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    The Fertility Clinic Doctor
Knocked Me Up
With His Own Potent Seed




    “Good afternoon, Emily,” Dr. Ashworth said as I stepped into his office. “Please, take a seat.”




    “Thanks. I’m sorry, Tobias can’t make it in today,” I regretfully informed my and my husband’s fertility doctor as I sat down in one of the chairs in front of his luxurious wooden desk.




    The nurse who’d escorted me in quietly shut the office’s door behind us as she left the room.




    “Hmm, that’s unfortunate,” the doctor replied, sounding disappointed as he read over some documents that he was holding. “Is he alright?”




    I nodded. “Yeah. He’s just extremely busy at work,” I explained. The downtown restaurant where my husband served as the head pastry chef had gotten an unexpectedly large order at the last minute from one of their most important and wealthiest corporate clients. Everyone there, including Tobias, was putting in a lot of extra time to get the job done.




    “I see,” the doctor said, nodding as he continued to read over the documents. “Well, it’s too bad he can’t be here. I wanted to discuss these test results with him.”




    “I’ll pass along anything he needs to know,” I said. “What did the tests find?”




    Dr. Ashworth put down the papers, and looked toward me. “No abnormalities were detected with your fertility level, Emily,” he explained. “It’s right where we’d expect it to be for a healthy thirty-one-year-old woman like yourself. You should be able to become pregnant with ease.”




    I let out a sigh of relief, while the doctor paused for a moment to gather his thoughts.




    “Now, I don’t intend for this to sound as harsh as it will, but Tobias’ semen is essentially worthless,” Dr. Ashworth informed me.




    I couldn’t help but let out a quiet gasp of surprise.




    “What?! Worthless?” I managed to ask, as an intense wave of disappointment instantly washed over me.




    Dr. Ashworth nodded. “Tobias’ testicles apparently aren’t producing any sperm cells. Or, more accurately, none that our tests can detect. This is rather unusual for an otherwise healthy thirty-two-year-old male.”




    I sat in silence for a short while as the awful reality of my and my husband’s situation sunk in. Tobias had long wanted to be a father, but now that would apparently never be the case.




    “Given the circumstances, I’d like to refer you to a sperm bank. They can help you find a suitable donor,” Dr. Ashworth said.




    “Oh, no…” I groaned, not particularly liking this idea. “We don’t want some random guy to be the father.”




    The doctor looked at me silently for a few moments, while apparently deep in thought.




    “Well, there is another option,” he said, causing me to immediately pay full attention to him. “It’s not a common procedure, however.”




    “What is it?” I wondered aloud.




    “I can provide you with some extremely potent semen of superb quality, if you want,” he explained. “And it can be done without any delays, as well.”




    “You can?” I asked. What he was telling me sounding too good to be true.




    Dr. Ashworth nodded. “It will be some of my own,” he explained.




    Shocked to be hearing this, I instinctively brought my right hand up and covered my mouth. I stared right at the doctor, with my eyes opened wide, while I remained completely silent.
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