove whatever shred of dominance he thought he possessed. And you were so excited to rub Cliff’s face in his religious self-righteousness. Plus, you were gleefully going to keep Braden’s money. What happened?”

		

		Frankie shrugged. “Sometimes, other things are more important in life.”

		

		“How do you mean?”

		

		“I mean, Cliff already knows he’s a hypocrite. We made that very clear to him when he was here. For me to make him relive it would be like wiping a dog’s nose in shit after he had an accident in the house.

		

		“Instead, I gave him a choice, to further help him. And I tried to instill the idea that being gay is okay. He’s free to do what’s best for him. I don’t have any control over that.

		

		“And as for Braden. Well. That has more to do with Sayo, doesn’t it?” Her eyes welled up. “She would’ve wanted him to have the money. Please let her know how he’s going to spend it. That’ll make her happy.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Lorenzo got up to approach her, but she stood. “We have work to do.”

		

		* * * *

		

		The next Sunday, Lorenzo knocked on Stephanie’s door. In the middle of lunch, Lorenzo blurted:

		

		“She’s closing up shop.”

		

		“What?!” both women exclaimed.

		

		“Yeah, things have been weird since you left, Sayo. I’m sorry to tell you, but last week, she didn’t notice for a long while that you were gone. Everyone got drunk. There was another orgy. I got to participate a bit before she told me it was time to go. She let the subs carry on.

		

		“At first, she thought you were in the orgy, and she left to spite you. When you didn’t get back with the rest of the staff, that’s when she knew.

		

		“I think she was waiting until last Sunday night to see whether you’d come back. But when I brought the collar back, that was the end.

		

		“She closed her hand around it and told me to run a bath. That’s all she’s said.

		

		“But then, when we were in the tub, she leaned against me and told me her plans. Did you know she was planning on retiring?”

		

		“Not now.” Sayo was shocked.

		

		“I mean, she wasn’t planning to now, but your leaving pushed it ahead of schedule. She’s apparently been organizing things in Grand Cayman. She said that’s where she vacations. That she has a house nearly all set up and will take some of her staff.”

		

		“Yeah, we used to vacation there. She took a lot of money there every year, and we’d talked about... doesn’t matter now.”

		

		“Yeah, well, she wants me to go with her... but I can’t go.”

		

		“Lorenzo--”

		

		“I can’t, Sayo. I can’t be around her after what she did to you.”

		

		“Yeah, but you had problems with her before that.”

		

		“Right. All the more reason why I can’t go.”

		

		“When?”

		

		“She just ran through follow-up appointments this week. She’s moving soon.”

		

		The three sat in silence and digested the news.

		

		“Zo,” Sayo spoke first. “I want you to do me a favor.”

		

		He shook his head but said, “What?”

		

		“I want you to go with her--”

		

		“Sayo, anything but that--”

		

		“Zo, hear me out. She can’t have both of us leave her at the same time. Not that I’ve been anything to her lately, but it’ll destroy her.

		

		“Look, I’m not saying, ride off into the sunset. I’d never ask you to do that. What I am asking, though, is to go with her. Let her keep the fantasy of you two for a little while. A coupla months. Until she’s settled. Can you do that? For her? For me?”

		

		Lorenzo rubbed his hands against his pants, stood up and paced.

		

		“She wants us to get married, Sayo! Every time I’m with her, I feel the noose tightening.”

		

		The women watched while he paced.

		

		“I hear what you’re saying,” he talked to himself, “I’ve been impressed with her fairness, too. I mean, I was. And I’m so envious of the two of you.”

		

		He stopped to look at them.

		

		“I don’t have anyone waiting for me but I just can’t do this...”

		

		“Lorenzo, I swear to you that I’ll make it up to you. I don’t know how, but I will. Trust me.”

		

		“I trust you with my life, Sayo.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo moved with Frankie to her house in Grand Cayman, along with the cook, Tim and a handful of other subs.

		

		Frankie was happy in her retirement, free from monetary worries, and surrounded by people who took good care of her.

		

		Lorenzo enjoyed the white, sandy beaches, the ocean, and the peace of not having to run the sleep clinic.

		

		But he was miserable.

		

		He was relegated to having sex only with Frankie while the other subs were free to romp at will.

		

		His only solace, aside from window-shopping at the beach, were his regular video chats with Sayo and Stephanie. He was on a tropical island because Sayo had asked him to be there. He trusted her to find a way out.

		

		He just hoped it would be sooner rather than later.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo and Stephanie had fallen into a wonderful routine of making love every night when Stephanie got home from work, and never leaving the house on the weekends.

		

		One night, as they lay in a sweaty pretzel, Stephanie fingered Sayo’s neck brand. Sayo looked away.

		

		“Don’t,” she said softly.

		

		“We need to look to the future instead of hide from the past.”

		

		“What does that mean?” Sayo looked at her.

		

		“It means, you’ve done nothing since you’ve been here--and I don’t mean that in a bad way. I love you, Sayo. But I know you’re not entirely settled.”

		

		She fingered the scar, and Sayo looked into her eyes.

		

		“I don’t know what to do,” Sayo confessed. “It’s a part of me.”

		

		“It’s a part of your past, yes. And as such, I don’t think you should get plastic surgery. I think you should wear it proud, and maybe repurpose it.”

		

		“Repurpose it?”

		

		“Yeah, I’ve been thinking... she’ll always be a part of you, to some extent. And I don’t wish to take that away from you. But it’s not who you are now. With me. Sooo, I thought maybe we could accept Frankie’s connection to our lives and thank her for the beautiful brand she gave you, when she named you, ‘fuck doll’.”

		

		“Fuck doll?”

		

		“F. D. for fuck doll? Or ‘fabulous diva’ or ‘fantastically divine’...”

		

		Sayo smiled. “I remember a time when you would’ve blushed and shuddered if you had to say ‘fuck doll.’”

		

		The women giggled.

		

		“Thank you, Stephanie. For everything.”

		

		“You can make one up, too.”

		

		“I think I like ‘fantastically divine’, actually.”

		

		“That’s what you are to me.”

		

		“You’re also right that I don’t do anything. I need to do something, but I don’t know what. I’m not really equipped to do anything. I have no skills.”

		

		“Yes, you do!”

		

		Sayo rolled her eyes. “Yeah, well, I meant legal skills. Something to do for real.”

		

		“Sayo!” Stephanie was incredulous.

		

		“What?”

		

		“You’re a nurse practitioner!”

		

		Sayo thought about it and smiled. “I am, aren’t I?”

		

		THE END

		

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

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.

		

		

		About B.J. Frazier

		

	
		

		B.J. Frazier is a published author of erotica from the U.S. B.J.’s professional résumé includes time spent as a high school English teacher, advertising executive and business owner. B.J. draws on all three backgrounds to create believable and relatable characters and stories.

		

		B.J. also writes from personal experience in Femdom, which adds realism to the stories.

		

		Readers often comment, “you’re so readable.” B.J. never gets tired of hearing that.

		

		The stand-out comment is from a very vanilla reader, who said, “I don’t mean to be insulting, but I think ‘Mistress Managed’ can be mainstream!”

		

		

		Books by B.J. Frazier

		

	
		

		
			Mistress Managed - Book One
		

		
			Mistress Managed - Book Two
		

		
			Mistress Managed - Book Three
		

		
			I Blame Quentin Tarantino
		

		
			Caught in Chastity
		

		
			The Come Bet
		

		
			Lisa’s Lies
		

		
			It Wasn’t What I Wanted
		

		
			Closing the Deal
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book One
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Two
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Three
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Four
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Five
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Six
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Seven
		

		
			Lorenzo’s Story - Book One
		

		
			Lorenzo’s Story - Book Two
		

		
			Seth Wants a Daddy
		

		
			First Trip to the Sauna
		

		
			Dreamscapes: Behind the Cyber Veil - Book One
		

		

		

		Connect with B.J. Frazier

		

		Visit B.J. Frazier’s website: bjfrazier.com

		Favorite B.J. on Smashwords: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/BJFrazier

		Follow B.J.’s NSFW blog on bdsmlr: https://bj_frazier.bdsmlr.com/

		Take a peek at B.J.’s blog on Tumblr: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/bj-frazier

		Follow B.J. on Twitter: @xxxBJFrazier

		Leave a review for B.J. on Goodreads

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-8XXHGE2M.jpg
Per’chance Yo “Drear
5001{ Seoen






