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Anne’s Conception

Dr. Ruth Rabinowitz, the sixty-two-year-old owner of the Westside Reproductive Center, sat at her desk finishing up the last of her paperwork for the day. Even though it was only Wednesday, she was already looking forward to the weekend and spending some time in her garden. In truth, she despised her job, but the money was quite good, and unlike others in the medical profession, her hours were relatively short and predictable.

She hadn’t always been this way. When she first broke out on her own some twenty-five years ago, she had been excited about the challenge and eager to make a difference in young couples’ lives. However, time had worn on her, and her divorce ten years ago hadn’t helped. Now, she mostly looked at each client as just another set of whiners thinking their problems were special. Besides, there were too many people on the planet already, and if fate was keeping certain couples childless, then so be it. She would just take their money, or more precisely, their insurance money, and enjoy the comfort it provided. Of course, she would always pretend to care, commiserating mostly with the women to give them hope.

The doctor locked the files away, collected her things and left the small room. It would be good to get home to her pet poodle, Claude. Besides her daughter that lived several hours away, her dog was the joy of her life. Perhaps she would take the animal for a short walk and maybe call her daughter later too, she thought.

The clinic had a staff of twenty, made up of four other MDs, and an assortment of clinical staff that covered testing, genetics, counseling and administration. Most had gone by now, but as she turned the corner in the hallway, she looked straight into the office of Greg Rizzo. She was surprised to see him, as he was typically the first one out the door. He was a young graduate of the local community college, and worked for the office administrator doing a variety of tasks that included IT, record keeping, receivables and payables. It seemed to her that he must spend every minute outside of work at the gym since his 6′1″ body was in incredible shape, which augmented his natural swarthy good looks. Although he had been discrete to date, she suspected he had been in flings with several of his female co-workers. They were always sighing over his looks, which made the older woman jealous, since she knew that at her age and with her poor looks she would never find herself beneath him.

“Probably looking at porn,” she whispered to herself as she walked past.

“Please honey. We’ve come this far,” Anne Mattsson said to her husband.

The young couple was sitting in their SUV outside the clinic waiting for their appointment time and Jason, her husband of four years, was suddenly getting cold feet.

“I don’t know…I…I don’t know…” he replied as he looked at her and shook his head.

Jason was twenty-nine years old and Anne was twenty-seven. They had been trying for two years to get pregnant, and so far, had failed. They knew it often took time, so at first, they were not concerned, but as the months rolled by their anxiety grew. Others had counseled that they were trying too hard and needed to relax, which seemed to Anne to be something much easier said than done. Their appointment had come after much soul searching and discussion, and she didn’t want to go back having come this far.

“Please…” she implored him again.

He saw the needy, almost desperate look in her eyes, and not wanting to make her distressed, answered, “Okay, sweetie.”

“Thanks!” she responded, practically beaming, and they reached for their door handles at the same time.

Just a few minutes later, they were in the waiting room filling out a stack of forms, and ten minutes after handing them in, they heard their names called. The clinic had told them when they called that they would need to come in for a consultation first and after that a visit for testing might be required. So, the couple was not surprised when they were escorted to an office with a small conference table rather than to an examination room.

“Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson? I’m Dr. Rabinowitz,” the doctor said while extending her wrinkled hand.

Jason rose and took her hand while looking over the woman. It struck him as odd that someone so plain and unattractive would be in the field of reproduction. His first thought was that she might never have had sex before. The doctor noticed the look and instantly knew what it meant as she had seen it many times in her career, and even though she realized she should be used to it by now, it still irritated her immensely.

“Did you bring the questionnaire?” Dr. Rabinowitz asked.

The forms they had completed in the waiting room were about general health and insurance coverage. However, they had been directed to complete a long form they had received via the internet from the clinic staff, that focused on their sexual past and practices. Some of the questions were quite intimate, and had created some anxiety as they thought about revealing themselves to strangers. Nonetheless, Jason handed over the document and they sat quietly as the doctor went through it. She asked several follow-up questions about their general health and diet, then followed with more embarrassing ones.

“So, you’re both certain there have been no past STDs?” she asked, then looking directly at Anne and added, “They can cause pelvic inflammations and other issues that affect fertility.”

“No, nothing,” the young wife offered quickly.

“And no injury? Like a sports injury even long ago when you were a child,” she queried Jason.

“No,” he responded.

“Tell me about your masturbation,” she asked in a matter-of-fact way.

“Well…uhhh…I believe I answered…” Jason stammered, and his obvious discomfort even brought a smile to his wife’s face.

“Mr. Mattsson, the reason I asked is because excessive masturbation can lower sperm count. I’m not trying to embarrass you, just ascertain the facts,” she explained.

In truth, it had been a cheap shot that she had planned in response to his prior condescending look. A few more questions were asked, and the couple was directed to schedule a date for testing at the desk. In addition, the doctor gave them a pamphlet of practices that could aid in conception, although with a quick glance as they departed, it appeared to be similar to the information they had downloaded from the internet. Eager to move forward, the young wife selected the first available time, which was two weeks out.

“I didn’t really like that,” Jason said when they were back in the car.

“It wasn’t that bad,” his wife countered, and patted his arm.

For some reason, discussing fertility and baby making made him horny, so as soon as they were inside their small home, he guided his wife to their bed. Anne just giggled as he quickly stripped her, then looked up at him from the bed as he undressed. Jason knew that he had done very well getting Anne as his wife. She was a tall and slender beauty with soft brown hair and dark eyes. Her chest was a set of very firm C-cups with tiny nipples, that on her frame were very pronounced. In addition, she had a lovely mouth with full lips and when she smiled her eyes lit up and cute dimples formed in her cheeks.

Now though, her face had morphed to an expression of anxiousness and need, so as soon as he was naked, he climbed between her legs and buried his face into her shaved pussy, delightfully finding it already quite wet. Jason loved to give his wife oral sex and she loved to receive it so he lapped at her for several minutes while she stroked his hair. When her knees began to move towards her chest, he knew she was getting close. He planned to bring her to a climax with his tongue, then quickly enter her, allowing her orgasm to extend, and enjoy the feeling of her spasms until he fired his semen into her unprotected depths. They made love this way often, as it allowed Anne to progress without anxiety and still allow them to finish connected. It was exactly what they did, and when they were done, they embraced and cuddled.

“Maybe this time you’re pregnant,” the young husband whispered.

“Wrong time baby, but I like how you think,” she giggled.

They made love twice more, only getting out of bed to eat a late snack before quickly returning. Although the sex had been fulfilling, they both stayed awake longer than normal thinking about the clinic and where it might lead.

Their anxiety built as the day of the testing approached, and when they arrived, they were separated with each going through a different protocol. For Anne, it turned out to be no more invasive than a gynecological exam, but Jason was deeply embarrassed when he was required to provide a semen sample. Tucked away in a quiet spot, it seemed to take forever, and he was unable to look into the face of the female nurse when he handed over the container. Finally, they were finished and were informed that they would be contacted to come in once all the results had been received.

Ten days later, Anne received a call from the clinic and was told they could come in the following week to meet with Dr. Rabinowitz and review the results. She tried to prod the woman for information, but she claimed to have no knowledge of individual cases. Thus, the young couple endured another stressful period until the appointment date finally arrived.

“As you know, we conducted a series of tests to aid in determining issues around the probability of fertility in your specific relationship,” Dr. Rabinowitz started.

They were seated in the same conference room they had used during the initial consultation, having been directed to it as soon as they had arrived. With no formalities, the doctor had launched into the matter, and to the young couple it seemed to be coming much too fast.

“Yes,” Anne replied nervously when the older woman paused.

“And, we have the results, which point conclusively to Mr. Mattsson’s extremely low sperm count as the issue,” she stated, inwardly feeling some glee in delivering the message.

“Low sperm count,” Anne repeated slowly, as if trying to let it settle in.

When she turned towards her husband, she could see his face had gone ashen and he seemed to be stooped in his chair like all the energy had left his body. They started at each other for several seconds without speaking before Jason straightened up.

“Okay, I mean how low?” he asked.

“Very low,” the doctor replied.

“Well, okay. I mean can it be improved? Can you take some and concentrate it?” he asked, wanting specifics.

“I’m afraid in your case the answer is no. If Mrs. Mattsson is to become pregnant, she will have to be inseminated through another sperm source,” she replied, fighting to hold back a smile. Anne began to sob, and Jason reached over and took her hand, and the doctor looked on for a moment quietly, before continuing, “Adoption is an option, of course. But, if you wish to become pregnant, you will need to receive semen from another party. In this regard, there are two means to proceed. Either you can arrange for a donation from someone or there are sperm banks that hold donations that can be acquired. The procedure itself is minor and we can perform it here. I know this is a lot of information to receive, so my suggestion is you take this material, become familiar with it and decide how what you would like to do.”

As the words were leaving Dr. Rabinowitz’s mouth, the feeling struck Jason that it sounded like a well-practiced speech. It made him wonder how often others sat in these chairs listening to the troll-like woman deliver bad news.

The message devastated Anne, as she had sincerely thought they would learn their problem was some minor, fixable issue. She was quiet all the way home, and only when they were inside did she awaken to how her husband must be feeling. She walked up to him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, while squeezing as hard as she could.

“I’m sorry,” he said in a croaking voice.

“There’s nothing to be sorry for. It’s not your fault…it’s…it’s nobody’s fault,” she replied

“Still, I…” he began.

“Stop,” she whispered, and planted her lips on his.

It took several days for the message to truly sink in, and then they were able to begin to discuss it and determine what option might be best. Jason had started out thinking adoption could be the best course, and Anne actually discussed it, but it was soon evident that she truly wanted to experience childbirth. Thus, their conversation and research shifted towards insemination and what it meant.

“Honey…uhhh…would… I mean…what do you think of maybe…you know…maybe using Jeff?” she asked late one evening after they were well into a bottle of wine.

Jeff was Jason’s best friend and had been the best man at their wedding. Anne was very fond of him, and as she considered all the options, she had to admit she could see herself using his sperm to make a baby. However, the look she received from her husband was immediate and unmistakable.

“Are you crazy? How am I going to go through life knowing it was him? Anne, every time I saw him I would feel embarrassed…bizarre,” he said.

“I think you might be overreacting some,” she responded.

“Really? What if the problem was you? What would you think of Claire having my child?” he said, referring to his wife’s best friend.

“That’s different…” she started, but stopped.

In the end, their discussions, desires and fears had led them to the use of a sperm bank as the best option. Thus, they directed their energies to researching in detail what it meant, utilizing information from the clinic as well as internet sources. Feeling prepared, they set up another appointment at the clinic to layout the path forward.

Greg was standing in the hallway, flirting with one of the staffers, when he saw Anne enter with her husband. Instantly, he was drawn to her beauty, and he visualized her naked beneath him whimpering with passion as he pummeled her with his fat cock. Wondering what condition they were dealing with, he made a mental note to find her name later and look at their file.

The young couple was met by Gretchen, a fertility counselor, this time in a different room. After introductions, they explained that they were considering utilizing a sperm bank, but wanted some background information on the donor in making their selection. Gretchen explained that it was certainly doable, and common given the desire to have close paternal characteristics, but that it was slightly more expensive. After working through a few more details, and getting the nod from the couple that they were prepared to proceed, the counselor left the room to finish some paperwork. Twenty minutes later, she returned and the look on her face signaled that there was a problem.

“I’m afraid your insurance plan doesn’t cover this procedure,” she explained.

“I don’t understand. We have been using it with no issues,” Anne replied.

“It does cover evaluation and testing, but not the procedure,” Gretchen said.

“Well, how much is it without insurance?” Jason asked.

“Without insurance, the cost is $3,875 per procedure,” she informed them.

“Honey, we can’t afford that…” the young wife started before her husband interrupted.

“We can afford once, so let’s do it,” he said boldly.

Anne had been on the verge of tears, but when she heard her husband’s words she practically came out of her seat and she leaned over and hugged him. Even Gretchen, who had seen most everything before, was moved by the unselfish show of love and support.

“Fantastic! Now, we have to coordinate your timing with receipt of the donor material, so it’s important to stay in close contact. As soon as you select the donor, we will begin the process and we will receive the sperm by overnight courier to meet your cycle,” she told them.

“Thank you, you are so amazing,” Anne said to her husband ten minutes later when they were in the car.

“It’s important sweetie,” he replied.

That night, they went through the brief bios of the donors trying to find one whose looks and education matched Jason’s. They shortlisted it to three, and after another hour of discussion, made their decision. While Jason opened a bottle of wine, Anne emailed the bio number to Gretchen. Now, they just needed to wait for her ovulation time to arrive, and since they had already been keeping close tabs, they knew it would be in about eight days. As she got close, Anne emailed Gretchen daily with her status. So far, things were tracking well, so the plan was to have one insertion done on Thursday afternoon followed by the second on Friday morning.

Jason attended the Thursday visit, but it was so simple and quick that he decided to forego the second. Already, he had missed so much work for the appointments that it was beginning to be noticed. Anne phoned when she was done sounding both excited and relieved, but when he saw her at home that evening she was much more relaxed. She had cooked him a nice dinner, that he knew was something of a sign of thanks, although she was less accommodating when he reached for her later as they sat on the couch.

“Not today,” she announced, anticipating he wanted to play.

Her words caught Jason off guard, and for a moment his emotions flashed.

“I guess I just got to stand by while the guys cum knocks you up,” he said angrily.

“What? Honey! We went through a lot and paid a bunch of money. I just wanted it to work,” she responded.

They looked at each other, and Jason felt his anger quickly evaporate. She was right, of course, as they really didn’t have the money at the moment. He let her pull him to her chest where she gently caressed his hair while kissing him softly on the head.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too, darling,” she replied.

Greg Rizzo stared at the computer screen as he read through the file of Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson. He had seen the young wife walk in that morning and had taken the opportunity to learn her name from the sign-in book. From there, it was an easy process to find her electronic records, as security at the clinic was pretty lax, and besides, he was essentially the IT leader with access to everything. He snickered as he thought about the woman’s husband and his inability to get her pregnant. In his family, it would definitely be seen as a sign of weakness and something to keep absolutely quiet. Some wild thoughts raced through his head as he envisioned the young wife on her back, completely naked, but for now he knew he just needed to see what transpired. Finishing, he switched off the machine and grabbed his gym bag, deciding that a workout would be the best way to burn off the anxiousness he was feeling.

The twenty-five-year-old man had been working at the clinic for about a year. It wasn’t that he particularly liked the work, but they mostly left him alone and it provided ample opportunity for his passions of working out and getting laid. He kept his 6′1″ body in peak condition through a heavy exercise regime augmented with supplements. In addition, he mostly avoided alcohol, only indulging at clubs when he needed to be inconspicuous as he stalked his prey. During the week, he mostly stayed to himself, but on weekends it was pretty standard fare for him to have a hot cutie beneath him squealing in joy as he took her with his large cock. Not one for relationships, he was usually a one and done guy, although there had been a few notable conquests that had managed to stick around for a while. In addition, he had fished off the company pier several times, however these flings proved to be more trouble than they were worth, so he stopped the practice.

Two weeks to the day after her procedure, Jason received a call from his wife who was so upset she struggled to speak. At first, he thought she might have been in an accident, but after some probing, he was able to determine that her period had arrived. His first thought was of his wife’s disappointment and her fragile psyche, but that was quickly followed with financial concerns as he thought about the money that had gone for nothing. All the way home, he thought about the conversation they were going to have, and how she would react if they couldn’t continue.


It was a rough evening as Anne was deeply upset, and he knew much of it was driven by her understanding that it was doubtful they could continue the procedures in the near term. They talked about going further into debt, reaching out to family, and even selling their house and using the small equity that had built up, but none of these approaches were really feasible. Both of them had taken out student loans to get through college because their parents were not wealthy and they still had significant balances to deal with. With regards to selling the house, there wasn’t that much equity and as they thought it through they realized their expenses would likely go up. Plus, Anne loved her home and didn’t want to take a baby home to an apartment.

“We’ll think of something,” Jason finally said in a low voice as he stared into space.

“I…I…please honey,” his wife begged.

“The Mattsson’s procedure was negative,” Greg heard Gretchen say to Dr. Rabinowitz as they stood in the hallway near his office door.

“Too bad. Didn’t you tell me they were struggling to fund it?” the doctor asked.

“Yes, their insurance has limited coverage. They paid for it themselves, so I’m not sure they will return for a while,” she replied.

“Okay, let me know if you hear anything more,” she told the counselor and walked away.

Immediately, Greg shut his door and got on the system to check the Mattsson’s records. Sure enough, Gretchen had entered a note that morning saying she had spoken with the wife and that her period had arrived. In addition, she had commented that she had asked about scheduling the next procedure, but had received a non-committal response. With this information, his mind once more considered the wild idea that he had been toying with. It was dangerous, very dangerous in fact, and certainly not something he would consider with the average woman, but there was something about Mrs. Mattsson that just stayed with him.

“What did the clinic say?” Jason asked his wife that night.

He had hoped that they might offer some options, perhaps a payment plan, but the look on his wife’s face told the story before she spoke.

“Nothing. They just said to call when we’re ready,” she told him with a sad look.

“Honey, it’s just for a while. We’ll get the money and you’ll have your baby, but don’t be sad,” he said, and pulled her into his arms.

“I know…it was just…it just seemed so close…finally,” she answered.

For the next week, Greg considered his plan, and realizing that timing would constitute a big part of it, he decided to give the Mattsson’s a month before putting it into action. By doing so, he would find out if they were likely to return to the clinic anytime soon, while letting him work through the details. Every few days, he would check the records to see if there was a fresh notation, but when his time limit was achieved, nothing had been entered. As a final step, he stayed late that evening and scanned through the daily sign-in sheets and found no record of a visit.

“Fuck, it’s been too long,” Gretchen gasped, when Greg pushed into her deeply.

She was a 30ish single mother of a six-year-old daughter, and an on and off sex partner of Greg’s since a few weeks after his arrival. She carried a few extra pounds, although she was still attractive, and even though she was older than normal for him, she was a good fuck that liked to get nasty. However, problems always occurred afterwards at work where she would get clingy and hang around his office, which made him back off. Their meeting tonight was because he knew he needed her as part of his plan, and hoped that some good sex would get her to agree. Fortunately, her ex-husband had the child, and as he expected she was over within an hour of his call.

For the next twenty minutes, he pounded into her mercilessly, while watching her large breasts dance in circles in time with his thrusts. He even kissed her occasionally, to provide a more complete feeling of intimacy, and when her orgasm arrived, she had been reduced to a sweaty, shivering, wailing form of female flesh. Greg was pleased with his performance, and knew that his request would now be much better received. Finally, he let himself go, filling the condom with a heavy load of semen.

“God, that was so amazing,” she whimpered.

“Did you like it?” he asked.

“Hell yes! Did you?” she countered.

“Of course, you’re always fun,” he replied and pulled her body to him.

“Then don’t make it so long!” Gretchen said.

The couple lay together in each other’s arms drifting, then cuddling, and when he thought the time was right, he whispered to the counselor.

“Do you remember the client you had named Anne Mattsson?” he asked in a low voice.

“Yes, why?” the woman responded, as he felt her body suddenly get stiff.

“What happened to her?” he asked, even though he was certain he knew the answer.

“She didn’t have the money for the inseminations, so she stopped,” Gretchen replied, confirming his understanding, and then followed again with, “Why?”

“I’m just thinking of something,” he answered vaguely.

“What? What are you thinking?” the woman asked as she turned her body to look at the young stud.

“It’s better if you don’t know. Just promise me you won’t take her call and you’ll tell me if she tries,” he pushed.

“This doesn’t sound good at all,” Gretchen replied.

“Trust me. No one will get hurt,” he answered, although he knew he was bending the truth.

“Really? That’s what you want?” she asked, and when Greg nodded his head, she grabbed his heavy cock and added, “Well, I better get a lot more of this!”

The next evening, when everyone was gone, Greg sat in front of his computer working on the message he planned to send to the young couple. He had found their email address in the contact section of the file and was pleased to see it was the wife’s that had been used. He knew his message would likely be received better by her, and she would have the ability to reflect on it before sharing anything with her husband. Finally, satisfied with the wording, he leaned back and took a final read through.

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Mattson:

The Westside Reproductive Center is constantly seeking ways to improve services to our valued customers. It is our stated goal to help all our customers achieve their dreams for their families.

We would like to share with you a new program that we are trying out to see how it is received by our community. This program involves the use of anonymous surrogate male providers to directly fertilize a woman. Because this program is new, and carries potential cultural issues, it is being treated as an experimental undertaking. Thus, only a select few in our clinic are aware of the program.

We would also like to inform you that, because of the lowered technical requirements and the fact it’s a new, experimental program, the cost of the service is significantly less than other methods, priced at $550/procedure.

If you would like to learn more about it, please reply to this email.


Westside Reproduction Center

Greg had created an email address, that didn’t appear in the system, and he placed it in the “from” field. After a final quick look, he took a deep breath and hit “send”. Then, he was off to the gym, needing to de-stress as he waited to see what might happen.

It was nine o’clock that night, while Anne was curled up in a chair drinking tea, that she noticed the message from the clinic. In the intervening weeks since her failed procedure, they had been completely silent, which she felt was quite thoughtless. Thus, she was eager to see what had been sent and quickly opened the email. The first time she read it, she thought she was misunderstanding the intent, and now she was on her third run through, still somewhat confused. It seemed like they were proposing a program where a man had sex with one of their clients, and at first she was appalled. But, as she thought about it, it slowly started to get traction in her brain and the relatively low cost was certainly appealing.

There were also the technical aspects of sperm bank insemination to consider. Before the procedure, they had explained that frozen semen lasted for less than 24 hours once inserted while fresh semen could survive several days. It was one of the problems of going the route they did, as the timing had to be immaculate. So, as she thought about the email message, there were aspects that were appealing, although there would need to be away around the actual sex, and suddenly she found herself typing a reply.

Westside Reproductive Center

We received your email, and I was wondering if there is a way to modify the procedure so that the semen can be collected from the anonymous donor, and then separately injected.

Thanks, The Mattssons

The message arrived faster than Greg had anticipated, but he read it on his iPhone while contemplating how to reply. It was something he had considered, and he thought he had an acceptable answer, but he decided to wait until the morning. Anne was at work, in between meetings, when she decided to check her personal account. Her eyes were instantly drawn to the email from the clinic and she moved rapidly to open it.

Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson,

Thank you for your reply and the interest in the new program. With regards to your question, I must inform you that this option is not available. The program is designed to be a low-cost alternative and bringing in clinical requirements eliminates the savings.


Westside Reproductive Center

Anne’s shoulders slumped with disappointment, although she did follow the logic of the message. It had seemed like the perfect alternative as the cost, semen quality and anonymity were all there. She closed her account and went back to work, but an hour later was back reading the message again. Deciding that learning more wouldn’t hurt, she typed a response.

Westside Reproductive Center

Can you provide some detail on the procedure/protocol? Where does it take place, who is present, etc?

Thanks, The Mattssons

When Greg read her response, he knew the hook was in his fish’s mouth and if he played her correctly he would land the prize. He thought through what he wanted to say, but deciding to let some time go by, so he waited until the late afternoon to respond.

Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson,

We have extremely strict protocols to ensure the comfort and safety of all parties. They are quite detailed, and we would be happy to provide these at the appropriate time. Our research and experience show that the best results are achieved when the client is in the comfort of familiar surroundings, thus we strongly encourage the procedure take place in the home. In addition, a key aspect of our procedures is that no one is present except the client and the donor. It is certainly acceptable for the husband or significant other to be in the home, but not in the room. In short, the donor arrives, the procedure is performed, and the donor exits. All with the utmost respect and discretion.


Westside Reproductive Center

Anne was checking one last time before she left for the day and when she saw the message she sat down to read it. She was expecting more, like printed material or forms, but she realized they had answered the essential questions. Then, it dawned on her that she was considering being mated by a stranger in real life, and what’s more, she was starting to develop reasons to explain to her husband why it made sense.

Even though the message was sent to both of them, she didn’t share it with Jason, while for the next few days she thought things through. The more she contemplated it, the more comfortable she became with the concept, rationalizing that in reality it wasn’t that much more than receiving an inserted sample. Sure, there would be some physical contact, but it would be with an anonymous stranger who had been fully vetted by the clinic. She visualized a situation where the whole process would be over in just a few minutes. Then, she would be carrying fresh semen, not the frozen stuff, and it could work in her body for days. It was the following Friday, after they had shared a pleasant dinner, that she gathered the courage to raise the subject.

“Honey, I got an email from the clinic,” she started.

“Oh, what about?” he asked, thinking it would be someone pressing for them to drop another couple thousand.

“They have a knew fertility program, and it’s kind of out there,” she replied, while giving him a look that he knew meant he better get ready.

“Okay,” he said, then asked, “And?”

“It’s much less expensive, only $550, but it requires some contact,” she said.

“Contact? What do you mean,” he asked, sincerely confused.

“Well…uhhh…there is an anonymous donor and he does it directly,” she responded while her face became beet red.

“Directly? You mean like puts his penis in? Sex?” Jason shot back in surprise.

“Well, I wouldn’t call it sex. It’s a donation process with an anonymous person that’s part of the…vetted by…the clinic,” Anne tried to explain, although now her points seemed weak to her, too.

“Anne, if man is inside you, that’s sex,” he declared.

“Well, okay. I understand your point. I just thought I would mention it,” she said deciding to let it drop.

Jason too appeared happy to let it go, so for the next thirty minutes they sipped their wine in silence while watching a movie. He had just finished freshening their glasses when he spoke.

“You really don’t view it as a big deal?” he asked.

“Jason, it certainly wouldn’t be my first choice or second, but it is much less expensive and it’s anonymous,” she replied.

“I mean…what’s the differ…what’s the difference than just going out and getting picked up at a bar?” he stammered.

“I think there is a huge difference. It’s a service of the clinic, so the donor will be tested and have a complete background check. No diseases, no genetic issues, no weirdos,” she responded, and surprisingly she saw her husband nodding his head slowly. Feeling emboldened, she added, “Or, we can reconsider a donation from someone we know, but that’s expensive, too.”

“No, I can’t do that. I just can’t,” he told her, then after a pause he said, “You can’t wait…you know, until we can save up.”

“I’ll do anything you want,” she replied, although he could see clear disappointment in her eyes.

“Get more info. I’m not saying yes, but…get more info,” he told her.

Anne prepared her response the next day, asking for more details on the process. In addition, during her discussion with her husband, she realized she hadn’t really asked about their donor selection and vetting system, so she probed on that. Finally satisfied, she hit send and realized she was beginning to get excited about the idea. Each time she became worried about the actual mating, she calmed herself by viewing it as short, business like process.

Greg was pleased with the way he had handled the interaction so far, and reading her email, he decided to hold off his reply until late Monday or Tuesday. In doing so, he hoped to show it was something in the normal course of business for the clinic and hopefully also build up some anxiety amongst the Mattssons. Finally, late on Tuesday, he was happy with his message and replied. As part of the response, he had created some checklists and forms that provided an air of professionalism that he hoped would end the young wife’s questions.

Anne had been eagerly checking her email for a reply, and in fact had considered calling the clinic. Even Jason seemed to be getting into the idea, as several times he had asked about a response from the clinic, once she told him she had sent a message. When she saw it in her inbox, she quickly opened it and noticed immediately that there were numerous attachments. The reply provided great detail on the vetting process and testing that was done on each surrogate. It informed her that both parties were required to be tested for STDs every three months, and noted that since it had been part of her prior procedure, she still had some time before it would need to be reperformed. There were more forms to complete, including liability waivers, but the one that caught her eye the most was the actual in-home procedure. It called for her to meet the surrogate at the door, lead him directly to the bedroom, undress quickly, prepare herself as needed without lubricants, complete the process, and stay in bed with her feet elevated while the surrogate let himself out. It was clear the woman’s husband was expected to be scarce, and at the bottom on the page in a footnote were the words, “No superfluous sexual touching by either party is to occur”. It was such a foreign concept to her that she began to giggle at the thought.

That night, she showed her husband all the material and he admitted that it appeared like a well thought through and professional process. Although irritated at being relegated to the back of the house, he finally admitted that it was probably a good idea.

“Now what?” he asked.

“I guess we have to decide,” she replied, giving her husband a hopeful look.

“When’s your next…when do you ovulate?’ he asked.

“Sunday, I think, so that would make Friday or Saturday the best days for…you know,” she replied.

“That’s short notice. Can you get an appointment…or booking or whatever it’s called?” Jason asked.

“I don’t know…I mean. Can I? Are you okay with it?” she asked, and her hopeful look intensified.

Her loving husband took a deep breath, held it and slowly exhaled, “Yes.”

Greg was surprised when he read the email from Anne. He had expected more questions, more probing, but instead she was asking for a meeting in three days. Now, with the prize before him, he contemplated his response and fought back the urge to fire out a quick one. Instead, he slowly penned a reply the next morning, and having thought of an idea during the night, decided to add it to the message.

The message she received told her that on that short notice that her choices would be limited, but they would check availability and get back to her later that morning. In addition, the response clarified that the protocol was for two sessions within forty-eight hours to maximize success, and that the fee covered both visits. Thus, if she desired, and if it could be arranged, she would be visited on both Friday and Saturday. She found the new information to be exciting as she felt it greatly increased her odds. So, with hope and anticipation, she waited impatiently to find out about availability.

Two hours later, another message arrived informing her that due to a cancellation, someone was available, but she would need to make her decision quickly. Attached was a brief bio of the man and a picture that showed him dressed in a business suit. At first glance, his features and dark complexion reminded her of a boyfriend in college and involuntarily she blushed as she recalled their lovemaking. He was quite handsome, although he had almost no resemblance to Jason, but by now she was looking for reasons to proceed rather than hurdles and dismissed the concern. Next, she moved to the bio, which Greg had taken great liberties with, and after a quick read through decided to confirm the meeting.

It was only a few minutes later that she received an acknowledgement of her message and a notification that “Bill” would arrive at eight in the evening on both days. In addition, if there were any last-minute changes after noon on Friday, she was instructed to phone him directly and was provided with his cell phone. When he arrived on Friday, a check was to be given to him, made out to the clinic, for the full amount that would cover both days. Only after it was settled, did she think of telling Jason. Feeling some guilt, she emailed him the bio and picture, and provided a note describing the plan.


“Did you get the email I sent you?” Anne asked when her husband arrived home that evening.

“I got it. He doesn’t look much like me,” he replied, showing disappointment.

“I think he does. He’s athletic and educated just like you,” she responded.

“Well, let’s hope it works,” he said, just wanting it to be behind them.

On Friday, the young wife was on eggshells the entire day, and when she arrived home her nervous energy only intensified. Her anxiousness seeped over to Jason, who started sipping on a beer to calm his nerves. Although Anne desperately wanted a drink, she decided to stay pure, wanting every advantage for a pregnancy to be in her favor. When seven-thirty arrived, she went to the bathroom to shower and prepare while Jason moved to a back bedroom to watch TV, surf his computer and wait.

A few minutes before the appointed time, the young wife was fresh from the shower and nude beneath a long silk robe. Sundown had just ended when she heard the light rapping on the front door, and with a deep breath she moved towards it. Opening it, before her stood Greg, smiling and looking taller than she had anticipated. He was dressed in a tight maroon athletic shirt that showed his muscled physique and sweat pants. Instantly, she thought about the instructions that the husband not be present, and was glad they had been followed.

“Hello, I’m Bill,” he said holding out his hand.

“I’m Anne,” she replied, and stepped back so he could enter, then suddenly remembering pointed to a hall table and said, “The check is here.”

There was an awkward moment as they shuffled near the door, then the young wife, without speaking, pointed down the hallway. With her donor following, she moved to the bedroom and turned just as he closed the door. The dampness that had started between her legs suddenly turned into a flood as the reality descended on her. She was about to connect with a man other than her husband for the sole purpose of creating life. But there was something else too. Even though she had only been with five men in her life, instinctively she knew it was going to be good.

“Bill” took in the woman’s boudoir and was quite pleased. The king-sized bed was centered against the back wall and was made of heavy wood with a raised platform. He smiled to himself as he thought it would be like receiving a sacrificial offering.

“Maybe, you should get ready,” he said to the young wife as she seemed lost.

With a little nod, she climbed onto the bed, while trying to remain modest, and got settled just as Bill removed his shirt. She tried to be discrete as his well-defined chest and his six-pack abs were revealed. When his hands reached for the waist of his pants, she forced herself to look away and only turned back when the light was extinguished. Now, only the glow from the bathroom provided illumination which gave the walls a soft, sleepy look.

“I’m nervous,” she said softly, showing her vulnerability, as Bill stepped to the edge of the bed.

“It will be fine. Just relax,” he counseled.

However, at that moment, she noticed his cock for the first time and she gave an involuntary start. She was quick to recover, but Bill saw it too, and smiled to himself in anticipation. He was 8” long and quite fat, with an even fatter head, and the color of his cock was the darkest part of his body. By her response, he suspected it would be the biggest she ever had, but he wasn’t concerned, as he had broken in many women in his day.

He moved onto the bed and noticed that the she still had her robe completely covering her. He had hoped she would disrobe, but was happy to work her slowly, and kneeling next to her feet, he gently tapped on her ankle to get her to open up. Slowly, her legs spread, with her knees bending outward, and more and more of her luscious thighs came into view. She held the robe together with one hand, hiding her pussy, until she couldn’t anymore, and turned her head to the side as the final movement of her legs revealed to Bill her delicate opening.

Bill moved over her until he was centered between her legs, but still well away, and began to stroke his now very erect cock.

“Are you prepared?” he asked.

“I think so,” she answered.

“Maybe you should check,” he replied, although from what he could tell, she was just fine.

Anne moved her hand above her mound and was embarrassed when her finger slipped easily inside. It pleased Bill greatly to know she was aroused, and with a quick smile, he moved forward until his knees contacted her thighs. Then, leaning forward, he used one hand to push his cock onto her folds, and with a sawing motion spread her open while lubricating his shaft. Looking at her clenched jaw and the tight hold she was marinating on her robe, he knew she was not going to give up anything easily. He would have to draw it from her slowly in a subtle but relentless way.

“Mmmm…” came the short, faint gasp the first time he pushed his cockhead down.

It had entered her, just for an instant, then disappeared. He did it several more times hoping for more responses, but now prepared, she was able to remain quiet. Finally, he pushed his fat head into her, kept it just inside her entrance for a bit, and then ever so slowly started feeding her the rest with a gentle, yet persistent movement. From experience, he knew this was the crucial time for a woman. This was when they were nervous and tense, but if a man used his cock slowly, and let it be a positive experience, they payoff later could be enormous. Bill let her body tell him how fast to go and it took several minutes before he was completely inside her wonderful, snug and quite warm tunnel.

Now fully embedded, he dropped onto his arms over her, and looking down asked, “Are you okay?”

“Uh huh,” she gasped, opening her tightly shut eyes and looking at him.

The simple release of her pursued mouth had allowed some arousal to be revealed. However, the young stud, again drawing on his experience, didn’t push. He knew she would reveal herself with time if he were patient.

Bill started moving with small strokes that grew until he was sliding the majority of his cock into her during each cycle. Still, although deliberate, he wasn’t forceful and allowed her pussy to adapt while savoring the feeling. As their bodies became more connected, her hand started to get in the way and without prodding, she moved it to just below her breasts letting his tight abdomen feel her sensual tummy.

Jason had heard some movement which informed him that their visitor had arrived, and for the next few minutes, he fought the desire to check on his wife. Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore, and as quietly as possible, while taking slow, measured steps, he moved across the living room to the short hallway that led to their bedroom. Halfway there, he could see that the door was closed, a situation he hadn’t expected, which confused and angered him. Still, he kept his cool, and even more slowly made the last few steps to the door. At first it was quiet, and his mind filled with scenarios about what was occurring, but after several minutes the faint sounds of the bedsprings squeaking began, which soon grew louder. He knew his wife had been penetrated by a stranger and was now beneath him waiting to receive his semen. To him, it was bizarre and revolting, but mostly surreal, as it was so outside his realm of understanding that he struggled to accept it.

The young man prided himself on sexual control that he had developed through many, many partners. In most cases, he had the ability to hold off his release, and that’s exactly what he was doing now. He wanted to see Anne’s true aroused state, and would hold off as long as it took for it to appear. However, she was fighting every step of the way, as she continued to squeeze her eyes shut and purse her lips tightly together. Also, she still had one hand keeping her robe closed while the other rested close to her neck.

Bill had concentrated on giving her deep and steady strokes while allowing her body to accept him. She felt wonderful and was now completely soaked in her own juices. He thought it was time for more, so he changed his movement so that his cock pushed against her pubic bone with each withdrawal. The effect was immediate, although she acted quickly to cover it.

“Uhhhh…” came a small moan that was cut-off, while her hand near her neck moved to her forehead, then pretended to move some hair from her face.

Seeing how she responded, he began doing it even more forcefully and once again was rewarded by an immediate reaction. This time, her hand left her head and flopped out perpendicularly to her side, and just for an instant, her eyes fluttered open and her mouth opened. She quickly closed her eyes, but her lips stayed apart in a very sensual way.

Bill started varying the angle of his entry and the way he moved inside her, but always came back to the stroking that she had responded to, and with each try, a little more was revealed. Now, she was gripping the bedsheet with one hand while tiny little mews escaped her mouth with each thrust.

Then, she gave up, and finally succumbed to the feeling of the thick cock pummeling her body. Like before, her eyes fluttered, but this time they stayed open and stared up at him with an aroused and lost look. The last sign of defeat was when her hand left her robe and fell to her side, like the other one, as if she were nailed to some unseen cross. With her full breasts moving with each stroke, it didn’t take long for the robe to leave them and Bill was treated to the sight of her firm mounds that were dancing in circles. The veritable flood of juices that escaped her opening and ran over his balls provided even more evidence, and he was pleased to hear the wet, smacking sounds of their mating.

“Are you okay?” he whispered, and her reply was just a rapid motion of her head.

By all appearances, Anne should have been racing towards a mind-blowing orgasm, but Bill knew her head wasn’t allowing her to be free. He also knew that he had already achieved a nice victory and taken her where she never expected to go, but he wanted just a little more before giving her what she wanted.

It came faster than he anticipated. He was so focused on the wonderful, sensual look on her face that he didn’t realize her hands were moving until one, then both took hold of his biceps. They lingered there for a few seconds then moved up until they were on his shoulders.

“Are you ready?” he asked, deciding it was time for her reward, receiving the same rapid nod of her head.

With that, he began a more rapid and forceful movement that instantly had her whimpering openly. Her legs began to creep up his sides and her arms moved to his neck and looped around it. When Bill felt his balls tighten, and the strange feeling he knew so well sweep though his groin, he knew it was time and with a final deep thrust and a deep grunt, he let go. He could feel jet after jet of the thick fluid transferring to Anne, and thought it would have to be a miracle if she didn’t get knocked up.

His climax released something in the young wife as well, because her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms tightened on his neck. For a moment, just as he was starting, a shocked look appeared on her face, but it quickly disappeared and a big smile took its place. Neither seemed to be in a rush to disconnect, so they stayed coupled for several minutes before Bill sighed and rolled to her side.

“Keep your legs elevated,” he said with a smile, and positioned a pillow beneath her feet.

“Thanks,” she answered, and Bill was thrilled to see that she made no effort to cover herself.

In the dim light, her body glistened with sweat, but she still looked wonderfully erotic. He took several long looks at her as he dressed, knowing she was watching him too, as her shyness with him had vanished.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yes…yes, please,” she replied.

Jason stood by the door, listening to the springs squeal in a never-ending cascade, thinking it was taking much too long. Finally, he heard a grunt in a male voice and correctly assumed it was the man cumming inside his wife. With that, he retreated back to the other room, and waited to hear the sounds of the man’s exit. It took ten minutes, longer than it should, but finally he was gone and he walked quickly towards the bedroom, locking the front door along the way.

Anne was still flat on her back with her robe open, exhausted, but happy to be filled with potent semen. When she heard the tapping at the door, she had just enough time to flip the robe closed before her husband appeared. She knew she was in a big wet spot and that the room probably smelled of sex, but at that moment all she cared about was letting the sperm cells do their work.

“Are you okay?” he asked, walking up to the bed.

“I’m fine honey,” she replied and held out her hand.

Jason took in the scene in and suspected that what had occurred was much more than a simple insemination. It was clear that with her disheveled look, the sweat still clinging to her body, and the pungent smell of sex, she had been well and thoroughly fucked. However, at that moment, rather than screaming at her in anger and disgust, he had an overwhelming desire to climb between her legs and take her, too.

“What are you doing?” she asked when she saw him working on his clothes.

“I want to make love,” he replied, as he pushed the jeans down his legs.

“Honey, I need to stay still so it will work,” she pleaded.

Her husband ignored her words and seconds later was climbing onto the bed. He positioned himself near her feet then fought her for a second to open the robe, and when he did he received a shock when her pussy, still very open and covered in a frothy substance, came into view. Jason knew that something quite large had been inside his wife, and although it was something he wanted to hear about, right now he just wanted to get in her, too.

Anne was about to speak again and try to get him stop, but when she saw the fiery look in her husband’s eyes, she remained quiet and allowed him to spread her legs. Then, he was over her using his hand to guide his dick, and when he pushed into her, she moaned slightly from the feeling. It felt good, even after the surrogate’s big cock, and the trepidation she had about being disturbed evaporated, as she instinctively knew that it really didn’t matter. Besides, if she became pregnant, they would always have a little hope that it was their child.

He started slowly, but the sloppy feeling of her pussy and the recollection of what he heard messed with his head, and soon he was moving rapidly. For some bizarre reason that he didn’t understand, he needed to cum in his wife, even if it meant having his shaft coated with another man’s ejaculate. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he was determined to add his fluids to the fertility cocktail.

“I love you,” Anne whispered, finally overcoming her selfish thoughts, realizing the emotional toll her husband was dealing with.

Without slowing, Jason looked into her eyes then kissed her hard on the mouth listening to her soft mews escape. Both realized that this was not their normal lovemaking, and that something deeply psychological was occurring. However, neither broached the subject, preferring to just let it happen, hopefully quickly and without conflict.

Jason did in fact finish quickly. The thought and motivations churning within him were just too intense, and with a lunge that forced a heavy grunt from his wife, he pressed into her and let his balls erupt. Then, they were panting together, still connected, and once more staring at each other as the non-verbal messages were communicated.

When Jason finally fell exhausted to his wife’s side, she tried to rise and go to the bedroom, but he wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her back to him. She allowed him to snuggle against her, but she cringed when his hand began to drift down towards her pussy.

“What happened?” he asked in a low voice.

“You know…we…we did it,” she answered.

“Was he big?” he queried.

“Honey,” she protested, knowing the answer would be a blow to his ego.

“How big was he?” he followed, refusing to let it go.

“He…he was big,” she admitted.

“How big?” he continued.

“I don’t know…big,” she replied, and the way she spoke let him know what he needed.

“Did you cum?” he asked.

“No, I didn’t,” she responded, this time in a more certain voice.

With that, the room grew quiet, and several minutes later when she tried once more to go to the bathroom, he allowed her without hindrance. Once there, and able to see herself in the mirror, she understood her husband’s distress. It wasn’t the look of a woman that had been clinically inseminated. Rather, her appearance told the true story that she had been thoroughly fucked.

“Here you go,” Jason said to Anne, handing her a cup of hot coffee when she appeared in the kitchen early the next morning.

She was quite pleased to see that he seemed to be back to his old self, as she was concerned the issues of the previous night would carry over. However, soon they were chatting freely and deciding how to tackle the chores for the day. After two cups, Anne rose to get ready, and as she was preparing to leave, Jason put his arm around her waist and pulled her against him.

“I really hope you’re pregnant,” he whispered.

She knew that emotionally it was a difficult thing for him to say, so she turned in his arms and kissed him softly, then said, “Thank you. You’re so amazing.”

Together, they went to the grocery store and then had an early lunch. After that, Jason returned home while she went shopping on her own. In truth, despite their positive morning, both needed some time to reflect, so it worked out well. Jason got his tools from the garage, and started on some fix-up tasks, while his mind replayed the events over and over. Although he wasn’t certain, he was deeply suspicious that his beautiful wife had responded to the sex. Most of his concern related to the time it took, as they had been together for well over an hour. Then, there was the effect on her normally dainty pussy. When shaved smooth, it looked like it belonged on a teenage girl, but seeing it after the encounter, he could tell it had been ravaged.

Anne’s thoughts were in a similar vein. She knew she loved her husband deeply, but she couldn’t deny that she had become deeply aroused as she had intercourse with the man, and it made her feel very guilty. In addition, although he was quite professional and followed the rules, she felt her surrogate was intentionally trying to prolong the experience and make it pleasurable. That was disturbing in its own right, but what made it far worse was the fact that she was looking forward to his return. It was so unlike her that she finally decided it must be psychologically connected in some way to her strong desire to be impregnated.

Anne returned at half-past three and Jason stopped what he was doing so they could have some ice tea and watch TV together. It all started very lighthearted, but as the minutes ticked by, and the time for Bill’s return approached a noticeable silence began to engulf them. They ate dinner practically in silence, and then Anne made an excuse to go to the bedroom so she could clear her head and start to get ready.

Her departure incensed the young husband. There was still two hours to go, and he saw no reason for her to take that long to prepare. It fueled his suspicions, taking his fragile mind to a place where his wife was experiencing powerful sex, rather than the simple act he was told would occur. Fifteen minutes before the appointed time, she appeared in her robe looking made-up, almost like she was going on a date. A fresh wave of emotion swept through him, but his wife, as if sensing his state, stepped behind him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.


“Honey, it will be over soon. Don’t be upset,” she whispered.

He acknowledged her words with a small nod, then accepted her quick kiss. Seconds later, with a bottle of water in her hand, he watched as her lovely rear disappeared to the back of the house. Finally, deciding the best way to deal with the situation was to avoid it, he went to the guest room with his laptop and closed the door.

The truth was that it hadn’t been about the preparation of her body, but rather her mind. All day, her anxiousness had grown and she was now at a point that she had to consciously direct herself to be still. Intuitively, she knew it was more than the excitement of being made pregnant, as despite her efforts the previous night, she had been truly aroused by the man’s looks and the way he used his body. She was excited by the thought of more sex, and it shamed her, making it difficult to be around her loving husband. The last few minutes ticked by slowly, and in that time, Anne’s thoughts once again returned to way, the very easy way actually, that Bill had put her on fire. It was so unlike her, as amongst her friend she was usually the calm, rationale one, and even in the bedroom, with a trusted lover, part of her always needed to be in control. But, this man had broken through most of her barriers, and it was only her final vestiges of willpower and luck, that kept her from being reduced to a wailing, panting and orgasming mess.

He knocked lightly like before, and Anne moved swiftly to the door, feeling a fresh flow of secretion burst forth. When she opened it, there his was, looking into her eyes in a knowing way that made her shiver. After only a perfunctory hello, she turned and led him to her bedroom.

Greg could see that she had put effort into getting ready for him, much more than the previous night. He closed the door behind them expecting a repeat of the awkwardness, but this time, the young wife dropped her robe revealing her lovely body, and climbed onto the center of the bed. It energized him, and he quickly removed his simple attire, and joined her.

“Did you have a good day?” he asked while he rested on his knees between her long legs and stroked his hard cock.

He had purposefully taken the position, as he felt the previous night she had shown interest in his size. In addition, he thought a few words might soften the tone and make the encounter less formal.

“Yes…uhhhh…yes…I…we did some errands and shopping,” she replied.

He could tell she was trying hard not to look, but curiosity won out and she took a quick glance that was then followed by several more. He gave her ample time, pretending he wasn’t aware before proceeding.

“You ready?” he asked gently.

“Yes…” she answered in a whisper, while her head nodded rapidly several times.

As she watched, Bill closed the distance until his cock was just inches from her pussy. She could see that it was leaking fluid, and it made her want to go faster as she didn’t want any of his contents to be wasted. Her hips rocked a bit, which was not lost on the man, and when she settled, he moved to her opening. Like before, he used his cock to tease and fully lubricate her until he thought she was prepared, then he pushed down, forcing the fat head to penetrate.

The feeling was intense, even more so than before, and Anne bit her lip to keep from crying out. He was looking between them as he fed his cock into her, and it caused her to watch too until she realized he was fully inside and her legs were spread lewdly. They made eye contact, but a feeling of embarrassment suddenly coursed through her and she closed her eyes.

He started more forcefully than the previous night, encouraged by the way she had responded and her wetness, and soon he was taking her with full stokes. Although her eyes were shut and her mouth was closed, it was with less intensity, and he hoped she would give in to the feelings more quickly. In addition, her arms were out to her side, seemingly relaxed. Then, there were her breasts, which were near perfect, and danced in front of him in a way that was mesmerizing. He longed to take one of her little nipples in his mouth and suck on it hard.

As soon as Jason arrived at the door, he could hear the bedsprings squealing. They had proceeded faster this time, which pleased him, although he was still tortured to not know the details of what was occurring. He assumed it was simple missionary coupling, that’s certainly what his wife preferred, but there was no way to know for sure.

“Ohhhh…” Anne suddenly sighed sensually.

It took both of them by surprise, and the young wife’s eyes shot open for a moment, with a shocked look, and then quickly closed. She had been surprised to find her surrogate expressionless, and wondered how he could remain so detached in these situations. Certainly, he must feel something she thought, as the end result was his release.

Greg was thrilled by her show of arousal, especially coming so soon in their mating. It acted to reenergized his thoughts on conquering her and turning her into a lost, whimpering vixen. Soon, he thought, he would begin moving the way she liked, but for now he would just maintain the deep, steady rhythm

Jason felt foolish and small standing outside the door, hearing nothing, and left to guess what his wife was experiencing. So, he turned to leave, but halfway across the living room, a surge of emotion hit. He had to find out what was happening and how she was reacting. He knew he could easily live with a quick penetration with no emotion that allowed her to become pregnant. That wasn’t asking too much given his condition and their financial situation. But, what if it was more? Would or could his sweet wife act that way? He went to the back door, and quickly he was outside in the darkness, moving towards the bedroom window where he hoped he would find an opening to see.

The window was covered by wooden shutters with bed only a few feet away. Rapidly, he worked back and forth trying to find an out of place slat or a crack that was sufficient to provide a view, but the first level was tight. Not ready to give up, he took a patio chair and used it to check the next level, however it yielded nothing either. He went back to the first level and tried again, and expecting more closely, he was able to locate a small vertical seam that allowed a very restricted view. It took him several tries to find how to position to get the best look, which still proved to be minimal, as all he could make out were the legs of the man and his wife open knees that were moving slightly. It did inform his that they were in the missionary position, but little else.

Deciding it was time, Greg began to push upwards during each stroke in a way that had elicited the best response from the Anne the previous night. Instantly, he felt her body stiffen and the sound of a stifled moan escaped. Smiling to himself, he maintained the movement and with each cycle he could practically feel her body succumbing to the feelings. He noticed her hands, which were resting at her sides, begin to stir and slowly they moved more until she began to grip, and then release, the bedspread. Then, without a sound, he felt her hands move to his arms, and at the same time, her knees pulled up an opened wider giving more of herself. Although her eyes were still shut, the way she constantly licked her lips provided another sign that she was close to letting go.

“Ohhhh…mmmm…” Anne sighed in a low, sensual voice. Her eyes fluttered open and a look of panic appeared on her face as she whimpered, “I…I’m sorry…I can’t help it.”

For the first time, Greg let a smile come to his face, although he stayed silent. Regardless, it was a sufficient signal to the deeply aroused wife, and she moved her hands from his arms until they were resting on his shoulders. Now staring into each other’s eyes, she was certain that the man was interested in more than merely inseminating her. The knowledge excited her and slowly her legs wrapped around his waist while her arms looped over his muscled neck.

Jason could tell something had changed by the more pronounced movement from the man and the fact his wife legs had disappeared from his view. He sensed what must be occurring, and the silence that surrounded him made it all seem unreal. He thought about pounding on the window or rushing inside and entering the bedroom, but in the end, he just walked back to the guest room and sat on the bed.

Greg’s heavy cock pummeled the beautiful woman’s pussy forcing sighs and mews of pleasure to pass her lips. All pretenses had fled the room, and they were now fucking like experienced lovers, but Greg wanted more and knew he could get it.

“Are you okay?” he whispered, wanting to get her talking.

“Yes…” she groaned while shaking her head rapidly.

“I’m going to give you a son,” he declared boldly.

“Yes…oh yes…” she moaned loudly.

“Do you want that?” he asked, knowing his teasing words would affect her.

“Yes…” she replied instantly.

Then, he dropped onto his elbows and forced his mouth onto hers in a powerful kiss. There wasn’t even a tiny bit of reluctance in the way she accepted his lips and returned the passionate, probing connection. When they finally broke, it was Anne that pulled him back after a moment of looking into each other’s eyes.

Greg knew the time had arrived, so he began moving even faster while forcing his cock high in her opening. Within seconds, her soft sounds morphed into louder, more desperate wails, while she lifted her body and hung from his neck. He knew she wouldn’t last much longer, and in fact it only took a few seconds.

“Ohhh…ohhh…now…now please…now…” she cried out, begging for his semen.

It was what he had been waiting for, and pushing her flat onto her back, he slammed his body into her, pulled all the way out, and then with a guttural roar pushed deeply inside as the contents of his heavy balls was deposited.

“Ahhhhhhhh…” he groaned loudly from the intensity of the feeling, and then he took several rapid thrusts, before pushing deeply again, “Oh yeah…yeah…”

“Yes…oh yes…yes…ohhhh…” Anne let out in the final throes of her climax.

The seconds became minutes as their sweaty, heaving bodies remained joined. For his part, the thought of impregnating the beautiful married woman was an incredible rush. Similarly, Anne’s mind was consumed with thoughts of Greg as her partner and how perfect their child would be. At that moment, it seemed ridiculous to her that anyone would ever utilize a frozen donation

“No,” the young wife whispered, when minutes later he attempted to move off of her.

Her arms and legs pulled him even closer, and with a smile, he accepted the needs of the woman. He knew that in forcing his way over the imaginary line that he was now much more to her than a simple surrogate. In the brief act, they had become passionate lovers and she needed time to process her feelings.

A few minutes later, when he felt her body relax, he knew it was time to disconnect. Gently, he moved away, feeling her arms and legs drop to the bed, until his now mostly flaccid cock left her. He stood next to the bed and the couple stared at each other, both still naked, with neither in any particular hurry. The young wife, with her pussy still throbbing deliciously, took in the sight of the organ that had brought her so much pleasure. It hung over his fat balls, glistening with her juices, and had a slight twist that made it look unsettled.

Unable to hold back, Greg reached out and started stroking her tummy, providing an unspoken message Anne understood. He let his hand move upward and soon he was gently massaging her near perfect breasts, while he felt a stirring in his groin.

“We could do it again,” he whispered.

“I…I…well…I better not,” the young wife answered, although it was clear she wanted to.

Reluctantly, Greg broke their connection and he began to gather his clothes. Just as he finished dressing, Anne rose from the bed and found her robe, but before she could put it on, her lover pulled her into a deep kiss.

“If it doesn’t work, I hope you choose me again,” he said softly into her ear.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed, and pulled him into another embrace.

Jason was focused on his laptop, and at first didn’t realize his wife was at the door.

“Finished?” he asked, unable to think of anything else to say.

“Yes,” she answered, forcing a smile.

“Did he leave? I didn’t hear the door,” the young husband asked awkwardly.

“Yes,” she responded and crawled onto the bed next to him.

He could see her disheveled appearance and smell the aroma of their sex. It was a clear message that no matter how clinical the undertaking might be viewed, in the end it was two people fucking. Unlike the previous night, for some reason he didn’t have the overwhelming desire to take his wife. Instead, he felt exhausted and fell back until they were both sharing the same pillow.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Same as before. I hope it worked,” she answered, trying to sound matter-of-fact.

“Big like before,” he said more than asked.

“Honey…” she protested.

“Did you have an orgasm?” Jason asked, intuitively feeling he already knew the answer.

“Honey! Do we really need to talk about it,” she replied and her lack of an answer confirmed his suspicions.

“Yes. Did you orgasm?” he countered, not willing to drop the subject.

There followed several seconds of silence in the small room before his wife let out in a tiny voice, “Yes.”

“How many times?” he asked.

“Just once,” she replied quickly, but in the same soft voice.

“What else?” he followed.

“What do you mean?” she tried to clarify.

“Well, did you suck him? Did he go down on you? Did he play with your nipples? Did you kiss him? Did you do it in a bunch of different positions?” he fired back, with some emotion flaring.

There was another pause before she answered, “We kissed once.”

“Really?” he replied, and his voice registered some surprise.

“Yes, I’m sorry. I got carried away, but it’s over. Hopefully, we’re pregnant, and this can all be behind us,” Anne stated.

Although he was deeply confused and quite irritated, he knew he loved his wife dearly, so without further words, he pulled her into his arms. As they began to cuddle, he could feel her body relax, and for the next twenty minutes they kissed and held each other until he could tell she was drifting off. Jason waited another fifteen minutes, then quietly got up and went to their bedroom. Turning on the light, it was easy to see the two-foot diameter wet spot on the dark fabric of the bedspread. It left no doubt in his mind that his wife had once again been thoroughly fucked by the man they paid.

“I understand the Mattsson’s are pregnant,” Dr. Rabinowitz said to Gretchen.

She had called the counselor into her office to probe her about how it had occurred, and when she saw the panicked look, she knew there was a story. For the next hour, she interrogated the woman until she finally came clean, explaining what she knew and pointing the finger at Greg.

“I’m going to ask a few questions and I want truthful answered. If I don’t get them the first time, I will call the police and let them sort it,” the doctor informed them after Greg had joined the meeting.

At first, the young Lothario tried to be cagey, but it wasn’t long before he turned and started acting cocky. With that, it was easy for the older woman to find out what she wanted to know, while the counselor looked on terrified.

“So, you used the clinic as a means to give you credibility,” she stated.

“I guess you could say that,” he replied.

“I’m fairly certain a clever prosecutor could make it a rape case,” she told him, intentionally trying to wipe the smug look off his face.

“No one was hurt, and they got what they wanted,” he declared, although he now showed some nervousness.

“What did you charge?” the doctor asked, suddenly considering the monetary angle.

“Five hundred and fifty,” he responded.

“I see. Certainly not an amount worth risking the clinic. Wouldn’t you agree?” she queried, and when he simply shrugged, she continued, “Well, I don’t want this to get out, so you need to keep it quiet. Also, anything like this again, and I will call the police.”

“Got it,” Greg said, starting to rise.

“Oh, and you owe the clinic $275,” the doctor stated, just as he reached the door.

It wasn’t difficult to keep tabs on Anne. She had called the clinic to report the procedure had worked, so he was aware of the pregnancy, and of course, he knew where she lived. Thus, it was just a matter of waiting, then staking her out on a few weekends to learn her routine. Now, he was parked down the street, and if she held to the norm in the next hour she would be making a trip to the grocery store.

Right on time, her car went past, and he discreetly followed her then parked on the next row over. He watched as she unloaded her baby, their baby, from the back seat, and after giving her a ten-minute head start, he went inside. He had seen her several times during his stakeouts, but now much closer, he was taken once more by her beauty. She had shed any sign of her pregnancy and looked exactly as he remembered. Purposefully, he had dressed in the same manner she had last seen him, and he timed their encounter so they would meet on the pet food aisle that was currently empty.

“Uhhh…ohhh…” Anne gasped when they made eye contact just feet away from each other.

Greg forced himself to show momentary confusion, then gave his best warm smile and said, “Hi…I mean hello.”

An instant later, he looked at the four-month-old child in the car seat, and when he returned to the woman he was showing the faintest hint of a smile. The young mother was clearly stunned and confused, but she collected herself quickly.

“This is Josh,” she announced with pride.

“Beautiful boy,” he replied, seeing the happy child had his eyes.

“Yes, he is,” she said.

“Uhhh…can I ask…I mean would it be okay to hold him,” he asked, trying to come across as nervous.

“Ohhh…” she started, then after a brief pause said, “Sure, I guess so.”

With that, she started to unbuckle the straps, as the tyke gurgled and cooed. Lifting him from the carrier, she handed him to his father who held him gently as he swayed back and forth. “I’ve never been able to do this,” he said, which brought a sympathetic look from the mother.

Soon, he handed the baby back, and they said their goodbyes. Anne had mixed emotions about the encounter, with her thoughts running the gamut from the fear of problems to the remembrance of the nights that produced her precious baby. She was at her car and had just finished putting the sacks inside when she turned and saw Bill standing a few feet away.

“Look, I don’t want to cause any problems…I just thought…I mean…if you are considering another child at some point, I would like to help,” he said, then handed her a card with his number on it, before adding, “I’m not with the clinic anymore.”

“Okay,” she replied, unsure how to respond, and with that he turned and left.

Greg thought that it would be weeks or months before she contacted him, if she ever did at all. He knew it was a low probability idea, but he had been uniquely aroused by knocking up the beautiful married woman, so it was worth the few hours he put into it. Thus, when his phone rang just thirty minutes later, he had no expectation it would be from the young mother.

“Would it…I mean…could you come over and talk about what you said?” she asked nervously.

“Yes, of course. When?” he said.

“Now,” came her quick reply.

He actually had several things planned for the day, but on the drive over, he canceled them and twenty minutes later his car was parked on the street in front of the small house. Anne met him at the door, still dressed as he had seen her at the store, and let him inside.
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