
        
            
                
            
        

    
FERTILE FOR MY SEXY DENTIST

By Brandi Black


M
ost people hate going to the dentist. Not me. My dentist was tall, handsome and sexy, so even though he said I didn't need to come back until March, I was there again in November for an unnecessary cleaning.


"Keira?" his receptionist called out, flashing her ultra-white smile.


I was reading one of those five years out-of-date magazines stacked in the corner and dropped it back on the pile and leapt up when I heard her say my name.


"He'll be a few minutes late," she said, and I tried to ignore the palpitations in my chest.


Settle down, Keira, I told myself as I sat down and opened the magazine to a random page, to a story about celebrities arguing with each other while on tropical holidays, with the obligatory fuzzy pap shots of them storming off in bikinis. You'd think by the anxious way my body was reacting that I was here for an extreme root canal, not a check-up.


Why was I so nervous?


I'd seen him a million times before — he'd been my dentist for years. I grew up in a small country town, so even before he was my dentist it felt like it always been in the background of my life. He'd always been one of many familiar faces at the shops, at barbecues, at sporting events, just one of those people who always seemed to be there.


Until last year, when I returned home from university to help take care of the family farm, and booked an appointment to have my teeth cleaned. Maybe it was the way he touched me, or maybe it was the way he stared so intently at my face when he asked me whether his probe was hurting my gums, but whatever it was, he looked at me like I was special, and it made me feel alive again.


Ever since then, I've been dreaming about him. I've dreamed about him tearing his coat off while I'm on the chair, climbing on top of me, and riding me hard. I've dreamed about falling off a horse and chipping a tooth, and having him ride in on a stallion to fix my tooth and fuck me on the grass. I dreamed he discovered a new type of laughing gas that had an unexpected effect: extreme horniness. When he left the room to get something, I turned the machine on full-throttle and when he came back, his erection was impossible to miss, stretching his pants like it was trying to escape.


"Keira?"


I looked up. There he was, his white coat hanging off his tall, well-built body like he was modeling it, his chocolate eyes gazing directly at me.


How was it even possible he was so attractive? This was a place where everyone spent too much time in the sun, Sausages and beer were predominant diet, and he must've been at least 40.


"Back already?" he asked, as I sidled past him, getting a good whiff of his cologne. "Yup." I'd worn my most attention grabbing outfit today, a super tight T-shirt that barely covered my midriff, and a tiny purple miniskirt. His eyes drifted over my body as I walked past him, and I smiled with that extra burst of happiness that only comes from getting attention from a hot man.


"I thought we only cleaned your teeth in September?" he said, as I perched on the dentist's chair.


"What can I say?" I said, as I fanned my hair out over the headrest. "I really like to be thorough."


I crossed my legs one over the other, Knowing full well that my skirt rode up my thighs when I did that.


Lucas looked at me skeptically. "Well, as long as you don't mind paying for it..." He draped a white dental bib over my breasts and I leaned forward so he could fasten it behind my neck, and tried not to audibly moan as his fingers brushed over the tiny hairs there.


Damn, I was horny.


My dream from last night was still fresh in my memory, and it played on my mind as he turned around to prepare his dental equipment. In my dream, I was at this very appointment. He gazed into my mouth while my pussy tingled and throbbed, and he slipped and fell and landed on my chest. Our lips found each other and began to wrestle as he, unable to tear himself away, abandoned his professional demeanor and ripped all his clothes off.


Even though I knew it had been a dream, my eyes still scanned the shelves, searching for some sort of liquid I might be able to "accidentally" knock over, but everything seemed to be stored in the cupboards and cabinets with their lids firmly secured.


Lucas wheeled his stool next to me and perched on it, pulling a surgical mask over his mouth as he held one of his metal devices above my face.


"I'd say open wide, but by this point you've been here so many times that you probably know how this works better than I do."


It sounded like he was trying to make a joke, so I gave him a slow drawn-out chuckle, but hearing him mock the frequency of my visits like that stung a little.


All the same, he was right. I leaned back against the headrest and opened my mouth, displaying my already clean teeth.


He poked around with his metal prod, scratching the enamel on my molars, looking for cavities. It was a sound I would never get used to, no matter how many times I came here. It sounded so loud, it was almost like my teeth were inside my eardrums, but having his fingers inside my mouth made it worth it.


"Everything looks fine," he said, withdrawing the probe. "But you already knew that."


"You never know," I said. "I eat a lot of sugar..."


Lucas looked skeptically at my toned waist. My shirt had ridden up my abdomen while I stretched out on the chair, revealing my belly button, and it probably wouldn't take a genius to figure out that I didn't eat a lot of sugar or processed foods.


"Keira," he said, leaning over me, "you've been here four times in the past twelve months and there's been absolutely nothing wrong with your teeth."


I felt my cheeks burn and hoped my face wasn't giving away how much my pussy throbbed while he was this close to me.


"Well, I know that now," I squeaked, unable to stop gazing into his eyes. They were the sort of eyes that commanded all your attention, and you didn't even notice until you got lost in them.


"You know I'm married, right?" he said softly.


Of course I knew that — he wore a gold ring on his wedding finger, although he removed it whenever he put on his gloves. I'd often seen him around town with his wife, although married men had affairs all the time, didn't they? At least, they seemed to when I was at university.


My best friend Madelyn had an affair with her married economics professor, and another friend, Selena, had an affair with her married soccer trainer, and neither of them had anything bad to say about it.


Why couldn't I have a married lover too?


"I don't mind..." I said. "It's not like I expect us to get married or anything."


Lucas sighed. "That's not the point," he said.


"What is the point then?" I asked.


"It's complicated," Lucas said. "I don't wanna get into it right now."


I lay back against the headrest, feeling like I'd somehow failed. And then I realized... He hadn't said he wasn't attracted to me. He'd only said he was married.


Maybe I still had a chance.


He leaned over me to unclasp the bib and draw it off. I reached up and brushed my hand over the stubble on his cheek. His eyes met mine. I could see desire burning within them.


There was no doubt that he wanted me as much as I wanted him.


I used my hand to guide his face closer to mine, parting my lips to bring him into a kiss. My heart thumped, and I couldn't believe I was being this brave. I've never been this forward before! Although to be honest, I've never needed to be. The guys at uni were so horny and so hopeless that all you had to do was sit back and wait, and someone would make a move.


Lucas was different. He was a man, not just a horny grad student. Something about knowing that he wasn't going to give in as easily made the situation even more hot than it already was. It felt dangerous, like I was playing with fire.


His tongue massaged mine and his lips were surprisingly soft. Actually tasting him, feeling him, knowing his hand was awkwardly grabbing the chair as he tried to fight his wild impulses, sent a thrill of desire straight through my pussy. I sat up, moving closer to him, swinging my legs over the side of the chair until I could feel his erection against my knee.


He pulled himself away from me, looking dazed.


"I can't do this," he panted. "I'll get into so much trouble."


Now that we'd kissed, my pussy was even hungrier for him than it already had been. There was no way I could let him go now. I lowered my hand and pulled the hem of my skirt to the top of my thighs.


Lucas saw me doing it.


"Please don't do that," he said, although the conflicted tone of his voice told me that he didn't want me to stop. I raised the skirt a tiny bit higher, exposing a flash of my red panties, and although he turned away, he turned back again a second later.


He bit his lip as I inched my skirt even higher and slipped a finger inside the hem of my panties. My clit was already hard, and it's stiffened further under my fingertip. I played with myself while Lucas watched, and as I felt my wetness soak through the fabric, I knew he'd be able to see it.


It felt amazing, especially seeing his eyes widen as I moaned and slid my entire hand into my panties, rubbing my clit as ferociously as I could, while my back arched and my braless nipples strained through my top.


I was getting close now, and he knew it. His hand hovered over my leg, like he wanted to pull my hand away and replace it with his cock, but he had more self restraint than I did.


I widened my legs as an ultra-strong orgasm built inside me.


Nobody had ever watched me masturbate before, and I loved it. I loved seeing how much his cock strained against his pants, how slack his jaw was, and how much his breathing had shallowed. I stared right at him as pleasure tunneled through my body, imagining him on top of me, sweat beading on his chest as his cock entered my wetness.


The fantasy made me moan louder.


Lucas looked alarmed. "The receptionist will hear you!" he said, but that just turned me on even more. Who cared if the woman with the glow-in-the dark teeth heard me? She'd probably wanted to do this since she started working here. I certainly would.


I was soaking wet now. I could feel my juices on the edge of my fingertips as I plunged them closer to my opening. Lucas watched my fingers move through my panties, his lips wet, all attempts at trying to restrain his urges abandoned.


Pulses of pleasure shot through my pussy as my fingers moved faster, and I began to lose control. This was it, I thought. I was going to come, and Lucas was going to see it happen!


I dropped my head back as my body began to convulse. Waves of pleasure shot through me, flooding through every muscle in my body, relaxing me more than I thought possible. The whole time, I never took my eyes off Lucas's, and he never took his eyes off my hand.


I fell back on the chair, drenched with sweat, as my chest heaved and a smile spread over my face.


"I saw how much you liked that," I said. "There's no way you can pretend you didn't."


Lucas blinked like he was waking up from a dream that he didn't want to leave.


Here is, I thought. This is where he'll lose control.


But instead, he closed his eyes and leaned against the cabinet like he had no strength left in his legs.


"I think you should go, and don't come back until you're actually due for another clean," he said. "This isn't appropriate."


"Are you kidding me?" I stood up, angry now, and wiped my fingers on my skirt. How could he possibly see what I'd just done, have those reactions, and then tell me to leave?


This had never happened to me before, and I'd never even considered this possibility. I assumed that once he'd seen me orgasm, he'd be desperate to fuck me — and would be completely unable to control his urges.


At least, that's what always happened with the guys at university.


But maybe I was dealing with something different here. A man, instead of the boys I was used to.


I grabbed my bag and swung it over my shoulder with such force that it swayed behind me and bounced off my butt.


"Fine," I said. "But you don't know what you're missing."


I was ready to storm out and slam the door, to leave and never come back. But when I looked back at Lucas, he was staring at me with such a pained expression that I couldn't help but feel sorry for him.


"Trust me," he said in a heavy voice. "I know exactly what I'm missing."


----


IT WASN'T easy to forget about a man like Lucas, but since he'd banned me from his clinic, I was determined to try. I threw myself into anything I could think of —  things I'd always been interested in, like basketball and hanging out with my friends, but also new hobbies, like a pottery class and themed nights at the museum.


Nothing worked.


Lucas was all I could think about, especially that look on his face when I came.


Just seeing it flash through my mind was enough to make me completely lose focus on whatever I was doing.


As my regular hobbies became less and less effective at distracting me, I started trying more physical things. My theory was that maybe if I needed to coordinate all my arms and legs at the same time, my mind would be less likely to wander.


So I tried boxing. And when that proved ineffective, I tried skateboarding.


My brother had always been good at skateboarding, and even though his friends mocked him relentlessly, he offered to show me how to do it.


At first, it worked well. I was terrible at it, so I needed to focus on every single muscle I was moving to avoid letting the board slide out from under me, leaving me falling on my ass behind it.


But then, against all my expectations, I started to get good at it. Every time I practiced, I became a little bit better. Suddenly, I could do simple tricks — and as I kept going, I began to find myself keeping up with the boys.


It seemed like my strategy was working. I hadn't gone back to see Lucas at all since that embarrassing moment of rejection, and I'd started fantasizing about some of the guys at the skate park instead.


But then fate intervened.


The skate park was in the middle of the town, in an outdoor complex that included netball courts, tennis courts and a fitness centre. People frequently walked past because it was on the route between the town centre and the lake, and they often watched the skateboarders, especially when the guys did complex tricks.


Sometimes I did too — the guys who practiced every day were incredible, some of them as agile as gymnasts. They soared up out of the ramps and contorted their bodies midair before descending back down, picking up so much speed you half expected them to take off like a fighter jet on their way back up. One Wednesday, I was skating down one of the ramps, one of the things that I managed easily now, while some of the guys did death-defying stunts behind me.


I was halfway down the ramp when a familiar face caught my eye.


Lucas.


I wasn't even sure it was really him — but the possibility that it might be took all my focus away from what I was doing. All of a sudden, I was that beginner again —  struggling to stay upright, fighting against gravity, and losing. Badly. I was going down face-first and there was nothing I could do about it. The skateboard soared away without me, the concrete slammed into my face, and everything went black.


I was vaguely aware of someone touching me, and a voice above me saying, "Is she okay?"


It was one of my brother's friends, Ash. As he helped me up, all I could focus on was the blood streaming down my face.


"Am I dead?" I asked, my voice muffled by the blood in my mouth.


"Not quite," he said. "But you gave it a pretty good attempt."


Ash put my arms over his shoulders and helped me climb the stairs to the edge of the skate park. He sat me on a bench and said, "Would you like me to call an ambulance?"


I blinked, focusing on my arms and legs, searching for anything that was broken.


But then I remembered why I had fallen off the skateboard in the first place, and gazed around madly, looking for any sign of Lucas. But of course, all I could see were crowds of anonymous faces blending into each other.


"I don't think I need an ambulance," I said.


"Are you sure?" The guy asked. "There's a lot of blood."


I touched my face, trying to work out where the blood was coming from. My mouth ached. I reached inside my mouth and ran a finger over my broken tooth.


"Shit," I said. "Just my luck."


"Looks like you'll at least need a dentist," the guy said.


The tooth next to it was broken too. I pulled my finger out of my mouth and wiped the blood on my shirt. "That's exactly what I'm worried about."





WHEN I ARRIVED BACK at Lucas's practice, he gasped when he saw my face.


"When I saw your name on the booking sheet, I assumed you were coming in for another clean. "This," he said, gesturing at my face, "Was unexpected."


"I know," I said. "I wasn't expecting it either."


"It can't hurt that much if you're joking about it," Lucas said, "but let's have a look."


He set me on the same chair that I'd masturbated on and told me to open my mouth. I opened it as wide as I could, but my bruised jaw made me wince with pain.


"Does this hurt?" He asked, as he gently pressed my gum with a gloved finger.


Everything hurt, but I wanted him to think that I was brave, so I said no until he touched my broken tooth.


"Fuck!" I gasped, and pulled away from his hand.


"It must really be sore if you don't want me to touch you," Lucas said, teasing me with his voice.


"Were you at the skate park today?" I asked, not wanting to talk about the last time I was here.


"No," Lucas said. "I've been here all day. I've been working since eight this morning."


"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice still affected by my broken tooth.


"Why would I be at the skate park?" Lucas asked. "I'm thirty-eight."


"I don't know," I said, although finding out that he was thirty-eight turned me on a bit. It was like learning something personal about him somehow made us closer. Sure, I'd searched him on social media, but all I could see was when he'd graduated from his dentistry degree.


And then I noticed that Lucas's jacket, the one hanging over his chair at his desk, was brown. The man at the skate park had been wearing a green one. And I knew the opening hours of his clinic from booking so many appointments. Of course it hadn't been him — it must have been my crazy horny brain, seeing what it wanted to see.


Knowing that didn't fix my broken tooth. But Lucas could.


"I can give you a crown," Lucas said. "But it's going to be expensive."


"I don't have that kind of money," I said. "You know I'm just helping out on the farm." And, honestly, I'd spent a lot of my savings on having my teeth cleaned —  but I didn't want to admit that.


"What if we came to some kind of agreement?" Lucas said, his voice suggesting dirty things.


Until now, I've been working with the assumption that he wasn't interested in doing anything with me. That he was committed to his wife, and that even seen me masturbate wasn't enough to make him lose control.


Now, I started to wonder, what if?


"Like a sexual agreement?" I asked.


Lucas took a step towards me and licked his lips. "I didn't say that," he said.


"But isn't that what you meant?" I asked. "What other kind of agreement would there be?"


"Would you like me to fix your tooth?" Lucas asked.


I took a step closer to him. "I would like you to do whatever you want."


It was like a stand-off. I wasn't about to admit my attraction to him anymore, not after he'd rejected me. But he wasn't about to admit that he was attracted to me either. All we could do was stand there, inches apart, close enough for me to feel his breath on my face, while I waited for him to give in.


"Lie down," he growled. His voice was gruffer that I've ever heard it. "And open wide."


I obeyed, because what else was I going to do? I wanted to do everything he told me to do, especially when he used that voice. Lucas turned away to tinker with his equipment and I could see his tight muscular ass within his pants.


"Do you work out?" I asked.


"What?" Lucas asked, turning back.


"You look like you work out," I said. "But I haven't seen you at the gym."


Lucas looked down at his feet and slowly brought his eyes back up to meet mine.


"I've been working out at home," he said. "I've got a gym in my garage, that I had installed after our last appointment."


"Really?" I asked.


"Yes," he said. "But let's get that tooth fixed first and worry about everything else later."





LUCAS WAS AN AMAZING DENTIST. Even though getting my tooth fixed hurt, having him so close to me, and watching me so intently, make me feel like the most special person on earth. I could feel the heat from his body radiating through my shoulder every time he stood next to me.


I could tell from the way he moved that he was good at what he did, and he'd had a lot of practice. My jaw ached from being held open for so long, but that didn't bother me because it meant he was still there.


"I think we're done," Lucas said, putting down his equipment and picking up a mirror so I could see his masterpiece.


My reflection smiled back at me, the broken tooth blending in with all the others, like nothing had ever happened to it.


"You're amazing!" I gasped, almost unable to believe he's been able to do such a great job.


"I had amazing inspiration," Lucas said. "It was easy to make you look pretty because you already were."


I blushed, and felt that familiar tingle of arousal swell through my lower abdomen.


My pussy craved him. I wanted him inside me, And now that he'd fixed my tooth for free, I was more certain than ever that he would say yes.


I reached out and brushed my hand over his arm. Lucas stayed incredibly still, watching me.


"Are you sure you want this?" He asked. "I'm so much older than you."


I smiled as my hand reached for his. "That just makes it even hotter."


As I said that, it was like all his self-control melted. His lips found mine, and we kissed without any restraint, our tongues circling together and our hands exploring each other's bodies.


He was wearing jeans and a tight shirt under his white coat, and my fingers traveled over his abs and pecs, squeezing his muscles, feeling their strength and hardness beneath my fingers. None of the guys I'd never slept with had been this toned, and the idea of his muscles rubbing against my body turned me on more than I expected.


And then there was his cock. It strained against his jeans, trying to escape, and pressed into my stomach as I kissed him. It felt huge, and I wondered how it would possibly fit inside me, but I was up for the challenge.


I wanted this.


I needed this.


Lucas needed it too; I could tell by the way he fumbled with my clothes, trying to rip them off. I tore off my top, and he gasped at the sight of my naked tits.


"They're so perky! he exclaimed, as he squeezed them, kneading my flesh. His hands traveled over my breasts, tweaked my nipples. It was almost like it was the first time he's ever seen breasts, and I chuckled.


"If you like those, wait until you see the rest of my body." I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my skirt, to make it clear what I was talking about.


"I know," I said. "I haven't been able to stop fantasizing about seen you naked since you masturbated in this chair."


"You thought about me while you masturbated?" I asked, a flash of pleasure blooming through me as I thought about him lying in bed, in the dark, his head filled with images of my naked body.


Lucas nodded.


"I haven't been able to stop."


His hands found my skirt and pulled it down my thighs, leaving me wearing only black panties.


"No red ones today?" Lucas teased.


"I wasn't expecting to be here today," I said. "If I was..."


Lucas's eyes gleamed.


"What would you have worn?"


I shrugged as his fingers explored my panties, stroking my clit through the fabric.


"I don't know... maybe something see-through, or maybe nothing at all."


"That sounds sexy," Lucas murmured. "I'd like to see that."


"Which part?" I asked.


"All of it," he said with a dirty smile. "And I'd like to see what's under here."


He drew my panties to the side, revealing my swollen, throbbing clit. It ached for his touch, but he wasn't finished teasing me. He lowered his face over it, and I could feel the heat from his breath waft over it like a gentle breeze.


"It looks so delicious," he said. "Like a plump ripe strawberry. Would you mind if I had a taste?"


His tongue slid out of his mouth and brushed over my clit so gently it made me moan.


"I can't think of anything better," I said, although that was a lie. I wanted his thick, hard cock inside me. It was so close yet just out of reach, as Lucas brought his lips to my clit and began to move it with his tongue.


It felt incredible. I've never experienced oral sex like this before — it truly felt like a warm-up to the main act, and my body reacted accordingly. I could feel my pussy throbbing, making space for what was to come — his giant cock.


"I want to see it," I begged, and Lucas turned to look at me in a confused way, his mouth coated with my juices.


"You want to see what?" he asked.


"You know what I'm talking about," I said coyly, as I reached for his cock that was still too far away to touch.


Lucas was more than happy to oblige. As he returned his lips to my clit, I heard his zipper slide down, and then he peeled his pants off so they were bunched around his ankles.


"Like this?" he asked, and I sat up on my elbows so I could see the monster cock that protruded out from the peak of that delicious V shape his muscles formed.


It was even bigger than I expected, curving upwards slightly, so thick around the base I doubted I could close my fingers over it.


"Will it fit inside me?" I asked, some of my bravado fading as I realized it was going to be a very tight fit.


"Don't worry," Lucas said. "I've had loads of practice, and I haven't met anyone I haven't been able to take yet."


His reassurance helped — but still, I eyed his bouncing member warily. It was it least twice as thick as the dildo I had bought myself last year, when I'd discovered the adult stores near my university campus.


Still, his tongue was performing magic on my clit, and I could feel my body open up, almost like the challenge of his size just made my pussy even more alive.


Especially when he wormed two fingers inside me, massaging my insides, teasing them into relaxing. I moaned and closed my eyes, focusing on the sensations flowing through me. His fingers worked separately, stretching me, making my body even more receptive than it already was. I arched my back as I felt myself grow wetter, soaking his fingers and making a slurping sound as he played with me.


"You feel like you're almost ready," he said.


Despite my nervousness about his size, I felt like I was ready too. I felt empty, like I desperately needed to be filled, and I wanted him to do it.


"Fuck me," I gasped. "Fuck me with your giant cock."


Lucas kicked off his pants and straddled me on the chair, his giant cock bobbing just above my pelvis. He leaned down and kissed me, while he wrapped his hand around his direction and spread my juices over the shaft, lubricating it until it glistened.


"I'll be gentle," he promised, but I knew that with a giant member like that, it was still going to be a challenge.


He brushed the tip over my folds, while gazing into my eyes.


"Fuck you're sexy," he whispered. "I know I should never have been attracted to you because I'm at work, I'm married, and you're so much younger than me, but I just can't help it. You're so fucking sexy."


He was holding back, I could tell, trying to resist the urge to ram his giant cock as deep inside me as hard as he could. His legs quivered, and he gazed at me with unadulterated lust as the tip of his cock ventured inside my gaping pussy


It was just an inch or so, but it still made me gasp.


"Does that hurt?" he asked.


I shook my head. I felt like I was being stretched, but not in a bad way. Besides, the pleasure outweighed any pain. "Go deeper," I begged.


Lucas obliged, sliding further inside me while he held his weight on his hands. I felt every movement, every jolt and every twitch, and it felt incredible. He kept sliding into me, stretching my pussy until I felt like I had reached my limit, and then pushed a little further.


I realized I was holding my breath, and released it as he stayed still inside me.


"How does this feel?" he asked.


It felt so incredible, I knew I wasn't going to last long. Every inch of me, both inside and out, felt hypersensitive and everything he did and touched made it more intense.


He slowly drew his cock out of me and I clutched at him, not wanting him to stop, but once it was all the way out, he gazed at my pussy, marveled at how much he'd stretched it, before he plunged back inside me.


My pussy gripped around his cock as it impaled me, and I bit my cheek as pleasure and pain ran through me simultaneously. He pumped in and out, his muscular thighs stiff against mine. I played with my clit as he fucked me and his eyes widened as he realized I was getting close.


"Come for me," Lucas gasped. "I want your tight little cunt to explode around my cock."


He squeezed my arms as he fucked me harder, making my tits bounced as I rubbed my aching nub, feeling my pussy tighten around his erection, trying to hold it in.


Finally, I couldn't hold back any longer. With his cock slamming against my cervix, and my fingers whirring at sonic speed over my clit, there was nothing I could do to stop the intense orgasm that flooded through me, making me shake all over, and making my pussy clamp around his erection.


"Shit," I gasped, as my vision faded and I was filled with warmth.


Lucas groaned as my orgasm set off his. His balls tightened and his cock shuddered inside me, as all the muscles in his face and neck tightened from the effort.


"That was intense," he breathed, his expression stunned. "I was going to pull out before I came, but that was just so damn good..."


I smiled. "It's okay, I don't mind."


Lucas wiped perspiration off his forehead. "But what if..." the end of that sentence hung between us, and I couldn't help privately hoping that he was right, that he really had made me pregnant.


It didn't make any sense — he was married, after all  — but that wasn't the point. Sex with Lucas had been so amazing that I there to be some sort of evidence of it, so I could always know it was real.


"Would that be a bad thing?" I asked. Lucas must have felt the same way as me, because his face spread into a smile.


"No. No, it wouldn't."





SURE ENOUGH, a few weeks later I was back in his dental practice again, sitting in the waiting room, thumbing through another magazine. We'd kept fucking in his home gym, but this was the first time I'd made an appointment to come back here, the plastic stick with its parallel blue lines tucked away in my bag.


He rushed down the hallway, smiling so hard the receptionist stared at him in alarm.


"Are you..." he gushed.


I couldn't even form the words. I held my hand over my stomach and nodded, smiling through happy tears that sprung up out of nowhere, and Lucas hugged me.


"I'm so happy right now," he said, as he pulled me close and kissed me, right in front of the receptionist. "We're going to be so happy together."


I kissed him back, and right in that moment, I knew that everything would be okay.
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