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		Introduction to Book Two

		

	
		

		This is the second 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.

		

		The cast of characters and where they were last seen:

		

		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.

		

		Dr. Francesca Doram or Frankie - The owner of the sleep clinic, and bi-sexual dominant, explained to Braden Spath that he’d need to return to the clinic since he ruined the test by ejaculating.

		

		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, Stephanie Douglas, was last seen in Braden Spath’s room.

		

		Stephanie Douglas - Forty-something virgin who came to the clinic and discovered arousal at the hands of another female. She was sleeping.

		

		Christopher Ward - A sleep study patient who had displayed classic dominant male symptoms until his reactions to the video revealed very deep-seated bi tendencies. He was sleeping.

		

		Book Two begins on the same night of the sleep study in Book One, as Sayo leaves Braden’s room.

		

		

		Perchance to Dream - Book Two

		

	
		After Sayo and Frankie’s encounter in Braden’s room, Frankie returned to the observation room.

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		Sayo stepped closer and held his hand.

		

		He looked at her face and asked, “Does that hurt?”

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		Frankie, watching from the observation room, was unaffected.

		

		“I should’ve thought of something else.”

		

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

		

		“Okay.”

		

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

		

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

		

		Walking to the observation room, Sayo sighed. It would be a long night. Plus, with Frankie pissed at her and a harsh punishment looming, Sayo was sad.

		

		Then, she remembered how heavenly it had been to take Stephanie’s erotic cherry by rubbing her pussy... under the guise of preparing for the electrodes. Sayo sighed again and involuntarily licked her lips. Stephanie’s reactions had been pure and unexpected, especially to Stephanie.

		

		With her hand on the doorknob, Sayo resolved to make it through the night, no matter what Frankie doled out.

		

		The doctor was seated in front of the monitors. With her eyes on the screens, Frankie asked, “Did you think that pathetic plea of ‘deserving your spanking’ would lessen your punishment?”

		

		Sayo knelt at Frankie’s feet with her arms wrapped around the doctor’s legs. “No, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie absently stroked Sayo’s head. “Then why do it?”

		

		“To let you know that I deserve the punishment; both in Braden’s room and whatever will come later.”

		

		Frankie cornered a strand of hair behind Sayo’s ear. “But you know your acknowledgment and acquiescence aren’t required, pet.”

		

		Frankie was outwardly calm and quiet yet, inwardly, she seethed about the virgin’s playtime.

		

		“Still, ma’am, I want you to know.”

		

		“You seem to want a lot tonight.”

		

		Sayo remained silent as she hugged the doctor’s legs and awaited her next assignment.

		

		The three patients were unremarkable for the next forty-five minutes. Even if there had been action, Frankie was determined to ice Sayo.

		

		Christopher and Stephanie slept marginally well. Braden, on the other hand, was awake and horny. He tried not to touch himself but to focus on sleeping, which resulted in tossing and turning. At least he gave Frankie something to watch.

		

		After forty-five minutes of silence, Frankie patted Sayo’s head. “Get ready for Operation Asian Attack, my pet.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. The excuse this time?”

		

		“Faulty monitor. He should be especially receptive, if I know how to read his test results.”

		

		“Yes, Doctor.”

		

		Sayo turned to go but Frankie stopped her.

		

		“Listen, whatever happened between us tonight, you’re still mine. I know his test results don’t reveal volatility, but he’s proven unpredictable. I’ll be watching but, please, be careful, Li.”

		

		Frankie used Sayo’s last name as a term of endearment.

		

		At the mention of her pet name, Sayo looked into Frankie’s eyes.

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Ma’am” was the only term of endearment that Frankie permitted any of her subs to use.

		

		The pair held the gaze for a beat before Sayo bowed and left the room.

		

		On the other side of the door, however, she emitted a long and deep sigh.

		

		Frankie was a cold and difficult woman to serve. At the same time, though, she was the fairest Mistress that Sayo had ever known.

		

		Any other mistress would have already released her.

		

		She’d had a hard life, having been misused and mistreated by most. When Sayo found Frankie, she knew she’d never want to leave. Frankie had never gone outside of their initial “coming to terms” arrangement. Moreover, all punishments had been fair and warranted.

		

		Life with Francesca Doram was a good one, and it meant a lot that, in the face of such boundary overstepping, Frankie had called her Li.

		

		Still, Sayo had never disobeyed at that level before. Frankie had acted strangely when she had asked for an explanation.

		

		Sayo shook her head, much like a dog shakes itself. There was no time to dwell on anything other than Operation Asian Attack.

		

		* * * *

		

		As Sayo walked toward Christopher’s room, she got back into character. A monitor failure excuse was the most dangerous Operation Asian Attack to perform on a patient with strong dominant traits.

		

		Were it not for the incident with Stephanie, Frankie probably would have used a different one.

		

		Having monitored his sleep pattern, Frankie had waited until he reached a REM cycle before deploying Sayo. Interrupting a patient’s sleep during that time exaggerated the reactions.

		

		Bracing herself, she opened Christopher’s door.

		

		Sayo hesitated inside the room until her eyes adjusted to the dim light. Christopher snored softly and didn’t stir as she walked to the machine on his right.

		

		Once accustomed to the light, Sayo was able to see that Christopher’s right hand was in his pants. The electrode placement left the majority of the shaft exposed for self-exploration. Normally, dominant patients partook in such activities without shame.

		

		Taking a deep but quiet breath, Sayo glanced at the peaceful form before her, knowing it would be anything but calm for the remainder of the night.

		

		She traced her fingertips up the right side of his body. After years of practice, she discovered it was an excellent way to gently bring patients toward consciousness.

		

		Christopher shifted his legs and hic-snorted. His head also rolled to face her but he remained asleep.

		

		Sayo turned the monitoring machine off and unplugged half of Christopher’s wires. Bunching them together, she slapped them against the bed rail by his head.

		

		Shifting his legs again, Christopher stirred but resettled into his rhythmic snoring.

		

		It was usually a two-step process.

		

		The second step made Sayo cringe.

		

		Rather, it was Christopher’s anticipated reaction that caused her to cringe.

		

		Bending across the top, right portion of the bed, Sayo positioned her breast on his shoulder and stretched her arm. With the wires bunched in her left hand, it looked like she had just reached and grabbed them.

		

		As soon as her breast was in place, Christopher woke up.

		

		On cue.

		

		He smiled as he snaked his left arm around her tiny waist.

		

		“I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist this, hon,” he said thickly, as gestured to his cock.

		

		“Oh! Me’stuh Cwistopho, no! You must stop. It not what it look like, okay?”

		

		She extricated herself from his grip and stood up. In the sudden movement, she dropped the wires.

		

		On cue.

		

		The next step was to slowly turn and be shocked by his lewd position. Lee Strasberg would have been proud of her performance.

		

		Christopher pulled his cock out of his shorts.

		

		“Me’stuh Cwistopho! You put away. Now! This medical test!”

		

		Sayo slowed her reflexes to allow Christopher to grab her wrist.

		

		On cue.

		

		“This may be a medical test, darlin’, but you can’t ignore your feelings. I seen you lookin’ at this hunk o’ white meat all night.”

		

		“I so solly, Me’stuh Cwistopho, if I give that impwession.”

		

		She shook her head purposefully to reveal the handprint.

		

		“What’s that?!”

		

		Sayo quickly covered it. “I--it nothing, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		“That’s not nothin’, darlin’. Your husband knock you around?” He looked at her and noticed her neck. “Heh, that’s not a choker; that’s a collar!”

		

		“No, Me’stuh Cwistopho. We do test, okay?”

		

		He shook his dick, and the wires fluttered.

		

		She glanced at his flag, and reached to prevent an electrode from coming off. In so doing, however, her hand wound up wrapped around his cock.

		

		“Uh-huh, that’s more like it, hon.” He closed his large palm over her little fist. “We both want this.”

		

		He began to thrust.

		

		“Oh! Me’stuh Cwistopho!”

		

		“I bet you don’t find ‘em this big with your kind, eh, toots?”

		

		He continued to thrust.

		

		Sayo tried to reclaim her hand but Christopher squeezed it in place.

		

		Once patients began to thrust, escape became more difficult

		

		Sayo was skilled and experienced, however. Right before an upward stroke, she stretched her fingers to grip an electrode, which pulled away from Christopher’s sensitive skin.

		

		He stopped thrusting and dropped her hand.

		

		On cue.

		

		Christopher’s eyes flashed as he rubbed the raw spot. “What in the fuck did you just do?!”

		

		“I--I so solly, Me’stuh Cwistopho. I twy get away. It not sex, Me’stuh Cwistopho, it medical test.”

		

		Christopher’s eyes bored into hers as she smoothed her scrub bottoms. She was flustered; obviously in awe of his massive cock. Maybe she was too professional, and she’d meet him in the parking lot.

		

		His dick twitched at the thought.

		

		When Sayo straightened up and looked away, Christopher saw that she was embarrassed.

		

		He turned from interest to anger.

		

		On cue.

		

		“If you’re not in here for my cock, hon, then just what are you doing in my room? And so close to me?”

		

		Sayo stammered and wrung her hands.

		

		After Christopher learned of the reason, they’d be off-script.

		

		Her eyes flitted from him to the machine and back.

		

		He watched for several moments, trying to detect hidden lust.

		

		Finding none, he glanced at the machine.

		

		“Why is that thing off?!”

		

		Sayo opened her mouth to speak a few times but never said anything.

		

		Still on script.

		

		“What did you do,” he spat as his eyes threw daggers.

		

		“I… I… Me’stuh Cwistopho, I so solly.”

		

		He flung the covers off and leaned forward.

		

		Sayo took a step back.

		

		They were off-script.

		

		“What did you do,” he repeated in the same tone.

		

		“I not know. I mean, I not know how it happen, Me’stuh Cwistopho. But sen’suhs not go in and machine not go on. This nev’uh happen. I so solly.”

		

		“What are ya tellin’ me, that y’ain’t got nothin’ from the entire night?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Yes, y’got somethin’?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“No, y’got nothin’?”

		

		“Yes. No.”

		

		“It can’t be yes and no, ya idiot! What is it? And gimme a complete fuckin’ American sentence!”

		

		“Yes. I mean, no, Me’stuh Cwistopho, machine off all night. We no get nothin’. So I come in to make machine go on. But sen’suhs not all in. So I bend, pick up, and put in, and you wake up.”

		

		“I knew you were a dumb bitch the second you opened that slanted mouth of yours. I should’ve demanded a American, not no foreigner.”

		

		“I solly, Me’stuh Cwistopho.” She kept her head lowered.

		

		After a couple of moments of silence, she peeked, which is what he had been waiting for.

		

		“You almost had me fooled,” he grinned.

		

		Sayo panicked, thinking Christopher had figured out the scam. Her eyes widened, and Christopher nodded.

		

		“But then I remembered that you’re just a dumb bitch.”

		

		“Me’stuh Cwistopho, you go sweep now, okay?”

		

		“No, it’s not okay, hon. I think you purposefully fucked up the wires!”

		

		Again, her eyes widened. Frankie would blame her if Operation Asian Attack failed.

		

		“Yeah, you did! I can see it!”

		

		Sayo shook her head.

		

		“And I know why, too. You wanted to have a reason to come back in here to play with my cock.”

		

		She exhaled with relief. Christopher mistook her reaction for confirmation.

		

		“It’s okay, doll. I get that a lot. I’ll let you touch it.” He reached for her hand and put it around his shaft.

		

		“No, Me’stuh Cwistopho. Medical test.” Sayo glanced at the cameras and took her hand back.

		

		“Ohhh, I got ya.” He smiled knowingly. “Unplug the rest of my wires, hon.”

		

		“Me’stuh Cwistopho, no. Must hook up. Switch on. Begin test.”

		

		“Unplug the rest of my wires, hon,” he said more firmly.

		

		Sayo obeyed.

		

		It seemed like they were back on script.

		

		“That’s a girl.” Christopher grabbed the wires in one hand and swung his legs over the side of the bed. “Now unplug the cameras, doll.”

		

		“Oh, Me’stuh Cwistopho, I can’t. Doc’tuh see.”

		

		“She’s not gonna see if the cameras are off.”

		

		“No, I get in twouble, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		He half-laughed. “Oh, I think you’re already in trouble for fuckin’ up the test, ain’t ya?”

		

		Sayo nodded and lowered her head.

		

		“Mmm hmm. And since we already know why ya did that, ya might as well take advantage of me, darlin’.”

		

		He stared at her but she refused to look up.

		

		“I told ya to unplug the cameras.”

		

		“Yes, Me’stuh Cwistopho.”

		

		Sayo picked up a remote control and aimed it around the room. One by one, the cameras’ red lights went off.

		

		“You’re a good little, submissive girl, huh? I knew it the first time I seen ya. And I knew I was gonna get in these here pants of yours.”

		

		He pulled her close and shoved a hand down her pants.

		

		She pushed against his shoulders to wriggle free. “Me’stuh Cwistopho! No! I no want this!”

		

		He recaptured her and shoved his hand inside her panties.

		

		“Oh, darlin’, I think you do want this.”

		

		She pushed against his shoulders with enough force that he fell onto the bed. Then, she shuffled backwards in tiny steps to the middle of the room.

		

		“No, Me’stuh Cwistopho! You cannot do!”

		

		Christopher stood, and the wires swayed around his frame. In one step, he entered her space.

		

		Sayo didn’t back up.

		

		Similar to Frankie in the observation room, Christopher grabbed Sayo’s chin and tilted her head back.

		

		Peering down, he growled, “At this point, ya got me so fuckin’ worked up that I don’t give a rat’s ass whether ya want it or not, hon.” He turned her face so the handprint was showing. “If you need me to smack ya, I will.”

		

		Sayo forced her eyes to go wide as she lamely attempted to dart around him.

		

		He easily grabbed her from behind and bent her forward onto the bed.

		

		Leaning against her, he shoved a hand down her panties and fingered her as he whispered, “But you and I both know you want it.”

		

		Sayo shook her head, and Christopher put his hand over her mouth and pulled it against his chest.

		

		“Don’t shake your head at me, foreigner. You don’t speak American but you do speak the language of love, hon, because what do we have here, but a wet pussy!”

		

		Sayo was a slut to large, dominant men who took her by force. She’d been dripping since she entered the room.

		

		“I know you needed to find a reason to come back in here to see my cock. I seen it in your eyes when you put them electrodes on. You couldn’t wait to get this!”

		

		He pressed his crotch against her as he pulled her pants down. Then, he deftly lowered his own and pumped his cock.

		

		The remaining sensors on his pole impeded his pleasure, so he ripped them off.

		

		Pushing her against the thin mattress, he slid his cock over the length of her slit before aligning it with her hole.

		

		“You ready for some prime USDA choice meat, doll?”

		

		Luckily for Sayo, she wasn’t able to speak because her answer would’ve been yes.

		

		He pushed in slowly and allowed her to get accustomed to his thickness.

		

		“That’s it, darlin’. Grip them pussy walls around my beef stick. Oh yeah.”

		

		Christopher increased his pace.

		

		“You could’ve walked around that machine. But no, you wanted to push your tit against me. You wanted to get a look at a white man’s cock.”

		

		He pumped into her.

		

		“Admit it, whore!”

		

		She shook her head vigorously against his hand.

		

		“Admit that you love my cock inside of you!”

		

		She shook her head again, though it was acting to disagree.

		

		What she really wanted was to be allowed to come. Equally, she wished she could feel him paint her insides.

		

		But it wasn’t in the script.

		

		After several glorious thrusts, and on cue, the door swung open with such force that it hit the wall.

		

		“What the fuck are you doing?!” Frankie bellowed as the door closed.

		

		She had to wait for it to close because the rooms were sound-proofed.

		

		Stunned, Christopher let go of Sayo, and she scrambled to the doctor.

		

		Speechless, he regarded Frankie. Her breasts taunted him, as did her entire persona. She had an additional button undone, her hair was in a ponytail, and she carried a long, leather paddle with silver studs.

		

		Frankie had never resorted to actual force in the past.

		

		She gave him a moment take in the full effect but not long enough to respond. Taking advantage of his shock, she raised her paddle when she spoke.

		

		“I don’t know what the fuck you think this place is, Mr. Ward, but this is not some kind of sex operation. And no means no here.”

		

		She glared at him and kept her arm poised, while the other shielded Sayo, who was crouching and crying on the floor. Sayo buried her face to hide her lust.

		

		Christopher looked from the doctor to Sayo to the paddle, back to Frankie’s blazing eyes. The full realization of his actions hit him.

		

		Frankie waited and watched for his realization. Then, she seized upon it.

		

		“Sayo told you no several times. There isn’t a court of law in any part of this country that wouldn’t send your fuckin’ ass to prison for what you just did.”

		

		He knew she was right.

		

		Putting his now-limp dick into his pants, Christopher opened his mouth but didn’t speak.

		

		“You have something to say?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“I didn’t think so. Sit on your hands.”

		

		He hesitated.

		

		“Sit on the bed with your hands under your ass or I’ll call the police.”

		

		At the mention of cops, Christopher promptly slumped on his hands.

		

		Without turning her back on him, Frankie exaggeratedly made sure Sayo was okay and helped her to her feet.

		

		“I’ll be back,” she told Christopher.

		

		* * * *

		

		Once safely behind the closed observation room door, Frankie asked, “You okay?”

		

		“I’m fine. Just a coupla places where I was worried but, overall, he played it the way we expected him to, right?”

		

		“Yeah, he did, though I was nearly outta my chair a coupla times.”

		

		Sexually frustrated and knowing she wouldn’t be permitted to get off, Sayo pulled up a chair next to the doctor.

		

		There was nothing unusual in Stephanie or Braden’s rooms. Stephanie was sleeping peacefully, and Braden was still tossing and turning.

		

		Christopher, on the other hand, was slumped on the bed sliding his hand through his hair.

		

		“Are you going back in?” Sayo asked.

		

		“Something tells me I need to give him a bit more time than normal. He’s been off our charts all night.”

		

		Sayo nodded, and the women sat in silence watching Christopher.

		

		Frankie finally stood up and raised her eyebrows. “Guess I was wrong.”

		

		She was halfway to the door when Sayo stopped her.

		

		“No, you weren’t! Look.”

		

		Frankie sat back down.

		

		Christopher began to pace and grew agitated.

		

		“Nah, it don’t add up,” he said aloud.

		

		When he stopped in the middle of the room, the women froze with him.

		

		He walked with purpose to the monitoring machine, checked the connections and followed the main cord to the outlet.

		

		“And there it is,” Frankie said.

		

		“Wow. You knew it.”

		

		“Yeah, well, I’ve done this a few times.”

		

		“What’re you gonna do?”

		

		“Watch and learn.” The doctor walked to the door again. “But if we get too far afield...”

		

		“Of course.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie forcefully pushed the door open but not enough to hit the wall. She strode to the opposite side of the room.

		

		The tapping of her heels announced her presence, and Christopher straightened up sheepishly.

		

		“Just what do you think you’re doing, Mr. Ward?”

		

		“I’m tryin’ to figure this out.”

		

		“The only thing you should be trying to figure out is your defense at trial.”

		

		“Nah, see, somethin’ don’t add up here. I seen her hook up those wires. I seen that light come on this machine.”

		

		Christopher remained behind the machine, unsure of his convictions. Plus, Dr. Doram scared him, even though she’d lost the paddle.

		

		“And how does any of that nonsense supersede the fact that you took my medical assistant against her will, Mr. Ward?!”

		

		Christopher took a half-step back. That was a strong accusation, and the way she said it made it seem even more severe.

		

		He needed to concentrate on his suspicions, though. Relying upon his wits in tougher situations had kept him out of prison.

		

		“No. No, that’s not what happened here. She came in and seduced me. She did somethin’ to arouse me and made me believe that I was forcin’ her. But she wanted it. And the answer is back here. Somewhere.” He fiddled with the power cord.

		

		Frankie walked two steps toward him. “The answer is simple, Mr. Ward; you forced your attentions on her.”

		

		“I didn’t. And even if I did, it’s my word against hers. When I explain--shit, I don’t have to explain. There’s cameras all over this room. That footage’ll prove this here monitor was hooked up and plugged in the whole time!”

		

		“I don’t think you really want that footage, Mr. Ward.”

		

		“Oh, I do!”

		

		Feeling like he’d solved the mystery, he swaggered up to Frankie and looked down at her like a Dom.

		

		She didn’t flinch. “You don’t.”

		

		“Oh yeah? And why is that? Because you know I’m right!”

		

		“On the contrary, Mr. Ward, not only will that footage prove you wrong but it will, in full color, show you forcing yourself on my assistant.”

		

		“She turned off all the cameras.”

		

		“Do you honestly believe that my subordinates have the power to override my system, Mr. Ward?”

		

		She held his gaze until he looked away. He struggled not to throw up.

		

		If what she said was true--and he had a feeling the doctor didn’t joke--he was in deep shit.

		

		A little voice told him that he had one more card to play.

		

		“How do I know you’re not bluffing?”

		

		Frankie emitted a puff of air through her nose. “Because we both know what happened in here, Mr. Ward.”

		

		She walked to the control panel and pushed buttons. Sayo had already queued the recording.

		

		The large TV shimmered into focus showing Christopher pulling out his cock and saying, “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist this, hon.”

		

		Sayo responded, “Oh! Me’stuh Cwistopho, no! You must stop. It not what it look like, okay?”

		

		She pulled away from him and noticed his dick. “Me’stuh Cwistopho! You put away. Now! This medical test!”

		

		Christopher grabbed her wrist. “This may be a medical test, darlin’, but you can’t ignore your feelings. I seen you lookin’ at this hunk o’ white meat all night.” He shook his dick, and the wires fluttered.

		

		At that point, Frankie turned off the TV and turned on the light.

		

		Christopher, who was planted in the middle of the room, raised an arm to shield his eyes.

		

		And his fate.

		

		Frankie gave him a minute but he said nothing.

		

		“You and I both know what happened next.”

		

		“The police on their way, then?”

		

		“No.”

		

		Christopher looked at Frankie. “They’re already here?”

		

		“They haven’t been called, Christopher.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		She hesitated.

		

		“Because I’ve found it’s best to keep this type of information for future needs rather than hand it over to the police, who may or may not fuck it up.”

		

		He stared at her, but she didn’t look away.

		

		“You mean, you like to hold things over people.”

		

		“You could say that.”

		

		“What do you want from me?”

		

		“I’ll tell you in my office, Christopher. Get cleaned up. The test will have to be redone, so there’s no point keeping you through the night.”

		

		Frankie instructed him how to remove the electrodes since Sayo wouldn’t return.

		

		“Push the button when you’re done, and I’ll come get you.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Christopher barely felt the electrode removal from the hairless portions of his body. The ones in his hair gave him pause, but he was too concerned with the evening’s events to notice.

		

		The recording had freaked him out. He’d never get away with a “she wanted it” defense.

		

		He’d expected the police to barge into the exam room. Despite Frankie’s claims, he wouldn’t be surprised to see the police in her office.

		

		He wanted to hope that she didn’t want to report it. Christopher wasn’t a fan of the police. While he felt like he’d do anything to keep from going to prison, he didn’t like the feeling of being indebted.

		

		Especially not to the doctor.

		

		As he put his clothes on, he decided that, whatever she proposed, he’d ask for time to consider.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie sat on the end of her desk while speaking with Christopher. “You don’t seem grateful, Christopher.”

		

		He dragged his eyes from her legs to her neck, not daring to look in her eyes.

		

		“Nope, I am. Any time I can avoid contact with the police is a good time.”

		

		“Again, that doesn’t seem very grateful.”

		

		“Sorry. I thank you for not calling them. I’m just wonderin’ what you expect of me in return.”

		

		“It’s pretty easy, for now. Some interesting things were revealed during your preliminary testing. I’d like you to return for a sleep study, and I’d like the chance to further study your habits.”

		

		“I don’t suppose you’ll tell me what things you’re referring to?”

		

		“Oh, absolutely. As soon as the test is completed. I wouldn’t want to sway the results.”

		

		“Right. And I also suppose that I gotta pay for that test, too?”

		

		“You don’t expect me to eat that cost, do you, Christopher? After all, you ruined tonight’s test.”

		

		“Your assistant didn’t do her job right.”

		

		“Christopher, she was in the process of rectifying that very mistake when you decided to give the beast that lies in you an airing.”

		

		He coughed and switched subjects, since he couldn’t get the edge over the doctor.

		

		“What happens after the test?”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“Well, I mean, you know... with the cops.”

		

		“Christopher, I have no intention of ever going to the police. I’m interested in you from a scientific standpoint.

		

		“Will there be other things that come up based on the results of your test? Perhaps. But I’m a reasonable person, Christopher, and I wouldn’t make you do anything that you’re not a hundred percent on board with.

		

		“Should it come to that, we’d meet again. Here, in my office.”

		

		He could feel her stare, and he was unsettled. Something didn’t feel right.

		

		“Right. Well, I’m gonna need to think about it. Can you gimme a day or two?”

		

		“I’m afraid that’s not possible, Christopher. You see, if you don’t agree to my terms--and they’re ridiculously reasonable terms, given the situation--then I’ll be forced to call the cops right now. I mean, how would I be able to explain not calling them immediately after a patient had forced himself upon one of my staff while I was overseeing operations?”

		

		“Yeah, I see your point.” He coughed again.

		

		Looking around the room, he stalled. Without the doctor’s image front and center, he was able to focus.

		

		And then it hit him.

		

		He chuckled and looked into her eyes.

		

		“I think you just messed up there, darlin’.”

		

		Frankie smiled back and raised an eyebrow, unfazed.

		

		“I can agree, leave, and not come back. And by that time, you’ll have missed your opportunity to go to the cops.”

		

		“Very well. Are you telling me you’re untrustworthy, Christopher?”

		

		“No, I--”

		

		“Look. I think you’re a smart guy. Do you think I’d make such an obvious error?”

		

		“No, but--”

		

		She sighed. “You committed a felony tonight. And you were recorded doing so. You aren’t in a bargaining position. I’ll go to the cops if you press me. And it won’t matter whether I do it right now or two months from now. Because I have video evidence of it!

		

		“I only said what I did to be polite; however, the message was, ‘no, you can’t have time to think; tell me now.’ Do you understand now, Christopher?”

		

		She again stared at him until he looked away.

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” he said to the floor.

		

		“I’ll need to hear your understanding, Christopher.”

		

		He shook his head and half-chuckled. For his entire life, he’d been beholden to no one. He didn’t like the position.

		

		But he was backed into a corner.

		

		“I’ll gladly pay for another sleep test and proceed as you wish.”

		

		“Very well. You are free to go, Christopher. My office will contact you to schedule that test. Given our busy schedule, though, it won’t be for a coupla weeks.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie returned to the observation room and checked on Stephanie and Braden. Both patients were sleeping.

		

		Normally, Frankie would’ve periodically sent Sayo into each of their rooms for further testing. Given Sayo’s earlier indiscretions, however, Frankie had other plans.

		

		“Very well. He’s agreed to the terms,” Frankie informed Sayo.

		

		“That’s good. He left?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		Sayo was kneeling on the floor.

		

		“Our two other patients are going to be ignored for the remainder of the night.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Look at me.”

		

		Sayo lifted her head.

		

		“You had quite the adventure tonight, didn’t you, pet?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“First, you went rogue with Stephanie, the virgin. Then, you were made to service me in here. And right afterwards, you went in with Christopher.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie held Sayo’s chin. “Tell me, pet,” she twirled a strand of hair, “did you get off?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“You didn’t get off while you gave the virgin her first climax?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“You didn’t get off while your tongue was inside my pussy?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“You didn’t get off while I was busy with Christopher?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“You normally come back here and frig yourself with a dildo or vibe.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am, but I didn’t think you’d permit it.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie left the room. Sayo knew to follow.

		

		Entering the dungeon, Frankie flicked the light switch, and several sconces cast a deceptively warm glow to the room.

		

		Frankie flicked another switch, and Stephanie and Braden’s rooms popped onto screens.

		

		Before she crossed the threshold, Sayo folded her clothes in the hallway.

		

		There were several pillows aligned against a wall. Sayo was halfway to kneeling upon hers when Frankie, with her back to Sayo, called, “On the table. Face up.”

		

		Her knees brushed the pillow long enough to pop back up. Then, she flattened herself against the table and waited.

		

		She’d been in that same position many times before. It was thrilling. It was humiliating. It was dangerous.

		

		Sayo trusted Frankie.

		

		One hundred percent.

		

		But tonight was different.

		

		Shink! Shink! Shiiiiiiiiiiink!

		

		Sayo’s heart rate quickened upon hearing Frankie sharpening her sword.

		

		One of Sayo’s first memories of Frankie was during their interview, when she was asked to list her hard limits. Back then, Sayo was young with hardly any experience. She only knew to mutter, “Not scat, please.”

		

		Frankie could’ve accepted the response at face value. Hell, she was free to skip the question entirely, but she was fair. She took the time to prompt Sayo with a checklist, which included cutting, branding, burning, and other markings.

		

		It was then that Sayo knew she’d serve Frankie forever. She was the first person who had ever shown compassion. As such, Sayo had replied no to everything except, maybe, tattoos.

		

		Frankie had always honored all of her subs’ hard limits. In exchange, they were devoted to her.

		

		The clicking of heels grew louder as did the shinking. Frankie held her instruments above Sayo’s head and continued to hone.

		

		“Does this worry you, my pet?”

		

		“No, ma’am.” Sayo swallowed.

		

		“Not even if I do this?” Frankie dropped the honing tool and pointed the sword between Sayo’s eyes.

		

		Staring at her reflection in the blade, she murmured, “No, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie trailed the sword’s tip down Sayo’s nose, mouth, chin, neck, and arm. Sayo forced herself to remain still, though her insides trembled.

		

		Sayo had seen Frankie punish other slaves with that sword. But they were slaves who enjoyed being cut.

		

		Frankie ran the blade across Sayo’s stomach, down the inside of her thigh, and down her leg to her foot.

		

		Sayo desperately clung to the comfort of Frankie’s fairness.

		

		Glaring into Sayo’s eyes, though, Frankie moved to an en garde position, and slowly hissed. The black leather choker around Sayo’s neck couldn’t hide her pulse.

		

		“Do you not think that your actions tonight have far surpassed any of our previous agreements?”

		

		Sayo’s lips quivered as she parted them. It was a trick question. “I. Ma’am. Please.”

		

		“Answer me!”

		

		“Ma’am, I think what I’ve done tonight was horribly wrong, and I’m very sorry to have hurt you so. You must know I never wish to ever cause you any pain or trouble, ma’am.”

		

		“Answer me!”

		

		“Ma’am, I can only beg for your mercy. I know you are a fair Mistress.”

		

		“Bullshit!”

		

		With a flick of her wrist, Frankie sliced Sayo’s collar, and it dropped to the table.

		

		Sayo’s gasp echoed throughout the dungeon.

		

		It was more from pain than shock; and the pain was the removal itself. She’d worn the collar for seventeen proud years; since she’d been promoted to first pet.

		

		Through watery eyes, Sayo frowned at Frankie. “No, ma’am. Please, ma’am!”

		

		“You’ve been stripped of the privilege of calling me ‘ma’am’, Sayo.”

		

		“Oh god, no! Please, no, ma’am! I beg you!”

		

		Frankie walked away. For several moments, Sayo remained frozen; the only things moving were her thoughts. Straining to hear over her pulse, she tried to will Frankie’s heels to come closer.

		

		All she could hear, though, was silence.

		

		Panicked, she tried to put her collar back on, to no avail.

		

		She searched for Frankie, and found her locking up the sword.

		

		While Sayo had undergone severe punishments before, none had been harsher.

		

		Frankie had never been as cruel, as wicked, as unfair.

		

		Then again, Sayo had never strayed as far, either.

		

		Sayo would have preferred a thousand lashes, paddles or flogs. Anything short of being removed from her role as alpha pet.

		

		After locking the cabinet, Frankie turned toward Sayo. “Why are you still here? You’ve been dismissed.”

		

		Sayo wailed as she ran toward Frankie. She dropped to her knees and pressed her wet, mascara-streaked face insistently against the doctor’s legs. Frankie bristled.

		

		“Please, ma’am.” Sayo grabbed Frankie’s wrist and plopped it on her own head, trying to get the doctor to pet her. As frightening as that had been earlier, it was preferred to indifference.

		

		As soon as Sayo let go, however, Frankie’s arm returned to its previous position.

		

		“NOOO!” screamed Sayo. She hiccoughed through her speech. “Puh-please, Doc-Doctor. Don’t d-do this. Puh-please.”

		

		Sayo continued with hollow begging, hiccoughing, screaming, and sobbing. Frankie remained motionless throughout the tirade.

		

		Yet one sentence penetrated her cold exterior.

		

		“I’ll... I’ll do ANYthing jus-just don’t dis-dismiss me, please!”

		

		Sayo felt Frankie’s movement, and she sobbed afresh with relief. She dared to look up.

		

		“Th-thank you, ma’am.”

		

		“Sayo, I haven’t agreed to anything.” Frankie unhooked Sayo’s arms from her legs and walked to the opposite wall.

		

		Sayo held her breath, awaiting Frankie’s next words.

		

		None came. Instead, Frankie straightened her already-precisely lined row of punishment tools.

		

		Turning toward Sayo, Dr. Doram shrugged. “I’m afraid I’ve got nothing more to offer you here, Sayo.”

		

		Sayo’s sobbing and hiccoughing abruptly stopped in a new wave of fear. “NO! You do, Doctor. I said, ‘anything’. There must be something. Anything. Please! I can make it up to you. Please let me, ma’am.”

		

		She knee-walked across the room looking like a refugee from a prison camp.

		

		Frankie watched her walk. When she was more than halfway, Frankie said, “Sayo, I’ve thought all night about what to do for your punishment.”

		

		Sayo halted with the doctor’s first word, not daring to hope her message contained good news but straining to hear something positive.

		

		“Nothing I could think of seemed to rise to the level of your betrayal. Even grouping things together seemed either typical or insignificant.

		

		“I mean, you and I have been in this room together countless times over the years. I’d like to think I’ve been creative with my punishments.”

		

		“Oh, you have been, ma’am. Absolutely creative. You’ve been--you are the best Mistress, ma’am.” Sayo tried to read Frankie’s demeanor but couldn’t.

		

		Frankie held up a hand to silence her, and Sayo immediately reverted back into position.

		

		“I never thought we’d ever have a conversation like this, Sayo. I just don’t have any other punishments. And once I realized that, I knew what I had to do. And that’s why I released you, Sayo.”

		

		With every “Sayo”, it was as if Frankie had taken a fist to her gut. That coupled with “released” caused her to dry heave.

		

		“Please don’t make this any harder than it has to be, Sayo. You knew what you were doing tonight. That level of betrayal could only be paid for with--” Frankie stopped herself.

		

		Sayo looked up. “With?”

		

		Frankie put up a hand again before she turned her back.

		

		“WITH?”

		

		Silence.

		

		“Please!”

		

		Silence.

		

		“Ma’am, I am BEGGING you even though I know you loathe to be begged. I have nothing more. I am nothing without you. PLEASE tell me, ma’am. Let me do whatever it takes to wear your collar again.”

		

		“Sayo, it’s time for you to leave now,” Frankie said to the wall.

		

		“Ma’am, after all these years, I’ve never asked you for anything. Not one thing. The least you can do is face me and explain why you won’t tell me how I can make things right again.”

		

		Frankie slowly turned. The women’s eyes were linked. When Frankie remained silent, Sayo slightly moved an eyebrow.

		

		Slowly shaking her head, Frankie lifted an arm. Sayo didn’t know if was beckoning her or casting her aside, but the doctor’s hand was a fist.

		

		Frankie turned her fist downward and opened her hand. A small, dark object clinked to the ground.

		

		Still, the women’s eyes remained locked.

		

		Frankie eventually broke contact and looked at the object then back at Sayo, inviting her to do the same.

		

		Sayo looked at the ground then back at the doctor, her eyes pure fear.

		

		“I know, Sayo,” said Frankie. “It’s why I said there’s nothing you can do.”

		

		Sayo crawled, gingerly inspected the dropped object, and rolled it between her fingers. “Where?” she asked.

		

		“Just go, Sayo.”

		

		“Where,” she whispered.

		

		“The right side of your neck.”

		

		“Where else?”

		

		“Above your clit.”

		

		“Where else?”

		

		“Just those two.”

		

		Sayo nodded, still fondling the object.

		

		Frankie’s voice was barely audible:

		

		“Sayo, you need to leave. Now.”

		

		Sayo sighed deeply before glancing at the doctor. There was a tear on the edge of a clump of eyelashes.

		

		Sayo watched it fall to the ground and splash when it made contact with the cement.

		

		Shakily, she rose and walked away from Frankie, who turned her back to the door.

		

		But Sayo didn’t leave.

		

		Instead, she went to a cabinet and retrieved a poker. It required grave concentration to twist the object onto the end of the poker. The raised and backwards F and the D caught the light and cast shapes on the wall and ceiling.

		

		Frankie was startled when Sayo touched her shoulder. She turned around in disbelief. “What--” she started.

		

		Sayo sank to her knees and raised the branding iron over her head in offering.

		

		“Sayo...”

		

		“I NEED you to do this.”

		

		“Sayo...”

		

		“PLEASE, Francesca.”

		

		Frankie grabbed the iron.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo opened her eyes to a blurry Frankie peering at her. For a moment, she was disoriented. “Did…? Did I fall asleep? How are the patients? What time is it?”

		

		“No, you passed out.”

		

		In her struggle to remember, Sayo reached for her pussy and her neck simultaneously.

		

		Frankie held her wrists. “Don’t touch. Just lie still for a bit.”

		

		The last thing Sayo remembered was Frankie bursting into Christopher’s room. He’d been fucking her. Had he physically hurt her?

		

		Shit, she was in a lot of pain. It felt like... she looked around and realized she was in the dungeon.

		

		It all came back to her in a crash, and she passed out.

		

		When she came-to again, her mind was clear, as was the space around her. Where was Frankie?

		

		Sounds of leather against wood mingled with tinks of metal filled the room. Frankie was getting the cross and various implements ready.

		

		The branding had only been the start.

		

		Branding.

		

		Sayo touched the right side of her neck and felt the gauze.

		

		“Don’t touch it,” Frankie called.

		

		Sayo turned toward the click-clacking and watched Frankie approach. Their eyes met.

		

		“They shouldn’t hurt right now. I’ve applied a Vaseline base and an aloe coating under the gauze. We’ll be awake the rest of the night, and I’ll change them at regular intervals.”

		

		Frankie spoke clinically yet unnecessarily. Sayo had been by her side for brandings of all of the other subs, and had tended to their aftercare.

		

		Still, Sayo smiled a grateful acknowledgment. It didn’t matter what Frankie said because she was owned again.

		

		“I’m afraid I don’t have any collars of that kind. You were my only... the others will naturally suspect, seeing you collarless.”

		

		“I don’t care about them. I only care about you.”

		

		Frankie sniffed as she nodded with contempt.

		

		“I had a moment of... I’m sorry. But I only care about you, ma’am.”

		

		“Very well.” She sniffed again and faced the X. “Are you ready for your punishment?”

		

		Frankie wasn’t asking for acquiescence; she was conveying a message. The branding hadn’t been punishment but a way for Sayo to demonstrate her allegiance. Frankie had already freed her.

		

		Frankie branded all her new slaves; except Sayo.

		

		She’d honored Sayo’s hard limit.

		

		In the past.

		

		The present began a new contract, with no exception.

		

		Sayo had understood the unspoken terms when she’d handed the branding iron to Frankie.

		

		* * * *

		

		Sayo initially faced the wall on the St. Andrew’s Cross.

		

		“No, face me.”

		

		Sayo obeyed. It was an act of trust. Would she willingly expose her sex to beatings just minutes after being branded? Shifting positions without hesitation demonstrated Sayo’s commitment.

		

		Frankie tightened the leather restraints around Sayo’s ankles and wrists.

		

		“Tell me why you’re in need of punishment, slave.”

		

		Hearing Frankie call her “slave” was heavenly, and gave her the strength to withstand any torture.

		

		“This lowly slave desperately seeks the harshest of punishments, ma’am, because she’s weak and lacks self-control, and needs to be reminded of her position. She so terribly betrayed you, ma’am, by greedily feasting on a virgin patient without your consent or even notifying you. Please, ma’am, do whatever you will to your worthless cunt.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		Frankie held up nipple clamps and pinched the grippers in Sayo’s face before lowering her hands to trace the chain against Sayo’s inner thighs.

		“Do you trust me, slave?”

		

		“Yes. This worthless slave puts her freshly abused body at your disposal to do whatever you see fit, because this worthless slave trusts you completely. You are the fairest Mistress ever, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie tightly affixed the clamps to Sayo’s labia. Then she hung weights on the chain. They were rather light because of the branding sensitivity, but still provided discomfort.

		

		For the next forty-five minutes, Frankie methodically and stoically tortured Sayo’s body, save the two branded areas.

		

		Not once did Sayo complain.

		

		Then, Frankie had Sayo face the wall, where she spent the next fifteen minutes paddling, whipping, flogging, and spanking Sayo’s backside until it became the color of a ripe strawberry.

		

		Again, Sayo endured the strikes in silence.

		

		Frankie released the restraints and walked away. Sayo remained in place as though still locked.

		

		“Turn.” Sayo faced her. “Drink all of it.”

		

		Frankie handed her a large glass of water, and Sayo drank to comply, not recognizing her thirst.

		

		Refilling the glass, Frankie returned with the same order, and Sayo obeyed.

		

		Sayo understood the importance of hydration in the treatment of burns. Frankie didn’t need to explain.

		

		“The pillory.”

		

		Sayo walked to the stockade. Its height had been set so that Sayo’s ass would be at the perfect level to peg.

		

		She placed her head and wrists into the slots and waited for Frankie, who unceremoniously yet authoritatively locked her in place.

		

		“To say your actions tonight have been disappointing would be a grave understatement.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“I don’t want your pathetic responses.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am... I--”

		

		“Stop.”

		

		Sayo bit her lips together.

		

		“I’ve always been honest with you. So I’ll tell you that I don’t know whether we can ever get back to normal.”

		

		Sayo’s heart collapsed.

		

		“All I do know is that that had to have happened in order for anything to remotely be right again.”

		

		Frankie pointed to the bandages, and Sayo nodded.

		

		She clutched onto the hope that Frankie would forgive her.

		

		“Open.”

		

		Sayo opened her mouth, and Frankie shoved a nine-inch dildo down her throat. She sawed it in and out and told her to, “lube it up because that’s the only lube I’m using tonight.”

		

		It wasn’t the only dildo, though.

		

		Once lubed, Frankie affixed it to her strap-on. Then, she had Sayo lube another, identical dildo before affixing it mere centimeters below the first one.

		

		“This has been a doubly upsetting day, slave, which calls for doubly upsetting measures. Good thing I just got this DP strap-on, though I don’t know whether it’s fortuitous or ominous that it arrived today.”

		

		Sayo remembered when they’d purchased it a few days prior. They’d discussed several delicious ways to use it.

		

		To avenge a betrayal hadn’t been on the list.

		

		Frankie touched both cocks to Sayo’s mouth. “Suck them.”

		

		Sayo tried but was unable to get her small mouth around both.

		

		“Spit, then. Lube them.”

		

		Sayo spit and licked as much of the silicone that she could before Frankie walked behind her.

		

		Holding a cock in each hand, Frankie impaled Sayo’s holes.

		

		It was not meant to be pleasurable. The emotional dagger of Frankie’s doubts after everything she’d endured had drained Sayo to the point that the double invasion was a welcome distraction.

		

		The force of the doctor’s thrusts shook the labia chain, and the weights swayed. Sayo took the experience as a whole, feeling the mixture of pain, burning, cocks, shame, relief, and restraints.

		

		Frankie rode her until she tired. Then, she rode her some more but her mind drifted.

		

		She glanced at the monitors and her sleeping patients.

		

		As she looked at Stephanie, though, her rage returned, and she plunged into Sayo harder.

		

		Sayo’s muscles ached and trembled.

		

		Between holding herself in position and trying to will the swaying weights to freeze, Sayo’s body went slack.

		

		Frankie placed an arm around Sayo’s waist to half-hold her in position as her other hand guided the two cocks.

		

		The doctor withdrew and stood up when she finished, and Sayo’s knees hit the block. Frankie let her hang until she cleaned her strap-on and put everything away.

		

		Next, she removed the labia clamp, cleaned it and put it away.

		

		Under normal circumstances, Sayo would’ve cleaned up.

		

		But nothing about that night had gone according to plan, and Frankie took pleasure in keeping Sayo locked in the pillory.

		

		Once the stock was raised, Sayo floated to the ground. “Get back on the table.”

		

		Frankie refused to provide assistance, and Sayo knew better than to ask for help. She crawled to the table and pulled herself onto it.

		

		She lay in place, panting heavily.

		

		Frankie said nothing while she changed the bandages and reapplied the two ointments.

		

		* * * *

		

		It was nearly four-thirty in the morning before the women returned to the observation room. Sayo was back in her black scrubs, and Frankie redid her ponytail.

		

		Both patients remained unremarkable.

		

		Frankie blindly watched the monitors and stifled a yawn. The longer she stared at Stephanie, however, the more she couldn’t breathe.

		

		“Get her out of here.”

		

		“Excuse me, ma’am?”

		

		“I can’t look at her anymore. I want her gone.”

		

		“I understand. But it’s only four-thirty.”

		

		“She won’t think to ask.”

		

		“Excuse me, ma’am, but she keeps daily logs of many time-related things in her life.”

		

		“Then tell her she won the lottery. Tell her she’s the first one we’re dismissing. Tell her anything you like; I don’t give a fuck.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” Sayo turned to leave.

		

		“Wait.”

		

		Sayo froze.

		

		“I don’t trust you.”

		

		The four words caused far more pain than anything Frankie had done to Sayo up to that point.

		

		“I’m coming with you.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		When they entered Stephanie’s room, Frankie sat on the stool, and Sayo began the preparation for electrode removal.

		

		Frankie tried to remove the contempt from her face but the best she could muster was a scowl.

		

		Upon waking and seeing the doctor, Stephanie interpreted the scowl as fatigue. She yawned without opening her mouth and moved the barest amount to stretch.

		

		“Is--did I sleep?”

		

		“Considering you just woke up, yes would seem to be the obvious answer.”

		

		Sayo faked a laugh. “Sometime Doc’tuh not so velly funny in mo’ning.”

		

		“Oh.” Stephanie concentrated on Sayo.

		

		“I take off sen’suhs and you go home, okay?”

		

		Stephanie nodded. “What time is it?”

		

		“It almost five.” Sayo removed the electrodes from Stephanie’s arms and legs.

		

		“Did something go wrong with my test?”

		

		“Why would you ask such a question?” Frankie sneered.

		

		“Oh, well, I thought the test didn’t get done until six or later?”

		

		“The pamphlets clearly provide general time frames, as this isn’t a hard science.”

		

		“Oh, yes. Of course, you’re right. I didn’t mean to insult or--”

		

		“No need; you fine. But sen’suh on head hawd take off. I use goop, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		One of the sensors put up a fight, and Sayo had to pull. When it finally gave way, it bounced on the floor, and Sayo bent to retrieve it. The stretch exposed the right side of her neck.

		

		Without thinking, Stephanie lightly touched the bandage and asked, “What happened?”

		

		Sayo jumped at the touch and shuddered at the question. She involuntarily turned her head toward the doctor before snapping it back toward Stephanie.

		

		Frankie’s eyes narrowed as she waited for Sayo’s answer.

		

		Sayo put her palm over the bandage. “Ah. No. Is okay.”

		

		Out of character, Stephanie pressed. “What happened?”

		

		“Ah. Just clumsy with the curling iron. Burned my skin.”

		

		Frankie and Stephanie stared at the straight-haired assistant. Sayo panicked, realizing she had dropped her broken English.

		

		“I--I mean, I--”

		

		Stephanie touched her shoulder. “Did someone burn you?”

		

		Frankie tensed.

		

		“Ah! No! I do myself.”

		

		“But your hair’s not curly,” Stephanie blurted.

		

		“Ahhh!” Sayo realized their look hadn’t been about her speech. She forced a laugh. “No, I say long thing. I mean stwaighten.”

		

		With nothing but compassion, Stephanie looked into Sayo’s frightened eyes. Stephanie rubbed Sayo’s shoulder and nodded. “I understand,” she said quietly.

		

		Stephanie could tell that Sayo was lying, and tried to give her the only comfort she could.

		

		Sayo half-smiled, and placed Stephanie’s hand on the mattress. Before releasing it, though, she gave it a small squeeze of gratitude.

		

		If Stephanie had persisted with the questioning, it would have upset Frankie. And Sayo didn’t want anything to disturb the peace she’d fought to restore.

		

		Patting Stephanie’s hand, Sayo told her, “It nothing, okay? I fine. Now, these sen’suhs, painful to take off, okay? I put goop on, okay?”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Disgusted with their interaction, Frankie walked to the bed. “I thought you told me, Sayo, how much quicker it is to rip them off instead? In the long run, there’s less pain, you said.”

		

		“Oh, yes, Doc’tuh. But much pain soon’uh.”

		

		“Sounds like we should ask the patient, then.” Frankie crossed her arms and glared at Stephanie. “Which do you prefer?”

		

		Stephanie glanced from one woman to the other, not wanting to displease either of them.

		

		Frankie had preyed upon her submissive nature, knowing she’d defer to the one who was in charge.

		

		“I think we should do what the doctor says.”

		

		“Very well. Sayo?”

		

		“Yes, Doc’tuh.”

		

		Frankie resumed her perch on the stool and tried not to smile; the result of which was another scowl.

		

		The next few minutes were filled with Stephanie’s cries of complaint.

		

		* * * *

		

		In the office, Frankie informed Stephanie that she’d be contacted to schedule another time to discuss her test results.

		

		Stephanie had many questions but was afraid to ask them. Something about the doctor made her uneasy.

		

		Frankie returned to the observation room after Stephanie left, and watched Sayo wrap things up with Braden, whom she then met in her office and sent home.

		

		After letting him out, Sayo went to Frankie’s office. “Everyone’s gone. You think Braden will be able to handle his wife?”

		

		“He’ll be just fine. I’m more concerned about Christopher.”

		

		“What do you think he’ll do?”

		

		“Oh, I don’t think he’ll do anything stupid, but he is a bit of a renegade. Make sure he’s scheduled for a retest in a couple of days.”

		

		“Didn’t you tell him it could take weeks?”

		

		“Very well, have the staff tell him there was a cancellation and ask if he’s available to come sooner. That way it won’t seem strange, and it gives him the sense of being in control.”

		

		“Nice.”

		

		“You must be exhausted. It’s been a long night for you.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am, for the concern. But I only want to serve. May I do something for you?”

		

		Frankie leaned back in her chair and put her elbows on the armrests. Staring at Sayo, she removed her glasses and put one of the ends in her mouth.

		

		Before speaking, she set her glasses on the desk and sighed. “I’m just not sure this is going to work out.”

		

		“Please, ma’am. I assure you--”

		

		“Oh, I’ve heard what you’ve said, Sayo. But I can’t erase seeing what you’ve done.”

		

		Sayo averted her eyes and held her breath.

		

		“It’s a trust thing.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. I’m determined to earn it back and prove to you--”

		

		“Yes, I know, Sayo.”

		

		Frankie sighed.

		

		“I’ve told you I’ll let you try. But it wouldn’t be fair of me not to mention my reservations.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie’s house was a few blocks away. Sayo drove, and the doctor rode in the back seat, as usual.

		

		“You head upstairs. I’ll be up in a minute.”

		

		It was something Frankie had said in passing thousands of times, and it provided a degree of comfort. As Sayo walked up the stairs, however, she felt like a stranger in what had, just that morning, been her home.

		

		She knelt in the bedroom while Frankie pushed the intercom in the kitchen and barked an order. Grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge, she went to her room.

		

		Sayo was trembling with the full weight of the evening upon her. To be in Frankie’s bedroom after everything that had happened was surreal and satisfying but disquieting.

		

		“Why aren’t you ready to go to sleep?” Frankie spat.

		

		“I didn’t... I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“This definitely isn’t going to work if you start pussyfooting your way through everything.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo went to the bathroom and began her bedtime routine. Frankie walked past her and ran a bath.

		

		Sayo rushed to help.

		

		“No. Not tonight. Just take care of yourself.”

		

		The bathroom was large enough for six people’s bedtime routines to never collide but, normally, Sayo would’ve drawn the bath and joined Frankie. As Frankie disrobed and entered the tub, Sayo felt suddenly embarrassed by her own nudity. She fumbled about, trying to be normal.

		

		“Take a shower.”

		

		Sayo remained under the water until Frankie left the bathroom.

		

		Normally, after a strange, first-time sleep test, Frankie would order Sayo to please her, directing their lovemaking for hours. Then, Sayo would sleep peacefully in Frankie’s protective arms.

		

		That night, Frankie toweled off and went into the bedroom. Sayo waited as long as she could before she stepped from the shower and meekly stood in the doorway.

		

		There was a soft knock on the bedroom door, and Sayo was shocked to see “Lorenzo” enter. He’d joined the practice as Loren; emphatically pronounced lor’REN.

		

		Loren had recently claimed, after contacting an online genealogy company, that his real name was Lorenzo.

		

		He was the newest and youngest slave, in his mid-twenties. Frankie fawned over him. She even granted his name change and issued orders for everyone to follow it.

		

		The majority of Frankie’s subs came from similar backgrounds; and most were abandoned and abused. Having been ridiculed most of their lives, they should’ve been the first to promote acceptance. Instead, there was a pecking order; at the bottom of which were cross-dressers. Loren, the Italian Adonis, secretly loved dressing in women’s clothes. Consequently, he was teased.

		

		When Frankie wasn’t looking.

		

		After catching him in ladies’ panties, the male slaves started to call him Lauren. Loren was deeply upset. More importantly, though, he feared that if Frankie found out, she would either think less of him or release him. Like most of the subs, his prospects outside the practice were slim.

		

		Sayo was jealous, as he increasingly spent more time in bed with Frankie and her. More than that, though, Frankie seemed smitten by him. Sure, there was a newness and intrigue with each new pet, but it was different with Lorenzo.

		

		Frankie seemed as though she cared.

		

		Sayo reveled in Loren’s strife, and was miffed that Frankie had so readily accepted his new name. The name clearly seemed like a ploy to bolster his manly persona but Sayo was forced to keep her feelings to herself.

		

		“Right on time as usual, my pet,” Frankie purred as she took Lorenzo’s arms and wrapped them around her. “Mmm, is this for me?” she asked while rubbing his crotch.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“You know just what I like, don’t you, Zo?”

		

		Sayo transferred her anger from the evening to Lorenzo. She couldn’t be upset with Frankie, even though she’d chosen to have him share their bed that night. It would be awkward enough with just the two of them.

		

		Plus, she needed to prove her loyalty to the doctor.

		

		Sayo sighed deeply but quietly as she realized that was the very reason Frankie had chosen him. Resignedly, Sayo clasped her hands behind her back and walked toward the bed.

		

		“Pillow,” Frankie ordered.

		

		The shock, disbelief and pain couldn’t be contained. Sayo looked up, hoping Frankie would say it was a joke, but the doctor was busy unbuttoning Lorenzo’s buttons.

		

		“Pillow” meant that Sayo was to sleep on the dog mattress on the floor. That mattress was used to train new subs. It was humiliation on top of humiliation not only to order the first sub to sleep there but to do so in front of another slave.

		

		Lorenzo caught her eye and tried to reassure her… but Sayo was first pet! She couldn’t reveal that anything was wrong or that she was affected.

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” she said as she walked to the end of the bed.

		

		With Lorenzo’s shirt open and Frankie’s hands roaming his body, she told him, “I need more room in the bed tonight.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“I wish for you to pick me up and toss me into that big bed, Zo.”

		

		Sayo didn’t like how Frankie used the new slave’s real name or the overly-familiar pet name. It especially stung when, just a few hours prior, she’d used Sayo’s name to separate their master/slave relationship.

		

		Lorenzo easily lifted the doctor, carried her to the bed and tossed her with a plop that made her breasts jiggle. Frankie squealed with delight.

		

		Sayo concentrated on breathing and relied upon the ability to transport herself far away from stressful realities. As experienced as she was, though, Frankie was louder and seemed to purposefully pierce Sayo’s shield.

		

		“I want you all to myself tonight, pet.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am. Tell me how I may please you.”

		

		“Oh, it’s been such a stressful evening. I need the magic of Zo to send me over the edge.”

		

		“With pleasure, ma’am.” He shifted into position between her legs.

		

		She reached for her stopwatch on the night stand. “But there’s a catch,” she tapped his head.

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“You have four minutes, Lorenzo. I want to come five times. If I don’t, you’ll be punished. If I do, you’ll be rewarded.”

		

		He smiled at her while running his fingertips down her inner thigh. “Am I allowed to know whether you’re feeling more wicked or more kind this morning?”

		

		Frankie cackled. “No, my pet. But I will tell you that tonight’s study had me punishing way more than I’ve ever had to before.”

		

		“Thank you, ma’am.”

		

		Sayo hated the leeway that Frankie afforded Loren.

		

		For four minutes, Lorenzo used his magic to make Frankie scream five times as she spilled her juices down his face.

		

		The stopwatch buzzed as Frankie’s ass descended to the bed. She didn’t rush to turn it off. It was a sound Sayo hated, as it was a trigger from her dark, adolescent days.

		

		It penetrated Sayo’s happy place but she remained still and silent.

		

		“What a good boy, and you’ve earned a reward! Or I should say I have, hmm?”

		

		“Let’s say we earned it together, ma’am.”

		

		“Yes, Zo, let’s say that. Now take off your clothes and bring your Italian cock to me.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie loudly sucked and slurped in between murmuring empty compliments.

		

		Lorenzo loved every second.

		

		Sayo hated it.

		

		For the next hour, the room was filled with giggling, skin-on-skin smacking and the pungent smell of sex.

		

		Sayo didn’t know what was worse; the exaggerated machinations or the obvious disregard of her presence. When Sayo finally drifted to sleep, it was with the memory of Stephanie’s first orgasm.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next few days were tension-filled at the clinic and at the house. While nothing was said overtly, the staff knew something had changed between their Mistress and her first pet. All of them had noticed Sayo’s bare neck but none of them dared to mention it.

		

		Neither to her nor amongst themselves.

		

		If anyone had noticed the bandage on her neck, it was not known, as no one gossiped about her.

		

		They respected her too much to break her desired pretense of status quo.

		

		She still carried out her duties as the alpha slave and assisted Frankie in the clinic.

		

		Frankie summoned Lorenzo every night, but that wasn’t new. The staff assumed the threesome slept together, like usual.

		

		Sayo felt certain he’d seize upon the opportunity and tell everyone that she had been relegated to the pillow. To his credit, he kept her secret.

		

		Aside from the tension between Frankie and Sayo, the next few days were fairly typical at the clinic. Christopher had agreed to filling the “sudden cancellation” at the next sleep trial. Plus, the new consultations were all formulaic.

		

		Except for one.

		

		Cliff Baker was in his early fifties, married with kids, and overweight.

		

		He had all the signs of true sleep apnea, plus he was boring. Blind to Frankie’s femininity, Cliff also referred to the bible, church and god.

		

		Frankie was certain he was a “real” patient and almost didn’t order the final test. However, no other consultations were scheduled, it was only two o’clock, and she didn’t want to work at ignoring Sayo for the rest of the day.

		

		Cliff had expected Dr. Doram to be a man, thinking all doctors should be male. He was disappointed by her sex and disapproved of her attire. Testing her by dropping bible quotes, he didn’t find her very chaste.

		

		What an understatement.

		

		Frankie entered the exam room in her typical, form-fitting, white doctor’s coat which left little to the imagination. Cliff took one look at the female doctor and immediately grabbed his shirt to cover his midsection.

		

		With his protruding belly, Frankie couldn’t tell whether his speed was indicative of arousal or embarrassment. After pulling his shirt away, she placed her hand on his knee, displaying long, black fingernails.

		

		“Mr. Baker, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about here.”

		

		“How about the fact that you’re a woman, and I’m a married man; and darn near naked to boot?”

		

		“Mr. Baker,” Frankie began, keeping her hand on Cliff’s knee as she sat on the stool between his legs, “I’m a doctor in an examination room with a patient. You’re right, though, I am a woman.” She smiled up at him with a twinkle in her eye.

		

		Eye-level with his cock, she still couldn’t tell whether he was hard. He was either very small or unaroused.

		

		“The bible tells us that women should be modest in everything they do.”

		

		“And what does the bible tell us about the source of your sleeping issues, Mr. Baker?”

		

		“Nothing; it’s why I’m here.”

		

		“Very well.”

		

		After several, similar exchanges, Frankie excused herself. She summoned Lorenzo to his first experience as her assistant.

		

		He’d been waiting for such an occasion for weeks, and wore tight-fitting scrubs just in case. She told him the plan as she stroked his cock.

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		Frankie went to the observation room to man the cameras. She positioned one directly on Cliff’s groin. As she sat back, Lorenzo entered the exam room.

		

		“Mr. Baker?” he looked at his chart.

		

		“Yes.” Cliff was happy to see a male doctor.

		

		The cameras picked up a slight stirring when Lorenzo entered the room. Frankie also noted the tell-tale signs of widening eyes, change in voice and increased breathing.

		

		“Nice to meet you. My name’s Lorenzo. I believe Dr. Doram told you I’d be doing some tests?”

		

		“She said her assistant would be in shortly to run some tests, not another doctor.”

		

		“I am Dr. Doram’s assistant.”

		

		“But you’re a man!”

		

		“She said I wouldn’t be able to put anything past you.”

		

		Cliff giggled.

		

		Lorenzo wheeled the cart next to the table and went through preparations and explanations while he casually touched Cliff, on purpose.

		

		Cliff became flushed and, unable to touch his knees together, dropped an arm in his lap.

		

		Lorenzo walked to the sink and washed his hands. When Cliff kept his eyes on the assistant’s rear end, Frankie laughed in the observation room.

		

		“Looks like we got a live one, sub.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” Sayo responded.

		

		As Lorenzo drew the patient’s blood, Cliff filled the silence. “That’s an interesting band you have around your neck. Is that leather?” He reached to touch it.

		

		“It is.” When Lorenzo went to touch his collar, he brushed his hand over Cliff’s. Lorenzo stared up at him and smiled. “Do you like it?”

		

		Flustered, Cliff took his hand back but continued to stare at Zo. “I’m not sure the bible approves of men wearing jewelry.”

		

		“Where does it state that? And isn’t that a wedding ring I see on your finger?”

		

		“That’s not jewelry!”

		

		“Sure it is. What’s the chapter and verse for your claim?”

		

		Cliff blustered his way through an apology, and Lorenzo told him to lay back. When he did, there was no mistaking his arousal.

		

		The door opened as Cliff reflexively tried to cover his small erection.

		

		“I’m sorry, I thought you’d be finished by now, Lorenzo,” Frankie said pointedly.

		

		“Just about, Dr. Doram.” He checked Cliff’s ear under the pretense of leaning closer so he could whisper. “Hey, don’t worry about that. I get it all the time. Doesn’t mean you’re gay.”

		

		“Thank you,” he whispered back.

		

		“Looks good in there,” Lorenzo declared, and he put away his utensils.

		

		Frankie wrapped up the consultation with Lorenzo remaining in the room as eye candy. Then she marched him into the observation room and sent Sayo on break.

		

		“You almost lost the most interesting patient in several days!”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“I’ve told you that you can’t argue with them, and I warned you about the religious thing right before you went in.”

		

		“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

		

		“It’s a good thing you’re so fucking sexy. He nearly creamed himself!”

		

		“You think I’m sexy, ma’am?”

		

		“That depends. Did you like his little package?”

		

		“Couldn’t really see it, ma’am,” he grinned.

		

		“Shall I play the tape for you?” she gestured to the monitors.

		

		“Only if you’d like, ma’am... Or if you’re able to zoom in about ten thousand times.”

		

		“Actually, that’s not a bad idea.”

		

		Frankie spent the remainder of the work day reviewing the film with Lorenzo and instructing him. She also used Sayo to roleplay the proper demeanor when dealing with patients.

		

		Sayo was rewarded that night by being allowed to re-enter the bed. Even though Lorenzo was there, it was progress.

		

		* * * *

		

		The next sleep study only had two patients: Christopher and Stephanie. Frankie needed to secure Christopher’s allegiance, and she needed to put Stephanie in her place. She sinisterly set about to do both at once.

		

		She also had the secondary goal of getting back at Sayo.

		

		Since his last visit, Christopher had attacked the situation from all angles, but he couldn’t figure a way out of Frankie’s control. Most analytical paths ended with the cops, and he expected them to arrest him at the clinic.

		

		He wasn’t pleased to see Stephanie in the lobby but she was better than the police. While keeping a nervous eye on the main door, Christopher wondered how Sayo would treat him.

		

		She hadn’t greeted them yet.

		

		After being in the waiting room for a long time, Christopher grew confident that Frankie was good on her word. Relaxing, he turned his attention to Stephanie.

		

		The last time they were there, she’d corrected his use of “American language” to “English language”. Even though she was soft-spoken, he considered her to be a snooty bitch. She was wearing brown dress slacks and a blouse that was buttoned all the way to the top. Her shoes were basic and practical. Her entire outfit screamed prudence.

		

		He chuckled out loud when he realized the root word was “prude”. Then he chuckled again as he thought her grammar snootiness would appreciate the English lesson.

		

		“Are you okay?” she asked in her soft-spoken “arrogance”.

		

		“Are you talkin’ to me?”

		

		“Yes,” she quickly averted her eyes.

		

		“Because I laughed?” No response. “An American man isn’t allowed to laugh anymore in the presence of a female?!”

		

		“I just thought... I’m sorry.”

		

		“Be sorry all you want, sugar; just answer my question.”

		

		“Pardon me, sir. Of course you’re allowed to laugh.”

		

		“Well, thank you for the permission!”

		

		Stephanie wished she hadn’t spoken. She normally didn’t engage strangers--or anyone, for that matter--in conversation. There was something about the clinic that made her more vocal.

		

		And there was something about that man that made her tremble.

		

		When Stephanie looked away, Christopher regarded her anew. “You had trouble with your last test, too?”

		

		“No, I didn’t have trouble.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.” His eyes tried to strip her but there was nothing sexual about the woman. He did, however, appreciate how she didn’t look into his eyes. “So what you in for,” he grinned at his prison reference.

		

		“In for?”

		

		He sighed in disgust. “Why are you here?”

		

		“Oh, I beg your pardon. The same as you, I’d imagine: to do some follow-up testing?”

		

		He tried to determine whether she was serious.

		

		Concluding she was humorless, he agreed:

		

		“Riiight. Follow-up testing. What’d ya think of that Asian nurse last time, huh?”

		

		Stephanie imagined Sayo placing the electrodes and how the towel covered her fingers...

		

		“She was somethin’, huh?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.” Stephanie was at a loss for words, and she felt uncomfortably warm.

		

		“Yeah, I’m kinda lookin’ forward to seein’ that foreigner again, if ya know what I mean.”

		

		Stephanie’s flush deepened as she wondered how Christopher could possibly know what had happened.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie had purposefully left the pair alone in the waiting room, and she watched from the observation room.

		

		She knew he’d be worried about the cops showing up and didn’t want his anxiety during the test. When he became comfortable, she figured he would try to gain leverage over Stephanie.

		

		His attack on Stephanie meant that he was more predictable that evening. If he continued to operate closer to the norm, it would be an interesting night.

		

		When he switched from anger to sex, Frankie pressed a buzzer, which was Lorenzo’s signal to enter the lobby.

		

		* * * *

		

		Christopher was startled to see Lorenzo. He’d convinced himself that he’d have another round with Sayo to the point that he never considered the opposite. Lorenzo was politely chattering but Christopher heard nothing.

		

		Assessing the situation, he concluded Frankie had no choice but to utilize a male staff member. If she knowingly put Sayo in the same situation--or any other female--it would weaken her case, should she choose to go to the authorities.

		

		Christopher had fantasized many times about getting Sayo to admit that she’d seduced him. Some of the fantasies included her stripping, dropping to her knees and begging to have his cock inside of her again. All of the fantasies ended with his freedom from Frankie and the sleep clinic.

		

		By keeping Sayo from him, the doctor had won. Again.

		

		Still, she hadn’t called the police.

		

		He sat up straight and tried to pay attention.

		

		“...further ado, if you’ll follow me, I’ll check you into your rooms for the evening.” Lorenzo flashed a pearly smile, which made Stephanie giggle.

		

		Christopher rolled his eyes as he rose. “I didn’t catch your name, boy?”

		

		“Lorenzo.”

		

		“Mexican?”

		

		Stephanie bristled and felt words flood her mouth but fought to contain them.

		

		The men had a testosterone stare-down, predicted and planned by Frankie. Following her script, Lorenzo glanced at Stephanie, as if to defer to the lady’s sensibilities, then looked at the floor in between the patients.

		

		“Italian, sir.”

		

		The emphasis was to stroke the man’s dominance. It worked.

		

		“This way, please.”

		

		They were led into the same rooms as before, which were right next door to the other.

		

		“I’ll be with you in a moment, Mr. Ward.”

		

		“I went first last time. Seems as though--”

		

		“As you wish, Mr. Ward.” He turned to Stephanie. “Ms. Douglas, I’ll be with you in a moment, if you don’t mind.”

		

		“Oh yes, of course. I understand.”

		

		Again, Christopher was acting on cue. Frankie had tested to see whether Christopher would attempt to gain control. The exchange set the stage for Christopher’s dominance as well as both Lorenzo and Stephanie’s submission.

		

		Both men entered the room. Christopher tossed his bag on the bed and remained standing.

		

		“You know the drill. Change into your PJs, and I’ll prepare the electrodes.”

		

		Christopher considered the gay implication but determined it was more important for him to be in control. So, he changed clothes and even challenged Lorenzo with his nakedness by not turning his back.

		

		Lorenzo busied himself with the equipment, however.

		

		Christopher took charge by lying on the bed and holding his arm out.

		

		“Yes, you definitely know the drill. It’s nice to be working with someone who doesn’t need to be told what to do.” Lorenzo smiled at Christopher.

		

		Christopher ignored whatever innuendo may have been implied.

		

		Lorenzo made short order of affixing the sensors, hesitating only briefly around the groin area to determine arousal. There wasn’t any.

		

		Christopher would’ve been far outside the tests if he’d gotten hard.

		

		“If you don’t mind, I’m gonna have you confirm everything’s plugged in and working.”

		

		“As you wish.”

		

		Lorenzo wheeled the monitor and demonstrated its operation.

		

		He then stopped at the door and gave the same exit speech.

		

		“You mean I gotta watch the same clips?”

		

		“Yes, sir. You weren’t recorded last time, so--”

		

		“Yeah, no, I got it.” He shook his head and watched the TV.

		

		Frankie wanted to see whether Christopher’s reactions were any different after encountering Lorenzo. It wasn’t expected, since he’d shown indifference while disrobing and while having his junk manipulated. Still, Christopher hadn’t been a textbook example.

		

		In fact, the test revealed increased reactions to the male dominating male clips. It was a fact Frankie filed away for future use.

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo duplicated the scene with Stephanie. In her room, however, he exhibited dominance. Frankie needed to test her reactions with a man, especially after days of reflection with her one and only sexual experience, with Sayo.

		

		Before she was hooked up to the monitors, Frankie paid attention to her verbal and nonverbal cues. As suspected, there was definite attraction. After another viewing of the movie, the tests confirmed that Stephanie was one hundred percent submissive to either sex.

		

		Sayo was relegated to the observation room that night. She understood the goals of the evening and even suspected the added one involving herself. Things with Frankie were still tense but there had been progress. Sayo gained confidence that she’d be able to prove her loyalty and reclaim her position as the alpha pet.

		

		Whenever her mind had drifted to Stephanie, she forcibly shifted her thoughts elsewhere. Watching her in the lobby with Christopher had been jolting. Christopher was an ass, and she felt badly for Stephanie.

		

		It was the only time in her twenty-plus years that Sayo had ever sympathized with a patient.

		

		Even more, though, she felt a twinge of guilt for having a role--no matter how small--in Stephanie’s discomfort and impending misery.

		

		At the same time, however, she’d also be scrutinized by Frankie. In a way, she was every bit a patient that night as Stephanie.

		

		Sayo controlled her breathing and vowed not to say anything beyond what was necessary.

		

		“Are you ready to have some fun?” Frankie asked as the videos ended.

		

		As Sayo turned to speak, Frankie continued. “Well, I mean, you won’t have any fun... but are you ready to watch some good, quality TV tonight?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Good girl.” Frankie brusquely mussed Sayo’s hair before she left.

		

		Taking the seat Frankie had vacated, Sayo braced herself for the evening’s “fun”.

		

		* * * *

		

		Frankie needed to start with Christopher, so she sent Lorenzo to Stephanie.

		

		“Do you need anything?”

		

		“Oh, no, thank you.”

		

		“Okay. Should you change your mind--about anything--you be sure and hit your buzzer, you hear?”

		

		Lorenzo flashed her a smile at “about anything” which made her blush and look away.

		

		“I’ll just be around the corner, should you need me. Right now, though, just relax, lay back, and try to fall asleep. I’ll be watching you.”

		

		Her pussy twitched, and the machines recorded her reaction. Sayo sighed on the other side of the monitor.

		

		Meanwhile, Frankie entered Christopher’s room. Her lab coat was a dress that barely went past her ass. Her 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.

		

		“Are you trying to tempt me, Doctor?” Christopher asked with a grin. Even though his dick was growing, he was leery.

		

		“Me? Oh, goodness no, Christopher. I told you I was interested in your test results.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. I heard you say that. What you’re wearing makes me wonder whether it’s not my test but my previous actions that bring you here now?” He glanced at his cock.

		

		He was cautious but horny. Besides, the video would reveal her entering his room dressed like a prostitute.

		

		“I also told you,” Frankie ignored his comment, “that should I think of any way for you to assist me in the future, thereby changing our initial arrangement, that I would come to you.”

		

		“And you thought of something?”

		

		“I did. It involves the other female patient, Christopher.”

		

		“I’m listening.”

		

		Frankie expected his cock to pulse, but Christopher was careful. The doctor scared him, and not only because she could alter his future.

		

		By the time Frankie finished outlining her plan of having Christopher dominate the meek little bitch in the room next door, he was full-out stroking. He was horny, for sure, but he also thought better while edging.

		

		“I see my proposal piques your interest?” It was her only reference to his action.

		

		“It sure does...”

		

		“But?”

		

		“But I don’t understand. I mean, are you gonna try to frame me?”

		

		Frankie sighed. “Are you still worried about that?” He nodded. “I thought you’d be less obtuse. I told you before I had absolutely no intention of going to the cops. I still don’t. So you fucked my foreign assistant without her permission.” Frankie shrugged.

		

		“But you--”

		

		“I don’t care about her.”

		

		Sayo wasn’t affected by Frankie’s words; she knew it was to elicit a response. What was upsetting, though, was that Frankie hadn’t forewarned her, as usual. The lines were more shocking when unexpected.

		

		Realizing that must have been Frankie’s intent, Sayo resolved to disengage. She had promised to make it up to the doctor, and she would. She only wished there weren’t so many roadblocks.

		

		“You seemed to care about her the other day.”

		

		“Yes, well, I wasn’t sure about your test then, was I? Look, I have patients with problems other than just sleep apnea, Christopher. I think you may be able to provide them with help while satisfying your own needs, too.”

		

		“What do you get outta this?”

		

		“Happy patients!”

		

		“What if I say no?”

		

		“You’re free to go.”

		

		“That’s it?”

		

		“That’s it.”

		

		“And you’re not gonna call the cops.”

		

		Frankie rolled her eyes and shook her head.

		

		“So I can pull these here wires out right now and walk out, and we’re done. Nothin’ else.”

		

		“Yes, Christopher.”

		

		“And if I do, what happens to her?” he pointed to Stephanie’s room.

		

		“You’re free to leave, Christopher. I can’t discuss my patients.”

		

		“But you just told me--”

		

		“I told you the necessary information to participate in her medical treatment. That’s all. If your concern is whether she will be treated, you can rest assured.”

		

		“How?”

		

		Frankie crossed her arms in annoyance.

		

		“Hey, I’m just tryin’ to weigh my options and figure this shit out.”

		

		“Very well.” She held up her hands. “I’d use Lorenzo, the guy who was in here before.”

		

		Christopher’s testosterone entered the mix.

		

		On cue.

		

		“Him? Why not just use him? Why talk to me?”

		

		“Oh, I have. And he’ll work fine...”

		

		“But?”

		

		Frankie unfolded her arms and crossed to the stool. “It’s his job. He’s rather clinical about his duties. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t think any of my patients can tell. They’re pretty happy, actually. But I can’t help thinking that maybe the test results would be different if I had a real dominant performing.”

		

		Christopher puffed.

		

		On cue.

		

		“Yeah, I guess I could fuck that bitch for you.” He resumed his stroking.

		

		“The first time, though, is a precarious one.”

		

		“What’s that mean?”

		

		“Two things, actually. The first is that I’ve been through these procedures many times in my career, and I know how it has to be done.”

		

		“Meaning?”

		

		“She’s not going to just submit to you. She has to be encouraged to, shall we say.”

		

		“You’re gonna force her, you mean.”

		

		“I prefer to say that I provide her with the permission she needs to be receptive to a cure.”

		

		“Yeah, you doctors and lawyers always like to mess with words. So you’re gonna go talk to her?”

		

		“I will, yes. And then I’ll bring her to you--”

		

		“Yeah, okay.”

		

		“--and remain in the room to oversee things.”

		

		Christopher stopped stroking and slowly nodded. “But I get to fuck that bitch, right?”

		

		“I’m counting on it.”

		

		“Was there another ‘but’?”

		

		“More like an ‘and’. This will be her very first time.”

		

		“Sweet Jesus!”

		

		“Is that good or bad?” Frankie asked, though she’d seen the precum spurt.

		

		“Oh, that’s a very good thing!”

		

		“So we have a deal?”

		

		“Absofuckinlutely!”

		

		“Good. You take off your sensors, and I’ll get her.”

		

		Sayo didn’t want to watch but she couldn’t look away.

		

		Frankie went into Stephanie’s room and discussed the events of the previous test.

		

		Stephanie had wondered whether she was a lesbian. While she had squared away her break from the church years prior, its homophobic teachings still remained.

		

		Understanding her background and unasked questions, Frankie supplied reassurances. She further explained that the test had been tainted because Stephanie had been too agitated after “the event”.

		

		The virgin was wholly embarrassed at the reminder of what had happened with Sayo. It was even more unnerving to know someone else had watched it.

		

		The entire discussion was couched to make Stephanie feel like she’d done something wrong, wasted everyone’s time, ruined the test. Despite that, accommodations were made and Stephanie had an opportunity to make amends.

		

		Simultaneous to the blame, Frankie sent mixed messages of how wrong Sayo had been in her actions. That the doctor was disappointed in her staff of many years, and she assured Stephanie that Sayo had been severely punished.

		

		In each direction Frankie led, Stephanie blindly followed.

		

		She was to blame...

		

		She was at fault...

		

		She may be a lesbian...

		

		She wasn’t a lesbian...

		

		If she were a lesbian, it was okay...

		

		She wanted sex...

		

		Sex was good...

		

		She needed to prove herself by losing her virginity.

		

		Stephanie dizzingly nodded agreement to engage in clinical intercourse for the test, for Frankie, for the staff, and for herself.

		

		Sayo, watching from the outside, was amazed with her Mistress’ ability to manipulate on multiple levels.

		

		On the other hand, her heart went out to Stephanie. Losing one’s virginity, no matter at what age, was a significant event, and one that shouldn’t be forced or molded.

		

		And yet, Sayo watched as an avid viewer, drawn into the world of reality TV. A middle-aged virgin was about to be deflowered by a dominant man whom she detested under the strict orchestration of a female domme!

		

		Sayo, despite her lamentations, was soaked.

		

		As if knowing what her first pet was thinking, Frankie left the room and looked directly into a camera, raising an eyebrow and winking.

		

		Sayo nearly came in the chair.

		

		Could she be so lucky as to think the Mistress’ motivation was for her benefit?

		

		It was a fleeting and erroneous thought. The notion of which, however, thrilled Sayo.

		

		Frankie had Lorenzo remove Stephanie’s electrodes in a dominant fashion and drop suggestions he would be the one to penetrate her. It sickened Sayo to watch Stephanie’s excitement grow, knowing that in the room next door, Christopher was preparing to take Lorenzo’s place.

		

		Not that there was much preparation: Christopher merely disrobed and languidly stroked his thick cock.

		

		When Frankie popped in to give him a five-minute warning, he merely nodded.

		

		Frankie then stood in the hallway and faced a camera. “Well? How does it feel to be trapped behind the monitor, missing the action? Wish you could join? How wet are you right now, you little bitch?!”

		

		Sayo squirmed.

		

		Lorenzo opened the door. Frankie took Stephanie by the hand and led her into Christopher’s room.

		

		When Stephanie saw Christopher naked on the bed with his dick in his hands, she stopped. She didn’t want him to watch!

		

		Frankie clutched her hand and cooed at her while pulling forward, but her feet remained planted.

		

		Lorenzo, bringing up the rear, caught her against his chest and whispered, “It’s okay, this is a medical clinic.”

		

		His words and voice soothed her. She nodded.

		

		“You’re in good hands.”

		

		She watched him leave before turning to Frankie, confused. “But I thought he--”

		

		“Silly girl! How could Lorenzo perform such an act?! He’s part of my staff.”

		

		Even though it didn’t make sense, Frankie’s conviction made Stephanie believe.

		

		“Come to a real man, darlin’--”

		

		“Shut up!”

		

		Stephanie watched the opposing dominants stare. Then, Frankie stepped to the bed and smacked Christopher’s cock.

		

		Its reverberation was the only movement in the room.

		

		The attack had been planned, but Christopher wasn’t expecting as much force.

		

		“I’m sorry,” he said through gritted teeth.

		

		“He is right, though; you do need a real man.” Frankie held out her hand, and Stephanie walked to the bed.

		

		Frankie touched Stephanie’s hair the way she’d pet Sayo’s the other night. “That’s a good girl. There’s nothing to be frightened about. I realize this is a clinical setting but that doesn’t mean it can’t be a bit romantic, does it?”

		

		Stephanie could barely process reality, and speech was impossible. Trancelike, she obeyed whatever Frankie ordered.

		

		“I understand you’ve never been kissed, is that right?”

		

		When Stephanie nodded, Frankie turned to Christopher. “How ‘bout that?”

		

		“Hot damn!”

		

		Frankie turned Stephanie’s scared face to hers.

		

		With her hands on the patient’s cheeks and their mouths nearly touching, Frankie said, “The idea of sex affects each of us differently. It renders most men stupid,” she looked over her shoulder to Christopher.

		

		Stephanie looked and nodded.

		

		“Another part of this test is to give you as many experiences as possible to assist in your understanding of yourself, is that right?”

		

		She nodded.

		

		“Tilt your head back and part your lips, Stephanie.”

		

		When she did, Frankie kissed the patient softly for a brief moment before claiming her territory. The doctor’s hunger grew out of power, but the patient perceived it as lust.

		

		Automatically, she flung her arms around the doctor and did her best to return the kiss.

		

		“Hot Jesus damn!”

		

		Frankie guided Stephanie to the end of the bed, and Christopher struggled to keep his hands to himself. If he had two dicks, he would have fucked both women on the spot.

		

		Forced to remain an observer to the rising passion, Christopher feverishly jerked himself.

		

		Sayo was aroused and angered. Both women looked like they were experiencing the best sex ever. She was about to look away when, still in the embrace, Frankie opened an eye, stared directly into a camera and smiled.

		

		Stephanie’s tongue darted against the doctor’s teeth.

		

		Resolved to prove herself, Sayo continued to watch.

		

		Frankie broke the kiss. “Now him.”

		

		Stephanie obediently shifted toward Christopher, who clutched her arms the second they were within reach, and invaded her mouth. The kiss felt the same in intensity but rougher than Frankie’s. Stephanie wasn’t in a position to evaluate.

		

		Christopher let his hand roam down her arms then back up her stomach. Frankie slapped them before they got to her breasts.

		

		“Off the bed, Stephanie! Go stand in the middle of the room.”

		

		Stephanie obeyed, though her mouth and pussy wanted more.

		

		“You,” Frankie slapped Christopher with a crop she’d retrieved from the cabinet. “Stand up. I told you we’re adding romance.”

		

		“Stephanie, come here. Put your arms around him and kiss him.”

		

		Frankie continued to instruct the pair through the removal of Stephanie’s clothes. While her commands always focused on Stephanie’s obedience, they provided an aura of control over Christopher as well.

		

		As each new body part became exposed, Frankie would be the first to touch, tease, stroke or lick. Then, she ordered that Stephanie feel the same thing from a man, and Christopher would follow the lead.

		

		When Stephanie was completely naked, the doctor had Christopher lay her on the bed. After she was placed, he stood next to the bed without being told.

		

		Frankie swiped her finger against the woman’s slit. “Feel how wet she is.”

		

		When Christopher made contact, his dick pulsed.

		

		“Does it feel good to be touched there?”

		

		Stephanie nodded.

		

		“By both of us?”

		

		She nodded again.

		

		“Would you like to come, my pet?”

		

		With the barest acknowledgment from Stephanie, Frankie moved to the head of the bed and made a welcoming gesture with her arm. Christopher didn’t need a second invitation. He crawled between her legs and licked her virginal honey.

		

		Frankie stroked Stephanie’s hair and stared into a camera.

		

		Christopher’s skill engulfed Stephanie’s modesty.

		

		She screamed and shuddered as she spilled her sauce.

		

		Sweaty and panting, she looked at Frankie. At the same time, Christopher took a breath and was about to begin again.

		

		“Uh-uh. This is clinical, remember.”

		

		Christopher licked his lips.

		

		“If this was a true romantic encounter, you’d need to be taught how to please your lover. Given your inexperience, that would take too long,” she patted Stephanie’s cheek, “and we’re nearly out of time as it is.”

		

		Sayo checked the clock.

		

		It wasn’t even one.

		

		Truth was, Frankie was bored. Both patients willingly complied, and she felt like a drill sergeant.

		

		Plus, she was aroused and no one was present to take her over the edge.

		

		It was too soon to order the patient to please her, and Christopher wasn’t a sub. If she’d planned better, she would’ve stationed Sayo or Lorenzo in the room to play.

		

		Her plan, however, had been to make Sayo experience the encounter the same way Frankie had; and she had planned a romp with Lorenzo later.

		

		She considered taking Stephanie’s cherry with a strap-on, but it was too much kink, even for someone under her control; sure, she could get away with it in the moment, but it would most likely prevent Stephanie’s return.

		

		And Stephanie was too precious a subject to lose.

		

		So, Frankie would direct them through the deflowering but she wasn’t going to prolong their pleasure.

		

		Being a total sub, and having just orgasmed, Stephanie didn’t complain.

		

		Being a total dom staring down his first virgin, Christopher didn’t complain.

		

		With a clinical demeanor and monotone voice, Frankie walked the patients through intercourse. The level of arousal, however, was too great, and neither could be denied an orgasm; nor did she try.

		

		While they were still joined and panting, Frankie stepped away from the bed. “Okay, Stephanie, I’ll escort you back to your room now. Both of you should be able to sleep well after that clinical trial, so there’s no need to hook you back up to the equipment.

		

		“We’ll keep tabs on you, and I’ll meet with you before you leave in the morning.”

		

		Christopher pulled out and, following Frankie’s clinical persona, walked into the bathroom without touching or speaking to Stephanie.

		

		Aside from Frankie’s dominance, the encounter had been his ideal setting. Wham, bam and skip the thank you, ma’am.

		

		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.”

		

		There were several hours before Frankie would need to meet with the patients individually in her office and she could go home. Expecting nothing more from them and being overly horny, Frankie decided to meet Lorenzo and Sayo in the dungeon.

		

		End of Book Two

		

		

		Book Three to follow soon

		

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

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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