
        
            
                
            
        

    
Part 1: The Appointment

The fluorescent lights of the waiting room buzzed overhead, making everything look sickly and pale. I shifted uncomfortably in the stiff-backed chair, thumbing through a dog-eared copy of some sports magazine from last year. The smell of antiseptic and that weird dental office scent hung in the air—a mix of latex, cleaning products, and fear.

I fucking hate the dentist. Always have. Something about lying back in that chair, mouth pried open, someone's fingers and metal tools scraping around in there while you're completely vulnerable. But a throbbing molar had finally forced me to make an appointment after putting it off for months.

"Mr. Reynolds?" A voice called, pulling me from my anxious thoughts.

I looked up and felt my breath catch. Standing in the doorway was easily the most attractive dental assistant I'd ever seen. Young—maybe early twenties—with honey-blonde hair pulled back in a neat ponytail, revealing a heart-shaped face with bright blue eyes and full lips painted a subtle pink. Her scrubs were standard issue blue, but they did nothing to hide the curves of her body.

"That's me," I said, standing up and trying not to wince as another throb of pain shot through my jaw.

"I'm Amber," she said, her voice cheerful but professional. "I'll be assisting Dr. Kaplan today. Follow me, please."

I followed her down the hallway, trying not to stare at the way her ass moved in those scrubs. She led me to an examination room at the end of the corridor, gesturing for me to have a seat in the dreaded dental chair.

"First time with us?" she asked, pulling on latex gloves with a snap that made me tense up.

"Yeah," I admitted. "I haven't been to a dentist in... a while."

Her eyes crinkled at the corners—she was smiling behind her mask. "Don't worry, we get that a lot. Dr. Kaplan is great with nervous patients."

She pressed a button and the chair reclined, leaving me staring up at the ceiling. I noticed a poster of a tropical beach taped up there—a poor attempt to distract patients from what was happening in their mouths.

"I'm going to take some initial X-rays before the doctor comes in," Amber explained, positioning a heavy lead apron over my chest. "Can you tell me which tooth is bothering you?"

I pointed to my lower right molar, and she nodded, leaning in to take a quick look. Her face was suddenly very close to mine, her eyes focused on my mouth. I caught a whiff of her perfume—something light and floral—underneath the clinical smells of the office.

"Open wide for me," she instructed, her voice dropping slightly lower than her previous professional tone.

I complied, feeling the usual embarrassment of having someone stare directly into my mouth. She positioned a small plastic device with X-ray film between my teeth.

"Bite down," she said, and I did.

She moved to the X-ray machine, positioning it against my cheek. "This will just take a second. I'll step out of the room while it happens."

After taking several X-rays from different angles, Amber returned to my side, removing the lead apron. "Dr. Kaplan will be in shortly to review these," she said. She began setting up a tray of instruments beside the chair, the metal tools clinking ominously.

"So what do you do, Mr. Reynolds?" she asked, making small talk as she worked.

"Jacob," I corrected. "Mr. Reynolds is my father. I'm in software development."

"Ah, so you're good with computers," she said, placing a suction tool on the tray. "That's always useful. I'm terrible with technology."

"I find that hard to believe," I said. "Your generation practically grew up with smartphones in your hands."

She laughed, the sound surprisingly melodic in the sterile environment. "Are you calling me young? I'll take that as a compliment."

"Well, you can't be more than what, twenty-two?" I guessed, trying not to sound like I was hitting on her.

"Twenty-three next month," she replied, leaning against the counter. "How old are you, if you don't mind me asking?"

"Thirty-two," I said, feeling suddenly older than I had a minute ago.

She nodded, her eyes doing a quick assessment of me that didn't feel entirely professional. "You look good for thirty-two," she said, her tone casual but with something underneath it that made me take notice.

Before I could respond, she stepped closer to the chair again. "Let me take a quick look at that troublesome tooth before Dr. Kaplan arrives."

She pulled her mask up and leaned in close, her face hovering above mine. "Open up for me again," she said, her voice definitely lower this time.

I opened my mouth, and she gently placed her fingers on my lower lip, pulling it down slightly for a better view. Her touch was warm through the latex gloves, and I found myself hyper-aware of the proximity of her body, of her face so close to mine, of her fingers on my mouth.

"Mmm," she hummed thoughtfully. "I can see why that's bothering you. Looks like there might be a small cavity, possibly hitting the nerve."

Her eyes flicked from my tooth to meet my gaze, and something in her expression shifted. For a brief moment, the professional mask slipped, and I saw something else—something warmer, more personal.

"You have a nice mouth," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Strong jaw, good teeth otherwise."

I made a muffled sound of thanks, unable to speak properly with her fingers still holding my mouth open.

She smiled, a different kind of smile than the professional one before. "You know," she said, her voice taking on a slightly playful tone, "in my line of work, I spend all day looking at people's mouths, asking them to 'open wide.'" Her eyes held mine as she slowly withdrew her fingers. "Sometimes I can't help but think about using mouths for... other purposes."

The comment hung in the air between us, ambiguous enough that I could have misinterpreted it, but loaded with enough suggestion that my pulse quickened. Before I could respond, the door opened, and Dr. Kaplan entered—a middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair and thick-rimmed glasses.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Reynolds," he said, picking up my chart. "Let's see what we're dealing with today."

Amber stepped back, her professional demeanor instantly restored. But as the doctor reviewed my X-rays, she caught my eye and gave me a small, secret smile that confirmed I hadn't imagined the moment.

"Well, Mr. Reynolds," Dr. Kaplan said, "looks like you have a cavity that's reached the pulp. We'll need to do a root canal."

I groaned, both at the news and the cost this would entail.

"Don't worry," Amber chimed in, reaching for a tray of instruments. "I'll be right here the whole time." She paused, then added softly, "I'm very good with my hands, and I'll make sure your mouth gets all the attention it needs."

Dr. Kaplan seemed oblivious to the double meaning, but I felt heat rising in my face that had nothing to do with dental anxiety. As the doctor prepared the anesthetic injection, Amber stood beside him, her eyes locked on mine with a promise that made the needle about to enter my gum seem like the least of my concerns.


Part 2: The Procedure

The needle slid into my gum with a sharp sting that made me flinch. Dr. Kaplan murmured an apology as he depressed the plunger, sending the anesthetic flooding into my mouth. I gripped the armrests of the chair, focusing on Amber instead of the pain.

She stood at my side, her hand coming to rest on my shoulder in a gesture that seemed both professional and personal at once. "First injection is always the worst," she said, her thumb making a small, subtle circle against my collarbone. "It'll be numb soon."

Dr. Kaplan disposed of the needle and checked his watch. "We'll give that about five minutes to take effect," he said. "Amber, can you review the procedure with Mr. Reynolds while I check on Mrs. Goldstein next door? She was having some issues with her new bridge."

"Of course, Doctor," Amber replied, her voice the perfect model of professional competence.

As soon as he left the room, the atmosphere changed. Amber didn't move her hand from my shoulder, but her posture relaxed, and that secret smile returned to her lips.

"Is the numbing starting to work?" she asked, her free hand rising to my jaw, fingers pressing gently along the line of it. "Your mouth should be getting tingly."

"Yeah," I managed, the right side of my mouth already feeling heavy and strange. "It's working."

"Good," she said, her voice dropping to that lower register that had caught my attention earlier. Her fingers continued their exploration of my jaw, tracing down to my neck in a way that had nothing to do with dental practice. "A root canal isn't as bad as people think. The key is keeping your mouth open wide enough, long enough."

Her eyes held mine as she said this, making it impossible to miss the double meaning. "You seem like you'd be good at that," she added. "Keeping your mouth open for a long time."

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain some semblance of composure. "I, uh, can't say I've had much practice."

She laughed softly, her hand finally leaving my shoulder as she moved to prepare the dental equipment. "Well, practice makes perfect," she said over her shoulder. "And I'm a very patient teacher."

The right side of my face was now completely numb, my lips feeling three times their normal size. Amber returned to my side with a small mirror and probe.

"Let me check if you're fully numb before the doctor comes back," she said, leaning over me. "Open wide."

I complied, and she slipped the small mirror into my mouth, using the probe to gently touch the area around my aching tooth. "Feel anything?"

I made a negative sound, unable to speak properly.

"Perfect," she said, withdrawing the instruments. Instead of immediately stepping away, she remained leaning over me, her face close to mine. "You know," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, "I meant what I said earlier. About mouths being used for other purposes."

I made an inquisitive sound, my heart rate increasing as her eyes dropped to my lips.

"I spend all day telling people to 'open wide,'" she continued, her words coming faster now, as if she was afraid of being interrupted. "Putting my fingers in strangers' mouths. Looking at tongues and teeth and palates. It's supposed to be clinical, but sometimes..." She bit her lower lip. "Sometimes I can't help thinking about how those same mouths could be used to make me feel good."

The door handle turned, and Amber straightened up instantly, her professional mask sliding back into place as Dr. Kaplan re-entered the room.

"All set?" he asked, approaching the chair.

"Yes, doctor," Amber replied smoothly. "Mr. Reynolds is fully numb and ready for the procedure."

The next forty-five minutes were a blur of discomfort and strange sensations as Dr. Kaplan worked on my tooth. There was no pain thanks to the anesthetic, but the pressure, the sounds of drilling, and the knowledge that someone was essentially hollowing out a part of my body kept me on edge.

Throughout it all, Amber remained by my side, passing instruments to the doctor, suctioning saliva from my mouth, and occasionally placing a reassuring hand on my arm when I tensed up. Each touch lingered a fraction longer than necessary, each look held a hint of promise.

"You're doing great," she would say, leaning close to my ear as the doctor focused on his work. "Just keep that mouth nice and open for us."

At one point, while Dr. Kaplan was busy with the drill, she let her breast brush against my shoulder as she reached across me for a tool. The contact was brief but deliberate, and her eyes flicked to mine to make sure I'd noticed.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Dr. Kaplan placed the temporary filling and sat back. "All done for today, Mr. Reynolds. You'll need to come back next week for the permanent crown, but the hard part is over."

He removed his gloves and mask, making notes in my chart. "Amber will give you care instructions. Take ibuprofen for any discomfort once the numbness wears off. Any questions?"

I shook my head, my mouth still feeling alien and oversized.

"Excellent. I'll see you next week then." He nodded to Amber and left the room, closing the door behind him.

As soon as he was gone, Amber's professional demeanor softened again. She helped me sit up, standing between my legs as the chair moved into an upright position.

"How are you feeling?" she asked, her hands coming to rest lightly on my thighs.

"Nmmb," I managed, the right side of my face still completely without sensation.

She laughed, the sound bright and genuine. "Yeah, that'll last a couple more hours." She reached for a tissue and gently dabbed at the corner of my mouth. "You have a little drool. It's cute."

Under normal circumstances, having someone wipe drool from my face would be mortifying, but Amber somehow made it feel intimate instead of embarrassing.

"So," she said, discarding the tissue and returning her hands to my thighs, "you're scheduled for next Wednesday at 2:00 for the permanent crown."

I nodded, trying to form words with my uncooperative mouth.

"I'll be here," she continued, her fingers making small circles on my thighs. "For the record, Wednesdays are my favorite days. Dr. Kaplan leaves early to play golf, and I handle the simple procedures alone." Her eyes held mine meaningfully. "Just me and the patient."

The implication was clear, and despite my numb face and the lingering discomfort of the procedure, I felt a stirring of interest.

"That sounds... nice," I managed to slur.

She smiled, seeming pleased with my response. "It could be," she agreed. "Especially if the patient is someone whose mouth I'm particularly interested in."

Her hands squeezed my thighs once before she stepped back, reaching for a paper with post-procedure instructions. "Here's everything you need to know about caring for your tooth until next week," she said, her tone more professional now. "And my cell number is at the bottom. In case you have any questions or... concerns."

She handed me the paper, making sure our fingers brushed during the exchange. "Any problems, any time, feel free to call." The emphasis she placed on "any time" made it clear she wasn't just talking about dental emergencies.

As I stood to leave, still a bit wobbly from the procedure and the unexpected turn of events, Amber walked me to the door of the examination room. "Take care of that mouth," she said, her voice low enough that others in the hallway wouldn't hear. "I have plans for it next week."

Before I could respond, she opened the door and ushered me out, once again the picture of professional courtesy. "See you Wednesday, Mr. Reynolds," she called after me. "Remember, no hard foods, and gentle brushing around the temporary filling."

I made my way to the reception desk to schedule my follow-up, my mind racing and my body confused—partly numb from anesthesia, partly buzzing with anticipation for what Wednesday might bring.


Part 3: The Week Between

The next seven days crawled by with excruciating slowness. My mouth recovered quickly from the root canal—the pain subsided after a day, and the temporary filling held up fine—but my mind remained fixated on Amber and her suggestive comments. Was I reading too much into them? Was this some elaborate fantasy I'd constructed while high on dental anesthetics?

I must have checked my phone a hundred times, debating whether to text her. The number on the aftercare sheet seemed to taunt me. I'd saved it in my contacts immediately, labeling it simply "Amber - Dental," as if I needed the reminder of how we'd met.

By Sunday night, I couldn't take it anymore. I sat on my couch, a half-empty beer beside me, staring at her number on my screen. Liquid courage finally pushed me to type out a message.

"Hey, it's Jacob Reynolds. Just checking in about my tooth. Everything seems fine with the temporary filling. Looking forward to Wednesday."

I hit send before I could overthink it further, then immediately regretted it. Too formal? Too suggestive? Not suggestive enough? I tossed my phone aside and grabbed my beer, chugging the remainder.

To my surprise, it buzzed less than a minute later.

"Hi Jacob. Glad to hear your tooth is behaving. I've been thinking about your mouth a lot since your visit. Can't wait to get my fingers back in there on Wednesday. ;)"

I stared at the message, my pulse quickening. There was no ambiguity in that winking face. No professional dental assistant would send a text like that to a patient.

Before I could formulate a response, a second message came through: a selfie of Amber, clearly at home, wearing a tank top that revealed far more than her scrubs had. She was biting her lower lip playfully, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders.

"In case you've forgotten what I look like without the mask," the caption read.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, brain scrambling for an appropriate reply. I finally settled on honesty.

"Definitely haven't forgotten. Been thinking about you too. Not just my mouth that's looking forward to Wednesday."

I pressed send, holding my breath. Three dots appeared immediately, showing she was typing.

"Good. Because I have special treatment planned for you. Very thorough oral examination. Might take longer than your scheduled appointment time. Hope that's not a problem?"

My body responded instantly to her words. "Not a problem at all," I replied. "I'm happy to stay as long as necessary for proper care."

"Perfect," she wrote back. "Just so we're clear... Dr. Kaplan leaves at 4. My last official appointment is at 4:30. But I've scheduled you for 5:15. After office hours. For privacy."

Holy shit. This was really happening. "I'll be there," I typed. "5:15 sharp."

"Don't eat beforehand," came her reply. "I want your mouth... fresh."

The conversation continued for another hour, growing increasingly explicit. Amber detailed exactly what she wanted to do with my mouth, what she wanted me to do with hers. By the time we said goodnight, I was rock hard and certain Wednesday couldn't come fast enough.



Monday and Tuesday passed in a blur of anticipation and occasional flirty texts from Amber. At work, I could barely focus on my code, my mind constantly wandering to vivid fantasies about what would happen in that dental chair.

Wednesday finally arrived. I left work early, going home to shower and prepare. As instructed, I didn't eat, but brushed and flossed meticulously, even using mouthwash twice. I changed into clean clothes—nothing fancy, but better than my usual work attire.

At 5:10, I pulled into the parking lot of the dental office. Most of the spaces were empty, just a few cars remaining. The main lights of the office appeared dimmed, but I could see movement inside. My heart hammered in my chest as I approached the door.

It was locked. I hesitated, then noticed a small sign taped to the inside of the glass: "After-hours patients, please use side entrance."

I followed the building around to a smaller door at the side, which opened as I approached. Amber stood in the doorway, still in her blue scrubs, but with her hair down and her lips painted a darker shade than before.

"Right on time," she said, her eyes running over me appreciatively. "I like that in a patient."

She ushered me inside, locking the door behind us. The hallway was dimly lit, most of the examination rooms dark and empty.

"Anyone else here?" I asked, suddenly nervous that this might be less private than promised.

Amber shook her head. "Just the cleaning crew, but they're in the main office area. They won't come back to the exam rooms until much later." She took my hand, leading me down the hallway. "We have plenty of time."

She brought me to the same examination room as before, but it looked different in the softer lighting. The dental chair seemed less intimidating somehow, more like a recliner than a torture device.

"Have a seat," she said, gesturing to the chair.

I complied, watching as she moved around the room, adjusting equipment, checking drawers. She seemed different too—still confident, but with an underlying excitement that made her movements quicker, less deliberate than her professional persona.

"Nervous?" she asked, catching me watching her.

"A little," I admitted. "This isn't exactly a normal dental visit."

She laughed, moving to stand beside the chair. "No, it's not." Her hand came to rest on my shoulder, squeezing gently. "But your permanent crown is ready, and I am actually going to install it. I take my job seriously, believe it or not."

"I believe it," I said. "You seem very... thorough."

Her smile widened. "Oh, I am. In everything I do." She pressed the button to recline the chair, bringing us face to face. "Now, let's get that temporary filling out and the permanent crown in place. Then we can move on to the... extended examination."

She pulled on a pair of latex gloves and a mask—the professional dental assistant once more. "Open wide for me, Jacob," she said, picking up her tools.

As I opened my mouth and Amber began to work, I couldn't help but marvel at the surreal situation. Here I was, getting legitimate dental work from a woman who had explicitly promised to fuck me afterward. It was like the setup to a porn scene, except it was actually happening.

The crown installation took about twenty minutes. Amber was indeed professional and skilled, explaining each step as she worked, making sure I was comfortable. When she finally sat back and announced, "Perfect fit," I almost forgot why I was really there.

Then she peeled off her gloves and mask, discarding them in the trash, and the look in her eyes reminded me immediately.

"How does it feel?" she asked, her finger tracing my bottom lip.

"Good," I said, running my tongue over the new crown. "Feels natural."

"Excellent," she said, her voice dropping to that lower register that made my pulse race. "Now let's make sure the rest of your mouth is just as good."

She leaned in, closing the distance between us, and pressed her lips to mine in a kiss that quickly turned hungry. Her tongue pushed past my lips, exploring, tasting. I reached for her, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer.

She broke the kiss, breathing heavily. "I've been thinking about your mouth all week," she said, her words coming fast and eager. "Imagining what it would feel like on me, what sounds I'd make with your tongue inside me."

My hands tightened on her waist. "Let's find out," I suggested.

Amber's eyes darkened with desire. "Yes," she agreed. "But first..."

She reached behind her and hit a switch, plunging the room into near darkness, save for a small light above the dental chair. "For privacy," she explained. "Just in case the cleaning crew wanders by."

In the dim light, she began to untie her scrub pants, letting them fall to the floor to reveal a black thong underneath. The contrast between the professional top and the decidedly unprofessional bottom was incredibly erotic.

"Now," she said, climbing onto the dental chair to straddle me, "let's see what that mouth of yours can really do."


Part 4: The Extended Examination

Amber settled her weight on my lap, the thin material of her thong doing nothing to hide the heat and dampness between her legs. She rolled her hips once, grinding against my rapidly hardening cock, a small satisfied smile playing at her lips when she felt my response.

"Someone's eager for their extended examination," she teased, her fingers working at the buttons of her scrub top.

"Can you blame me?" I replied, my hands moving from her waist to her thighs, feeling the smooth skin there. "I've been thinking about this all week."

She shrugged out of her top, revealing a black lace bra that matched her thong—clearly not standard-issue dental assistant underwear. Her breasts strained against the delicate fabric, her nipples visibly hard beneath the lace.

"I bet you have," she said, reaching behind to unclasp her bra. "But thinking and doing are very different things."

The bra fell away, and I was treated to the sight of her perfect breasts—full and round with pink nipples that practically begged for attention. I reached up to cup them, feeling their weight in my palms, marveling at their softness.

"Beautiful," I murmured, my thumbs brushing over her nipples.

Amber's breath caught, her hips pressing down harder against mine. "I thought so too, when I got them done last year," she said with a small laugh. "Best money I ever spent."

I looked closer, realizing she was right—they were enhanced, but so skillfully done that it wasn't immediately obvious. "Your surgeon was an artist," I said honestly.

"He was," she agreed, then leaned down to whisper in my ear. "But I didn't come here to talk about my tits. I want to feel that mouth of yours on them."

I didn't need to be told twice. I pulled her closer, taking one perfect nipple between my lips, sucking gently before circling it with my tongue. Amber made a soft sound of pleasure, her hands coming up to tangle in my hair, holding me against her chest.

"Yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

I lavished attention on first one breast, then the other, using my tongue and lips and occasionally gentle teeth to draw increasingly needy sounds from her. Her hips kept up a steady rhythm against mine, the friction delicious but not enough.

"I need more," she finally gasped, pulling away from me. "I need to feel your mouth lower."

She stood, quickly shimmying out of her thong before climbing back onto the dental chair. This time, instead of straddling my lap, she positioned herself above my face, her knees on either side of my head, her hands gripping the headrest behind me.

"Open wide," she commanded, lowering herself toward my mouth.

I obliged, my hands coming up to grip her thighs as she settled over me. She was already wet, her pussy glistening in the dim light. I ran my tongue through her folds in one long, slow lick, savoring the taste of her—tangy and sweet and utterly intoxicating.

"Fuck," she hissed, her hips jerking at the contact. "Do that again."

I repeated the motion, this time ending with a swirl around her clit that made her gasp. Her thighs tensed under my hands, her breathing growing more rapid as I continued to explore her with my tongue.

"You have a talented mouth," she panted, looking down at me with heavily lidded eyes. "Put that tongue inside me."

I complied eagerly, stiffening my tongue to thrust into her entrance while my nose brushed against her clit. The angle was perfect, allowing me to taste her deeply while still stimulating that sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, her hips beginning to move against my face, essentially fucking my tongue. "Right there. Don't stop."

I had no intention of stopping. Her taste, her scent, the sounds she was making—it was all driving me crazy with desire. My cock strained painfully against my jeans, desperate for attention, but I focused entirely on her pleasure.

I alternated between thrusting my tongue inside her and sucking gently on her clit, paying close attention to her reactions to learn what she liked best. When I found a rhythm that had her moaning continuously, I stuck with it, determined to make her come on my face.

"I'm close," she gasped, her movements becoming more erratic. "So fucking close. Suck my clit. Hard."

I obeyed, wrapping my lips around the swollen bud and sucking firmly while flicking it with my tongue. Her reaction was immediate and intense—her back arched, her thighs clamped around my head, and a string of profanities fell from her lips as she shuddered through her orgasm.

"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop," she begged, grinding against my mouth as waves of pleasure washed over her.

I didn't stop, continuing to work her with my tongue through every aftershock until she finally collapsed forward, bracing herself on the headrest, her body trembling with the aftermath of her climax.

"Holy shit," she breathed, looking down at me with a mixture of satisfaction and renewed hunger. "Your mouth is even better than I imagined."

She dismounted from my face, my chin and lips wet with her arousal. Before I could wipe it away, she leaned down and kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my tongue.

"Now," she said against my lips, "let's see what else we can do with that pretty mouth of yours."

She reached for the button of my jeans, deftly undoing it and pulling down the zipper. I lifted my hips to help as she tugged both my jeans and boxers down in one motion, freeing my painfully hard cock.

"Well, well," she said appreciatively, wrapping her hand around my shaft. "Looks like all of you is well-proportioned, not just your mouth."

Her hand began to move, stroking me from base to tip with a twist of her wrist that had me groaning. "Feels good?" she asked, already knowing the answer.

"Fuck yes," I managed, my hips involuntarily thrusting into her grip.

"I bet it would feel better in my mouth," she said, licking her lips suggestively. "Fair is fair, after all."

She positioned herself between my legs, her breasts pressing against my thighs as she leaned down. Her tongue darted out, licking a drop of precum from the head of my cock before circling it slowly.

"Tell me what you like," she said, her breath hot against my sensitive skin.

"Everything you're doing," I replied honestly, my voice strained with need.

She smiled wickedly up at me before taking just the head into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand continued to work the shaft. The wet heat of her mouth was exquisite, made even more intense by the visual of her blonde head bobbing between my legs.

Gradually, she took more of me in, her tongue pressing against the underside, her cheeks hollowing with suction. Her free hand moved to cup my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers in a way that had me seeing stars.

"Fuck, Amber," I groaned, my hands fisting in the armrests of the dental chair. "That's amazing."

She hummed in agreement, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Then she did something truly impressive—relaxing her throat to take me all the way to the base, her nose pressing against my pelvis.

"Jesus Christ," I swore as she held the position for several seconds before pulling back to breathe. "Where did you learn to do that?"

She grinned up at me, saliva glistening on her chin. "I don't have a gag reflex," she said simply. "Comes in handy in my line of work."

"For dental procedures?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.

"That too," she replied with a wink before returning her attention to my cock.

She continued her expert ministrations, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. When I felt the familiar tightening that signaled my approaching orgasm, I warned her, "I'm going to come if you keep that up."

To my surprise, she pulled away entirely, leaving my cock wet and throbbing in the cool air of the examination room. "Not yet," she said, rising to straddle my lap once more. "I want to feel you inside me first."

She reached behind her to the small cabinet beside the dental chair, pulling out a condom packet. "Always prepared," she explained, tearing it open with her teeth.

She rolled the condom onto me with practiced ease, then positioned herself above my cock. "Ready for the main event?" she asked, the head pressing against her entrance.

"More than ready," I replied, my hands finding her hips once more.

Slowly, torturously, she lowered herself onto me, taking me inch by inch. Her wet heat enveloped me, her inner muscles gripping me like a vise. When I was fully seated inside her, we both paused, savoring the sensation.

"Fuck, you feel good," she breathed, her inner walls pulsing around me.

"So do you," I managed, fighting the urge to thrust up into her. "So tight."

She began to move, rising up until just the tip remained inside before sinking back down. The pace was deliberate, teasing, each stroke calculated to drive me crazy with need.

"Is this what you imagined?" she asked, her hands braced on my chest. "When you were sitting in this chair last week? Did you imagine fucking me like this?"

"Yes," I admitted, my hands guiding her movements. "But the reality is so much better."

She smiled, pleased with my answer, and increased her pace. The dental chair creaked beneath us, the sound obscene in the quiet of the empty office. Her breasts bounced with each movement, a hypnotic sight that had me transfixed.

"Touch me," she commanded, and I brought one hand to her breast, the other dropping between us to find her clit.

When my fingers made contact with that sensitive bud, she threw her head back with a moan. "Yes," she hissed. "Circle it. Make me come on your cock."

I did as instructed, my fingers making tight circles around her clit as she rode me with increasing abandon. Her movements became less controlled, more frantic, her breathing harsh and quick.

"I'm close," she gasped. "So close. Come with me. Fill me up."

The combination of her words, the sight of her above me, and the incredible sensation of her pussy clenching around me pushed me over the edge. I thrust up into her as my orgasm hit, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through me.

Amber followed seconds later, her body going rigid as she came for the second time, her inner muscles milking every last drop from me. She collapsed onto my chest, both of us breathing hard, sweat making our skin stick together.

"Fuck," she said after a long moment, her voice muffled against my neck. "That was even better than I hoped."

I wrapped my arms around her, enjoying the afterglow. "Definitely the best dental appointment I've ever had," I agreed.

She laughed, the sound vibrating against my chest. "Just wait until your six-month cleaning," she said, lifting her head to look at me with a mischievous smile. "I have a whole other set of techniques for regular check-ups."


Part 5: Regular Appointments

We lay tangled together in the dental chair for several minutes, our breathing gradually returning to normal. The small examination room smelled of sex and antiseptic—an oddly arousing combination. Amber's body was warm against mine, her skin slightly sticky with sweat, her breath hot on my neck.

Finally, she stirred, lifting herself off me with a small gasp as I slipped out of her. She stood, stretching like a satisfied cat, giving me a perfect view of her naked body in the dim light.

"I think we both could use a cleanup," she said, reaching for a box of medical wipes on the counter. She handed me a few before using some on herself, wiping the evidence of our activities from her thighs.

I disposed of the condom and cleaned myself up, watching as Amber moved around the room with casual nudity, seemingly unconcerned about being caught. She had the confidence of someone who knew exactly how good they looked naked.

"This is probably a stupid question," I began, pulling up my boxers and jeans, "but do you do this often? With patients, I mean."

Amber glanced over her shoulder as she stepped back into her thong. "Define 'often,'" she said with a sly smile.

"More than once? More than twice?"

She laughed, reaching for her bra. "Let's just say you're not the first and leave it at that," she replied, hooking the clasps behind her back. "But I'm selective. Very selective."

"What made you choose me?" I asked, genuinely curious.

She finished buttoning her scrub top and came to stand between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs. "You have great oral hygiene, for one," she said with a grin. "Seriously though, I liked your face. Your mouth, specifically. The way you tensed when I touched your lip during the exam." She shrugged. "I went with my gut, and my gut was right."

Her hands moved higher on my thighs, dangerously close to my cock, which was already showing interest again despite our recent activities. "Plus, you seemed like you'd be fun to corrupt. So proper and nervous in the chair. I love watching proper men lose control."

Her fingers brushed over my renewed erection, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from me. "Already? Impressive," she murmured. "But we should probably wrap things up. The cleaning crew will be making their rounds soon."

She helped me off the dental chair, both of us adjusting our clothes to look somewhat presentable. I glanced at my watch, surprised to see almost two hours had passed since I'd arrived.

"Before you go," Amber said, scribbling something on a small appointment card, "let me set you up for your next visit."

She handed me the card, which had a date and time written on it, along with what appeared to be an address—not the dental office's address.

"What's this?" I asked, though I had a pretty good idea.

"Your follow-up appointment," she said, her fingers trailing along my arm. "At my place. This Saturday, 8 PM. I have some... specialized equipment at home that I think you'd enjoy experiencing."

The thought of seeing her again, and soon, sent a thrill through me. "I'll be there," I promised.

She smiled, satisfied with my answer. "Good. And in the meantime," she added, pulling her phone from her pocket, "why don't you give me your number? In case I need to send you any... preparation instructions."

I recited my number, which she saved in her contacts. "There," she said. "Now I can reach you anytime I have a dental emergency."

"Dental emergency?" I echoed with a raised eyebrow.

"You know," she said, her voice dropping to that husky register that had first caught my attention. "When my mouth needs urgent attention."

She kissed me once more, deep and thorough, before leading me to the side door we'd entered through. "Saturday," she reminded me as she unlocked it. "Don't be late. And..." she leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear, "bring your toothbrush. You'll be staying the night."

With that promise hanging in the air, she ushered me out into the evening, watching as I made my way to my car on slightly wobbly legs.



The next day, I was at my desk, trying to focus on work but constantly distracted by memories of Amber and anticipation for Saturday. My phone buzzed with a text notification, and my heart jumped when I saw her name on the screen.

When I opened the message, I nearly choked on my coffee. It was a photo—Amber in what appeared to be her bathroom, completely naked except for a pair of latex gloves, one hand suggestively placed between her legs.

"Thinking about your next exam," the caption read. "Hope your mouth is ready for a thorough workout."

I glanced around the office, making sure no one could see my screen, before typing a response: "More than ready. Been practicing my 'open wide' technique."

Her reply came seconds later: "Good boy. You'll need it. I have a whole list of positions I want to try with that mouth of yours."

The conversation continued throughout the day, each message more explicit than the last. By the time I left work, I was in a state of constant arousal, my mind filled with images of what Saturday night would bring.

That evening, as I lay in bed, my phone buzzed with one final message from Amber—a short video this time. I pressed play, and was treated to the sight of her pleasuring herself, her fingers working between her legs as she moaned my name. The video ended with her looking directly into the camera, her lip caught between her teeth, saying simply, "This is what you do to me. Two more days."

Sleep was a long time coming that night, my body and mind too keyed up with anticipation for what would undoubtedly be the best "dental examination" of my life.

I'd never looked forward to an appointment so much. And as I finally drifted off to sleep, one thought kept circling in my mind: who knew dental health could be so fucking hot?


Part 6: Home Visits

Saturday evening finally arrived after two days of increasingly explicit texts and photos from Amber. I stood outside her apartment building at precisely 8 PM, overnight bag in hand, butterflies in my stomach. The building was nicer than I'd expected—one of those modern luxury complexes with a doorman and a sleek lobby.

"Jacob Reynolds for Amber Williams," I told the doorman, who nodded and directed me to the elevators. "Penthouse level, sir. Ms. Williams is expecting you."

Penthouse? On a dental assistant's salary? The elevator required a key card for the top floor, which the doorman provided, further adding to my curiosity about Amber.

When the doors opened directly into a spacious, stylishly furnished apartment with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, my suspicions were confirmed—there was definitely more to Amber than she'd let on.

"Right on time again," her voice called from somewhere in the apartment. "I appreciate punctuality."

She appeared from what I assumed was the bedroom, and my mouth went dry at the sight of her. Gone were the practical scrubs of the dental office, replaced by a black lace teddy that left little to the imagination, paired with thigh-high stockings and stiletto heels that made her legs look endless.

"Welcome to my home," she said, approaching me with that confident swagger that had first caught my attention. "Like what you see?"

"Both you and the apartment," I replied honestly, setting my overnight bag down. "This is... not what I expected."

She smiled, taking my hand and leading me further into the space. "Let me guess—you're wondering how a dental assistant affords a penthouse?"

"The thought had crossed my mind."

Amber laughed, the sound rich and genuine. "I'm not just a dental assistant," she explained, guiding me to a plush sofa. "That's a hobby, three days a week. My main income comes from my family's real estate investments and my own business ventures."

"Why work as a dental assistant at all, then?" I asked, genuinely curious.

She sat beside me, close enough that I could smell her perfume—the same intoxicating scent from the office. "Because I genuinely enjoy it," she said. "The technical aspects, the precision work." A mischievous smile played at her lips. "And I have a bit of an oral fixation, if you haven't noticed."

Her hand came to rest on my thigh, her nails tracing small patterns through my jeans. "Plus, it provides... opportunities. To meet interesting men with nice mouths."

"Like me?" I asked, my voice rougher than I intended.

"Exactly like you," she confirmed, her hand moving higher. "Men I can bring home and play with."

The directness of her words sent a jolt of arousal through me. "And what kind of play did you have in mind tonight?"

Instead of answering, Amber stood and crossed to a sleek cabinet on the far wall. She opened it to reveal not dishes or books, but an impressive collection of sex toys and BDSM equipment, neatly arranged and organized.

"I told you I had specialized equipment at home," she said, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. "Tonight we're going to explore a few of my favorites."

She selected several items—a pair of leather cuffs, a blindfold, and what appeared to be a small vibrator—before turning back to me. "But first, I think we both need a drink. Wine?"

I nodded, suddenly nervous but incredibly turned on by the direction the evening was taking. Amber moved to the kitchen area, returning with two glasses of red wine. She handed me one before settling beside me again, her leg pressed against mine.

"To oral fixations," she toasted, clinking her glass against mine.

I took a sip of the wine—rich and expensive, like everything else in this apartment—before setting it aside. "So, about those toys..."

Amber's smile widened. "Eager, aren't we?" she teased, finishing her own wine in one swallow. "I like that. But there's no rush. We have all night."

She set her empty glass on the coffee table and took mine as well, placing it beside hers. Then she straddled my lap, her lace-covered breasts level with my face. "First," she said, her voice dropping to that husky tone that drove me wild, "I want to feel your mouth on me again. You've been haunting my dreams since Wednesday."

I didn't need to be told twice. My hands found her waist, pulling her closer as I pressed my lips to the swell of her breast above the lace. She made a small sound of approval, her fingers tangling in my hair as I kissed my way along the edge of the teddy, teasing her with my tongue.

"I've been thinking about your tongue inside me for days," she murmured, grinding against my rapidly hardening cock. "Your mouth is fucking magical."

"Let me show you again," I suggested, my hands moving to cup her ass, squeezing the firm flesh.

She nodded eagerly, climbing off my lap and taking my hand. "Bedroom," she said, tugging me to my feet. "Now."

The bedroom was as impressive as the rest of the apartment—spacious, with a king-sized bed that dominated the space. But what caught my attention were the subtle modifications to the bed frame—reinforced corners with discreet rings attached, clearly designed for restraints.

Amber noticed the direction of my gaze and smiled. "For later," she promised, pushing me gently onto the bed. "First, I need to feel that mouth of yours again."

She stood at the edge of the bed, slowly removing her teddy to reveal her perfect body—the enhanced breasts I'd admired before, the flat stomach, the neatly trimmed strip of blonde hair between her legs. The stockings and heels remained, framing her body like a erotic artwork.

"Scoot back," she instructed, and I complied, moving to the center of the bed.

She crawled onto the mattress, her movements deliberately sensual, until she was straddling my face, her knees on either side of my head. The position was familiar from our encounter in the dental chair, but somehow even more erotic in this setting.

"Open wide," she commanded, lowering herself to my waiting mouth.

I gripped her thighs, steadying her as my tongue found her already wet entrance. She gasped at the contact, her hands bracing against the headboard as I began exploring her folds with long, slow licks.

"Fuck yes," she hissed, her hips moving subtly against my face. "Just like that."

I focused my attention on her clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking gently, drawing increasingly desperate sounds from her. Her thighs tensed around my head, her movements becoming more insistent as her pleasure built.

"Inside," she demanded. "I need your tongue inside me."

I obliged, stiffening my tongue to thrust into her while my nose pressed against her clit. The angle was perfect, allowing me to taste her deeply while still stimulating that sensitive bundle of nerves.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, her hips now moving with purpose, fucking my face in earnest. "Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop."

I had no intention of stopping. The taste of her—tangy and sweet and addictive—drove me wild. I doubled my efforts, alternating between thrusting my tongue inside her and sucking on her clit, determined to make her come even harder than she had in the dental office.

When I felt her thighs begin to tremble, I knew she was close. I focused all my attention on her clit, sucking firmly while flicking it with my tongue in the way I'd learned she liked best.

"I'm coming," she cried out, her body going rigid above me. "Fuck, I'm coming on your face!"

Her release flooded my mouth, her inner muscles pulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. I continued working her with my tongue, drawing out her orgasm until she finally collapsed forward, her body shaking with aftershocks.

"Holy shit," she breathed, rolling off me to lie beside me on the bed. "You really know how to use that mouth."

I turned to face her, my chin and lips wet with her arousal. "I aim to please," I said, unable to keep the satisfaction from my voice.

She laughed, reaching out to trace my damp lips with her finger. "Oh, you please," she assured me. "But now it's time for something a little... different."

She sat up, reaching for the toys she'd brought from the living room. "Hands above your head," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I complied, stretching my arms toward the headboard, a thrill of anticipation running through me as she secured my wrists with the leather cuffs, attaching them to the conveniently placed rings on the bed frame.

"Comfortable?" she asked, checking the tightness of the restraints.

I tugged experimentally—secure but not painful. "Yes," I confirmed.

"Good," she said, reaching for the blindfold. "Because things are about to get very interesting."

The world went dark as she slipped the blindfold over my eyes, heightening my other senses—the sound of her breathing, the scent of her perfume mixed with the musky aroma of sex, the feel of the cool air on my skin as she began to undress me.

"I'm going to explore every inch of you," she promised, her voice coming from somewhere near my feet. "And I'm going to take my time."

I felt the mattress dip as she moved around the bed, then the shock of her mouth suddenly on my inner thigh, kissing her way upward with agonizing slowness. The loss of sight made every touch more intense, more unexpected.

"You're already so hard for me," she observed, her breath hot against my cock but not touching it yet. "So eager."

"Amber," I groaned, pulling slightly against the restraints. "Please."

"Please what?" she asked, her tone teasing. "Tell me exactly what you want."

"Your mouth," I said, past the point of pride. "I want your mouth on me."

"Like this?" she asked, placing a chaste kiss on the tip of my cock.

"More," I begged. "Take me in your mouth."

I felt her shift position, then the wet heat of her mouth engulfing me, taking me deep in one smooth movement that had me arching off the bed as much as the restraints allowed. The sensation was incredible—her talented tongue working the underside, her lips tight around my shaft, her hands holding my hips steady as she bobbed up and down.

Just as I was getting lost in the pleasure, she pulled away, leaving me gasping and desperate. "Not yet," she said, her voice husky with desire. "I have more planned for you."

I heard a faint buzzing sound, then felt the vibrator she'd selected earlier trailing along my inner thigh. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant, a teasing prelude to what I assumed would come next.

But Amber had other ideas. The vibrator moved higher, tracing patterns on my stomach, my chest, circling my nipples until they hardened into sensitive peaks.

"I bet you never imagined a dental appointment would lead to this," she murmured, the vibrator now tracing the line of my jaw. "Tied to my bed, at my mercy."

"Can't say it was in my five-year plan," I managed, earning a laugh from her.

"Your sense of humor is one of the things I like about you," she said, the mattress shifting again as she moved. "That, and your fucking amazing mouth."

The vibrator disappeared, replaced by the feel of her body straddling me once more, this time lower, her wet heat positioned directly over my straining cock.

"I want to ride you again," she said, reaching between us to guide me to her entrance. "But this time, I'm in complete control."

Slowly, torturously, she sank down on me, taking me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed inside her. The sensation was even more intense with the blindfold, my other senses compensating for the loss of sight.

"Feel good?" she asked, her voice strained with pleasure.

"So good," I confirmed, my hips instinctively trying to thrust up into her, prevented by her weight and my restrained position.

"Good," she said, beginning to move with deliberate slowness. "Because I plan to take my time with you tonight."

True to her word, Amber set a leisurely pace, rising and falling on my cock with maddening control. I could tell from her breathing, from the small sounds she made, that she was enjoying herself immensely, but she kept us both on the edge, never allowing the rhythm to build to completion.

"Please," I finally begged after what felt like hours of exquisite torture. "I need to come."

"Not yet," she said, her voice breathy but still commanding. "Not until I say so."

She continued her slow, deliberate movements, occasionally clenching her inner muscles around me in a way that made me see stars behind the blindfold. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, she suddenly increased her pace, her movements becoming more urgent.

"Now," she gasped, her fingers digging into my chest. "Come for me now."

The permission, combined with the increased friction and the hours of buildup, sent me over the edge immediately. I came with a force that shocked me, my entire body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Amber continued to ride me through it, her own orgasm following seconds later, her body clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that seemed to go on forever.

When it was finally over, she collapsed on my chest, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat. After a moment, she reached up to remove my blindfold, then released the cuffs, freeing my hands.

I blinked in the sudden light, my eyes adjusting to find her watching me with a satisfied smile. "Worth the wait?" she asked.

"Definitely," I replied, wrapping my arms around her now that I could move freely again. "Though I think my wrists will be sore tomorrow."

She laughed, rolling off me to lie at my side. "The night's still young," she said, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. "And I have so many more toys I want to try with you."

As she spoke, her hand drifted lower, finding me already beginning to harden again at the promise in her words. "Impressive recovery time," she noted with approval. "You might be my favorite patient yet."

"And you," I said, pulling her in for a deep kiss, "are definitely my favorite dental professional."

She smiled against my lips. "Just wait until your next cleaning," she promised. "I have a whole new set of tools I want to introduce you to."

And as she reached for another toy from her collection, I knew with certainty that I'd never miss a dental appointment again.
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