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I pushed through the frosted glass door of Elite Dental Associates with my tongue already running over my teeth, preparing for the usual lecture about flossing more. The waiting room hit me first—all sleek angles and spotless surfaces, nothing like the cramped, antiseptic-smelling office I remembered from six months ago. Something felt different. The air was thicker somehow, charged with an energy I couldn't place but instantly responded to. My cock twitched in my pants before my brain even registered why.

The receptionist looked up, her glossy lips parting into a smile that was far too suggestive for a dental office. Her blouse was unbuttoned to the point where I could see the plump swell of her breasts and the black lace that barely contained them. She wasn't the grandmother who usually checked me in.

"Mr. Richards?" Her voice had a husky quality, warm and inviting. "We've been expecting you."

She stood, revealing a tight pencil skirt that hugged every curve. My mouth went dry as she swayed toward me, clipboard in hand, brushing against my arm as she led me down the hallway.

"We've implemented a new... cleaning protocol," she explained, glancing back at me with heavy-lidded eyes. "It's much more thorough than our standard procedure."

My cock stiffened further in my jeans. This wasn't normal. The rational part of my brain knew that, but the throbbing between my legs didn't care.

She stopped at exam room three, opening the door to reveal two more women inside. Both wore scrubs that strained against their curves—one blonde, one brunette—and both wore blue latex gloves that snapped against their wrists as they adjusted equipment. The blonde's scrubs were half-unzipped, revealing cleavage that made my mouth water. The brunette's pants hugged her ass so tightly I could see the outline of her thong.

"This is Dr. Vance and Nurse Heather," the receptionist said, her hand trailing down my back. "They'll be taking care of your... extraction today."

Dr. Vance—the blonde—smiled, her eyes flickering to the growing bulge in my pants. "Please, have a seat."

I moved to the reclining chair in the center of the room, sinking into the cool leather. The receptionist closed the door behind her but didn't leave. Instead, she locked it with a soft click that seemed to echo in my ears.

"We find patients are more comfortable when fully secured," Dr. Vance said, taking my wrists and placing them on the chair's arms where padded restraints waited. Before I could process what was happening, all three women had strapped me down—ankles, wrists, even a band across my chest. I should have been alarmed, but my cock was painfully hard now, pressing against my zipper.

Nurse Heather lowered the overhead light, its beam illuminating my face and chest. Dr. Vance leaned in close, her perfume—something expensive and musky—filling my nostrils.

"We'll be extracting from both ends today," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. Her hand landed on my thigh, inching upward. "Oral pressure for maximum release."

I swallowed hard. "I don't think this is a standard dental procedure."

All three women laughed, the sound rippling through me like a physical touch.

"Oh honey," the receptionist said, moving to my side and pulling her blouse open fully, exposing her heavy, perfect breasts. "Nothing about this is standard."

She leaned over me, pressing a nipple to my lips. I opened instinctively, drawing the stiff peak into my mouth. She tasted like vanilla and salt, and I sucked harder, running my tongue around the areola. She moaned, pushing more of her flesh into my face.

Meanwhile, Dr. Vance's hands worked my belt buckle like she’d done it a thousand times. The metal clinked, leather slid through loops, and then my zipper was being lowered, tooth by tooth. Her gloved hand reached inside, extracting my cock with clinical precision. The cool latex against my heated flesh made me groan around the receptionist's nipple.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MILKED bt MILF





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





