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A New Job

I never thought I’d be grateful for a chipped tooth sending me to the dentist, but seeing the receptionist just
 filling out a help wanted ad was like a blessing.  I walked through the door expecting to pay a fortune, and I left with a new and badly needed job.

Of course, it meant I had to wait to get my tooth fixed, since I didn’t dare bounce a check with my new boss.  That was fine, though.  It didn’t hurt, it was just extremely annoying and I couldn’t stop running my tongue over it to check the damage.

The friends I’d made at dental school would be so jealous of me when they found out I got a job before any of them, and I could hardly wait to tell them about it.  I’d only be allowed to do paperwork or simple tasks, and needed to be constantly supervised, but I didn’t care; I would be working and getting both a paycheck and some genuine real world experience.

My boss was great too.  Not only was he a super hunk and a really nice guy, he also didn’t try to take advantage of me by making me stay late like he usually did.  I wanted to impress him and offered to catch up on paperwork after hours, but he wouldn’t hear of it.  He was a class act, or so I thought.

As the old receptionist finished her last few days, I began handling more and more of the patient records, and started noticing some discrepancies.  Mainly, none of the clients he saw at the end of the day showed up in the files anywhere.

It explained why he didn’t want me around after hours, but if he wanted to do some work off the books, that was his business, not mine.  I had no problem whatsoever with under the table cash deals, and thought it might even be a way to get my tooth fixed for free or at least at a heavy discount.

As soon as my bank account recovered from the backlog of debts I’d incurred over the last year, I’d broach the subject with him and see what kind of deal we could work out.  I quickly settled into a good routine, and everything was going great… or almost everything, anyway.

The better I got to know him, the more I became attracted to him.  I didn’t know if he was already in a relationship, or if he just didn’t want to get slapped with a sexual harassment suit, but either way, he ignored every advance I made.

It was frustrating as hell, since I considered myself a better than average girl in the looks department, and could put a rather significant amount of cleavage on display when I wanted to… and you can bet your ass I did!

My dresses became shorter and my neck line plunged deeper with each day I tried to get him to notice me.  After a month of that, I probably would’ve done him right on the examination room floor if he asked me to, but I was never that lucky.  I considered pushing him a bit, but didn’t want to risk losing my job.

I thought for a while that he might be gay, but almost all of his late night clients were attractive girls, and his eyes were filled with lust whenever he thought nobody was watching him.  Why didn’t he look at me that way?

By the end of the second month I’d pretty much given up on getting him into the sack, and concentrated on learning as much as I could from him.  With my second month’s paycheck, I thought I might have enough to spare for a cash deal to fix my tooth finally, so I brought up the topic on a night when it looked like he didn’t have anyone coming in.

“Excuse me, Dr. Nitrell,” I began.  “It’s none of my business, but I couldn’t help noticing the clients you bring in at the end of the day never have any paperwork to go with their visits.  I’m all for cash jobs that the taxman can’t nail you on, and was wondering if you’d be willing to fix my tooth at a discount.”

“I’d be willing to do it for free,” he said, chuckling slightly.  “Do you know how much that thing’s been annoying me?  Every time I see you smile, I have an almost irresistible urge to order you in the chair so I can take care of it.  By the way, you never told me how you chipped it in the first place.”

“Oh, I was behind schedule and rushing in the kitchen, trying to get dinner ready for a date I had coming over that night.  I opened up the cupboard holding my spices, re-read the recipe to make sure I knew what I was doing, and when I raised my head and turned, BAM… right into the corner of the open door.”

“Ouch.  You’re lucky you didn’t do any worse damage.”

“I didn’t feel very lucky at the time, and to add insult to injury, my date stood me up, the bastard.”

“Well, Cindy, if you want to get that thing fixed, and don’t have any plans for tonight, then why don’t we take care of it.”

“I haven’t had any night time plans since I started working here,” I said, a wry grin on my face.  “You’re really willing to do this for free?”

“Count on it,” he affirmed.  “Go ahead and make yourself comfortable in the chair, and I’ll be there shortly.  I promise I won’t stand you up like that foolish other guy.”

I laughed at his little joke and ditched my light coat and purse, made a quick pit stop in the restroom, and hopped up into the chair to wait for him.  I was excited about getting my annoying tooth finally fixed, but I was also super nervous.

Just because I wanted to be a dentist, it didn’t automatically mean I liked being on the receiving end of even the simplest procedure.  My eyes kept wandering to the items and equipment I’d laid out in preparation for him, making sure I hadn’t missed anything.

After about the tenth time, my gaze stopped and locked onto something that might help my extremely frayed nerves; the Entonox cylinder and mask.  Should I?  Nitrous wasn’t normally used for something simple like this, but why not?

It would definitely calm me down, and there had to be perks for someone who actually worked here.  After hemming and hawing for a minute, I decided to go for it.  Even if he shut it down when he got here, at least I’d be calm enough that I wouldn’t embarrass myself in front of him.

I leaned over to spin the valve open, and brought the mouthpiece with me as I lay back in the chair and made myself comfortable.  Unlike the regular nitrous nose mask, this one was a positive demand type that required me to actually bite down on it before the flow would start.

It was a bit of a pain in the ass, but was super safe since if a patient administered too much to themselves, they wouldn’t be able to maintain pressure on the mouth piece as they started going under.  I bit down and started taking deep, regular breaths, trying to count off the thirty seconds it would take before I felt the full effect.

I must’ve been counting slow, because I lost track at twenty-five and began giggling at my inability to count any higher.  My whole body began tingling, and my arms felt like they had weights attached to them.  I laughed at the way they flopped around as I tried to move them.

I bit down again and took the deepest breath I could, holding it until the room started spinning around me and my ears were ringing.  I noticed one of my arms was dangling off to the side at a funny angle, but couldn’t be bothered to bring it back to my lap.  I was really floating now.

I also found myself getting hot, and in more ways than one.  I was glad I took my light jacket off, but wished I had the foresight to pop a few extra buttons on my shirt.  I also began to wish I wasn’t wearing any panties, since the gas was making me extremely hot and bothered.

The problem compounded itself when I tried to open my shirt a little, but wound up simply caressing my breasts when my coordination failed.  I seemed to automatically take in more gas whenever the opportunity presented itself, making the complicated task of unbuttoning my shirt impossible.

“And what do we have here?” A voice said from somewhere above me.  “Tsk tsk tsk… you should know better than to self-administer gas without permission and proper supervision.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, as he took the gas away.  “Scared.”

“You’re scared of a simple procedure like this?”

“Yeah… scared and hot,” I said, fighting to get the simple words out.

“It completely understandable and perfectly fine, but not like you are,” he said.  “You could hurt yourself, flailing your arms around like that.  If you want nitrous while I work, then I’ll have to take care of that for you.”

“Sure, yeah,” I giggled, coming down a bit, but still feeling higher than a kite.  I was happy he wasn’t too mad with me.

He fitted the nose mask on me, sending me back into the stratosphere in short order.  I vaguely realized he was strapping my wrists down to the arms of the chair to prevent me from hurting myself, and wished I’d been able to open my shirt first.

My head was lolled to the side, and at the angle I was looking, I could see he had a bit of a tent pitched in the front of his pants.  Maybe he actually did
 notice I was a woman, and a good looking one at that.

Another strap went over my chest, and I laughed when I got my wish; when he buckled it tight, he’d accidentally popped the top button loose for me.  What luck!  The ringing in my ears intensified and I felt myself slipping away even farther than before.  Satisfied with my restraints, he used a spreader to hold my mouth open and got to work.

Most of the work he did was a blur, and I might’ve even fallen asleep for part of it, but when my head finally started to clear, I felt relief that it was finally over.  My jaw was a bit sore from being held wide open for so long, and my panties were drenched from my reaction to the gas, but I felt really good overall.

He must’ve been running almost pure oxygen through my mask, since my head was clearing super-fast.  It wasn’t long before he removed it completely and shut everything down.

“How are we feeling?” he asked.

“Great,” I replied.  “My mouth is still a bit numb from the Novocain, and I need to go to the bathroom, but I feel better than I thought I would.  You do good work.”

“Thanks.  Feel free to go relieve yourself when you feel able to move around, but I’m going to keep you here for at least another half hour to make sure you’re ok to drive.”

“That’s fine,” I said, slowly getting out of the chair and making my way to the restroom.

After I peed, my hand brushed over my clit while wiping myself, and it felt like an electric shock.  Until that moment, I hadn’t fully realized how horny I still was.  It took a supreme act of will to pull my hand away and not rub myself to an orgasm right then and there.

Instead, I was a good girl and maintained my composure, returning to my desk and sitting there for the proscribed thirty minutes until he gave me the all clear and allowed me to leave.  When I got back to my apartment, however, I gave in to my carnal desires.

The second the door closed behind me I started removing my clothes, making a beeline for my bedroom and the Battery Operated Boyfriend waiting in my nightstand drawer.  BOB got a real workout that night as I relived my earlier experience, and I even needed to change the batteries before I was fully sated.

I still felt horny when I finally fell asleep, but I was more than content.  What a day!


A New Experience

I woke up the next morning feeling totally wiped out, almost like I hadn’t slept a wink.  My covers were a mess and my sheets were soaked, so I guessed I must’ve been tossing and turning all night.  There was also a huge wet spot below my crotch, so I knew what kind of dreams had kept me from sleeping properly.

I was also going to be late for work if I didn’t get my ass in gear, so I forced myself to get up and get my morning routine over with so I could open the office on time.  I somehow managed to beat him there, but barely.

“How’s the tooth feel?” he asked as he walked in.

“It feels perfect, thanks.  You have no idea how much it really bothered me, and I owe you big time for what you did.”

“Think nothing of it,” he chuckled.  “It was a real pleasure to finally get you in the chair so I could take care of things.  Now enough about that… what’s on the agenda for this morning?”

I consulted the schedule and ran through the daily appointments, getting into the normal routine almost immediately.  It was a pretty busy morning and I didn’t have much time to think about anything other than work, but the afternoon was another story.

After three routine checkups, the next two people called and cancelled, leaving us to pretty much twiddle our thumbs.  With nothing to do, he had me lock the doors and close early so he could do some routine maintenance on his tools and equipment.

It looked like he was going to send me home early, but I volunteered to do inventory instead and he immediately jumped on my offer.  He really hated the humdrum stuff like inventory and paperwork with a passion.

I didn’t care much for it myself, but it was part of the job, he was the boss, and I needed the money.  It took quite a while to perform a complete inventory of our supplies, and after making an order list of the common things we’d need more of soon like gloves and gauze pads, I looked around for more things to do.

The only thing I hadn’t checked was the drug closet, since he kept it locked up tight.  I went to ask him for his keys, but found him deep in concentration in his own work.  Instead of bothering him, I quietly plucked the keys off his desk and went to finish up my inventory.

When I opened it up and got my first look inside, the contents of his drug inventory didn’t just surprise me, it left me totally speechless.  In addition to the regular drugs I was expecting, he had a large supply of stuff that was totally out of place.

He had massive amounts of halothane, propofol, chloral hydrate, sevoflurane, Rohypnol, and even chloroform!  Flashes of memory suddenly returned from my night in the chair, and I knew without a doubt that he’d used more than gas on me that night.

My knees went weak with reaction, but not in the expected way; I found myself incredibly turned on with what I thought he’d done to me.  It appeared my boss did
 actually notice I was an attractive girl, he just had a sleepy fetish.

It all began to finally come clear… the late nights alone with the attractive women, the repeat visits from the same after-hours clients, and most importantly, what had happened to me the previous night.

A plan popped into my head, and before I could change my mind, I went to put it in action.  I left the closet unlocked and went to his office to put his keys back.  I waited at the doorway until he looked up from his work, and then cleared my throat to get his attention.

“Excuse me, Dr. Nitrell, but do you have a moment?”

“Sure, Cindy,” he replied, putting down the rag he was using to clean his hands.  “What do you need?”

“I finished inventory and put together a list of things we’ll need to order.”

“Great, thanks a ton.  I hate inventory more than anything.”

“No problem.”

“Did you want to leave early?  I’ll pay you for the full day, even if you want to take off.”

“Well, I was wondering if you’d be willing to do one more little off the record job for me.”

“Oh?”

“Yes… would you be willing to do a full oral exam on me?  I hate to admit it, but I’m actually behind on my regular checkup.”

“I suppose I could do that.  I’ve got about twenty minutes left here, but then I’m all yours.”

“Thanks, doc,” I said, flashing my biggest smile his way.  “I really appreciate it.  I’ll wait for you in the exam room.”

“I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he promised, turning back to his work.

My heart was racing as I went to get ready for him.  The first thing I did was take my shirt off so I could ditch my bra.  I deliberately left the top three buttons undone when I put my shirt back on, and my hard nipples would be impossible for him to miss.

I pulled my panties down and stepped out of them, leaving them on the counter next to my bra.  I didn’t bother laying out the regular instruments on the service table, electing instead to put out a selection of all the items I’d found in the drug closet.

I had no clue as to what he’d really use, but I was ok with all of it, getting wetter in anticipation as I added each new item to the stand.  I was a little nervous about some of the things I put out, namely the chloroform and the needles, but I’d already gone too far to back out, even if I wanted to.

I finished the tray off by adding all the leather straps I found in one of the drawers, and hopped up into the chair.  I opened up the Entonox canister valve and put the mouthpiece in easy reach, but only took one little test hit to make sure the flow was right.  I needed my wits about me for a while yet.

I loosely put two straps over each arm of the chair, making sure my own arm would be able to slide in the loops.  Once those were in place, I put three of the long Velcro straps around the back, holding them temporarily in place with a bit of tape.

I grabbed the mouthpiece and made sure it would stay in my mouth without any intervention, and grabbed the first strap, pulling it tight and welding my hips to the chair.  Feeling wanton, I undid two more buttons before securing the next two straps, one below and the other above my heaving breasts.

I slid my left arm into the loops I’d prepared earlier, and tightened them as well as I could with only one hand free.  I managed to get it tighter than I’d initially thought, and slid my right arm into the loops on the other side.  I wished I could’ve gotten them as tight, but there was no way for me to do it.

Secured as much as I could, I bit down on the mouthpiece and started the flow of gas.  Once again, I never made it to thirty before my body began tingling and my fingertips went numb.  I managed to keep pressure on the valve far longer than normal this time, and the ringing in my ears and the spinning of the room was far stronger than it should’ve been.

I floated on my hazy cloud again for a long, long time until I heard a voice come to me from a great distance.

“You never cease to amaze me,” it said.

Through blurry eyes, I saw his face in front of mine, and he was actually smiling for once.

“Are you sure you really want to go down this road?” He asked.

I was strapped down in a chair… what road was he talking about?  I answered yes, after thinking about it for a while and understanding what he was actually asking.

I sort of watched as he fixed the loose loops securing my right arm, pulling them nice and tight.  I was disappointed when he began removing the straps around my chest, but only for a moment.  To my eternal delight, he finished unbuttoning my shirt and fully exposed my breasts before replacing the straps even tighter than before.  The cool air felt wonderful on my exposed nipples.

Even through the nitrous induced haze, I felt the sting in my arm as he put a needle into it.  I wasn’t sure what it was for, but the pain was momentary, and the resulting euphoria was amazing.  My mouthpiece was replaced with a nasal inhaler, and all seemed good with the world.

When my eyes were able to focus on him next, I saw he was completely naked, his impressive member already standing at attention.  I wanted to spread my legs for him, but couldn’t figure out how to do it.

It didn’t matter; he used another pair of straps to secure my knees to the end of the chair arms, holding me wide open and vulnerable to whatever he had in mind.  When he climbed on top of me and slid between my hungry folds, I thought my heart might explode from the incredible surge of pleasure that lanced through my body.

He took me hard and fast, my head swimming more now with lust than with the gas.  I’d never had an orgasm in bondage before, but the second I started cumming, the difference was readily apparent.

I’m usually very vocal and active when I have an orgasm, but being unable to move or scream like normal seemed to amplify the effect.  It rolled over me in waves, each one more powerful than the last, sending me to a place that shouldn’t have existed, but for a fleeting moment, did.

He kept pumping away between my legs, keeping my orgasm from fully subsiding, and driving each aftershock into a new surge of carnal delight.  I thought I might go crazy from the intense pleasure, but before I could he crawled up over me and put his cock into my mouth.

I tried to give him a proper blowjob, but my mouth didn’t seem to be working right.  It didn’t matter since he began thrusting away, fucking my limp face like it didn’t matter.  It didn’t take long before he tensed up and started cumming, his seed mixing with my saliva and pooling on my tongue.

Once he was finished he climbed off of me and used the suction hose to clear my mouth, giving the nitrous knob a little tweak before stepping out of sight.  I was floating into orbit by the time he returned and turned it down again, but my night wasn’t over yet.

I quickly returned to Earth when I felt him dive between my legs and start licking like there was no tomorrow.  My passion which had been on the wane was brought right back into focus, as his talented tongue began working between my lips and over my clit.

Once again I went into orbit, but this time riding on the high of a climax… and what a high it was.  As before, he didn’t bother stopping once I came, and this time he kept going until I had another glorious explosion.  It took me a long time to recover from that one, and the afterglow was simply incredible.

He gave me a few minutes to calm down, but then climbed back between my legs, ready for another round.  When he slid into me this time, he pressed down with all of his weight and held himself deep inside of me, simply rotating his hips to provide the needed stimulation.

I’d never encountered that technique before, but holy shit, was it ever effective.  I found myself building to another orgasm faster than I thought humanly possible.  It felt like he did that for about a million years, but even on a real world clock, I think it was a very long time.

He eventually had to stop that and start fucking me normally, his own climax closing in.  I came yet again as he did, and every spurt of his hot seed inside me was like a jolt of pure, distilled ecstasy.  I came so hard, I thought my toenails would pop out.

I felt the difference when he replaced the nitrous with pure oxygen, but while I was recovering, he managed to finger me to one final orgasm that left me totally wiped out.  Fully sated for the first time in my life, I passed out from the sheer expenditure of energy and emotions he’d infused into me.

***

I awoke on the long couch in our waiting room, my head cushioned by his suit jacket.  I stretched and was surprised to find myself fully dressed, my own jacket draped over my body to keep me warm while I slept.

My mind was still a little fuzzy, but there was no mistaking what my body felt; pure contentment and relaxation.  God, did I ever need that fuck.  I was a little sad it was all over, but then perked up as I realize one important fact…

He never did finish my oral exam, so I’d have to schedule a new appointment as soon as possible.
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

Please feel free to contact me: edwardlaste@gmail.com
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