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Chapter One...




  

  

  “What is it?” she asked. “Semen.”


  The girl caught her breath and tried not to stare too curiously at the grayish, translucent mass in each of the test tubes.


  Katrina Landon made a silent estimate about the man at her elbow. Around twenty-eight. Handsome. Dedicated to his job—and a woman hater.


  The last was an easy guess to make and damned hard to take. What was so out of place about beauty, even in the sterile dullness of a medical laboratory? To Shawn Mallory, Katrina was obviously just nurse-in-charge, the new supervisor of clinic procedures at Hillside Clinic for Human Potential. The lab director made it clear by his attitude that he considered her end of the Hillside operation only slightly above that of a menial.


  “Now, Miss Landon, as you see, we divide the lab work into two parts.” Mallory waved airily at the white-tiled room. “Male here. Female there.”


  He led her to another black-topped counter at the far side of the room. The sunlight glared through an unshielded expanse of window above the work table and little rays danced irritatingly from the racks of wide-necked tubes mounted in a glass enclosure. Mallory saw Katrina squint at the brightness and he smiled a thin smile.


  “Incubated at thirty-seven degrees Centigrade,” he explained. “Here's where we examine the motility and fertility of sperm specimens.”


  He was so matter-of-fact about it!


  She watched him flick open the incubator door and lift a tube from the rack and shake the contents in it. The substance was sluggish in appearance. Katrina felt Mallory's eyes on her face as she tried to study the glass disinterestedly.


  In spite of her professional training, she felt a shiver of excitement at the unprofessional thought that shot through her mind. That was a man's discharge!


  Only a short time before it must have been racing up the length of a stiff and swollen male organ—charging and spraying!


  But not into a female's body. Why did it seem so sad that this particular orgasm had no place to go but into a glass tube?


  Katrina felt moisture dampen the nape of her neck. Her whole body felt a kind of pin-prickly nervousness and she glanced hastily away from the tube in Mallory's hand.


  “You have the tests grouped in pairs,” she observed, keeping her voice low to mask the strange tension she felt in her throat.


  “Yes, and that will be a big part of your responsibility. We take what we call a split ejaculate from each male. The first fraction is most vital and it requires one cc. of the donor's ejaculation in this tube. The balance goes into the second.”


  Katrina looked along the line of several dozen glass containers. It was easy to see that some of the males were far more potent than others.


  “Looks like some don't know when to stop,” she said, smiling and nodding her head toward a cluster of tubes which were almost filled.


  Shawn very obviously found the remark unprofessional. “Those are from our 'stranger donors,' he snapped. “Males we use for our effort in heterologous insemination.”


  The smile disappeared from Katrina's face. “Het... to... insemination?” she stammered. “I'm afraid I don't understand.”


  “Heterologous,” he repeated paternalistically. “It's a type of artificial insemination. When we find a husband is subfertile, then, by his consent, we use the sperm of a stranger donor.”


  “I see,” Katrina murmured. “My job is to get these samplings to you and do the paper work before the tests begin.”


  “Right. Mainly, get those split ejaculates in here within thirty minutes of the donor's masturbation of the specimen.”


  “Masturbation?”


  Shawn looked patiently at Hillside's new employee. “Certainly. How else would you propose we get the sampling?”


  Katrina despised snotty questions and she answered Mallory with silence. The last crack had done it. She was sure the lab director was a built-in bore.


  If Mallory noticed her irritated look, he ignored it. “Over there,” he said, “is the section for female study. Would be mothers, y'know.”


  Lord, thought Katrina, what a jag he's got against the opposite sex! She decided to let him know she wasn't a total neophyte around the lab.


  “That's where you examine the cervical samplings, I suppose.” She started to walk toward the tables at the opposite side of the room when he cut her off.


  “Guess we'd better hold the rest of the tour till later. You've got to drag it up front. First appointment's due in.”


  Katrina removed the clinician's cloak at the exit door and hoped Shawn Mallory noticed that she already had it up front. Her breasts swelled defiantly against her nylon uniform as she peeled the white coat from her shoulders. Not one look the whole time she was with him! His glance flickered briefly to her boobs, but when his eyes returned to her face, they were expressionless.


  “Bore! Bore!” she muttered half-aloud as she walked from the lab back to the reception office.


  Enroute she detoured into the johnny and stood examining her face in the mirror. Same face she'd had with dull Mister Mallory! She crinkled her nose disdainfully at the man's lack of interest. Then she stepped back to have a fuller look at what he'd seen.


  “Katrina Landon, you are a beautiful woman!” she praised the girl who stared back at her.


  Even if she didn't throw it around, she liked to feel men admired what she had. He didn't! Carefully she freshened her lipstick, then puckered at the mirror. Her complexion was flawless, soft-skinned and fresh. Long dark hair was rolled in a gentle sweep up the back of her neck and curled in a snug knot just behind her nurse's cap.


  Maybe that was it. She looked too damned professional. She let her glance roam slowly from the graceful curve of her neck along the gentle slope of her shoulders to the provocative thrust of her breasts against the bra.


  Was it that? Too much upstairs? She studied the hint of swelling above the line of her bra and sighed. So the good Lord had given her a set like that—so what? She was proud of her explosive mounds. Screw the flat-chested kick! She had them and most men liked them that way.


  Irritably Katrina thought she just might shock Mallory and any male who came near the place by going braless. Why not? She didn't need the darned thing anyway. Impatient at herself for her childish egotism, she swung away from the mirror and walked into the hall.


  “Mr. Allison is waiting, Miss Landon,” said Nan, the Hillside receptionist.


  Katrina felt the eyes of the lone man sitting in the furthest corner of the room. An X-ray job, if she'd ever had one! After Mallory, it was very refreshing.


  “Come with me, Mr. Allison,” she said.


  Katrina picked up his appointment card and walked to a door and down the long corridor next to reception.


  As she took Mr. Allison's pulse and temp, she noticed his extreme nervousness. Thermometer in his mouth, his eyes darted from her to the sink counter with its stack of empty tubes, back to her and then to his lap.


  Nervous about the testing, she concluded. She had indicated the table as the place to sit for the preliminaries. Now as she stood next to him, her fingers on his wrist to check pulse, she noticed sweat beads dot his temple.


  “Have you any children, Mr. Allison?” she asked, removing the thermometer from his mouth.


  “Uh-uhhh. That's why I'm here.”


  “Did your doctor explain our procedure?”


  He squinted uncertainly at her. “Not a word. Just said I had this appointment and you'd tell me what to do.”


  Allison watched the superbly built brunette walk toward the sink and rinse the thermometer. His stare ran boldly down the line of her back and across the impudent curve of her tail.


  “What a broad!” he thought.


  Her snug nylon uniform accented the sizzling perfection of every hill and valley and for a minute Allison wondered if she had noticed his bulge. As he perched on the end of that table he'd felt the tensing of his body. When she'd stood close for his pulse, her fingers holding his wrist, he felt the swelling begin. Lord! Those beautiful boobs were just inches from his shoulder!


  “Thought there'd be a man in charge,” he said uncomfortably.


  “There is,” Katrina answered. “He handles the lab work. I handle this end.”


  “What do I do?”


  Katrina turned and walked toward Allison with a wide-necked test tube in each hand. He tried to ignore the ripe, full mounds pressed against her uniform. He was certain she was enjoying his discomfort.


  Actually Katrina's discomfort was greater. Mr. Allison was her first patient and apparently ignorant of what she was to ask him to do. What if she put it wrong? She wished she knew more about male reactions to these things.


  “We need a specimen for our fertility study, Mr. Allison,” she began. “Really two specimens.”


  “Y'mean a urine thing?”


  Katrina looked at the tubes in her hands. “No. We want a sperm sampling. You know... from an ejaculation.” She rushed through the last words.


  Allison was visibly shaken. “You want me ... to ... into those?”


  Katrina nodded and held up one of the tubes for him to see the markings on the glass. “Now, what you're supposed to do for us is to let the first part of your discharge go into this... oh, about so far.” She pointed to the one cc. marking. “If there's more, then let it go into this one.”


  He watched the dark-haired beauty place the tubes on the sheet beside him and turn to leave the room. At the door she pointed to a button.


  “Just ring when you're finished.”


  She paused a moment, hoping he would say something. Since his first choked response to her instructions that he masturbate himself, Allison had remained silent.


  Katrina glanced over her shoulder at him. He was still perched on the edge of the clinic cot, staring blankly at her. She smiled encouragingly and stepped from the room.


  Back in the reception office she busied herself with the record files, pretending to look over old case histories while she waited for the light to flash on Nan's desk that would tell her Mr. Allison's mission was accomplished.


  She couldn't make herself think of it as a mere specimen collection. Down the hall, alone in that prim white-walled room, a man was at that moment fondling his penis, rousing it to an erection, and pumping furiously with a clenched fist wrapped around that cock.


  Katrina wondered how he would excite himself. Think of his wife? Or maybe of Raquel Welch? Or maybe... Allison's surreptitious scrutiny of her body hadn't been missed.


  Somehow, she told herself, she just had to start thinking professionally on her new job. Why did she have to identify with the patient that way? She wondered if he'd have the presence of mind to aim his ejaculation accurately at the test tube when he came. Maybe some...
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