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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.

"Excellent specimen," Dr. Vance murmured, stroking me from base to tip. "Perfect for our procedure."

Nurse Heather appeared on my other side, her eyes dark with lust. She climbed onto the chair, straddling my chest. Her weight pressed me deeper into the leather as she shimmied upward, pulling her scrub pants down to reveal a completely bare pussy, glistening with arousal.

"I need you to examine me thoroughly," she said, inching forward until her thighs bracketed my face. "With your tongue."

The receptionist pulled her breast from my mouth, replacing it with the other one as Nurse Heather lowered herself onto my face. Her scent hit me first—heady, musky, intoxicating—and then her wet heat pressed against my mouth and nose. I extended my tongue, running it through her slick folds, tasting her tangy sweetness. She groaned, grinding against me.

"That's it," she hissed, her thighs tightening around my head. "Lick deeper."

I obeyed, stiffening my tongue to push inside her. Her wetness coated my chin, my nose, my cheeks. Each breath I took was filled with her scent, her taste. She rocked against me, taking her pleasure, using my face like it was nothing more than a tool for her satisfaction.

Below, Dr. Vance had established a rhythm on my cock—stroking up and down with one gloved hand while the other cupped and rolled my balls. The latex created a friction that was just shy of painful, intensifying every sensation. I couldn't see her through Nurse Heather's thighs, but I felt her shift, felt her breath on my cockhead.

Then wet heat engulfed me. Her mouth—hot, slick, insistent—took half my length in one smooth motion. Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she bobbed, moaning around me. The vibrations traveled up my spine, making my hips buck against the restraints.

"Fuck, his tongue," Nurse Heather gasped above me, grinding harder. "It's so fucking good."

I worked her pussy relentlessly, flicking her clit, sucking the swollen bud, then plunging my tongue back inside her. Her juices flooded my mouth, ran down my neck. She tasted like sex itself—raw, primal, addictive.

The receptionist straddled one of my thighs. She rubbed herself against me, her wet pussy leaving a slick trail on my jeans. "God, I can't wait for my turn," she panted, reaching around Nurse Heather to pinch my nipples through my shirt.

Pain and pleasure shot through me. Dr. Vance took me deeper, her throat constricting around my cockhead as she swallowed me down. I moaned into Nurse Heather's pussy, the sound making her shudder.

"Switch," she gasped, lifting herself off my face. Cool air hit my wet skin for only a moment before the receptionist took her place, her pussy hovering inches from my mouth.

"Clean me," she ordered, lowering herself until I was buried in her folds. She tasted different—sweeter, with a hint of something rich and dark. I lapped at her eagerly, my jaw aching but unwilling to stop.

Below, I heard the wet sounds of Dr. Vance sucking my cock, felt her take me to the back of her throat, then pull off to let Nurse Heather have a turn. Their mouths were different—one hotter, one tighter—but both incredible. They traded me back and forth like a favorite toy, stroking what they couldn't fit in their mouths.

The receptionist grabbed my hair, yanking my face harder against her cunt. "Fuck, your tongue," she moaned. "Get it in deeper."

I thrust upward, feeling her clench around me. Her thighs began to shake, her wetness increasing until it was dripping down my chin, pooling in the hollow of my throat. She came with a strangled cry, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, flooding my mouth with her release.

She climbed off, dazed and panting, only to be replaced by Dr. Vance. "My turn for oral extraction," she said, her voice husky as she positioned herself over my face.

Meanwhile, the pressure in my balls was building to an unbearable level. Nurse Heather had taken over below, her mouth a tight, wet vacuum around my cock. She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, while her hand worked the base in short, twisting strokes.

"He's close," the receptionist observed, her hand joining Nurse Heather's on my shaft. "I can feel him throbbing."

Dr. Vance's pussy pressed against my mouth, and I attacked it with renewed vigor, desperate to make her feel as good as they were making me feel. She was wetter than the others, her arousal coating my face in slick heat. I found her clit with my tongue, circling it, flicking it, sucking it between my lips.

"Right there," she hissed, grinding harder. "Don't you dare fucking stop."

The dual assault—my face buried in Dr. Vance's pussy, Nurse Heather's mouth wrapped around my cock—pushed me to the edge. My balls tightened, my thighs tensed, and pressure built at the base of my spine.

"He's going to cum," the receptionist announced, her fingers tightening around my shaft. "Take it all, Heather."

Nurse Heather moaned in response, sucking harder, her tongue working the sensitive spot just under my cockhead. The pressure exploded. My hips bucked against the restraints as the first rope of cum shot from my cock into her mouth. She didn't pull away, just kept sucking, swallowing each pulse as it came.

I cried out into Dr. Vance's pussy, the sound muffled by her flesh. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, each pulse draining me further. Nurse Heather took it all, her throat working as she swallowed every drop. Even when I thought I was done, her relentless mouth coaxed more from me, milking my cock until I was trembling.

"Perfect extraction," Dr. Vance praised, still grinding against my tongue. "But we're just getting started."

She climbed off my face, leaving me gasping for air. My chin and cheeks were soaked with the combined wetness of three women, my cock still semi-hard despite the mind-blowing orgasm. Nurse Heather hadn't released me from her mouth, instead gently licking and sucking, keeping me from going soft.

"He performed beautifully," the receptionist said, leaning down to kiss me deeply, tasting herself on my tongue. "Let's see how many more extractions we can manage."

Dr. Vance appeared at my side, her gloved finger tracing patterns on my chest. "We need to get you fully operational again," she murmured. "Nurse, increase the suction."

Nurse Heather hummed in acknowledgment, her mouth tightening around my sensitive cock. The sensation was almost too much, hovering on the edge of pain, but my body responded. Blood rushed back, filling my shaft until I was fully hard again, throbbing against her tongue.

The receptionist kissed me again, deeper this time, her hand joining Dr. Vance's on my chest. "That was just the preliminary extraction," she whispered against my lips. "Wait until you see what comes next."
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They unstrapped me as one, each buckle releasing with a synchronized click. Dr. Vance pressed a button on the side of the chair, and the back lowered with a mechanical hum until I lay flat, my body spread out like an offering on an altar. My cock stood proud in the cool air of the exam room, still slick with Nurse Heather's saliva. The receptionist returned with a bottle of clear oil, warming it between her palms before drizzling it over my chest. "We need you properly prepped for the next phase of extraction," she purred, her fingers spreading the slickness down my ribs, my stomach, lower.

Nurse Heather and Dr. Vance joined in, each taking a section of my body. Six hands worked in tandem, coating every inch of my skin with warm, slippery oil. Dr. Vance focused on my thighs, her thumbs digging into the muscle, inching closer to my groin with each stroke. Nurse Heather worked my arms and shoulders, her breasts brushing against my face as she leaned over me. The receptionist concentrated on my cock, her fingers gliding up and down the shaft with
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