
        
            
                
            
        

    
FERTILE TEMPTATION

By Brandi Black


T
he park's all set up for the wedding and I can't help feeling a pang of jealousy when I see it.


Lori's overseen every single detail and it shows. There's rows of white chairs next to the rose bushes, bouquets of fake flowers at the end of every row and yellow fabric draped between every chair, giving the whole scene an optimistic, sunny vibe. As I walk down the aisle, imagining where everyone will sit, I feel like I'm walking into heaven.


Up ahead, there's the flower-covered lectern where the celebrant will stand and, next to it, the space where Gavin will wait for Lori with a massive smile on his face.


Another pang pierces my heart.


It should be me walking down this aisle in two days, not her.


"What do you think?" She's watching my face anxiously and I force myself to smile.


"I think it's lovely. Has Gav seen it yet?"


"He saw the half-finished version," Lori says, "but I want to keep the final details a surprise. Besides, he's been really busy lately."


"Yeah?" I ask, hoping she can't see the guilt that's piercing my chest.


"Yeah," Lori says. She reaches past me and straightens a flower that's been knocked askew. "He's had a massive few weeks at work."


I nod and look away, but she's too distracted by her planning to look at me for long. Her eyes keep sweeping over the display, searching for imperfections, not realizing the biggest imperfection here is me.





I DIDN'T MEAN for it to happen.


Sure, that's what everyone always says — but for me, it really started as a normal day at work.


I'm a nurse in a busy cosmetic clinic and spend most of my days dealing with middle-aged women trying to erase their regrets. This particular day was so bland that it would have disappeared into the blur of my memory, if the man hadn't walked in.


This in itself wasn't out of the ordinary — while men weren't our biggest customers, they came in all the time. But this one grabbed my attention immediately.


Gavin.


His eyes locked into mine as soon as I looked up at the sound of the bell, and he looked as nervous as a kid who'd been called into the principal's office.


"I've got an appointment," he said, keeping his voice low like he was asking for rum during the prohibition. "Tattoo removal."


I blinked. Lori hadn't told me he'd be coming in and I hadn't booked the appointment, so this was news to me. I found him in our system and sure enough, he had an appointment in five minutes.


"Have a seat," I said, just like I do to everyone else, and he sat on the edge of one of our chairs, fiddling with a pamphlet for laser hair removal.


Sophie was working with me and, luckily, she was paying more attention than I was — probably because she didn't have an enormous crush on the man sitting in front of us.


"Have you been here before?" she asked, in the soothing voice she'd perfected for nervous clients.


Gav shook his head. "Nah, I've been putting it off. I've heard these things hurt."


"It's not that bad," I lied.


"Natalie can hold your hand if it hurts too much," Sophie said, shooting a grin at me, and I chuckled like it was a joke even though it was exactly what I wanted to do. I'd been in love with him since the day I met him, and knowing he was marrying Lori made my insides twist every time I thought about it. There was no way Sophie could know that though — I'd never mentioned my crush to anyone. Even saying his name felt dangerous, like I was crossing some sort of invisible boundary.


The clinician swept out of the back offices and picked up the clipboard from the desk next to me.


"Gavin?" she said. "Come through, please."


I gulped. I'd be assisting her and the idea of being in a confined space with Gavin, leaning over him, touching his skin, was already making my heart race.


The clinician led us into one of the consultation rooms and sat with her legs crossed.


"Take a seat," she said, as she flicked through Gavin's paperwork and her eyes traveled over the tattoos that covered his arms. "Now, which tattoo would you like to have removed?"


Gavin glanced at me. "It's a bit... embarrassing."


His hands hovered over the waistband of his pants and my curiosity surged. Was the tattoo on his penis? Lori had never mentioned one, but then again, I realized, Lori hadn't mentioned anything about their sex life at all.


"I can leave, if you'd like," I offered, but of course that was the last thing I wanted and I was relieved when Gavin shook his head.


"It's okay, it's just a bit ridiculous, that's all. I don't know what I was thinking..."


He exhaled and stood up, avoiding my eyes as he unbuttoned his pants. I felt a surge of arousal: how many times had I fantasized about him undressing in front of me? Sure, in my fantasies, it was in my bedroom and he'd thrown me on the bed first, but still.


To my disappointment, he only pulled his pants down far enough for us to see a tattoo in cursive text that ran across where his pubic hair would be, if he hadn't shaved it. The clinician and I both leaned closer, straining to read it.


"Sadie," I read aloud.


"I want to get it removed before the wedding," Gavin said. "Lori hasn't seen it and I don't want to surprise her with this."


"Lori hasn't seen it?" I asked. The clinician shot me a look — It's none of your business — but I can't help myself.


"Nah, I've kept the hair long and she wants to wait until we're married to... you know." Gavin looked sheepish.


I was stunned — Lori had never told me she was waiting until she was married to have sex. I started to realize I didn't know my friend as well as I thought.


"We should be able to remove that," the clinician said, her mind still on the job, unlike mine. "Climb up on the table for me and we'll get started."





AS IT TURNED OUT, Gav actually did hold my hand while the clinician prepared the laser. I sat next to him while he winced and squeezed my fingers.


"This is going to sting," the clinician warned.


Gav's jaw clenched but he nodded.


"Who's Sadie?" I asked.


"Just someone I met on the Gold Coast," Gav said, watching the clinician as she switched the laser on.


"The Gold Coast?"


"Yeah."


Suddenly, Gav realized what he said, at the exact same time that the clinician pressed the laser against his skin. He gasped.


"Shit! Don't tell Lori, will you?"


I squeezed his hand. "Your secret's safe with me. I'm good at keeping them."


On the outside, I might have looked calm and professional, but my heart was pounding. Gav's trip to the Gold Coast was last year — six months after he started dating Lori.


I never knew he had such a wild side!


"You're the best," Gav said. "You wanna know a secret? Sometimes I wish I was marrying you instead of her.


Me too, I wanted to say. The words were in my throat but I swallowed them.


"All done," the clinician said, and switched the laser off.


"Is that it?" Gav sat up and frowned when he saw the tattoo was still visible.


"That's it for this session," the clinician said. "Natalie can book your follow-up appointment."


He was still holding my hand. The clinician left the room to meet her next client, leaving Gav and I together, his boxers still down around the base of his glorious cock.


"She forgot the cream," I realized, and I stood up to grab it. I almost went to rub it in automatically, but then remembered the part of his body I was about to touch and felt a thrill of excitement run down my spine. "Can I touch you there?"


Gav nodded. He licked his lips and watched me as I squeezed cream on my fingers and rubbed it gently over the skin on his pelvis.


"I can't believe you had another woman's name tattooed on your skin," I said, trying to take my mind off how close my fingers were to the growing bulge in his boxers.


"What can I say?" Gav said. "When I fall in love, I fall hard and quickly, and not always with just one person. Do you think less of me?"


I shook my head. If anything, I was excited by the idea that he was open to the idea of seeing someone else. And, judging by the way his cock was stiffening and turning his boxers into a tent, he was excited too.


I knew I shouldn't do this, especially while I was at work, but I couldn't help myself — I'd missed my opportunity last time, and I didn't want to miss it again. I twisted the lock on the door and took a deep breath while Gav smiled.


"I fall in love hard and quickly too," I said, feeling my breathing quicken. "I fell in love with you the moment I met you."


It all rushed back to me: the throbbing music, the cider Gav bought me, the masculine scent of his cologne. It was the first warm day leading into summer and the place was packed, the jostling crowd pushing us closer and closer together...


This time, there was no crowd and no music, but I moved closer to him anyway. His erection was standing at full attention and I leaned over him, pressing my lips against his.


He kissed me back, his lips massaging mine, his tongue venturing into my mouth. I wanted to jump on top of him and fuck him senseless, but I didn't want to hurt the skin that had just been lazered, so I settled for easing his boxers down and wrapping my hand around his giant shaft.


It looked exactly how I imagined it. Long and thick, with bulging veins and a pillow-soft head.


"How long does this thing take to stop hurting?" Gav asked.


"Everyone's different," I said. "But maybe a day or two."


"Damn," he growled. "I'd really like to fuck you right now."


He considered it, and I could tell he was weighing up whether it would be worth the pain to fuck me anyway.


"I know what we can do instead," I teased. I sat on the chair across from him and spread my legs, easing my fingers into my panties.


"Fuck yeah," Gav moaned, as I leaned back and massaged my clit with my fingertips, using my other fingers to slide the fabric across so he could see my swollen pink slit.


"We're gonna have to be quick," I urged. "My next appointment's gonna come in soon."


Gav didn't need a second invitation. He jumped off the table and practically dove between my legs, as keen as I was to make the most of the opportunity. He gazed at me with a lust-filled smile before he buried his face in my pussy. His hot tongue scorched my clit as his fingers began to explore my folds. He eased one finger inside me, then two, snaking them in as far as he could as his tongue lapped at my clit, sending pulses of pleasure through my body. I moaned and parted my legs wider, inviting him in, wanting him as deep inside me as he could go.


I couldn't help it.


Ever since that night we'd first met, where we'd ground our bodies together in the electric crowd at Murphy's pub, I'd wanted him to do this to me. Even when I grabbed Lori and shouted over the music, "Have you met my friend?" I never really expected either of them to fall for each other. He was too wild, she was too uptight, and I left that night thinking that he'd still be single when I was ready.


Better late than never, right?


He plunged his fingers extra deep as someone knocked on the door.


"Natalie?"


It was Sophie, her plaintive voice wafting through the wood.


"I'm coming," I gasped, and that happened to be the best thing I could have said, because right as my orgasm started to peak she called out, "That's good, because your next appointment's waiting for you."


It took all my self-control not to snap back an impatient reply. I grabbed Gav's hair, not sure I could hold back any longer. I desperately wanted to touch his cock, to pull it in my mouth... even just watching it bob between his legs was a massive turn-on.


Soon, I vowed, that cock would be inside me. I'd ride it like the majestic stallion it was, and unlike Lori, I wouldn't make him wait until marriage.


Someone like Gav deserved to run wild and free, I decided, as he made my hips buck and my pussy clench around his expert fingers. He couldn't be tethered or reigned in, not the way Lori wanted.


That's when he really showed me his talents. His tongue ground down on my clit, whirring over the nub, and his fingers felt like they were dancing inside me. My back arched and I bit my lower lip until I drew blood to stop myself from screaming with pleasure.


My pulse pounded through me and I slumped back against the chair, speechless, as pleasure surged through my body.


But then there was another knock at the door.


"Natalie?"


It was the clinician that time — I'd obviously taken far too long. Gav seemed to sense the urgency. He doubled down, moving his tongue faster and faster, until my body exploded with pleasure. I squeezed his hair as my pussy pulsed around his fingers, using all my self-control to keep my moans silent.


Gav pulled away, grinning, his mouth shiny from my juices. "Text me," he said, as he pressed a business card into my palm. "Anytime."


He pulled on his pants with unbelievable speed and when I placed my hand on the door, before I could open it, he leaned forward and kissed me.





OF COURSE, none of this makes me feel good, especially now that I'm standing under the flowers where they're about to get married, keeping the biggest secret I've ever had.


Knowing I could have had him in the first place, knowing I'll hurt my friend, and knowing that his business card's still in my handbag all makes me feel like the worst person in the world.


Seeing the work Lori's put into this place has made me feel even worse.


"I've gotta go," I say, leaving Lori to finish arranging bouquets of flowers. I run through the park until I've reached the barbecues and I'm sure she can't see me.


I dig through my bag, pulling out every piece of paper I find until I reach the one I'm looking for: Gav's business card. He's a personal trainer and there's a photo of him smiling next to his name and phone number, the shirt he's wearing showing off his strong tattooed arms.


I gulp. Being reminded how hot he is just makes this harder! I dial his number and he doesn't answer, so I leave a message.


"Gav... it's me. We need to talk." There's a seagull strutting on the grass in front of me and a bunch of people drinking around the barbecue, all completely unaware of the churning sensation in my chest. "I guess you're busy, so I'll come and see you at work."


I hang up, blinking away tears. Maybe the we-can't-do-this-anymore conversation would be better face to face, anyway.





HE'S TRAINING a Client when I arrive at his gym.


"Natalie!" he says, his face breaking into a massive smile as soon as he sees me. His client's an older woman who's squatting with an exercise ball, who glances at me and then keeps focusing on her movements. "What's going on?"


"We need to talk," I say. "I just went to the park and Lori showed me the wedding setup... and I feel like the worst friend ever."


I'm on the verge of tears again and Gav must be able to tell, because he wraps his arm around my shoulder and his voice grows soft.


"I've got another ten minutes left here, then we can talk in my office."


I nod, and he smiles, quickly kissing my cheek before he returns to his client.





SURE ENOUGH, fifteen minutes later, he comes into his office where I've been playing with his blood pressure cuff. I shove it back on his desk when I hear the door unlatch, and he looks at me like he knows exactly what I was doing.


"What's going on?"


He sits in front of me, so close our knees almost touch.


"I feel so bad," I say, unable to pretend even for a second that everything's okay. How did I get myself into this mess?


Gav nods and looks down at the carpet. "Honestly, so do I. But Lori's been so busy planning the wedding and hasn't been at all interested in sex, and it's made me wonder..." He looks up and gazes straight into my eyes. "Is she more interested in the wedding than in being with me?"


Our connection's so strong, so magnetic, I wonder how he could have even contemplated being with anyone but me. At this moment, I feel like he can see straight into my soul.


"I've wondered that from the beginning," I admit. "You two are so different."


Gav nods and reaches across to stroke my thigh. "Maybe I need someone who's more like me. Someone... naughty." He smiles, and I know exactly what he's thinking and it's making me melt.


"Someone naughty enough to fuck you at work?" I hint, raising one eyebrow.


"Exactly." Gav's hand ventures further up my thigh. "Someone who'll let me do very bad things."


My spine tingles and my pussy throbs. Words evaporate from my mind but I somehow manage to squeak, "Like what?"


Gav grins and leans forward, so his lips brush over my ear. "I want to come inside you," he murmurs. "I want to fuck you and fill you with my cum."


I shiver. It sounds so delicious... but there's one problem. "I'm not on the pill, I say. "What if I get pregnant?"


"Then we'll know we're meant to be together," Gav says. He runs his fingers over my collarbone, easing the strap of my singlet off my shoulder, kissing the soft flesh there. I can't resist him — my hands immediately move to his chest, his hips, that giant throbbing cock.


"How's your tattoo healing?" I ask, swirling my fingertips lightly over the skin.


"It's perfect," he says. "No pain at all."


He's had a few sessions now and it's fading almost to the point where you can't make out what it says. But I know.


"I want my name on your cock," I gasp, as he works his lips down my breast, pulling it out of my bra to suck on the rock hard nipple. "And I'll get yours near my cunt."


Gav bites me gently. "That sounds like a wonderful idea."


"I want to be yours," I say, as I move my hand over the silky skin of his cock. "I want it more than anything."


He grabs my thighs and roughly pulls me forward on the chair.


"Let's make it happen then," Gav growls. I'm already wet — just being in his presence makes my pussy gush — and he makes a delighted sound as he peels my panties off and slides his fingers inside me.


"You're already warmed up," he observes, as he rubs the head of his cock against my opening. "You really do want me."


My pussy's impatient — it throbs and aches, yearning for his cock. I inch forward on the chair, edging my lips over his head.


"Yes, I do."


The muscles in his neck bulge from the strain of holding back, but he's enjoying tormenting me. I can see it on his face.


And then, ever so slowly, he begins to press his cock into my swollen hungry slit.


I moan and close my eyes as the sensation of being filled makes my entire body relax. Gav's cock is exactly the right size and shape for my pussy, almost like we're two interlocking puzzle pieces. Almost like we were meant to be.


He groans and kisses me, our lips massaging each other's, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my pussy.


That's it — l can't take it slow anymore. I need him now.


I stand up, wrapping my legs around his hips, impaling myself on his cock so in plunges deep inside me. Gav staggers backwards but his strong legs hold my weight, and we keep kissing as I ride him in mid-air. He leans against the wall and posters fall off it, fluttering down to the floor.


"Leave them," he gasps, mid-kiss, as I use my legs to propel me faster, riding him properly now, our bodies making squelching sounds as his cock keeps driving into my pussy.


I'm getting close. My pussy contracts around his cock, pulling him deeper, and I feel his balls tighten and his cock expanding. He's trying to hold back too, but it feels too good to stop. His mouth is hot and wet and I explore it with my tongue.


"You're so fucking hot," he growls. "I've wanted this for so long."


I ride him harder and harder, my breasts sliding against his chest, my pussy dripping down his balls. I catch myself moaning with pleasure and I try to stop, but it just feels too good.


It's like there's a pleasure button inside me and his cock's slamming repeatedly against it.


"Fuck me harder," I gasp.


"With pleasure." Gav grabs my ass and maneuvers me up and down, fucking me harder. His eyes are wild — animalistic — and it turns me on so much to know that he's feeling that way because of me.


It makes me feel like I have a superpower.


I can make the earth move.


It trembles deep inside me as my pussy grips his cock and I cry out with pleasure.


"Come inside me," I beg. "Fill me."


Gav does exactly that. His hands squeeze my ass cheeks like he's afraid his cum will erupt so forcefully it'll shoot me away, but I'm holding onto him with everything I've got. His cock pulses inside me, releasing its load, filling me with hot liquid pleasure as my pussy ripples around it, milking it dry.


My vision fades and I lose myself in a wave of pleasure, feeling more satisfied than I ever have before.


At last, his shaking legs won't hold both of us up anymore and he lowers us to the ground. His face is flushed and he looks just as shocked as me at the intensity of our mutual pleasure.


"That was..." he starts, and blinks like he can't think of a word strong enough.


"I know," I say, just as stunned. My legs are weak too and I find the chair, leaning back. My pussy's still spasming with pleasure and I'm completely satisfied, like I'll never need anything else, ever again.


But of course, I will.


"Do you think..." Gav asked, his eyes dropping to my stomach.


I shrug. "I guess we'll find out in a few weeks."





IT'S PROBABLY NOT a Surprise that Gav called off his wedding with Lori. She was crushed, of course, but at least she didn't marry a man who didn't suit her.


We're still together now, and I'm three months pregnant with his baby. I haven't told Lori yet, but I haven't seen her much — two weeks after she and Gav broke up, she met another man, one who really suits her, and she's been spending all her time with him.


And his tattoo? Last week we consulted with a brilliant artist who sketched "Natalie" over Sadie so perfectly you can't even tell it ever said anything else. The same artist tattooed "Gavin" in exactly the same place on me, right where my pubic hair begins on my pelvis, with two interlocking jigsaw puzzle pieces next to it.


Every time I see it in the mirror, beneath my expanding tummy, I'm filled with an overwhelming rush of bliss.
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