
        
            
                
            
        

    
FORBIDDEN LUST AT THE FERTILITY CLINIC

By Brandi Black


I
t wasn't supposed to happen like this.


I'd had a huge fight with my husband the morning I was supposed to get inseminated. It was something minor, like shoes being left in the hallway or crumbs on the kitchen bench, yet another fight that brewed from years of simmering tension, amplified by all the hormones I'd been injecting myself with.


We didn't speak to each other as he drove me to the clinic, even when Trent floored the accelerator through a yellow light, making my heart leap to my throat as a truck barreled towards us.


That's how mad I was.


He parked his truck at the clinic and we both climbed out and slammed our doors, looking like anything but a married couple as we walked separately to the office.


The receptionist was one I'd seen here before, and she smiled as soon as she recognized me, thawing the ice between Trent and I just a bit.


"Eliza! You're here to get inseminated today?" she asked cheerfully.


I nodded and tried not to watch Trent scoop a handful of mints out of the bowl on the counter.


"I've got some bad news," the receptionist said. "Doctor Anderson's been called away for a family emergency."


I couldn't believe what I was hearing — had I put up with all those injections and all these mood swings for nothing?


My face must have fallen in an extreme way because she blinked and quickly added, "But Doctor Carter can inseminate you instead. He's been here for three years and he's one of our most popular gynecologists."


"He?" I asked. I'd specifically requested a female doctor. Doctor Anderson might have been old and angular, with cold hands and hair that reminded me of steel wool, but she still fit my "female" criteria.


The receptionist nodded. "Don't worry. He'll make you feel super comfortable."


This was just what I needed, I reflected, as I sat on one of the hard plastic chairs and gnawed my nails. A strange man seeing everything between my legs, right while I was fighting with Trent and not even sure I'd be able to get pregnant. All the tests Doctor Anderson had done so far had shown there was nothing wrong with either of us, but the fact remained that it just wasn't happening, which is why we'd decided to try insemination.


And now that Doctor Anderson was away, I supposed Doctor Carter would do it instead.


Trent stood next to me and flipped through a magazine, every page turn unnecessarily loud, and I fought the urge to slap him. How could one person be so annoying?


But then the most handsome man I'd ever seen walked in. He was movie star handsome, with the kind of symmetrical features and strong chest you fantasize about but never actually see in real people.


"Eliza?" he called.


Was this Doctor Carter? If "'d have known how sexy he was, I never would have requested Doctor Anderson. My legs wobble a bit as I stand up, Trent's page flipping no longer bothering me.


"That's me."


"This way, please." Doctor Anderson gestured down the hallway with the thick file I recognized from my previous appointments.


"Should I come too?" Trent asked, and I willed Doctor Carter to say no, but instead he nodded.


"You are the father, aren't you?"


His lab coat swayed as he walked ahead of us. He was tall, I noticed, with thicker hair than Trent had, that curled out of his head in chocolate waves. His room was at the end of the hallway and he stood next to the door, waiting for us to enter ahead of him.


"What can I do for you?" he asked, with a smile that almost made me melt.


I glanced at Trent. "We've been trying to get pregnant for a year now and it hasn't happened."


Doctor Carter opened my file and read aloud as his eyes scanned over Doctor Anderson's notes.


"Twenty-eight, trying for a year, no identifiable fertility issues..."


He looked at me and smiled. "You're only young, and it'll probably happen with time. You can keep trying, or we can certainly inseminate you today."


The thought of having to fuck Trent for another year filled me with dread. I'd rather do the insemination, no matter how much it cost.


"Let's do the insemination," I said, and then, in case it would help my case, "I've already taken all the hormones."


I didn't even look at Trent — I didn't want to give him the opportunity to give a different answer. And thankfully, he didn't interject.


"Insemination it is," Doctor Carter said. "Trent, I'll need you to go into the bathroom and give me a fresh sample of swimmers," he said, as he passed Trent a specimen jar. "And Eliza — I'll do a quick exam just to make sure everything looks ready for the implantation."


He waited until Trent had left the room to lead me to the examination table. My heart thumped — I always became nervous when a doctor was about to see me naked, and the fact that he was also one of the hottest men I'd ever seen didn't help one bit. Even though Doctor Carter had drawn the curtain around the table, I could still hear him out there, moving around, opening drawers and humming the melody of a song I faintly recognized.


I sat on the edge of the table and unbuckled my shoes. My fingers were clumsy because I was nervous, but I also wanted to get this done before Trent came back into the room. My tights were easier, although they caught on my ankles as I tried to kick them off.


"Ready?" Doctor Carter called.


"Yes," I squeaked, as I tried to position myself in a more flattering way on the table.


Doctor Carter slid the curtain open while I was still trying to get into a sexy position, and his eyes swept over my pussy in an "I've seen this a million times before" kind of way. I'd shaved it that morning, on a whim, and now I was glad I had.


"Spread your legs for me," he said, touching my knee with a gloved hand, sending a tingle of desire up my leg. He sat directly in front of my feet and pressed a switch that made the table elevate, until he was sitting at eye level with my vagina.


"I feel like I should make you buy me dinner first," I joked, and Doctor Carter's wry smile told me he'd already heard that joke a thousand times.


"I'm going to slide the speculum in now," he said. "It might feel uncomfortable at first, but it shouldn't hurt." He held up the plastic beak-like device that was shiny with clear goo. Normally I hated this part — but normally, my doctors were never as hot as Doctor Carter.


Why had I insisted on seeing female doctors for so long?


I'd always imagined male gynecologists to be creepy old perves, but Doctor Carter was nothing like that. He gently touched my thigh as he inserted the speculum, his face staying in an expression of deep concentration.


"Keep breathing," he instructed, and I realized that I'd stopped. There was something so sexy about seeing him from this angle — his thick hair and warm eyes — and I found myself wishing that I could have his babies instead of Trent's.


But just as I was working up the courage to say something like that, Trent came in and pulled the curtain wide open.


"Trent!" I gasped, sitting up so quickly that the speculum pinched my insides. "I'm naked here!" Trent looked around, like the clueless oaf he was.


"There's nobody else here."


"That's not the point," I shouted, as I grabbed my skirt and pulled it over my exposed pussy. "I wasn't expecting that."


Doctor Carter placed a gloved hand on my thigh, easing me back down.


"Maybe you should leave the specimen on the table and wait outside," he said to Trent in the sort of forceful voice a teacher might use.


"Thank you," I said, as Trent left the room, slamming the door behind him.


"This is a delicate procedure," Doctor Carter said. "You don't need any unnecessary stress."


He looked at me with such a tender expression that I felt like I was going to melt. Why couldn't I have gone through all this with him instead of Trent?


He wheeled his chair back and pulled out a small plastic device that looked like a turkey baster, and collected the specimen cup. The turkey baster sucked the white goo out of the container and he was on the verge of inserting it into my pussy when I realized: I really didn't want to have a baby with Trent.


Two deep breaths. It was now or never.


"Do we really have to use Trent's sperm?"


Doctor Carter froze.


"Have you changed your mind about being inseminated?"


I glanced at the bulge in his pants. "I mean, can you use different semen or something? Trent would never know..."


Doctor Carter shook his head. "We don't keep sperm samples here."


"That's not completely true," I said, staring more pointedly at his crotch. "Is it?"


I could see the moment he realized what I was talking about. Something in his eyes changed, and he was suddenly looking at my pussy in a whole new way.


Like he wanted to fuck it.


'That would be completely inappropriate," he said, as his face turned red and he looked away, but not before I'd already seen how much he wanted to. "It's not ethical, and I could lose my medical license."


"Not if nobody knows about it," I said, sitting up to reach between his legs. As he jumped back, my hand brushed against his erection and he winced.


"Eliza, this really isn't..."


"Just once," I pleaded, "and if that doesn't work, we'll use Trent's sperm."


Of course, I was hoping that if we fucked once, Doctor Carter would be unable to stop himself next time. I reached between my legs and withdrew the speculum, gooey with lube and my juices, while Doctor Carter stared.


My pussy must be gaping, I realized, giving him a perfect view of everything.


Tentatively, he reached out a gloved hand and stoked a finger down my clit.


I smiled and moaned, hoping it would encourage him to keep going.


"I really shouldn't," he said, as he stroked it again, increasing the pressure.


It felt so naughty, so exciting... especially knowing that Trent was just outside.


Doctor Carter glanced towards the door as he traced his finger down my clit and circled it around the opening of my pussy.


I opened my legs wider, encouraging him.


Inviting him in.


He was breathing heavily, his chest heaving under his white coat as his fingertip ventured inside me and he leaned down to press his lips against my quivering clit.


Trent hardly ever did this for me anymore — these days, our sex life mostly involved Trent thrusting his cock inside me in the dark — and it made me realize what I was missing. As Doctor Carter's hot tongue rolled over my clit and his finger probed further inside me, I felt my body relax and open up to him, craving more.


His cock.


Perhaps sensing this, he added a second finger, snaking it inside me alongside the first, moving them back and forth, like he was stroking my insides. I could feel the gloves, but it felt so good I didn't care.


"Keep going," I moaned, as my back arched and Doctor Carter's tongue whirred faster. "Make me come."


It was like Doctor Carter saw it as a challenge he was determined to win. He stood with his legs planted apart so he could zero all his weight in on his fingers, pumping them inside me as fast as a jack hammering cock. His tongue never stopped lapping at my clit, no matter how much I writhed and bucked.


"Fuck yeah," I murmured, as my pleasure built to a crescendo. I felt like I was rising off the table, defying gravity as everything around us vanished and I forgot where I was.


As Doctor Carter gave his fingers one last hard thrust into my sopping pussy, my insides spasmed and a wave of pleasure crashed over me. My legs flew up, and I moaned without even realizing I was doing it — I was only focused on the surges of bliss that spread through my body.


I let my eyes close as I absorbed myself in the moment, and when I opened them I expected Doctor Carter to be ready to climb on top of me and jam his cock inside me. Instead, I was shocked to see him pulling his gloves off and shaking his head.


"We can't do this," he said. "You'll get me fired — these walls are far too thin."


"Let's do it somewhere else then," I begged, not wanting to stop now. But Doctor Carter stepped on the other side of the curtain and pulled it closed.


"I'm already fifteen minutes late," he said, and I sat there naked from the waist down for a few moments, hoping he'd change his mind, but when I dressed and opened the curtain, he'd left the room.





I KNEW IT was wrong, but I couldn't stop thinking about Doctor Carter. When I was in bed with Trent, when I was at work, whenever I had the chance to let my mind wander, it would always conjure on the look in his eyes as he circled his finger inside my pussy.


It was a look I'd only seen a few times before — one of undiluted raging lust.


He wanted me; there was no question about it.


But then I'd remember how quickly he jumped away and how he disappeared from the room without even saying goodbye, and those happy fluttery feelings in my stomach give way to a feeling of despair.


It hasn't helped that since my appointment, Trent became annoyingly optimistic that I'd become pregnant, and there was no way I could tell him that I hadn't been inseminated, because then he'd want to know why.


I was a terrible liar at the best of times, but while thinking about Doctor Carter fingering me? There was no chance I'd get away with it.


So I let Trent talk to my very non-pregnant stomach in a baby voice while I watched TV and tried not to listen to him.


"Who's a cutesy-wootsy?" he cooed, as he rubbed my pants just under my belly button. "We already love you very very much,"


I turned the volume up and pretended to be engrossed in an ad for toilet cleaner. Why was he doing this? He'd always been the one to resist the idea of having kids, and now that I was having second doubts, he was turning into a five-star dad-to-be.


We'd been together for five years, and every time I brought up the subject of kids, Trent brushed it off, until twelve months ago when I finally put my foot down.


"Either we do this, or I leave," I said. I'd wanted to have kids my entire life and even though I had a great media career, I wanted something more. Trent, it seemed, was perfectly content with video games and our day-to-day mundane existence, but when I said I'd leave, something in his face changed.


"Okay," he said. "Let's give it a go."


At first, it was incredible. We both spent more time at the gym. I dressed up in lingerie, something I hadn't done in years, and he played soft music and dimmed the lights. It was more passionate than it was at the beginning of our relationship, and I fell in love with him all over again.


But then, nothing happened.


Eventually, the lingerie, lights and soft music gave way to fluorescent lights and a sense of duty. I could see his attention wandering as he thrusted on top of me, and he could probably see mine wandering too. I thought about everything but him — the hot guy I'd glimpsed at the coffee shop, the jacket I'd left at the dry cleaners, which shade of yellow to paint the baby's room. And somehow, despite five sessions of mechanical sex per week, I still wasn't pregnant.


That's when we started seeing Doctor Anderson.


"Maybe they need some help to get all the way up there," she said.


When she told us that Trent's sperm could be artificially inseminated inside me, I was relieved. I wouldn't need to have repetitive mechanical sex anymore!


It would have been fine if Doctor Carter hadn't come along.


Doctor Carter with his megawatt smile and sexy hands. After Trent went to sleep I stayed up, scrolling through countless search results for Doctor Kevin Carter, cursing him for having such a common name. Luckily, I was persistent.


I found out that he'd studied at a bunch of universities and from putting that together, worked out he was around the same age as me. I discovered he was a keen surfer, and found pictures of him on a beach, shirtless and smiling, holding a sand-covered surfboard.


It shocked me — I never would have picked him as a surfer. He'd looked reasonably fit, but his brown hair and olive skin never gave me the impression he spent a lot of time in the sun.


As I flicked through a slideshow of images of him running out into the waves with the surfboard under his arm, the unexpectedness of the discovery made me curious. What other surprises was he hiding?


Were some of them sexual?


I fantasized about it after I went to bed, unable to sleep. I imagined him with three wives and a mistress, piercings all the way down the underside of his cock, a secret BDSM dungeon in his basement. It bugged me that I didn't really Know anything about him, when there'd been such an instant attraction.


I rolled over and hugged my pillow to my chest. Maybe I could find out more at my next appointment.





WHEN DOCTOR CARTER announced I wasn't pregnant, Trent looked crestfallen, and I did my best to look devastated, although it was tough when I already knew it wasn't possible. The only thing I felt was butterflies whizzing around my body from being so close to him, and I tried to figure out whether he felt them too, but he spoke with such a level, professional tone that I started to wonder whether I'd imagined everything we did at our last appointment.


But there was no way I could imagine an orgasm that incredible, was there?


Whether it was real or not, I couldn't just throw myself at him again. Sure, he was hot, with an incredible surfer's body beneath that boring lab coat, but I was married and he'd already rejected me.


A flash of pain flared through me as I remembered how I felt when I opened the curtain and he was gone.


"Now, how would you like to proceed?" he said. "You can do another round, but some people find the cost prohibitive."


He looked at me as he said it and I squirmed uncomfortably as Trent looked at me too.


It was all on me.


"Sure," I said. "Let's give it a go."





THE ROUTINE was the same as it was last time. Trent disappeared to wank into the cup, and I lay back on the table with my pants off, resigned to doing it properly this time.


But as soon as Trent left the room, Doctor Carter's whole demeanour changed. Instead of raising the table like he had before, he left it low so I could see him without craning my neck.


"I've been thinking about last time," he said, and without waiting for him to finish the thought, I rushed in.


"So have I," I said. "And I shouldn't have asked you to do that. Especially not while you're at work."


Doctor Carter shook his head and touched my bare leg.


"That's not what I'm saying. I've been thinking about it, and..." His eyes dropped. "I'd be happy to help you."


I sat bolt upright. "Are you serious?"


Doctor Carter nodded, his face solemn. "I'm always working or competing — I never have time to meet anyone. And why use a turkey baster to get you pregnant when there's a much more fun way of doing it?"


He rubs my leg again and desire floods through me. He's so hot it makes me want to rip all his clothes off here and now.


"Won't Trent be back in a moment?" I asked.


"You don't need to worry about that," Doctor Carter said with a chuckle. "I might've made sure the bathroom door won't open from the inside and tipped the nurses not to let him out."


My eyes widened. "Did you tell them why?"


"No way!" Doctor Carter leaned forward. They might have owed me a favour. And he was rude to them last time you were here, so they didn't need a lot of convincing."


My heart raced, and I felt a surge of energy rush through my pussy. This was really going to happen!


Heat radiated through my leg where Doctor Carter stroked it, and I reached through his coat, feeling his muscles through his shirt. They were exactly what I'd expected from his surfing photos, and stiffened under my fingers as I touched them.


We drew together like our lips were full of magnets and when they met, I felt electricity surge through my entire body.


This is nothing like fumbling in the dark with Trent, when he tried to suck my face off with half his lip over my chin.


This felt like someone who'd had a lot of practice and knew exactly what he was doing.


Exactly what I'd wanted Trent to be, until I realized far too late that he wasn't interested enough to learn.


Doctor Carter's tongue slowly massaged mine and as our bodies pressed together, I felt the heat from his erection against my pelvis.


My hand instinctively flew there, reaching for it, and closed around a throbbing hot log. It was so engorged it felt rock solid, like it was about to burst. In return, he stroked my clit with his fingertip again and it sent me straight back to the last time we'd done that, and made me just as wild with yearning.


I fumbled with his zipper, tugging it down, trying to release his erection, but it was so huge that it remained trapped within the button, and his pants didn't have enough give for me to get it undone.


"Let me help you with that," he said, and somehow managed to extricate himself from his pants and tug them down his thighs.


His erection sprung out, bouncing as he moved, and I took it in both hands, marveling at how long and thick it was. The head was soft, like a warm pillow, the shaft was as wide as my wrist and he'd shaved the hair around his balls.


It was perfect. The kind of cock you could display in a museum or on the cover of a porn DVD. Everything about it said "fuck me" and I wanted it deep inside my pussy so badly I could feel my juices seeping out on the paper covering on the table.


He'd given me such an amazing time, I wanted to give him one too. I swung around to be on my hands and knees, so I could stretch my lips over the head of his cock, taking it inside my mouth, opening my jaw wide so I didn't brush my teeth over it more than I had to.


Doctor Carter moaned with satisfaction as I moved my head over his cock, taking it in deeper towards my throat — and even then, only half of it would fit. I used my hands to play with the rest of his shaft, twisting them gently, rubbing my saliva over it so the whole thing would be lubricated.


I didn't forget his balls either, cupping them in my palm so I could lean down and suck them when I needed a break from the huge dick in my throat.


Doctor Carter loved every second. He ran his fingers through my hair and tucked it behind my ear while I gasped and gagged, taking as much of him as I could in my mouth.


"I need to fuck you," he growled, as I increased my speed and felt his balls tighten in my hand. "Turn around."


"Don't want to waste it on my mouth?" I asked as I withdrew from his cock and wiped my saliva off my face. Where had this version of me come from? I'd never been this bold before I met Doctor Carter — it was like he brought out another side of me, one I'd never even been able to bring out of myself.


"Exactly." Doctor Carter grabbed my hips and turned me around so I was facing away from him, my wet pussy within easy reach.


The pink curtain in front of me blurred as I felt his finger trace over my wet opening, spreading my juices over my ultra-sensitive skin.


I needed to fuck him too — my pussy ached and pulsed, needing to be filled. I leaned backwards, moving my pussy closer to him, hoping he'd take the hint. But instead, he eased two fingers inside me, reaching as far as he could before pulling them back out again. I knew without looking that they'd be slick and shiny from my juices and I gasped with pleasure as he drove them back inside me again.


He reached his other hand between my legs to rub my clit as he fucked me with his fingers, his movements making a slurping, slopping sound. I was almost always wet anyway, but the hormones Doctor Anderson had given me had made me unbearably wet, something Doctor Carter seemed to enjoy.


"Are you gonna come for me?" he growled. I was so close, but I gritted my teeth until it subsided, determined to hold it back.


I wanted to give him a taste of his own medicine.


"I don't want to waste it on your fingers," I said teasingly, as I slipped away from him, flattening myself on the table so I could roll over on my back, where he could climb on top of me.


Seeing me lying there in front of him with my pussy ready to accept his cock seemed to unleash something inside him. Doctor Carter tore all his clothes off and dropped them on the floor and climbed on top of me, the muscles in his chest and arms flexing as he moved over me like a wild animal.


He put his weight on his hands as he gazed into my eyes with intense need and brushed the tip of his cock over my dripping wet slit.


I was ready. I wanted him inside me, more than anything I'd wanted in my entire life. I lifted my hips, pressing back against his cock, increasing the pressure between our bodies.


And then, with one powerful thrust, Doctor Carter's cock was inside me.


I cried out with surprise at how huge it felt after being fucked by his fingers, but Doctor Carter was beyond being gentle. I could see it in his eyes. He wanted to fuck me, hard, and fill me with his seed.


It was what I wanted too.


I gasped and squeezed my fingernails into his back as he kept thrusting like it was a competition he was determined to win. Beads of perspiration appeared on his forehead but he kept going, his face twisted into an expression of determination.


I wrapped my legs around his hips as best I could, feeling the intense strength of his muscles between my thighs, and the orgasm building inside me.


"Come inside me," I begged, wanting him to come before I did, knowing that feeling that hot spurt of cum inside me would drive me crazy.


And I was right.


Doctor Carter's eyes grew wide and his face reddened as his chest bulged and his thrusts sped up and I Knew he was close.


Sure enough, he buried himself inside me with one last powerful thrust and his eyes lost focus as his cock quivered inside me, dumping its load inside my quivering fertile pussy.


And that was exactly what I needed to send me over the edge. My pussy clamped around his cock and I wailed with pleasure as it milked him dry, sucking out every last drop of cum.


I gasped and clutched his back, pulling him closer as I rode the wave of pleasure, slamming my pelvis into his as hard as I could to keep his cock inside me, even as it softened.


"Wow," I moaned, as I let my head drop back and my eyes close.


Doctor Carter was breathing hard on top of me, the sweat on his chest making my shirt damp. He fell over me, exhausted, and we stayed like that, almost embracing, while we both regained our breath.


Eventually, he peeled himself off me, looking dazed, as though he'd just woken from a coma.


"I've never felt anything that intense before," he said.


"Neither have I," I agreed.


Our lips met for one last, lingering kiss before there was an impatient knock on the door.


Trent.


I'd almost forgotten about him!


"Give me a second," Doctor Carter shouted, and hopped around with his legs stuck in his pants as he tried to pull all his clothes on at once. At the last moment, he remembered to pull the curtain closed, and I lay on the table in a state of perfect contentment as Trent complained about how hard it was to find toilets around here.


"I hope it's okay," I heard him say, as I stared at a crack in the paint on the ceiling. "I ended up jerking off in the alley next to the bakery."


I sighed. As usual, Trent was all class.


At least he'd given us time to do what we needed to do.


"Give me one moment," Doctor Carter said. "And I'll inseminate your wife."


I couldn't help but smile when he said that, knowing that he possibly just had.


Doctor Carter pulled the curtain aside and, when he closed it again, placed a finger over my lips to warn me to be quiet. But I knew Trent was still there — I could hear him clearing his throat and pacing.


"Is it done yet?" Trent asked.


"Almost," Doctor Carter said, although it had only been a few seconds and if this was a real insemination, he wouldn't have had time to even insert the speculum, let alone anything else.


He grinned at me as he finished zipping his pants up and dropped the specimen jar into a medical waste bin.


"All done," he said, pulling the curtain aside. "Let's give Eliza a few minutes to get dressed and you can go on your way."





I WAS FAR MORE nervous at the next appointment. Had it worked? Was I pregnant with Doctor Carter's baby?


It was a tense wait for him in the reception area, and I bit my fingernails as Trent flipped through a magazine that looked five years out of date.


Finally, he came through the door that separated the doctors" rooms from the reception area, with a huge smile on his face.


And at that moment, I knew.
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