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Chapter I

I had an appointment for my yearly dental exam on Tuesday morning. Not exactly my favorite way to start the day. Ever since I was a kid, I had an innate fear of the dentist. I vaguely remember an episode where my dad took me for a cavity that needed filling. I couldn’t have been more than six at the time, but all I remember from that day was running out of the office and screaming.

My dad gave me the lecture about “Big boys are NOT supposed to be afraid of dentists!” Did nothing for me. So I always put off visits until I had a serious problem brewing.

But Dr. Trigg was different. He had an easy-going way with “cowards,” and we got along fine. So, albeit reluctantly, I went to his office.

I stepped inside and the smell of clove oil and the sound of the drill hit me right away; but “something” was off. Elsa the plump, stone-faced receptionist was at her desk, but I didn’t hear the laughter and gregarious banter of Dr. Trigg.

Elsa greeted me with all the personality of a mortician at a convention of immortals. “Good morning Mr. Warren, please sign in here,” and she handed me the clipboard with the smiley faces to grade pain, and did your insurance change? That answer was always “N/A” cause NO ONE has dental insurance, at least that I knew of.

“Dr. Trigg is out of town this week for a family emergency, but Dr. Pleasant is filling in for him,” Elsa said. I felt like making a joke, you know filling in – the dentist? But it would probably go right over that dense head.

So I sat down and waited for about fifteen minutes, the sound of the drill only increasing my anxiety. To make matters worse, I usually take a XANAX an hour before the appointment, but I forgot to take it.

My wife was hounding me about shaving over the sink, and a bunch of her other pet peeves – a real “joy” that Marilyn of mine is. She is the other main reason that XANAX and I have cultivated a loving relationship.

I was also sweating. It was only the first week of June and already the mercury hit ninety several times in the last few days.

“Elsa, is the air conditioning not working? It’s stifling in here.”

“Yes Mr Warren,” she said in that pleasant undertaker monotone, “The AC is on the fritz,” and she was fucking laughing! Her laughter, combined with her pasty complexion sounded like a death rattle.

I couldn’t even remember a June here in Harrisburg, PA that was ever this hot.

I heard a female voice coming from the operatory – strange because Dr. Trigg always worked alone.

Then I heard another female voice coming from inside. A few minutes later I saw a forty-something year-old man leave the room. That must mean that Dr. Pleasant was a woman and there was a female assistant in there with her!

Elsa picked up the intercom. “Yes Dr. Pleasant, I’m sending Mr. Warren in now.” She nodded at me, and I walked into the dental operatory. I was greeted with a VERY pleasant (no pun intended) sight. There were two beautiful women inside who greeted me with nice smiles and equally pleasing demeanors.

“Hello Mr. Warren, I’m Dr. Pleasant and I’ll be taking over for Dr. Trigg today. This is Julie, my hygienist.” Very fancy; a dentist with her own traveling hygienist.

She could have done her examination of my mouth right there because my jaw was hanging open! First, Dr. Pleasant was sexy as fuck, and the growing bulge in my pants showed it. Her hair was a light red, which was long and hung freely around her shoulders, in bangs on her forehead.

She wore a long, white lab coat, sleeves rolled up to her elbows with goggles over her owl-rimmed glasses. A mask hung around her neck. All I saw was leg under the lab coat – very smooth, long, and shapely legs. With “fetish lovers” white, strapped high heels!

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she wasn’t wearing ANYTHING under her lab coat. She did have a cotton top on, very low cut with breasts that had to be double D size! The cleavage view was incredible, and I wasn’t even in the chair yet.

I saw beads of sweat on her exposed breast, chest, between her breasts, and forehead. The assistant had light brown skin, a nice size ass and her hair was braided. She had on a blue scrub top that had sweat stains all over the front.

❤️❤️❤️

“Nice to meet you doctor, Julie,” I said as I climbed into the treatment chair.

“Likewise Mr. Warren,” Dr. Pleasant said.

“Please Doctor, call me Mike,” I said, barely able to conceal my arousal, of which all eight, thick inches of were at attention.

It may have been my imagination, it happened so quickly, but I could have sworn her eyeballs did a snap inspection. But! HOLY SHIT! Now that I was seated, I could see that she wasn’t even wearing a top! I could just make out the thinnest bra string connecting her breasts!

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was expecting the camera man to come out noticing the shock on my face to say, “Surprise! You’ve been skunked!” I’m referring to that new TV show that puts people in compromising sexual situations and then the host pops out at the last minute.

“Well okay Mike,” Dr Pleasant said, “Julie’s going to set you up and take some X-Rays and then I’ll take a look�� around and see what’s what.” She had her hand on my shoulder and was rubbing her palm on it a little bit “too informal,” but I wasn’t complaining. I was salivating at how HOT this woman presented herself, and I knew that suction contraption was going to work overtime for sure!

Just then the building’s fire alarm sounded. Elsa was speaking on the office phone, and she came into the room and said, “We have to leave the building, something about the fire department checking out a gas leak. They want us to stand across the street – away from the building.”

So we all had to take the stairs down three floors and go outside with the rest of the tenants of the professional building.

“Come with me Mike, you’re my last patient of the morning, and my afternoon is light. Why don’t we go to the Starbucks and grab a cup of coffee? Would you like that?” she said, as she practically pulled my elbow. Damn! Her voice was so smooth and silky. I could listen to that sound forever. What a difference between her and the shit show I had at home! Her hand moved down from my elbow to my arm which she intertwined with mine. My cock was as hard as her drill, and I couldn’t believe this was real! A couple of passersby did a double take at her. Julie remained behind with Elsa and the others.

“Sure, why not? I’m off the whole day today.”

“What is it you do Mike?”

“I’m a lawyer and I have a case to prepare for at home – but that’s tonight.”

“Oh good, no pressure,” she laughed. Then she did something that surprised me more, if that was even possible. She reached into the pocket of her lab coat and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and a pink lighter.

“I thought dentists didn’t smoke, Dr Pleasant.”

“Okay, now it’s my turn Mike. I’d prefer if you called me Valerie.”

I pretended to clear my throat and I repeated: “I thought dentists didn’t smoke, Valerie.”

“I know, it’s a dirty, disgusting habit, but sometimes it just calms me down when I’m wired.”

“You’re wired – now? Why?”

She sighed and said, “I’ll tell you about it later, Mike. I don’t want to bore you with my troubles.”

Shit – she could bore me all day. I loved the contact of her sweat-soaked forearm against my skin. We had only crossed the street and I was letting all my fantasies get the better of me.

We were walking to the STARBUCKS which was just across the next intersection on our side of the street when we came to a narrow alleyway between buildings. Suddenly, with me in tow, she made a ninety degree turn into the alleyway, pulling me along. We walked a while, a green metal trash dumpster blocking half the alleyway. “Where are we . . . ,” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

She pressed me against the brick wall, her body pinning me against it. She took a last, very sexy hollow cheek drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my face; not even finishing the exhale when she pressed her mouth against mine and shoved her smoky tongue into my mouth. I’ve always been turned on by attractive women smokers, especially horny ones who knew exactly what they were doing. I had a HUGE smoking fetish, and Valerie definitely knew what she was doing! I smoked occasionally, going outside because my wife didn’t allow it in the house. Sometimes I would jerk off when I smoked, and I knew FOR SURE that tonight would be one of those nights!

She now had both palms planted against the brick wall, making a “cage” with her arms and body that I couldn’t escape from. Who would want to? She was pressing her waist against my cock and moving herself up and down me and moaning; all the while keeping her mouth pressed tightly against mine. She broke contact briefly and whispered with that crazy, smoky breath; “someone is very hard today,” and resumed kissing me.

Her nipples were erect and pressed through the sweaty bra and lab coat, giving me chills as they touched my chest. It was like two, hard, fleshy pins touching me. The smell of her perfume, her smoke and sweat was driving me beyond crazy. I could tell she was lost in a female pre-orgasmic state somewhere.

I hadn’t felt my cock ache and throb like that in a long, long, time.

She was gasping – “Mike! I NEED to suck your cock NOW! It’s so big and I must take it till I choke on it; then I want you to fuck every opening of my body!” Her desperate fingers started to tremble and fumble with my belt and my zipper.

I saw out of the corner of my eyes pedestrians passing by the alleyway, some pausing to look down at us about 100 yards away, and smiling. They couldn’t see past our shoulders, but it was obvious what they were looking at.

The next part took every ounce of strength and willpower I had, which was fading fast to do what I did next, knowing that I might have to go home and kill myself after I did it.

I pulled off her mouth, and my breathing was shaky as I said: “Valerie, we’re too exposed here, we’re both professional people; and if a cop should see us or pass by, we could be cited for indecent exposure. There’s also the grammar school across from the STARBUCKS, and getting caught would end our careers. Let’s think before we go any further!”

She slowly took her hands off my pants which she was pulling towards her, and she started crying! Part of me felt like an asshole, and part of me felt that this was the right thing to do. I had to think quickly to try and salvage something. I had a “red devil” on one shoulder and a “white angel” on my other shoulder arguing with each other in my mind.

She held me close, and I thought she would be very angry with me and never want me to touch her again, but I was wrong. She only cried harder and buried her face in my shoulder.

“What’s wrong Valerie?” I asked.

“Mike,” she said. “I’m so sorry – you’re right. We’re both sensible professionals, and this really isn’t the place for this; but I have a . . . a ‘condition,’ and I owe you an explanation. Could we please go to the STARBUCKS, have a coffee and I’ll explain, before we go back to the office?”

“Sure,” I said. I felt guilty, stupid, sorry, and right all at the same time.

❤️❤️❤️

We ordered two iced coffees, and sat down at the table. We heard the fire engines coming down the block to our building, so I knew we’d still be away for a while.

However, my act of chivalry left my balls bluer than blue, and Dr. Pleasant sweating profusely. She still attracted stares from the male customers who came in. Who could blame them.

“Mike,” she began – “I owe you an explanation, and I don’t know where to start.”

“The beginning is usually the best place Valerie,” I said. She took a deep breath and put her hands flat on the table, but only after touching my knees first.

“I have an unusual medical condition, of which very little is known. I’m being treated by an endocrinologist, but I don’t like the treatment. The medical term for it is “Heat Induced Nymphomania - Erotica Syndrome,” known by the acronym ‘HINES’ (Hy- Nees).”

“What is it exactly?” I asked, curious of course, but also concerned; I mean, I had just met this woman, and never had such an experience with a woman so soon after meeting – certainly not in a situation like this.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

What it is,” she began, “is that when the temperature goes over ninety degrees Fahrenheit, I have a FLOOD of Estrogen and Progesterone – female sex hormones into my bloodstream. So much in fact, that it causes me to sweat and to have an unnatural hyper sex drive. Until I started with my endocrinologist, Dr. Casey, one of the pioneers in this research, I was totally out of control. I mean, I would literally bang the mailman or cable service technician!

I am also bisexual, have been for some time, and that’s where Julie comes in. She is a dental hygienist, but if there are no men around, she is “on-call” to help me get through an acute episode of the illness.”

She paused, trembling, to wipe at her eyes. It was then I noticed how truly beautiful she was. Her eyes were aquamarine, and the mascara she had on was running.

I placed my hands on top of hers, and she was biting her bottom lip which was always a turn-on for me when women did that. I was afraid (almost hoping) that she would lose control and make a grab for my stiff and very disappointed cock under the table. The “devil” on my shoulder was whispering, YOU IDIOT! See what you did!!?? Now she’s going to go back to the office, work on you and then lady-fuck her assistant, probably with a HULK-SIZED strap-on. .

She continued. “The treatment consists of testosterone injections monthly – a very low dose, but the side effects are murder, plus they cause “hirsuitism,” a condition which causes me to grow hair on my face and back.” She let out a big sigh. “So I stopped the regular treatment and usually get just a small amount in July – only. But I never considered a heat wave so early in the season. In the winter I’m fine and my libido goes back to normal.” She laughed. “I suppose I should move my practice to Antarctica. Dr. Trigg is a friend of mine from dental school, and we used to fuck our way through finals.”

“I see,” I said. Lucky Dr. Trigg.

“Mike, this is why I can never get married or commit to any man, or woman, because I never know what might happen. I constantly have to take cold baths or showers to lower my hormonal output.” She started sobbing again. I got us both another iced coffee. The air conditioning in the STARBUCKS helped to relax her a bit and cool her off.

“Well Valerie, what can I do to help? I mean, you have to go back to work.”

“Yes, but as I told you, I have a light afternoon schedule, and then I’m off.” She studied me for a moment. “There IS something you can do to help me Mike.”

“Go ahead, I’m all ears.”

“Well, Julie will go home with me; sometimes she spends weeks with me during the summer, but now . . . “ her eyes were looking at me and her pupils were completely dilated and black, and her voice was distant, but seductive. “But now, I’m craving COCK. I mean really honest to God COCK,” she was loud, embarrassingly so, that I wanted to shrink into my chair.

“And I want YOUR’S Mike!! I NEED you inside me – desperately!!” This time she spoke in a harsh whisper that made no heads turn – only mine, swivel around like Linda Blair in “The Exorcist.” I was with a sex demon, a sex vampire! She began to shift in her seat, practically trying to fuck the chair. Just imagine having your ass itch badly and you can’t scratch it in public.

My so-called marriage wasn’t even an issue – I could easily make up an excuse, like I had to defend a serial killer or something, and stay late.

“Well Valerie,” I said. “I’m married, but not happily, and if you’d like, maybe I could come over to your house tonight.” There it was, I laid all my cards on the table. She started breathing again, and her eyes welled up.

“Oh would you?” She said excitedly. “That would be so good! You could actually be a big part of my treatment!!! No need to even feel guilty; you’d be helping a sick friend. Think of it like that! All the guys I’ve met were real scum and just tried to use me and only pretend they cared! But I know you’re sincere Mike! So you’ll do it!? Can you come by around seven o’ clock?”

“Sure Valerie, it would be my pleasure! I mean, we’re both adults and as you said – professionals, so it’s ok. Just one thing.”

“What’s that Mike?”

“Promise me that when we go back to the office and you work on my mouth, that you’ll use the Nitrous!”

She laughed. “Of course! It’s the least I can do. I see the engines leaving, we should be getting back. I need a cigarette badly.”

I was so charged up and thinking about this evening that I asked her: “Uh, can you please give me one of yours?”

“Sure I can.” So she lit me up and as we walked back to the office, she pulled me back into the alley “for a quick fix.” All it did was make my starving cock quiver like a jackhammer working overtime.

To say it was hard “playing normal” when we got back to the office would be an understatement. It was CRAZY. Julie knew what was going on, and she kept a close eye on her boss. Valerie did her thing, and found no problems with my teeth.

Before I left the treatment room, her hands were shaking, and she asked for my cell phone. When she realized that she couldn’t even type in her contact info, Julie took my phone and did it for her. As Julie was typing away, Valerie was rubbing her pelvis against my thigh.

Good thing Elsa never moved from her desk. Julie said nothing because she was used to this unusual behavior from her boss.

Dr. Pleasant lived in Carlisle, which was about a thirty-minute drive from my home in H-Burg. I got a text about six-fifteen from Julie asking if I was on my way; that Dr. Pleasant was in bad shape and sitting in a bathtub of cold water.

I was tempted to text back that Dr. Warren is on his way with the treatment, but thought better of it. What did Valerie call it again? HYNEES? Whatever, it just meant that I was gonna get some relief from my aching balls! My wife was used to me leaving the home at all hours, so I was okay there; not that I cared all that much what she thought.

Cold water bathtub or not, when I rang the bell, Julie answered, wearing a robe, and told me that Dr. Pleasant was “a hot mess and in OUR bedroom.” It just confirmed what I thought all along – that Julie lived there with Valerie; maybe not just for the summer. I followed her up the carpeted stairway to the second floor.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

I heard an otherworldly moan coming from the bedroom. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. First let me say that it had to be at least forty Fahrenheit in that bedroom; the AC was blasting.

In the middle of a huge king-sized bed, was a beautiful, nude, sweaty, redhead with an incredible figure, somehow painted with waterproof makeup and shiny red lip-gloss, plunging a nine-inch wide, ribbed, black silicone, self-lubricating, vibrating dildo, like a possessed fiend into her pussy.

She didn’t even notice me when I entered the room. I was amazed at how deep she was plunging that thing inside her. The high-hat light over the bed showed that she was covered in sweat; her hair long and tangled, legs spread wide open, going in and out, in and out. A newly lit Virginia Slim 120 hung out of the side of her mouth, smoke billowing out of her nostrils.

Julie told me; “She’s been like this since she got out of the tub an hour ago! She made me fuck her with the strap on first!”

Valerie screamed out and threw her head back, scaring me. She took the cigarette out of her mouth, saw me, and yelled, “Take some of this, then give me a drag! And take your fucking clothes off and get in this bed!”

I took the cigarette (I needed it after watching Valerie in action), then I held it in my hand giving Valerie a drag. Julie took her robe off and she was wearing a leather fetish outfit of sorts. She went into the bathroom and came out wearing a leather cat mask with ears, a black leather underbust tied in front, and black satin panties with a long leather tail – the end of it another vibrating dildo.

Valerie, still thrusting, had a second orgasm – since I came in, in the space of twenty minutes. I slipped my clothes off, my cock harder than Gibraltar, and still throbbing from the play in the alleyway this morning.

I climbed onto the bed and my cock was so hard I could break walnuts with it. Valerie took her massive dildo out and threw it on the ground. Julie picked it up and immediately took it to the bathroom to clean it.

I turned my head to watch Julie leave the room and I felt fingernails grabbing my shoulders; Valerie holding me close to her. In between gasps she said, “I hope you have enough cum inside you to satisfy me and put my fire out!”

I couldn’t answer because she pressed her entire body against me, and locked her lips with mine, sending her tongue to the back of my throat. I was overwhelmed by the smells of a woman in heat, perfume, and the erotic smell of smoke.

She grabbed my cock like a vice grip, and started sucking on it like her life depended on it. She moaned and ground her wet, engorged pussy against my thigh. At first she teased and sucked my tip, but then quickly took all of me; all of my eight inches to the back of her throat.

She was going up and down on me and she quivered and shook. I felt her squirt on my thigh, and it ran down my thigh coating the bed sheets.

I was this close to cumming, when in a move worthy of an Olympic gymnast, she pulled her mouth off of my cock and flipped around; her belly on the bed and her ass sticking up in the air. She was hoarse from screaming and she yelled out “NOW FUCK ME LIKE THE SWEATY HOT SLUT I AM. I WANT YOU TO RAM ME!!!!”

I obliged and her pussy closed around my meaty cock like a Venus Fly Trap as it went into a very slick and cum-starved cunt. She had a ring on her clit hood, and she played with it; supported by one arm; and cried in pleasure as I kept pounding her.

Now there was no stopping it. I shot Niagara Falls inside Valerie. I felt the warmth of my jizz in her pussy surrounding me. “Keep going!” She gasped – “Don’t stop Mike, please!” So I kept it up until I was too limp to continue- I needed a break.

Valerie wasn’t done by any means. Her clit ring was getting a workout; I thought it would be ripped open by now, and bleeding. “JULIE!! I NEED JULIE!” She shouted as she kept rubbing her clit – cumming again – this was like, her third or fourth time in the hour since I’d been in her house.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

No need to call Julie, she heard Valerie and came running, vibrating tail and all. Valerie was still breathing heavy, but she was coming down from the dildo, my fucking, and her own self-play.

“I need you Julie,” Valerie called out. I sat at the head of the bed and Valerie was on her belly, sliding her fingers up and down my slick cock, my legs spread wide open. Julie positioned herself underneath Valerie and started licking her pussy. “THE TAIL JULIE!!” Valerie moaned.

Julie, still wearing the cat mask, and eating Valerie out, placed the tail attached to the bottom of her underbust in the back, into Valerie’s asshole and turned on the vibrating switch. So now Valerie was getting it from her pussy and her vibrating ass while sucking with great fervor on my cock.

Her touch had me hard again in a second. She was moaning and sucking like a diehard fiend. Her silky hair was touching and brushing my belly, and it felt so good! I felt sorry for Julie; all dressed up and all giving. Something would have to be done about that.

In mid-suck, Valerie started screaming and her back was in a spasm; another orgasm. My God, I thought – how much could this woman take!!?? I was hard as a rock, and she left me panting and wanting more.

Then Valerie called out: “Julie, get on top of me and kiss me honey, tongue me and lick my face!”

Then Julie, moving out from underneath Valerie, looked at me and said, “Mike, I want you to fuck me now!! Please! Hard!!”

I’m a gentleman, so who am I to refuse such a lovely invitation. Now Julie had her ass up in the air while she was kissing Valerie and waiting for my cock. Her pussy was engorged and wet, so I was able to mount her with no trouble.

She pushed back hard against me, and her pussy closed up around my cock. I was slick and on the verge of shooting my load into this amber beauty with a cat mask and a tail.

While I was fucking Julie, she was finger-fucking Valerie as her mouth was locked on Valerie’s.

I shot my load again. First time in my life I had two women in one night. Valerie had at least her fifth orgasm of the night, and who knows how many more she would have with Julie once I left.

Valerie seemed to me a bit sated, over her crisis, and she pulled out three cigarettes and lit up Julie, myself, and her. I was getting hard again watching two sexy women, eyes glazed over from amazing sex, smoking.

“Mike,” Valerie said. “I can’t thank you enough for tonight. Now that we have a little “thing going,” would it be too much to ask if you could come over again soon?” She laughed. “You don’t even need to have a toothache!”

I stood up like a gentleman, and announced: “Julie, Dr. Pleasant. I believe it’s going to be a long, hot summer.”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this tale of a dentist with a most unusual illness and the unexpected “help” she receives from a most grateful patient!. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in this story. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey
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