
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		“PERCHANCE TO DREAM - BOOK THREE”

		

		By

		

		B. J. Frazier

		

		

		Copyright 2020. All rights reserved

		

		Published by B.J. Frazier at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition, License Notes

		

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author’s hard work.

		

		This book is a work of fiction

		

		Adult Reading Material

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Author’s Note
		

		
			Introduction
		

		
			Perchance to Dream - Book Three
		

		
			About B.J. Frazier
		

		
			Books by B.J. Frazier
		

		Connect with B.J. Frazier

		

	
		Author’s Note

		

		This book contains erotic fiction with graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.

		

		My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to understand which word I really meant to use.

		

		Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

		

		I know there are a lot of books for sale, and I thank you for choosing mine.

		

		Happy reading,

		

		~B.J.

		

		Severe Content Warning: B.J. Frazier books contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

		

		Enjoy!

		

		

		

		Introduction to Book Three

		

	
		

		This is the third 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 - Book Three” continues the story, delving deeper into some of the characters and adding a couple of new ones.

		

		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, horny from directing the deflowering of Stephanie, she was about to take Lorenzo and Sayo into the dungeon while Christopher and Stephanie sleep.

		

		Stephanie Douglas - Forty-something virgin came to the clinic and discovered arousal at the hands of another female. After being deflowered by Christopher, Frankie left her with the instruction to masturbate.

		

		Christopher Ward - A classic dominant male displayed latent bi tendencies, and forced Sayo to have sex. Instead of going to the police, Frankie arranged for him to assist some patients with unusual problems... he deflowered Stephanie. He was sleeping.

		

		Sayo (Say-ow) Li - Dr. Doram’s assistant and alpha sub, who got in trouble for masturbating the only virgin patient the clinic had seen, was forced to watch the deflowering from the observation room. When last seen, she was summoned to the dungeon.

		

		Lorenzo - Dr. Doram’s newest and youngest sub, an Italian Adonis, who is favored by Frankie to Sayo’s jealousy. He performed his first clinical duties with Cliff Baker, a new patient. He also affixed electrodes to Christopher and Stephanie. When last seen, he was summoned to the dungeon.

		

		Braden Spath - Returned home from the first “sleepover” and told his wife Wendy that the sleep test would need to be repeated. He jacked off while alone in the house, thinking about his clinic experience and what was yet to come.

		

		Wendy Spath - Braden’s bitchy and domineering wife went on a shopping spree.

		

		Cliff Baker - a new patient, early fifties, married, and religious, with suppressed bi-sexual proclivities. He disapproved of Frankie and giggled at Lorenzo. When last seen, he was awaiting his first sleep test.

		

		Book Three begins on the same night as Book Two, as Frankie leaves Stephanie’s room.

		

		

		

		Perchance to Dream - Book Three

		

	
		With Stephanie tucked in and nearly asleep, Frankie told her, “You’ve had three different people touch your pussy this week. I think you’re entitled to do it now. Get to know yourself a bit before you drift off. I’ll see you in the morning.”

		

		Frankie had several hours before she needed to see her patients individually in her office and her workday was over. Expecting nothing more from them and being aroused by the activities of the evening, Frankie decided to have some fun with Lorenzo and Sayo in the dungeon.

		

		After ordering both of them to the dungeon, Frankie used the facilities and freshened up.

		

		Upon entering the dungeon, she walked past Sayo and Lorenzo, who were both naked on their respective pillows inside the door.

		

		“I like the idea of playing with an innocent, so we’re going to recreate what I just did in Christopher’s room... with some more fun, of course.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” the subs said in unison.

		

		“Sayo, you’re our virgin tonight. Instead of a bed, though, we’re going to start with the board. Come.”

		

		Sayo walked halfway across the room to the board. It was a life-sized, vertical, wooden board attached to a swivel. When strapped in, a person could be moved one-hundred-and-eighty degrees.

		

		Strapping her in an upright position, Frankie called for Lorenzo. “Bring the recliner.”

		

		Lorenzo positioned the chair across from Sayo.

		

		“Now, Zo, we have a virgin in our midst tonight. We must show her the ecstasy of sex.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“Poor little virgin hasn’t even been kissed yet, has she?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“So we have to show her.”

		

		Frankie kissed Lorenzo passionately, hooked her leg around his waist and began to grind against him. Then, she stopped.

		

		“We’re too far away.”

		

		She moved Lorenzo next to Sayo, and then faced him. Sayo was positioned so that when Frankie and Zo kissed again, they were directly in front of her face.

		

		“You see how our lips touch? Oh, but you can’t see what happens inside. It’s like this.”

		

		Frankie stuck her tongue out, and Lorenzo did the same, and they performed a “deconstructed” kiss.

		

		“Now you, little virgin. Stick your tongue out so we can show you.”

		

		When Sayo held her tongue out, Frankie flicked it with hers. Then she motioned to Lorenzo, who added his. The three kissed until Frankie grew bored.

		

		“Did you like that?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Did you get wet?”

		

		“I don’t know, ma’am,” Sayo said in character.

		

		“We’ll have to see.” Frankie slid a finger into Sayo’s hole pushing up to her third knuckle. When she pulled it out, it glistened.

		

		“Hold out your tongue and taste yourself. Tell me if you’re wet.”

		

		As Sayo licked the doctor’s finger, Frankie kissed Zo.

		

		“Well? Are you wet?”

		

		“I... I think so.”

		

		“Do you know what that means?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“It means your body is ready to get fucked!”

		

		“Oh my.”

		

		“Yeah, ‘oh my’. Except all I’ve been doing for the past several hours is making sure a virgin got fucked. It’s made me wet.”

		

		Frankie unstrapped one of Sayo’s arms. “Feel me; get me off.”

		

		Sayo plunged two fingers into the doctor’s pussy and wiggled as best she could in her constraints. Frankie was so horny, it didn’t take much to send her over the edge.

		

		“Lick your fingers and tell me if they’re wet.”

		

		Sayo licked her Mistress’ juices from her fingers and declared her to be wet.

		

		“And what happens if someone’s wet?”

		

		“She gets to be...”

		

		Frankie slapped Sayo’s tits. “She gets to be what?”

		

		“Fff...”

		

		“Say the word!” She twisted Sayo’s nipples.

		

		Sayo, too, had been denied an orgasm, and the breast manipulations went straight to her pussy. She cried in frustration.

		

		“Fuck!”

		

		“That’s right.” She patted Sayo’s head. “Since you’re the virgin, you’re going to watch someone else get fucked first. You can’t do it on your own, can you?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		The recliner faced Sayo, but Frankie sat at a ninety-degree angle with her feet over one of the arms. She was still in her slutty doctor attire: Her dress was a lab coat that barely went past her ass, and black leather hooker boots climbed past her knee. The front of the dress was unbuttoned halfway and revealed a black leather corset, which threatened to project her tits across the room. A high ponytail, black nails and red lips completed the ensemble.

		

		“I can’t stand it anymore! Zo, get your love stick over here and fuck me hard!”

		

		Lorenzo happily obliged his Mistress.

		

		Several thin streams of fluid ran down Sayo’s thighs as she watched the scene play out in front of her. Their moans mixed with the sloshy sounds every time Zo pushed in were tangible, and soon she could smell their lust.

		

		She watched in pained jealousy as Lorenzo’s thrusting reached a crazed pace, and Frankie permitted him to come; something Sayo had been denied.

		

		The doctor panted her way through the thrusting to speak. “You’ve been such a good boy today with your first act as assistant. Plus, you had to sexually arouse several others. And take care of me a few times. Yes, you’ve been such a good boy that you get to come. Let your hot seed explode deep inside me, Zo!”

		

		At her words, Lorenzo increased the pace of his thrusts, knowing that when she said his pet name, he’d be permitted to go over the edge. When Frankie shouted, “Zo!”, Lorenzo exploded on cue.

		

		Sayo could only watch, which left her incredibly aroused and feeling ignored at the same time.

		

		Frankie glanced at her. “Seems as though someone rather enjoyed our fucking. Look at her legs, Zo.”

		

		Lorenzo, panting on top of Frankie, tried to focus on Sayo’s legs. “Mmm hmm.”

		

		“She’s had a difficult evening, too. Well, a few days, really; but her frustration is entirely of her own making. Still, the least we could do is help her out. Right, Zo?”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.” As he pushed himself upright, his half-hard cock flopped against his thigh, and rivulets of sweat ran down his chest.

		

		Frankie got up and walked to a cabinet. Her lab coat dress was open like a jacket, and her boobs bounced as she walked.

		

		She returned with a blindfold. Wrapping it around Sayo’s head, she chuckled. “We’ll help you in the form of a game, my pet.”

		

		Frankie’s games usually contained pleasure but they always came with strings.

		

		“Seeing how you can’t keep your juices to yourself, Zo and I are going to lick you off. Separately. But when we’re done, you’ll have to tell us who it was. If you’re right, you’ll get a cock up your cunt. If you’re wrong, though, you’ll be punished. Sound like fun?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo could barely contain herself since the game was ridiculously easy. Having been with Frankie for over twenty years, she could pick her out of a lineup with her eyes closed; and she had.

		

		It meant that Sayo would be fucked soon.

		

		“Since we won’t be able to talk during the game, I’ll tell you now that you’ll be free to come as many times as you want.”

		

		Sayo nearly came on the spot.

		

		“We’re going to switch things up, of course. I’m going to take off my boots, and we’re going to walk around, so you won’t be able to tell us apart.”

		

		Frankie whispered instructions to Lorenzo before they began walking in circles trying to confuse Sayo. Then, Frankie rotated the board, turning Sayo upside down, which placed her pussy at eye level, allowing the pair to stand while they licked.

		

		Sayo listened to the rustling and whispering. Then, she felt the heat as someone entered her space. From the second Frankie’s tongue flicked her inner thigh, Sayo had to fight from coming. Even though she had permission, Sayo knew Frankie liked to watch her struggle.

		

		Frankie licked and sucked Sayo’s inner thighs at length before pressing the tip of her tongue against Sayo’s outer labia. She inhaled deeply and pressed her nose against Sayo’s slit.

		

		Sayo moaned and her body tensed against the board. She tried her best to hold out but she couldn’t.

		

		Not after everything.

		

		She pressed her hips out as far as the restraints would permit and grunted through her first orgasm.

		

		Frankie didn’t stop licking. Just getting started, she continued her attention, sucking one pussy lip and then the other. She spent time circling Sayo’s opening, and thrusting with her tongue.

		

		Then, Frankie took her time flicking Sayo’s nub. It was already swollen from hours of frustrating arousal, but Frankie managed to get it even puffier with her tongue. When it was at its largest, Frankie gently sucked it, twirled her tongue, and pushed it against the back of her teeth.

		

		Sayo came two more times as Frankie manipulated her clit.

		

		Halfway through Sayo’s third orgasm, Frankie released Sayo’s clit and stood up. She motioned for Lorenzo to take her place, which he did.

		

		Per instructions, Lorenzo performed in exactly the same way that Frankie had. He started by licking Sayo’s inner thighs.

		

		Sayo hadn’t fully recovered from her third orgasm before Zo started. Grateful for the reprieve, Sayo was momentarily confused by whose tongue it was, especially due to their coupling, their scents were comingled.

		

		Lorenzo continued to duplicate Frankie’s attack, and Sayo came at the same times as before.

		

		Halfway through her sixth orgasm, Lorenzo stopped and stood up.

		

		He and Frankie moved around again, so Sayo wouldn’t be able to tell where the voice came from.

		

		Frankie righted Sayo on the board. “Okay, my pet. Time to tell us who was who.”

		

		Sayo was panting heavily, pussy juice ran down her legs, and she was a bit foggy. Still, there was no mistaking. “You... Mistress, you were the skilled one who went first, and Lorenzo went second.”

		

		Frankie removed the blindfold. “Very well, pet, we couldn’t fool you.” She patted Sayo’s head. “Good to my word, you will be rewarded, as promised!”

		

		Even after coming six times, Sayo was eager to have her pussy filled. She didn’t care whether it was Lorenzo or Frankie who did it.

		

		Frankie walked to the wall behind Sayo and affixed a suctioned dildo.

		

		“As you saw, Lorenzo spent himself pretty hard in me, pet.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“So he can’t be expected to service you so quickly after that.”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo preferred to have Frankie fuck her, anyway.

		

		Frankie released Sayo from the board and, taking her hand, led Sayo to the wall.

		

		As soon as Sayo saw the dildo, she realized her fate. Still, she’d get to be filled.

		

		“Here is the cock you get to have up your cunt, pet! True to my word.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo backed onto the dildo and fucked herself while Frankie and Lorenzo laughed about the great trick the doctor had played.

		

		Not knowing when she’d be allowed to come again, Sayo took full advantage of the situation.

		

		* * * *

		

		Braden Spath, being relegated to the guest room due to snoring, relived his trip to the sleep clinic nearly every night. He edged to images of Sayo sliding her small hand under his pants to affix the electrodes.

		

		He increased his pumping to memories of Dr. Doram’s orders. How she ordered Sayo to move around the room. How she’d used Sayo as a puppet. How she’d ordered him to suck Sayo’s breasts and determine whether she was wet.

		

		Braden exploded when he relived the feeling of each woman sitting on his face and being made to service them with his tongue.

		

		The experience and memories were so powerful during the day that Braden almost couldn’t wait to go to sleep again.

		

		His wife Wendy didn’t normally pay much attention to him. Their sex life was close to non-existent since Wendy put all of her extra energy into raising their twins.

		

		Since Braden had been to the clinic, he’d been happier. Knowing how much his happiness bothered Wendy, he tried to keep it under wraps. Wendy wasn’t fully aware of the change in Braden, but she grew more irritated with him.

		

		She added to his honey-do list, demanded he spend more time with the kids and chauffeur them, and she even complained about the lack of sex.

		

		Braden happily told her that he was always willing. One night, she let him go down on her. However, she soon became disgusted that he hadn’t suddenly gotten any better, pushed him off and told him to fuck her instead.

		

		After Braden had pumped for a short while, Wendy pushed him off again.

		

		“I thought I wanted this but I don’t. Or you’re not doing what I need you to. Or something. But I know how to get myself off a lot better. So just go into the guest room, and I’ll take care of myself.”

		

		Braden sighed. He knew better than to disagree with her. So with a “yes, dear”, he went back to the guest room.

		

		And his fantasies.

		

		He couldn’t wait for the next test.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie and her pets returned to the observation room. Having kept tabs on the monitors in the dungeon, Frankie knew Christopher slept soundly.

		

		There had been movement in Stephanie’s room, however, that she wanted to review more carefully. Rewinding the recording, Frankie sat back and watched Stephanie play with herself.

		

		It was done under the blanket, of course, but Frankie was still pleased.

		

		“I like patients who obey me completely.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” both subs replied.

		

		They watched the screens but neither patient did anything out of the norm.

		

		“Okay, Lorenzo. Time to wake up Christopher and bring him into my office. I’ve got some negotiating to do with him. It’ll be nice to end with something light.”

		

		“As you wish.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie was perched on the end of her desk when Christopher was brought in, and she watched while he took a seat and waited nervously for her to speak. The position reinforced her dominance and made him squirm. She had cleaned up and looked the same as when he had first seen her in the night. The hooker boots were front and center in Christopher’s view.

		

		Fidgeting and unable to wait, Christopher eventually broke the silence.

		

		“So, eh, I seen the machine was on this time.”

		

		“Yes, it was.”

		

		“You got the results?”

		

		Frankie uncrossed and recrossed her legs. “What’d you think of your time here tonight, Christopher?” she asked, ignoring his question.

		

		“How do you mean?” He sensed it could be a trick question.

		

		“I mean what I said; what’d you think of your time here? Did you like it, hate it; are you annoyed, happy?”

		

		It didn’t seem as tricky when she re-asked it. “I enjoyed it.”

		

		“Is it something you’d like to do again?”

		

		Christopher’s eyes lit up at the notion of a virgin. “Yeah, what guy wouldn’t?”

		

		“I’m not talking about a virgin, Christopher. What you participated in tonight was actually very rare.”

		

		“Oh.” He was disappointed.

		

		“But we do have patients with similar latent sexual traits that Stephanie displayed.”

		

		“Similar latent sexual traits,” Christopher repeated, trying to figure out the meaning.

		

		“Women who are repressed sexually or who have little experience with it. They need encouragement to come out of their shells, so to speak.”

		

		“Uh-huh.”

		

		He was waiting to hear her angle.

		

		“If you’re interested, I’d like to continue to use your services to help these patients, while working on your issues as well.”

		

		Christopher was beginning to understand. “So, if I understand you right, you liked the way I performed and want me to do it again.”

		

		“Something like that.”

		

		“And when someone performs, they’re generally compensated.” Christopher felt like he could turn it into a part-time job; maybe get paid under the table.

		

		“Generally, yes. But what do you think happens when that person committed a felony the first time around?”

		

		Christopher’s nest egg dreams cracked, and he looked away.

		

		“The way I see it is if I went to the cops, you’d have to retain an attorney. You couldn’t touch one for less than ten or fifteen thousand dollars--”

		

		“I’d get a public defender.”

		

		“I’ve seen your financial information, Christopher. It was part of the intake eval. So I’m gonna go with fifteen thou for you, knowing you’ll want nothing but the best. Tack on fines and fees, plus prison time, and you’re closer to--let’s call it twenty.

		

		“I’d be willing to use you to help my patients until you paid off your debt--”

		

		“How much you--”

		

		“--naturally, there’ll be a fee--”

		

		“--thinking about--”

		

		“--associated with your sessions here, but given how well you performed tonight, I could accept a split payment arrangement, where you pay half of the visit and the other half can be performance.”

		

		Christopher stared at Frankie. Not only would he not get paid, but there was a debt over his head. He slowly nodded. “And I s’pose if I don’t agree, then you go to the cops?”

		

		“I’ve already told you that I’m all about giving people options, Christopher. And I’ve told you that I don’t like the cops. So no, if you’d rather give me the twenty thousand now and part company, I’m okay with that.”

		

		“What other assignments you got in mind?”

		

		Similar to the doctor, Christopher also liked to keep his enemies close. While he’d not been able to get one over on her yet, he felt like his best chance to do so would be to play along. Besides, the sex was a welcome benefit.

		

		“Off the top of my head, you know Stephanie needs to be taught about the ways of sex. How to please and everything. Since you started her exploration, I thought it might be nice to continue with you.”

		

		“Yeah?”

		

		“And I thought there might be some wiggle room in her studies to train her the way you like a few things done.”

		

		Christopher was definitely interested. High on his list of things to do was to train and keep a sub of his own. He’d tried numerous times but the work was great and he didn’t like the responsibility of maintaining someone else. What the doctor offered sounded like a perfect compromise.

		

		“It’s somethin’ I might be interested in.”

		

		“Very well. As I said, you have some anomalies in your tests that I’d like to evaluate and explore.”

		

		“Like what?”

		

		“We’re still in the discovery phase, Christopher, so I don’t want to influence anything at this point.”

		

		“Yeah, maybe.”

		

		“I’m going to need to know which offer you choose before you leave here, Christopher. And I’m sorry, I don’t have the time. I still have to meet Stephanie, and then get home and get to sleep. “I’ve been up all night!”

		

		“Yeah. Right. Well.”

		

		It was difficult to think with her on the desk looking the way she did. He tried looking away but he couldn’t think of a way out. While he didn’t like the situation, he also knew it was of his own creation.

		

		His mind drifted to potential sessions with Stephanie and how he’d train her, and his dick throbbed.

		

		“Yeah, okay. I can do the split thing.”

		

		“Very well. I’ll have my staff contact you with an agreement just to keep between ourselves, so you always know where you stand.

		

		“Then they’ll look at the schedule and let you know when you can return.”

		

		* * * *

		

		When Stephanie was brought into the office, Frankie was seated behind her desk. With complete submissives, there was no reason to be overly dominant.

		

		Stephanie kept her head down, and she picked at her nails. The doctor made her feel uncomfortable, and she hadn’t had time to process what had happened the night before.

		

		“I saw that you took my advice when you were left alone, Stephanie.”

		

		“Oh, well, yes. I thought it was part of the test and something necessary to help diagnose me.”

		

		“Very well. Did you enjoy that part of the test, Stephanie?”

		

		“Um, I found it to be rather... enlightening, yes.”

		

		“And what about the other parts of the test?”

		

		Stephanie thought back to receiving her first kiss from a woman; and Dr. Doram at that. And then from Christopher. She remembered how Frankie had provided the first experience and then ordered the same from Christopher.

		

		She also remembered how loud she’d been when she came. And how Christopher had taken her virginity. After being stimulated for so long, the pain had quickly shifted into pleasure.

		

		“Oh, they were very enlightening as well,” she coughed.

		

		“I obviously haven’t gotten your test results yet. But if I’m correct about what I believe, I’d like to have my staff schedule you for further testing, where we can address some of the issues that arose last night.”

		

		Stephanie blushed, remembering how the doctor had mentioned teaching her about being a responsive lover.

		

		“Would you like that?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. I think it will go a long way in helping you sleep better.”

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		“In the meantime, though, I’d like to give you some exercises to do at home.”

		

		Frankie handed Stephanie a pamphlet she’d created over the years, specifically designed for women who were frigid, meek or with little sexual experience. There were graphically illustrated how-to’s showing various ways to masturbate.

		

		It also contained links to several free porn sites, a handful of specific clips to watch and several key phrases to search. The suggested clips were centered on soft porn or romantic coupling between a man and a woman.

		

		Another section was devoted to blow jobs and how to give them; again, with graphic pictures and accompanying porn references.

		

		“There’s a lot of information in here, Stephanie. I don’t expect you to read and memorize everything right now. But there are some things that will be helpful for you to concentrate on before you come in here next.

		

		“There’s a section on blow jobs. I’d like you to study that section in its entirety and follow along with the at-home exercises. It provides suggestions of common, household products you can use because I think you’ll be too embarrassed to go into a sex store, right?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Stephanie said gratefully.

		

		“That’s why I put this literature together.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		“The section about masturbation should be a nice review for you, with some additional tips. There are suggested videos as well. I’d like you to spend some time with that section and yourself. The more you get to know yourself, the better you will be with someone else.”

		“Um, okay.”

		

		“There’s nothing wrong with you, Stephanie. After you’ve spent some quality time getting to know yourself, you’ll be ready for the next phase.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		Stephanie was unsure about the homework but the doctor seemed so confident. Plus, truth be told, she had liked everything Frankie had done to her. It was a relief to be ordered to explore on her own. It was like she wasn’t the one responsible.

		

		And, after all, Dr. Doram was a doctor.

		

		* * * *

		

		“What in the FUCK are you doing?!” Wendy practically screamed at Braden as she went into their bathroom.

		

		“Shaving,” he said calmly.

		

		He had hoped to be done with the task before she barged in but there were places he couldn’t see well in the shower and needed more light.

		

		Actually, he had hoped to avoid the conversation altogether. Or at least for several weeks.

		

		Wendy wasn’t good with change, and she especially wasn’t good when she wasn’t in control. Braden altering his privates on his own fell within that realm; not to mention weird.

		

		“I can see that, idiot! WHY are you shaving yourself... there?!”

		

		“It’s to help with the sleep test.”

		

		Braden discovered short, simple answers were the best. Sometimes they appeased her.

		

		His short and simple explanation didn’t appease Wendy in the matter of shaving his cock and balls, though.

		

		“How in the fuck does shavin’ your pubes have anything to do with a fuckin’ sleep test?!”

		

		“Nothin’ really, ‘cept the electrodes they put on are a bitch to get off of hair. They said if I came in bare, then the removal would be a lot less painful. And you know how I am with pain down here,” he shook his dick to alleviate the tension.

		

		“Ugh,” she said disgustedly as she rolled her eyes. “And they’re payin’ for the screw-up, right?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Braden, being in charge of the finances due to Wendy’s dislike of math, was able to scrimp on things he normally bought. That way, he could pay for the test without Wendy finding out.

		

		“Did they schedule you for another test?”

		

		“Yeah, I put it on the calendar downstairs. It’s in a few days.”

		

		“Day or night?”

		

		“Sunday night again.”

		

		Wendy sighed but said nothing.

		

		She went about her business, stealing glances at Braden’s newly-smooth pubis. Without the jungle, it looked mildly appetizing.

		

		“Would you like to touch it? It’s baby-bottom smooth!” Braden offered, without letting her know he’d seen her glances.

		

		“You just go and put that thing away before the twins see!”

		

		Braden had no idea how her comment was remotely possible, but he took his opportunity to end the conversation unscathed.

		

		Wendy was attracted to Braden’s new look but couldn’t let him know. Seeking to regain control, she thought of a way to get him into bed, separate and apart from his shave.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next sleep test involved four patients:

		

		Cliff Baker, Braden Spath, Stephanie Douglas, and Christopher Ward.

		

		Being the only woman, and embarrassed by her previous test, Stephanie sat on the opposite side of the room from Christopher, closest to Braden. Cliff, the newcomer, sat between the other two men.

		

		Christopher, sensing his status as the room’s alpha male and having it confirmed by the others, didn’t feel the need to exert his dominance while they waited.

		

		With a busy night scheduled, Frankie paused only to see the seating arrangement and to test whether Cliff would say anything.

		

		He didn’t because he mistakenly assumed he was the alpha male in the room.

		

		Having to be dominant for his wife and church, Cliff normally fell into the alpha role outside of the clinic. Consequently, Cliff was uncomfortable in Christopher’s presence but couldn’t figure out why.

		

		Lorenzo entered the lobby and took Cliff’s sleep log; the only person with one. Then, he chattered similarly to the last time before taking everyone back to their respective rooms.

		

		Christopher was there to assist other patients and didn’t require the sensors. Likewise, it had been explained to Stephanie that the night would be centered around more tactile activities. Thus, she didn’t require the hookups, either.

		

		Sayo was to take care of Braden’s electrodes while Lorenzo did Cliff’s. The two men were there to take the sleep test.

		

		Lorenzo followed Cliff into his room. “As you can see, this is just like a mini-exam room with some extras. You have a bathroom here... and a bed here.”

		

		Cliff coughed. “Why, it looks more like an examination table.”

		

		“Well, we are going to examine you, Mr. Baker,” Lorenzo winked.

		

		Cliff coughed again.

		

		“And we’ll start by putting sensors all over your body.”

		

		At the last phrase, Cliff stared at Lorenzo and was about to comment on the innuendo, when Lorenzo continued.

		

		“It’s so we can monitor you,” he pointed to the cameras.

		

		Cliff took note of the cameras and decided not to accuse Zo of anything sexual.

		

		“I see you brought your overnight bag, so I’m going to step outside and let you change into your sleep clothes. Then, get comfy in bed,” he patted it, “and read or watch TV... or whatever you usually do in bed, and then I’ll be back. We have a full house tonight so it may be awhile.”

		

		Lorenzo had on scrubs that were a size too small to highlight his ass. Cliff couldn’t stop staring at it.

		

		In any other circumstance, he would have declared himself to be a heterosexual male, just as god intended it. Usually such a statement staved off whatever unwanted solicitations Cliff felt were present.

		

		He wasn’t sure why he remained silent.

		

		Blaming the odd hour to be in a doctor’s office, he merely nodded, and clutched his bag to hide his swelling cock.

		

		Cliff also blamed his state of arousal on the instructions that he not have sex, come or even edge for three days prior to the test.

		

		It certainly was not because there was a young, attractive, Italian male in tight pants smilingly tossing sexual innuendoes at him.

		

		Cliff waited for the click of the door to let out a breath and put his bag down. Then, he went to the bathroom to get a glass of water. He realized he was sweating and wiped his brow.

		

		He avoided his reflection, afraid of what it might reveal.

		

		Donning a shirt and shorts with a label containing three X’s, Cliff hoisted himself into the bed. He heard the paper lining rip as he settled under the covers.

		

		He’d been shut off from sex for three days and needed a release. It wasn’t the proper time or place, so Cliff opened his bible in an effort to ignore his erection.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo was waiting in Braden’s room. “Welcome, Me’stuh Bwaden.”

		

		“Oh, hi!”

		

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

		

		She gestured to the cameras, and Braden obediently paid strict attention, even though he’d been through it before.

		

		“I guess you mean those sensor things?”

		

		“Ah, solly, yes. Sen’suhs, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

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

		

		“Off, like nude?” he joked. It’s what he had misunderstood her to say the first time he was there, and he tried to break the ice. It seemed like she didn’t remember him, though.

		

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

		

		“Okay.” Braden was deflated.

		

		They’d shared an intimate encounter. One that had kept him self-pumping at night and in the shower since he left.

		

		How could she not remember?

		

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

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Sayo left, and Braden changed into the same T-shirt and workout shorts he’d worn the last time.

		

		Then, he climbed into bed and waited.

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo popped into both Christopher and Stephanie’s rooms to tell them to change, get comfortable and to please be patient.

		

		Sayo, prohibited from going into either room by herself, returned to the observation room.

		

		Lorenzo walked in five minutes after Sayo.

		

		“Very well. The evening begins,” Frankie said.

		

		There was a monitor for each room. Christopher tried to remain still but couldn’t keep from lightly stroking his erection.

		

		Stephanie took out a craft magazine and stared at it while she thought about her homework assignments and anticipated the evening.

		

		Braden looked around the room, stared blankly and tried to figure out a way to remind Sayo of who he was.

		

		Cliff fervently read Isaiah 56:3-5 aloud, as if to convince himself of his heterosexuality.

		

		“Interesting choice,” Lorenzo muttered.

		

		“Zo, you’ve been warned about religion,” Frankie said sharply.

		

		“As you wish, ma’am... it’s just--”

		

		“I don’t care!”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Aside from Cliff’s literature choice that Lorenzo finds so interesting, there’s nothing out of the ordinary happening. Go, both of you, and start them on the video.”

		

		* * * *

		

		When Sayo returned to Braden's room, he greeted her warmly. “Hi! We meet again, heh.”

		

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

		

		“Yep, I remember, heh,” he smiled.

		

		“Oh, I say befo’, I solly.”

		

		“Uh, well, you did before, yeah.”

		

		“Oh, I solly.”

		

		“No, I mean, you’ve already put the sensors on me.” He smiled, hoping boldness would refresh her memory.

		

		“Me’stuh Bwaden, you no have sen’suhs on!”

		

		“No, I know. But I did. Before.”

		

		Sayo hated playing the game but Frankie loved to see how long it took for submissive patients to assert themselves. Still trying to prove herself, Sayo was determined to beat the record.

		

		She continued with Braden for over three and a half minutes. Amazed by the time, she stole a glance at a camera and smiled.

		

		“Yes, Me’stuh Bwaden, I know you. You come befo’. Just joking.”

		

		“Whoo-boy, you really had me goin’ there, Miss!” Braden laughed nervously. “I thought maybe I dreamt everything for a second.”

		

		“No, you no dweam. Just joke. Lighten mood.”

		

		“Heh, heh. Well, that was a good joke. You sure had me goin’.”

		

		“I put sen’suhs on now, okay?”

		

		“I guess they’d be pickin’ up humor, huh?” he joked but Sayo was back to business, having ended the game.

		

		“You lie still, Me’stuh Bwaden, okay?”

		

		Braden was disappointed but happy that she hadn’t totally forgotten about him.

		

		“You sweep bet’tuh now? With teeth pwotec’tuh?”

		

		“With what--oh, I guess you mean the mouth guard? Well, I’m still sleepin’ in the guest room, so I really don’t know.”

		

		“You feel bet’tuh when you wake up?”

		

		“Oh, well, I guess. I mean, I haven’t really thought about it.”

		

		Sayo applied the sensors quickly, without spending extra time around his groin. Even though a connection had been established, it was best to maintain distance and not become overly-friendly.

		

		Braden was both grateful and disappointed.

		

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

		

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

		

		Just like the first time, a drop of precum spread into a circle on his shorts at the word “penis”.

		

		“Uh, yeah, I remember.”

		

		“Okay. This give feedback to help you, okay?”

		

		“Yeah, I know. Hopefully the full test works this time,” he fished.

		

		“Test always give an’suhs. I put light down but keep on fo' safety, okay?”

		

		“Okay.” He gave up and focused on the screen.

		

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

		

		* * * *

		

		When Lorenzo walked back into Cliff’s room, the patient was mid-verse. Cliff kept his eyes on the bible and finished saying the line he was on.

		

		Out loud.

		

		Lorenzo gritted his teeth and feigned reverence.

		

		“Are you familiar with the good book... Larry, is it?” Cliff used his common alpha ploy of misstating someone’s name.

		

		“I am, indeed.”

		

		Cliff was perturbed that Lorenzo didn’t correct him.

		

		“It’s gotten me through some difficult times. The lord is good, Larry.”

		

		“I’m glad you’ve found serenity, Mr. Baker.”

		

		Cliff couldn’t stand it. “Is your name Larry?”

		

		“It is not, Mr. Baker. It’s Lorenzo, as you very well know.” Lorenzo stared at Cliff, who shifted on the bed.

		

		Cliff thought he should do something to maintain his dominance but couldn’t think of anything to say.

		

		“You will be hooked up to these sensors. I need to put them all over your body.”

		

		Lorenzo pulled the cart closer and began to sort out the equipment.

		

		Cliff watched him without speaking.

		

		As Lorenzo worked, he asked the usual questions.

		

		“What time do you usually go bed?”

		

		“The lord provides for a strict bedtime. In the Baker house, we’re in bed no later than eleven p.m.”

		

		“And what time do you actually fall asleep?”

		

		“I’m not really sure. I try not to watch the clock. That’s supposed to be bad for your sleep.”

		

		“So what do you do as you lie awake in bed?”

		

		“I listen to my beautiful wife sleep peacefully next to me. Sometimes I try to recall scripture.”

		

		“What do you do right before you go to bed?”

		

		“Brush my teeth, put my pajamas on.”

		

		Lorenzo finished affixing electrodes to all of Cliff’s public parts.

		

		“Any activity before bed... or once you get in bed but before you fall asleep?”

		

		“Sometimes my beautiful wife and I read in bed. Usually from the bible or some other spiritual book.”

		

		“You do any other physical activities with your wife before bed, Mr. Baker?”

		

		The timing of Cliff sitting up in offense to the question coincided with Lorenzo sliding a hand up his shorts. The sudden movement pushed Cliff’s hard-on against Lorenzo’s hand.

		

		“And just what do you think you’re doing, young man--”

		

		“I’m sorry, Mr. Baker--”

		

		“--with the sex questions and the placement of your hand?!”

		

		Lorenzo straightened his back but flattened his hand against the inside of Cliff’s thigh. Much to Cliff’s embarrassment, his cock pulsed at odd times and touched the back of Zo’s hand.

		

		“I give you my full assurance, Mr. Baker, that the questions are routine. We ask them of all patients participating in the sleep study, as we have to know your habits before you go to sleep as well as during the night.”

		

		Cliff looked away as his cock pulsed again. He attempted to push air out of his mouth in an exclamation of incredulity; however, it sounded more like a moan.

		

		“As for my hand, Mr. Baker, I’m merely applying the electrodes used to monitor your sleep. I apologize that I startled you, but I will need to maneuver in your private area to get the last of them set.

		

		“I normally save this area for last, as it’s sensitive. And please, Mr. Baker, there’s no reason to be embarrassed. After all, your body’s sexual responses are done blindly. Your penis doesn’t know whether that’s a woman or a man’s hand. It only knows it’s being touched and aroused.

		

		“Now, I’m just going to slide in here and be as fast as I can. First, like all the other times, I’ll smear some glue and then press the sensor.”

		

		Despite his words, Lorenzo didn’t work fast. He took his time to fondle Cliff’s dick, fumble with the glue applicator, spread the glue, and set the electrode.

		

		Cliff lost his voice when he felt the warmth of Lorenzo’s hand envelope him. Feeling an instant calm, he relaxed into the bed as the medical assistant used his long, thick fingers.

		

		He wasn’t aroused. It was preposterous. Lorenzo was a man, and the bible forbid homosexuality. Moreover, Cliff wasn’t gay!

		

		The only explanation was his pent-up state. And like the boy said, any stimulus could set it off. His dick didn’t know who belonged to the hand.

		

		And yet, with the continued ministrations, mistakes and caresses, Cliff leaked precum.

		

		Lorenzo had glue applied and both sensors placed next to Cliff’s anal passage before Cliff remembered to be affronted.

		

		“What in tarnation?!” Again, though, he voice lacked conviction.

		

		Zo placed his palm against Cliff’s rounded belly and rubbed slightly. “Relax. It’s just part of the test.”

		

		When Cliff dropped his ass to the mattress, Lorenzo exaggeratedly checked to make sure the electrodes were still in place. In so doing, his fingers grazed Cliff’s hole, which involuntarily puckered.

		

		Cliff’s eyes were glazed and half-lidded when Lorenzo patted his cock and said, “All set. How does it feel here, Mr. Baker?”

		

		It felt heavenly... but he’d go to hell for admitting it!

		

		He grabbed Zo’s wrist and flung it off. “Look, young man, you ought to pick up a bible sometime. It will save you from... homosexuality.”

		

		“Mr. Baker! I’m a medical assistant! I’m in here performing my job duties as a licensed professional. And not that it’s any of your business, but I’m not gay! You bible thumpers are all alike with your sanctimonious bullshit.

		

		“Have you ever considered the fact that you claim to be so dead-set against it could mean that you’re a closet homosexual yourself??”

		

		Zo’s outburst had been scripted. It took a lot of restraint for him not to argue the bible, so he put his anger into the accusation.

		

		He looked offended, both as a heterosexual male as well as someone with a job to do.

		

		It was a volatility test for the patient.

		

		“I--I’m very sorry, young man. Of course I’m not a homosexual. The bible clearly speaks against it. I--I just don’t know what’s come over me. Perhaps it’s the lack of sleep mixed with the lack of an ability to get... well, you know.”

		

		Lorenzo stood and moved the monitor behind the bed. Turning back to Cliff, he smoothed his scrubs and pulled down on his shirt. That drew Cliff’s attention to Zo’s manly chest.

		

		“Yes, let’s chalk it up to all of those things, Mr. Baker. Not that I’d ever project my issues onto a patient, but it’s difficult to be in my position, y’know? I don’t like touching men, Mr. Baker. Yet I suck it up because it’s my job.”

		

		“Yes. Yes, of course. I didn’t even think about what it would be like for you.”

		

		“Yeah, whatever. Look, you can move around a bit on the bed but, if you get up, you can’t move more than a coupla steps. If you need to go to the bathroom during the night, just push this button, and I’ll come unhook you.

		

		“Or,” he reached under the bed, “you can use this.” He put a bed pan on the end of the bed.

		

		“Okay. Thank you.”

		

		“Don’t forget the cameras, either,” he pointed to them again. “They pick up your movement.”

		

		Cliff nodded.

		

		Lorenzo walked to the door and pushed a button on the wall. The TV came on and paused at the start-up screen.

		

		“For now, just lie still and watch the TV. We have a movie for you. You’re just to watch, though, okay? Don’t touch your...” he stared at Cliff’s crotch.

		

		Cliff’s dick promptly pulsed and oozed precum that made a dark spot on the sheet. Blushing profusely, Cliff could only nod.

		

		“Everything that’s done in here tonight is done to provide feedback to help you, Mr. Baker. Nothing more.”

		

		Cliff nodded again.

		

		“I’ll turn the light down but keep it on for safety purposes.”

		

		Another nod.

		

		“I’ll be back sometime after the movie, but I don’t know when, since we’re kind of a full house tonight.

		

		“If you need something before then, just push the button.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo made it back to the observation room in time to watch the end of Lorenzo’s encounter with Cliff. She noted that he forgot to tease his nipples and caress the skin in between them.

		

		As first pet, it was her job to oversee the others and call any problems to Frankie’s attention. While she was still regarded as first pet, tension remained high between her and Frankie, and Sayo was trying to prove her loyalty. As such, she said nothing.

		

		Frankie gave instructions after Lorenzo returned to the room.

		

		“I’m going to have a very brief chat with Christopher before I talk to Stephanie. Wait to start the videos until I start talking to her. It’ll slow down the process since we have so many patients to deal with tonight.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		The doctor paused to look at Lorenzo.

		

		“Overall, you did a good job curbing your anti-religious feelings. But you didn’t follow protocol completely. We’ll need to discuss that after the patients have left.”

		

		The assistants took seats and watched Frankie enter Christopher’s room.

		

		When she peeked her head in the room, he stopped stroking. “You ready for me now, Doc?”

		

		“Not quite, Christopher. I just came to tell you we’re running a bit behind. I’m training an assistant, and we have a full house.”

		

		“How long you thinkin’?”

		

		“I’m on my way in to speak with Stephanie for a bit. Depending on how that goes, I’d say we’re looking at around a half-hour or so.”

		

		“Okay, yeah.”

		

		“In the meantime, feel free to watch whatever you’d like on TV.” She eyed the screen. “We have all the premium channels.”

		

		Christopher nodded. “Thanks.”

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo had been told to monitor Christopher’s viewing selections. Frankie was interested in knowing whether he voluntarily chose any male-on-male porn.

		

		Frankie went into Stephanie’s room wearing the lab coat dress that barely went past her ass. The neckline revealed the tops of her breasts.

		

		Pulling up the stool next to the bed and holding a chart, Frankie began to steer Stephanie through an uncomfortable discussion about her homework assignments.

		

		The assistants kept watch of all four rooms.

		

		“SHIT!” Lorenzo slammed his fist against the desk.

		

		Sayo jumped.

		

		“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

		

		“What is it? I didn’t see anyone do anything wrong.”

		

		“I did something wrong. I know what she wants to talk to me about. Shit! I can’t believe I fucked that up!”

		

		Sayo kept her focus on the screens and said nothing.

		

		“Did you see what I did?”

		

		“Yes, but it was a small thing. I mean, we already knew of his latent tendencies. The bigger thing is that you kept it together with his bible quoting.”

		

		Lorenzo sighed and shook his head. “She’s disappointed.” He banged his fist against the desk again.

		

		Sayo looked at Zo and recognized the self-recriminations. He was taking it surprisingly hard, and she felt for him.

		

		“She knows how much you’ve improved. And you really have, Lorenzo.”

		

		“She’s only gonna focus on my fuck-up. And she has every right to.”

		

		He smacked himself in the head.

		

		“Fuck!”

		

		Sayo grimaced but understood how he felt. “Look, she really cares about you.”

		

		“Nah, the fuck-ups are what she lives for.”

		

		“Yes, she does like her dungeon but...”

		

		Zo glanced sideways at Sayo. “I get it. You’re her favorite, and you think I’ve taken your place. I haven’t. She’s just being overly nice to me in order to make you hurt and jealous, Sayo.”

		

		She looked at his blotchy face and wondered if that was what he honestly thought. He looked fragile, and someone in whom she could confide. She had no one to talk to, and she desperately needed to talk.

		

		“It’s way more than that, Lorenzo.” Sayo sighed. “She doesn’t know if we can get past this. And if the past couple of weeks are any indication, I’m starting to wonder, too.”

		

		“No; seriously? Sayo, you can’t think that. You guys have too much history. I’m just a fleeting fancy. I’m well aware of that.”

		

		Sayo considered him anew. His statement revealed a much deeper insight that she had given him credit for.

		

		“You’re not, though. I wanted to believe that. I mean, every new, young sub has a certain appeal, and I get that. But with you, she’s different.”

		

		“Different?”

		

		“Yeah, she’s broken so many of her rules with you. And I’ve had firsthand experience with how she talks to you, touches you... makes loves to you.”

		

		Lorenzo cocked his head and wiped his nose.

		

		“Seriously. You’ve seen her ‘fuck’ the others. You have to know it’s not the same with you, right?”

		

		“I mean, if I’m honest, yeah, a little. But I didn’t want to presume.”

		

		“I’m telling you it’s true. She’s never been like that... not even with me.”

		

		They locked eyes, and he recognized her pain.

		

		“Sayo, there’s nothing between us like that. You guys have a history. She doesn’t talk to me the way she does with you. For fuck’s sake, I’m twenty-fucking-six, Sayo. She’s... I don’t even know how old she is.

		

		“I mean, I’m not saying she’s old. She’s hot as fuck. But a twenty-year difference? C’mon. You and I both know that’s not workin’. I don’t even know what I’ll be doing in two years from now, let alone the rest of my life.”

		

		Sayo checked the monitors before regarding Lorenzo. Maybe he wasn’t a direct threat but what he said didn’t change the way Frankie felt about him.

		

		“Why are you here?”

		

		“Why wouldn’t I be? I get to serve a beautiful woman, her subs and patients. I get to live in a mansion and have everything taken care of. Plus, now that I’m working here, I get paid.”

		

		“You can’t let her know.”

		

		“Yeah, no, I wasn’t gonna. I’m sorry for how she’s treating you. I hope things get better. Really.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		They reviewed Christopher’s channel surfing and found a brief period of male dominating male action.

		

		“Wow, she was right,” Lorenzo said.

		

		“She usually is.”

		

		They continued to watch the patients in silence.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie had already discussed masturbation and porn with Stephanie. The patient had a difficult time discussing things because she wasn’t comfortable with the majority of the words.

		

		Instead, she said “you know” a lot. Frankie would tell her, “I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking.” After being pressed, Stephanie would describe how she masturbated and what porn clips she liked. She’d redden profusely, though.

		

		By the time Sayo and Lorenzo’s conversation was over, Frankie had moved on to questions about Stephanie’s assignments.

		

		“Did you practice?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Very well. What did you use and how much progress did you make?”

		

		“I started small, you know.”

		

		“Stephanie, I’ve got four patients tonight,” Frankie sighed. “Please try to use descriptive words.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I started with the handle of my hairbrush. I wasn’t able to get it in all the way but I practiced. And after a couple of days, I did.” Stephanie was proud of herself.

		

		“That’s terrific progress. What are you currently using?”

		

		“A rolling pin.”

		

		“Whose idea was that?”

		

		“I... I thought of it.”

		

		“Well, look at you, Stephanie,” Frankie smiled, “How are you coming with it?”

		

		“Oh, well, it’s fairly thick. I can’t get more than a coupla inches in, but I’ve been working on stretching my cheeks.”

		

		“Okay. Well, it’s more important that you practice depth over width. Most guys will have at least six inches. There aren’t many who will be as thick or thicker than a rolling pin.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“I think your diligence is really going to pay off with your sleep issues. What I’d like to do now is test your progress.”

		

		Stephanie answered “Okay,” even though there was no question posed.

		

		“We’re going to pretend. Just us. Can you pretend, Stephanie?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie began unbuttoning her front as she asked the question. Under it was a series of ropes and straps that criss-crossed her body, leaving diamond-shaped windows to the skin.

		

		She stood up and put her hands on her hips, opening the coat. It revealed a seven-inch strap-on.

		

		Stephanie was shocked at the life-like cock. “Oh my. Are you a... a transexual?”

		

		Frankie laughed. “It is pretty real-looking, huh? No, I’m all woman, Stephanie. You should know that from the last time you were here.”

		

		Stephanie reddened.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“How are you positioned when you do it at home?”

		

		“Oh, I usually lie on my back.”

		

		“Okay. We’ll start there. Lay back.”

		

		Stephanie lay back on the pillow, and Frankie crawled on top of her.

		

		“The angle’s going to be a bit different, but give it your best shot.”

		

		Stephanie sucked the tip of Frankie’s cock and then lifted her head to put it into her mouth. She only made it two inches before her eyes watered, and she sat back.

		

		Sayo and Lorenzo watched the women. It was difficult for Sayo to watch, and she was grateful for the silence.

		

		“It’s not bad for your first attempt. I want you to sit up, though. We’re gonna try it from a different angle and see if that helps.”

		

		Frankie stood on the floor and had Stephanie sit on the edge of the bed. Stephanie was able to get another quarter-inch in before gagging.

		

		“A little bit further. It’s good. But the true art of giving a blow job is all about how it feels. Since I don’t have a real dick, we’re going to go back to Christopher, who will be able to provide much better guidance than I can.” Frankie nodded as she spoke.

		

		Stephanie wasn’t aware she had a choice. Plus, she was excited to put her homework into practice. The fact that she was being ordered to do it and it could potentially help her was the rationale she needed to cling to.

		

		Frankie set her harness and dildo on the bed, wrapped the coat around herself without buttoning it and escorted Stephanie to the next room.

		

		Sayo retrieved the strap-on.

		

		* * * *

		

		A lesbian scissoring clip was playing when the women entered Christopher’s room. He was stroking under the covers and made no attempt to stop.

		

		“Christopher,” Frankie began, “I have a patient who needs your assistance with learning how to give a blow job.”

		

		“At your service,” Christopher whipped the sheets back with flourish, showing off his red-tipped hard-on.

		

		After watching blow job porn clips for over a week, Stephanie salivated at the sight.

		

		“Turn off the TV, Christopher. She doesn’t need any distractions.”

		

		Christopher complied. Frankie took Stephanie’s hand and led her to the bed.

		

		“Stand up and let her sit.”

		

		Again, Christopher complied. He grabbed his shaft by the base and waved it in Stephanie’s face.

		

		“Here ya go, darlin’.”

		

		“Keep your hands at your side!” Frankie flicked the tip of Christopher’s cock with her fingernail. “She’s here to learn. She’s going to show you what she’s practiced, and then you’re going to critique her.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Go on, Stephanie. Do the same thing you just did to me.”

		

		Christopher raised his eyebrows but said nothing. Instead, he watched the newly-deflowered woman tentatively put her lips around his cockhead.

		

		The desire to thrust down her throat was great. Until that point, Christopher hadn’t realized how difficult a training session could be.

		

		Stephanie glanced at Frankie, who nodded her encouragement.

		

		Remembering to inhale first, Stephanie pushed her head forward, but Christopher’s cock was thicker than Frankie’s dildo, and her teeth came into play.

		

		“Ahhh!” Christopher yelled and pushed her off. “You didn’t fuckin’ teach her about teeth?! Sweet Jesus!”

		

		“It’s not something I could detect with a dildo, Christopher. Which is precisely why I’m having you help us train.”

		

		In fact, Frankie had seen Stephanie’s teeth scrape the dildo, and she purposefully set Christopher up.

		

		“Stephanie, if you’d done your homework correctly, you would’ve learned that teeth are never to touch a man’s penis.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Try it again, only this time cover your teeth with your lips. That will protect the shaft from any scraping.”

		

		Stephanie nodded and tried again. When she slid down, Christopher moaned.

		

		Thinking she had hurt him again, she released his cock. “I’m sorry.”

		

		“No, that was good, darlin’. Just the way you’re supposed to do it. Do it again and see if you can take more in, okay?”

		

		Stephanie looked to Frankie, who nodded.

		

		They practiced several more times, and each time Stephanie was able to go a bit further. Each time, though, her eyes would well, and she would gag.

		

		Christopher was in agony from not being able to thrust. Plus, she was only putting him in her mouth; there was no sucking or licking going on.

		

		Frankie sat on the bed behind Stephanie. “You need to loosen your jaw and stop being afraid. You won’t be suffocated. I’m going to push your head for you. Get a deep breath of air in, then start.”

		

		Stephanie began again, and Frankie pushed her forward. Christopher’s cock was halfway in her mouth and, even though there was plenty of room to breathe, she felt like she couldn’t.

		

		“You’re fine. Breathe into the back of your throat from your nose.”

		

		Stephanie did and calmed down a bit but the cock was still too thick for her.

		

		Frankie let go of her head. “Pull out, Christopher!”

		

		Stephanie spluttered and coughed, and Frankie handed her a tissue.

		

		“Get her a glass of water.”

		

		Christopher’s cock led the way as he fetched the water. His cock was deep red and throbbing. While the entire instruction angle was hot, he’d never gone as long without action.

		

		The three continued with the lessons until Stephanie could slide Christopher’s cock to the back edge of her tongue, right before her throat.

		

		Once she could do it without Frankie’s help, she practiced some more. After forty-five minutes, Christopher was at his wit’s end.

		

		On the next practice run, he thrust into her, and his cock hit the back of her throat. She gagged and made a cough that turned into a dry heave. Tears flooded her face and the sheet.

		

		“Christopher, back up!”

		

		It took extreme effort to extract his cock and walk to the other side of the room.

		

		“Very well. Christopher needs a break.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“You’re making great progress, Stephanie. But men can only last so long.”

		

		Frankie helped Stephanie up and walked her to the door.

		

		“What about me?” Christopher stood rubbing his cock.

		

		“Looks like you’ve got things taken care of.”

		

		“It’d be nice to have some help.”

		

		“The only help I have available is male, Christopher,” Frankie planted a seed. “Would you like him?”

		

		“Fuck no!” While he said it in anger, his cock pulsed.

		

		“Very well. I suggest going back to whatever program you were watching earlier. I have other patients, and I’m sure Stephanie could use a break, too.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie told Stephanie to practice some of her masturbation drills and try to rest. It would be awhile before she’d be back.

		

		Then, Frankie went into the observation room with her coat billowing. As she plopped into her chair, Sayo dropped to her knees between her legs.

		

		Frankie patted her head. “It’s a good thought, but there’s no time, pet. I told you it was going to be a busy night. How are Braden and Cliff?”

		

		“Cliff has been in and out of sleep. Braden’s been mainly awake and trying not to masturbate,” Lorenzo reported.

		

		“And Christopher’s choice of programming?”

		

		“You were right again, ma’am. He briefly watched a male-on-male scene.”

		

		Frankie nodded. “He clearly pulsed when I just offered him male assistance.”

		

		“Yes, and I think there was a little precum, too,” Lorenzo added.

		

		“You ready, pet?” Frankie asked Sayo.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Zo, you hold down the fort. The other three should be fine for a while. So get ready to come when you’re called.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		As Frankie and Sayo walked into Braden’s room, he yanked his hand off his cock.

		

		Seeing Frankie’s outfit made him involuntarily reach for it again.

		

		“We need to do a couple of tests, Braden, based on the preliminary findings.”

		

		“Sure.”

		

		Frankie pushed a button to make the bed completely flat.

		

		“Put your hands at your sides and keep them there.”

		

		Frankie hovered over Braden’s face in a reverse cowgirl.

		

		“I’m assuming after the last time you were here that you went home and watched some porn about how to eat pussy. Am I right, Braden?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“It’s time to see whether it’s made you a better pussy eater.” She lowered her wet pussy onto his mouth. “Eat me.”

		

		When Braden automatically raised his hands to grab Frankie’s legs, she said, “Put your hands down!”

		

		As he licked and sucked, Frankie called out notes to Sayo, who wrote them in his chart. After a few minutes, Frankie tapped Braden’s chin and stood up.

		

		“Very well. You’ve made progress but still require a lot of work. All you’ve done is gotten me hot and bothered, so Sayo will have to take me over the edge.”

		

		Frankie sat on the stool, and Sayo sank to her knees. From the activity with Stephanie and Christopher, it took a lot of self-control for Frankie to stay away from the edge, walk without shaking and speak without moaning.

		

		Sayo was aware of her Mistress’ state as well as her job. She went to work making loud noises as she ate her Mistress’ pussy. It was leaking, puffy and red.

		

		She knew Frankie wouldn’t last long, so she tried to be louder to compensate.

		

		Frankie grabbed Sayo’s head and ground against her face before letting out a long, low, guttural groan.

		

		Braden’s cock ached to be touched, but he didn’t want to go against Frankie’s orders, and kept his hands at his sides.

		

		“That’s the sound you want to hear when you’re under a woman, Braden.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Sayo’s going to work one-on-one with you to hone your skills. I came in as a pretest of sorts. When I return, I hope to see progress.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Sayo, see what you can do. Remember to mind the cords.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie buttoned her dress as she left the room.

		

		Braden was excited but unsure of how the passive medical assistant would be able to direct or instruct him about how to eat pussy better.

		

		Sayo removed her scrub bottoms. “I’ve gotta lotta work to do with you, Braden, and we don’t have a lotta time. So forget about your cock and concentrate on me. Okay?”

		

		Braden was stunned by Sayo’s transformation. “But you--”

		

		“Yeah, I know how to speak English. It’s an act. And you’d better not tell any of the other patients or I’ll paddle your ass. Got it?” She climbed onto the bed.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” His cock throbbed, and he did his best to ignore it.

		

		“Good boy.” She sat on his face, and he began to lap. Pushing against his forehead, she stood up and smacked his cheek. “First, you need to know your place. And that place is where you wait for directions.

		

		“Dr. Doram may have told you that you’ll learn from me, but at no time were you ever told to begin the lesson. Do you understand, Braden?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		She lowered herself again, and Braden struggled to keep his tongue in his mouth.

		

		“Very good, Braden. Now you need to tease. Don’t plunge straight in because then you have nowhere to go. Instead, lick the inner thighs, around the panty seams, nibble a little, kiss, tease.”

		

		Sayo gave Braden a five-minute lesson before she went to the observation room and watched the end of Frankie’s interaction with Cliff.

		

		* * * *

		

		After leaving Braden’s room, Frankie got a drink of water. Then, she entered Cliff’s room while he was having a dream and talking in his sleep.

		

		She sat on the stool by his head and whispered to him.

		

		“Tell me what you see,” she said in a soft, soothing tone.

		

		Cliff remained asleep. “The ocean.”

		

		“What are you wearing?”

		

		“Oh, well, lookit that, I’ve forgotten my bathing suit.”

		

		“But you don’t need it, right?”

		

		“No, the sun’s warm.”

		

		“Who’s with you?”

		

		Cliff’s eyes moved rapidly.

		

		“A friend. He was just here.”

		

		“Did he forget his bathing suit, too?”

		

		Cliff smiled. “Yeah, he did.”

		

		“You guys were sunbathing together in the nude?”

		

		Cliff smiled again. “Yeah.”

		

		“Did he touch you?”

		

		“Nooo. He left.”

		

		“Did you touch him?”

		

		“No. I can’t.”

		

		“Why not?”

		

		“It’s not right.”

		

		“But you want to touch him.”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“What will happen if you touch him?”

		

		“I won’t go to heaven.”

		

		Frankie rolled her eyes at the camera.

		

		“I think I hear him coming back. Do you see him?”

		

		“Yeah, here he comes.”

		

		“Tell me about his cock.”

		

		“It’s swaying as he walks. It’s limp but it looks big. Bigger than mine. Everyone’s bigger than mine.”

		

		“Show him how you touch yourself.”

		

		“Yeah.” Cliff reached to clutch his stumpy dick.

		

		“Is he watching?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Do you see his cock getting bigger?”

		

		“Oh yeah. He’s hard. He’s so big!”

		

		“Is he walking up to you?”

		

		“Yeah, he’s right here.”

		

		“Does he want you to suck his cock?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		“Go on.”

		

		“No!”

		

		“It’s okay,” Frankie purred. “No one’s watching.”

		

		“God’s watching. He’s always watching.”

		

		“Your friend is watching you touch yourself.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“He’s got his cock to your lips. He wants you to suck him.”

		

		“No!”

		

		Cliff jolted himself awake.

		

		“That was quite a nightmare you were having, Mr. Baker.”

		

		Cliff jolted again, and dropped his dick like it was hot. He craned his neck to see her.

		

		Frankie walked to Cliff’s right side and pretended to check the machine. Then she touched the back of her hand to his forehead, cheek and neck.

		

		“You’re flushed, Mr. Baker. Do you feel all right?”

		

		“Yeah, maybe a little thirsty.”

		

		“I’ll get you a glass of cool water.” Frankie walked away and called over her shoulder, “What were you dreaming about, Mr. Baker?”

		

		“Oh, I...” He took the glass from Frankie and swallowed a large sip. “Thank you.”

		

		“The dream?”

		

		“I don’t remember.”

		

		“The results of your REM cycle reveal that it should still be within your memory bank, Mr. Baker. It’s why I came in here, to make sure you’re all right. Try to think about something, anything that you were dreaming about. It could prove helpful in your diagnosis.”

		

		“Oh, okay. Let me think.”

		

		Frankie walked the glass back to the bathroom. When she returned, she manually took his heart rate by holding his wrist and watching the clock. The act gave him more time to fabricate a dream.

		

		“Your heart rate’s up. What do you remember?”

		

		“I, um, was on a beach.”

		

		“That sounds peaceful enough.”

		

		“Yeah, but I wasn’t alone.”

		

		“Go on.”

		

		“There was another man there. And he... he wanted me.”

		

		“Wanted you?”

		

		Cliff coughed. “Yeah, like, he was chasing me. Yeah, that’s why my heart rate must be up.”

		

		“Do you remember why he was chasing you?”

		

		“He wanted something.”

		

		“Do you know what?”

		

		“I don’t remember.”

		

		“Did you know what he wanted in the dream?”

		

		“I’m not sure.”

		

		“But you felt the need to run away from him.”

		

		“Yes. I, uh, had a message from god. Yeah, he came to tell me that the man was bad, and I needed to run away to save my life.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie pretended to look over his sensors and adjust a few. Then she went to the monitor and played with some wires.

		

		“Okay. Well, things look better now. Are you feeling better, Mr. Baker?”

		

		“Yes, thank you.”

		

		“Do you think you can get back to sleep now?”

		

		“I think so, yeah.”

		

		“Okay. I’m going to leave you to rest.”

		

		When Frankie exited the room, Lorenzo looked at Sayo.

		

		“I thought she was going to have me go in?”

		

		“She was. But him talking in his sleep was a game changer.”

		

		“How so?”

		

		Instead of speaking, Sayo motioned to the door, which opened.

		

		“Holy shit, did you see that?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” they both replied.

		

		“Was that cool or what?!”

		

		“You did a great job, ma’am. Now that there’s time, would you like me to service you?”

		

		“No, I want you to tell me what happened with Braden.”

		

		“You should find his technique much improved.”

		

		“Very well.” She turned to Lorenzo. “Do you understand why I didn’t bring you into Cliff’s room, Zo?”

		

		“No. I thought the dream would be the perfect set-up.”

		

		“It is!” Lorenzo cocked his head. “It’s even better than barging in with you. This way, he relives his dream. He comes to his own conclusion that he may be harboring thoughts that the bible doesn’t condone.”

		

		Lorenzo opened his mouth to protest.

		

		“I understand you want to argue that point, Zo, but don’t. We’ll let Cliff stew for a bit longer, and the payoff will be even greater.”

		

		She watched all four rooms. Stephanie was sleeping. Christopher was dozing after having jacked off. Braden was staring at the ceiling. Cliff picked up his bible and began to read out loud. However, he discarded it and nestled under the covers.

		

		“Well, Sayo, I guess we test Braden now.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Braden, Sayo tells me that I’ll see great improvement with your pussy-licking skills.”

		

		“Oh, I guess...”

		

		“Are you not prepared?”

		

		“I--”

		

		“Because if you feel Sayo didn’t do her job properly, she’ll be punished.”

		

		“Oh, no, I meant--”

		

		“So you’re ready.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well. I’ll be the judge. And if you don’t perform up to satisfaction, Sayo will be punished.”

		

		Braden remembered the slap mark on Sayo’s cheek the first time he was there, and he wondered whether it had been from the doctor.

		

		As he settled himself into position, he felt the weight of performing not just for Frankie but for Sayo, too.

		

		Frankie unbuttoned her dress. The diamond designs with the straps had Braden pulsing. He wanted to suck one of her breasts, showcased in a diamond, until he noticed the “outfit” also provided a diamond frame around her sex. And she was bare.

		

		He pulsed again as she climbed onto the bed and lowered her succulence to his face.

		

		His mouth opened involuntarily, and he had to fight to close it.

		

		Frankie lightly rocked her nether lips against Braden’s mouth, but he kept his lips shut.

		

		“Lick me.”

		

		Braden put his education to work and concentrated on making his tongue count for more than just lubrication.

		

		For his efforts, Frankie moaned a bit, and said “mmm hmm” a few times.

		

		“Yes, well, I can see that there has been considerable improvement made. But he’ll need some intermediate and advanced coursework in order to satisfy me,” she said to Sayo, who nodded.

		

		“In the meantime,” she looked at Braden, “I’ll do it myself. Hold your tongue still.”

		

		Braden complied, and Frankie ground against it until she came. Then, she crawled off and buttoned her dress.

		

		In similar situations, Frankie liked to tease the patient into begging for reciprocity... only so she could deny him. That night, however, time was at a premium; especially since Cliff’s dream had been a game changer.

		

		Skipping the bait and denial routine, Frankie smoothed her dress and told Braden, “We obviously don’t have time to provide that training tonight.”

		

		Braden was visibly upset.

		

		“I’ll talk to you about it during the office visit in the morning, Braden. Based on the tests so far, I think you’ll really benefit from such attention. In the meantime, though, it’s best for the tests that you remain celibate.

		

		“I’m sure that won’t be a problem with your wife.”

		

		He nodded.

		

		“But I’m also referring to yourself. No touching, stroking or coming until we can set you up with additional training. We’ve got other patients to attend to tonight, Braden, so try to get some sleep, and we’ll continue to monitor you.”

		

		Braden felt like he could cut glass with his dick. He’d been hoping against hope to get to fuck Sayo or, at the very least, to get a blow job. Realizing it was more fantasy than reality in the clinic, Braden had resigned himself to spending time with Rosie Palm and her four friends.

		

		He wasn’t looking forward to the pain associated with an unrelieved hard-on. It would take at least an hour for it to subside on its own.

		

		When he noticed the doctor was staring at him, he muttered, “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie motioned for Sayo to follow her.

		

		As the pair walked out, Frankie said for Braden’s benefit:

		

		“You did a great job with him. I can’t believe it’s the same person with just the beginning work you did!”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am. He proved to be a good student.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Back in the observation room, Frankie addressed Lorenzo. “It’s been a coupla hours since our dungeon playtime. The next activity on tonight’s agenda will require immense restraint on your part. Would you like for Sayo to suck you off first?”

		

		Lorenzo glanced at Sayo. In light of their earlier conversation, he vowed to pay more attention to Frankie’s words and actions. To offer up the alpha sub for such a task was demeaning. Perhaps Sayo was correct in her assessment.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am, but it was quite a load earlier, so I’m good. Plus, I’m eager to do your next test.”

		

		“Very well. Sayo, you’ll man the monitors.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie turned on the light in Stephanie’s room, rousing the patient from sleep.

		

		“Is it morning?”

		

		“Not quite. I was able to manage time for another test while you’re here. Well, it’s more of a lesson than a test. Either way, it should help.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		“Lorenzo here will be participating as well.”

		

		“Oh,” Stephanie blushed.

		

		“Come. We’re going back into Christopher’s room.”

		

		When the three entered Christopher’s room, he snorted awake. He smiled when he saw the women but frowned when Lorenzo entered.

		

		“What’s he doing here?”

		

		“I’ve already explained the finesse lesson, Christopher. Get outta bed. Zo, stand on the other side of Christopher. And Stephanie, sit on the bed. We want you nice and comfortable for this.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie wheeled the stool next to the monitor at the head of the bed. She carried a chart and made random markings to give credence to the medical aspect of the activity.

		

		“Very well. Boys, drop your drawers.”

		

		The men were similar in size. Christopher was a bit stockier but not fat, whereas Lorenzo was chiseled. Both at half-mast, Christopher’s cock was a hair thicker, and Lorenzo’s was a hair longer.

		

		Christopher surreptitiously checked out his competition. Usually possessing the largest cock in the room, Christopher wasn’t pleased. By the same token, however, it wasn’t considerably larger.

		

		Having had ample time to run comparisons while he monitored, Lorenzo had no reason to glance sideways.

		

		Lorenzo’s inaction came across as overly confident, which rubbed Christopher the wrong way. Had it been a different locale, he might’ve picked a fight with Lorenzo to establish dominance.

		

		Frankie interrupted his thoughts. “Do you notice any difference, Stephanie?”

		

		“Oh. Well. They look similar to me. Maybe your assistant’s is a little thinner?”

		

		Christopher chuckled.

		

		“I didn’t mean a difference between the men, Stephanie. I meant a difference between the way the penises look now as opposed to when we did the earlier test.”

		

		Frankie had purposefully phrased her question in order to elicit such a response.

		

		“Oh,” Stephanie blushed. “I’m sorry.”

		

		“As long as we’re teaching, when speaking about a man’s penis, you always want to be complimentary. So, instead of saying one is ‘thinner’, you’d compliment Christopher’s thickness.”

		

		“Oh, okay.”

		

		Christopher puffed at the compliment, which was the desired effect.

		

		“Now, what do you notice that’s different from before?”

		

		Stephanie glanced from one cock to the other.

		

		She was flustered because she knew there had to be a difference but she also had never been exposed to two cocks before.

		

		“I’ll give you a hint. It does have to do with size, so you were on the right track.”

		

		Stephanie looked again. “Oh! Well, they’re smaller now.”

		

		Frankie laughed. “What did we just learn about speaking of cocks?”

		

		“Oh! Pardon me. Christopher’s was bigger before.”

		

		“Good. They’re only halfway hard. Both of them have been used tonight, which will be helpful for this exercise. First thing for you to do is to get them hard. You’ll do that by reviewing what you learned earlier.”

		

		Stephanie looked at her, and Frankie nodded. “Start with Christopher.”

		

		Since it was pointing downward, Stephanie had to use her fingers to lift it toward her mouth, but she touched it like it was a snake.

		

		Christopher guided her hand with his and showed her how to grip it. He also jerked himself with her hand a few times, and he became hard.

		

		“Christopher, Stephanie’s learning, and she doesn’t need several teachers.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“But he’s right, Stephanie. It’s not going to bite you, and you have to be confident when you handle it or it will feel like a tickle, which isn’t very pleasing.”

		

		“Okay. Pardon me.”

		

		“Go on, now. See how much you can fit in.”

		

		Stephanie slid just under three inches in by herself.

		

		“Now switch to Lorenzo. And grip him the way Christopher just showed you.”

		

		Stephanie duplicated the sequence, minus the jerking, and was about to open her mouth when Frankie stopped her.

		

		“Hold on. Lorenzo, was that grip okay for you?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Oh, pardon me.”

		

		“This is why we’re using two test subjects, Stephanie. Not all penises are the same. You will learn the differences between two tonight. Lorenzo, show her the way you like to be held.”

		

		Lorenzo guided Stephanie’s hand nearly the opposite way. The situation was arousing, and directing her made him hard.

		

		Stephanie positioned him at her mouth and got nearly three inches in.

		

		“Okay. That’s about where we left off earlier. Obviously, the more of the shaft you can get into your mouth and throat, Stephanie, the better the blow job is going to be. You’re going to have to work on that at home.

		

		“Right now, though, you’re going to work on finesse. A blow job isn’t just about how far you can go. It’s about pleasing your man. You watched the clips. You need to get your tongue and fingers into the action, too.

		

		“So this time, you’re going to just lick. Boys, she’ll have one minute with each of you. Don’t move or say anything. Afterwards, I’ll give each of you a chance to tell her how to improve.”

		

		Frankie clicked a stopwatch as Stephanie tentatively licked Christopher’s cock. It pulsed, and she laughed nervously but Frankie urged her to continue.

		

		It was warm and a bit salty but not unpleasant. Toward the end of the minute, there was clear, shiny fluid on the end of his tip, which Stephanie avoided. Instead, her tongue bumped along the bulging veins of his shaft.

		

		From the videos she’d seen, she knew she needed to lick all over, and she was especially proud of herself for remembering and for licking the underside.

		

		“Time to switch.”

		

		The men traded spots and Stephanie recreated her licking efforts with Lorenzo. His dick pulsed as she neared it and once again after she first touched it. She kept her laughter at bay, though she enjoyed the movement.

		

		There wasn’t much difference, but Lorenzo wasn’t as veiny, and it was therefore easier to lick. Lorenzo also smelled sweeter, more flowery. Stephanie thought it was probably his soap.

		

		At the end of another minute, Christopher took his place and talked to her about the way he liked his dick licked. Stephanie received another minute to put his teachings into play. Then, Lorenzo did the same thing.

		

		Each man had different suggestions, and Stephanie learned the nuances of licking each one. Both men, though, talked about the pleasures of having the tip licked, especially when it was covered in precum.

		

		When Stephanie went back for a second round, she licked the shiny tips. Christopher’s had a muskier taste but neither was horrible. The more she licked, the more Stephanie found it to be rather pleasing.

		

		Frankie timed the same sequences for stroking and, again, afforded the men time to instruct according to their likes. Then, another timed sequence for sucking.

		

		Next, Frankie repeated all three processes to test Stephanie’s progress. That cycle lasted ninety seconds; thirty seconds each for licking, stroking and sucking. Again, the men weren’t allowed to move or speak during the test.

		

		When that was completed, they commented on her progress and provided tips and suggestions. Again, she was given thirty seconds to put everything together.

		

		As the test proceeded and Stephanie improved, it became more difficult for the men to remain still. Lorenzo, trained as a sub, didn’t show any outward signs of struggle. As a dominant male, however, Christopher was admonished many times about keeping his hands down, not to talk, not to thrust.

		

		After forty minutes, Frankie declared the test to be a success. “You’ve shown incredible improvement in a very short time, Stephanie.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“And our test subjects did a relatively good job acting like mannequins. But do you see a difference in their cocks, Stephanie, from when you first started?”

		

		“Yes, both are really hard, moving and darker.”

		

		“Men like to hear how they throb or pulsate instead of ‘move’, but good. These changes are indicative of men who are in need of getting off.”

		

		Stephanie looked at Frankie and nodded, though the patient wasn’t sure what was expected.

		

		“So, boys, as a reward for being good subjects, you may get off. Understanding that you must be mindful of Stephanie’s deep-throating limitations, do you choose to use her or take care of yourself? Christopher?”

		

		“Do I get to come in her mouth?”

		

		“I’m glad you asked that question, Christopher. No, it’s too much for a first-time student. Any other questions?”

		

		Frankie wasn’t expecting Christopher to ask the question; it revealed more submission than she’d given him credit for. She had arranged for Lorenzo to ask the question, thereby making Christopher aware.

		

		“Nah. I’ll still use her because I’ve already used my hand tonight.”

		

		“And Lorenzo?”

		

		“I wouldn’t want to go outside of the parameters of the test, so I’ll do it on my own.”

		

		“Very well. You’re excused, Lorenzo.”

		

		It was prearranged that Lorenzo would return to the observation room. Sayo would inform him of any peculiarities with the rest of the patients before the last activity was performed.

		

		As Lorenzo opened the door, Frankie said, “You should thank your teacher, Stephanie, for helping you with your issues tonight.”

		

		“Thank you, sir.”

		

		Lorenzo bowed and left.

		

		Frankie oversaw the blow job. It would have been wholly out of character for Christopher not to use Stephanie.

		

		As much progress as had been made, though, Stephanie wasn’t ready to get an experienced dom off. He enjoyed giving her orders and guiding her hands; but in the end, he pulled out and stroked himself.

		

		He kept a firm hold on Stephanie’s head as he pumped, not allowing her to escape. After the excruciating mishaps and edging, he looked forward to painting her face.

		

		Stephanie glanced at Frankie, who nodded her assurance. Frankie’s look also told Stephanie that she wasn’t to move until Christopher was finished.

		

		She was curious to see a penis erupt live. It took Christopher nearly four minutes to explode.

		

		At the first hit, Stephanie’s head jerked as she tried to get out of the line of fire. With his hand on her head, though, Christopher kept her in place as he sprayed it everywhere and grunted loudly. The hot and salty cum was thick on her face.

		

		“Yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ about. You should be grateful for your bounty and not let any go to waste.”

		

		“Christopher, you can go clean up now.”

		

		There was an edge to Frankie’s voice, and Christopher knew he’d pushed it.

		

		“Yeah, fine.”

		

		When Christopher reached the door, Frankie asked, “What do you tell him?”

		

		“Thank you, sir.”

		

		“You’re welcome, darlin’.”

		

		Frankie walked Stephanie back to her room and into the bathroom. “Clean yourself off. That was quite a hot test, hmm?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Both boys were taken care of but what about you?”

		

		“Oh, um.”

		

		In the midst of all the learning, Stephanie didn’t even think about her own reactions. At Frankie’s question, she realized that she was flushed and that her pussy was tingly. As she walked around the bathroom, she felt her panties rub against her pussy and thighs. She knew she was wet.

		

		“You need to be taken care of.”

		

		It wasn’t a question.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		When Stephanie was finished washing, Frankie escorted her to the bed.

		

		“Well, it’s a good thing you excelled in your homework, Stephanie, because now you’re able to masturbate yourself.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Take the remainder of the time to sleep afterwards.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Very well done, my pet,” Frankie swooped into the observation room and patted Lorenzo’s head.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Could you feel the difference in the rooms between Cliff and Christopher?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. Even though Cliff is really tense, it was nothing compared to the tension with Christopher.”

		

		“That’s because Christopher is dominant whereas Cliff has only been pretending to be one.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Anything I need to be aware of?”

		

		“No, ma’am,” both assistants answered.

		

		Frankie checked the sleep feed on Cliff. “Will ya look at that! He’s in REM cycle now! You ready?” she asked Lorenzo.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Let’s go!”

		

		Frankie thrived on work and activity. Plus, the evening had exceeded many of her expectations. Cliff’s dream was a sweet bonus and made for the perfect segue. There was a skip to her step as she saved the best for last.

		

		Quietly entering the room, Frankie pointed to the right side of Cliff’s bed, and Lorenzo took his place. Frankie took her perch at the top of the bed, next to the monitor.

		

		She nodded at Lorenzo, who nodded back. Then, he reached under the sheet to find Cliff’s dick, but it was difficult because of the stomach rolls. Once he found it, he pumped it until it became hard.

		

		When Lorenzo gave Frankie the thumbs up sign, she called Cliff’s name quietly.

		

		Cliff shook and coughed into a semi-consciousness but, upon opening his eyes, he only saw Lorenzo standing beside him.

		

		“The monitors indicated you were in distress, and we came in to check on you. How do you feel?”

		

		Cliff craned his neck to look in Frankie’s direction.

		

		“How do you feel?” she repeated.

		

		Taking a mental inventory of his body, Cliff discovered he was sporting a hard-on. He blushed.

		

		Frankie put a hand to his cheek and forehead. “You feel flushed, Mr. Baker, are you all right?”

		

		“Yes. Yes, I’m fine.”

		

		Frankie took some time to inspect the monitor, scribble in the chart and play with some of his wires.

		

		“Well, your numbers seemed to have stabilized but you were in a precarious state, Mr. Baker. You were talking in your sleep. Something about being at the beach and kissing a man.”

		

		Cliff gasped. In light of his earlier dream, he couldn’t argue. Plus, his wife had told him about talking in his sleep.

		

		“I--I don’t remember what I was dreaming.”

		

		“Do you remember what the man looked like?” Frankie ignored his comment.

		

		Cliff glanced at Lorenzo and knew it was him. “No. As I say, I don’t remember my dream. I don’t usually, anyway.”

		

		“The way the needles were moving, Mr. Baker, indicate a strong tendency for memory. Do you know of someone who has recently sought to kiss you?”

		

		Cliff looked again to Lorenzo.

		

		Before he could speak, Frankie continued. “I brought Lorenzo with me, because he’s been the one who’s monitored you all night. And he’s... well, he’s really into you.”

		

		Cliff didn’t feel fully awake; the low-lit room and odd angle of the doctor added to his confusion. His first thought was, wow, this hunk is attracted to ME! Stirring in the background, however, was the memory that homosexuality was a sin.

		

		Frankie flipped a sheet in the chart. “Some of the preliminary test results show a certain proclivity towards men. So when Lorenzo asked to come with me, I said yes.”

		

		Cliff looked from Frankie to Lorenzo, back to Frankie. He felt like he should say something, to set the record straight. At the same time, though, he had no idea what to say.

		

		“Lorenzo, sit on the bed.”

		

		Cliff automatically shifted to make room, though with his frame, there wasn’t much room to give. Lorenzo’s ass brushed against his arm, and his cock twitched.

		

		“Was it Lorenzo you saw in your dream, Cliff?”

		

		Lorenzo put his hand on Cliff’s. It was warm and protective. Cliff became convinced that he was still dreaming.

		

		“Cliff? It’s okay to admit it. The tests we do are very thorough. I’m trying to help you with your issues.”

		

		He mumbled something unintelligible.

		

		“With your permission, I’d like to do another rather unconventional test. Will you let me do it?”

		

		“Yeah, okay.”

		

		“Very well. Lorenzo, please.”

		

		Cliff’s eyes were glued on Zo, who pulled his dick out and began to stroke. Cliff’s eyes grew wide and his own cock twitched again.

		

		Lorenzo was, among other things, an exhibitionist, and he’d been waiting to experience this “test” with a patient.

		

		Using his other thumb, Lorenzo caressed the back of Cliff’s hand.

		

		Frankie was watching Cliff’s crotch and saw the wet spot form. She smiled. The night was perfect so far. She decided to push things.

		

		“Do you like his cock, Cliff?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		Lorenzo pumped faster.

		

		“Oh, he likes that you like his cock, Cliff. Do you want to touch his cock, Cliff?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		Lorenzo groaned.

		

		“He likes that that’s your answer, Cliff. He wants you to touch his cock, Cliff.”

		

		As Lorenzo lifted his hand, Cliff’s floated upward, almost like it had a mind of its own. Then, Zo slid his other hand to the bottom of his shaft, and pointed his cock toward Cliff.

		

		“Go on, Cliff. Touch Lorenzo’s cock.”

		

		Cliff slid his fingers up and down Lorenzo’s smooth dick.

		

		“Do you like it, Cliff?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Yeah, it’s nice. Close your hand around it and really feel it, Cliff.”

		

		Cliff pumped slowly, savoring the feel of a real cock in his hand. Everything was dreamlike, and the only thing that existed was his hand on another man’s cock.

		

		As he continued to stroke, the exam room morphed into the beach, and the bed became towels on the sand.

		

		His only focus was Lorenzo’s cock; he didn’t even feel his own cock throbbing and leaking.

		

		Per the script, Lorenzo spoke softly. “Isaiah 56 teaches us that god loves all his creatures, even eunuchs. And the mention of all three eunuchs obviously includes homosexuals.”

		

		“Isaiah,” Cliff mumbled. While he heard the words, he only concentrated on god’s love.

		

		“A nice, big cock like that deserves to be sucked, doesn’t it, Cliff?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Yeah, it does. Do you wanna suck it, Cliff?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		Frankie grew wet with the eroticism and the downfall of this holy roller. Plus, she adored Lorenzo’s cock. It was almost as mesmerizing for her to watch Cliff play with the cock than it was for Cliff.

		

		“Go ahead and suck it, Cliff.”

		

		In a trance and urged by the command, Cliff sat up and drooled. His very first cock. How much he wanted it.

		

		As Cliff bent forward, however, he pulled his wires out of the monitor, and alarms sounded.

		

		It broke the reverie, and Frankie kicked herself for pushing things too far.

		

		Well-rehearsed, Lorenzo smoothly shifted into Plan B as Cliff crashed into full consciousness. Lorenzo leapt off the bed and shoved his dick into his pants.

		

		Frankie stood over the top of Cliff. “Are you feeling okay, Mr. Baker?”

		

		“Now, just what in tarnation is going on here?!”

		

		“Mr. Baker--”

		

		“What the fuck, Dr. Doram? I didn’t sign up for this kinda shit! I’m a medical professional! I can’t stay here!” Lorenzo stormed out.

		

		At the outburst, Cliff reddened. He remembered feeling a cock in his hand. Was it Lorenzo’s? It couldn’t have been.

		

		That would be blasphemy!

		

		Wouldn’t it?

		

		Frankie pushed wires back into the machine, turned off the alarm and felt Cliff’s head and cheeks again.

		

		As she walked to the bathroom, she explained. “Mr. Baker, you’ve had a bad dream. You were mumbling in your sleep about being on a beach and another man wanting to kiss you. Do you remember any of that?”

		

		Cliff experienced déjà vu and couldn’t think straight. He shook his head.

		

		“Drink this,” Frankie handed him a glass of water.

		

		He drank it as she checked his wires. When he looked down, he saw the circle of precum on the sheet and repositioned it so Frankie wouldn’t see.

		

		Could he have...

		

		Frankie sat on the bed and manually took his pulse. Then she put her stethoscope on and listened around his heart.

		

		After replacing the scope around her neck, she frowned. “Mr. Baker, I’m afraid your heart rate is elevated, as it was while you were sleeping. Can you speak?”

		

		Cliff worried about the implications of having a heart attack in his condition and what the doctor would tell the EMTs.

		

		He forced himself to speak.

		

		“No... I mean, yes, I can speak. I’m fine. This happens at night. I get so consumed with a dream that it scares my beautiful wife.”

		

		“Phew. You had me scared, Mr. Baker. I’m glad you’re feeling better. I think the best way to proceed is to let you get back to sleep. We’ll continue to monitor you until the morning. Then, I’ll talk to you in my office about how to proceed to best help your issues, okay?”

		

		Cliff nodded.

		

		Frankie collected the chart and stared at the monitor before walking to the door.

		

		“Doctor?”

		

		“Yes, Mr. Baker?”

		

		“What about the other... about the young man who came in here with you? The one who...”

		

		“He’s a bit high-strung, but he knows about the job.”

		

		He didn’t look totally convinced.

		

		“He’ll be okay,” she reassured him and his expression eased a little as she went on:

		

		“Don’t worry about anything right now, Mr. Baker. It’s far more important you try to get some rest. I’ll see you in the morning.”

		

		* * * *

		

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

		

		Lorenzo and Sayo looked at each other but said nothing.

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

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

		

		“Lorenzo’s right, ma’am. Look.”

		

		Frankie stood behind Sayo and watched the footage.

		

		She broke into a huge grin.

		

		THE END

		

		

		Book Four to follow soon

		

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

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,
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