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I was born after the dreaded event, forty years after it began.  The “apocalypse” began in the early twenties; it began with a virus, not a nuclear bomb or the earth dying like a lot of the previous generations had feared.  A virus had been the downfall of all mankind.  It had begun the age that I lived in, social distancing.  People worked from home, kids went to school online, everyone ordered their food from grocery stores and online retailers instead of driving out to the store to pick up the food, and driving, no one did it anymore.  We walked or rode bicycles everywhere because driving was bad for the environment, and it put people too close together.  All human contact was limited, practically eliminated.

The first virus had started the whole social distancing and it had lasted for a year.  People back then had still gone out places, but they were told not to go out in groups and to distance themselves from others.  When the world thought that the virus was gone and it was safe to go back to the old way, they did.  That’s when the surprise of the century hit them.  Another virus that came about this one was worse than the last and people had locked themselves away again.  This time terrified as to what would happen when they finally came out into large groups again.

Not only were they scared what would happen once it was over, but many of the leaders had come down with this new virus and many of them hadn’t survived, the fatality rate was near eighty percent worldwide.  The world governments came together with the deaths of many leaders and decided to form one world order.  The world language was determined to be English however, in smaller communities you could still speak your former countries language; however, only when dealing with other areas or government officials you would have to speak English.  That was when the government stepped in and set social distancing laws.  Cities closed their doors to the outside, and the government took over building sanitized housing for the people of their city.

There was no longer a need to have a car everything was within walking distance, hospitals were only for the most complicated cases, people visited their doctors through a telehealth system.  If the doctor needed to see you face to face they would schedule a house appointment, or have you come into the clinic.  Everyone was separated, single men were housed in one unit, families were housed in another unit, elderly women, elderly men were in units of their own, women who were in the carrier program were housed in another unit and finally, the single women who would never be carriers were housed in another unit.  Jobs were given out at the age of eighteen as well as a housing unit.

The laws were meant to keep people healthy but had ultimately resulted in the lockdown of the world.  Public schools were closed and transferred to all online.  People were not allowed to go outside their homes and gather in places in large groups.  The few stores that remained in business were small and couldn’t hold many people in them at a time, gone were the days of the big box stores.  Fresh vegetables and other crops were now grown in greenhouses in each city to provide for that city.  Some things were still manufactured outside of New Eden and shipped into the city.  Who were the people allowed to bring the stuff in you ask?  Well, those were government hired truck drivers, they were virtual loaners who if they got sick wouldn’t contaminate anyone.  They pulled into a warehouse and the robotic workers filled their trucks with pre-stacked pallets, no human to human contact.

Whenever one went out into public the law demanded that you wear a face mask, because another virus could be picked up and passed on to others.  Parks were okay but there was a soldier that made sure the capacity of the park wasn’t overfilled, even going to the beach they made sure that families stayed together and separated from other families.

We waved at each other, that was the extent of conversations in public.  Social media platforms exploded as the only way to communicate with people outside of your immediate family.  The first few years people were allowed to date and of course, that led to sex, then new diseases popped up and killed millions of people.  That’s when the government started its whole solution to the problem.

Their solution you ask.  At age eighteen all citizens were required to register for work through the government portal, men and women were tested to see what they qualified to do.  Then they would go to a prearranged meeting with a recruiter and there they would be assigned their jobs.  Women were first tested to see if they qualified to be carriers if they didn’t then they were put to work where the military needed them.  Men were encouraged to donate but, to be selected they had to have a top bill of health; meaning that their DNA had to be top-notch and resistant to the viruses and diseases of the past and the current epidemics.

Women who were allowed to be carriers had to pass certain medical, physical, and mental challenges.  Once they were accepted into the program, women were allowed an allotted number of children, but the men could continue to donate and become fathers.  The couples never married and the women never knew who the fathers of their children were.  Mothers did it all alone.  Women who had not been allowed to have children but had passed the mental and physical challenges were assigned to help the mothers with raising the children.

Men were allowed to be soldiers, or work in food service or as delivery personal, as well as working in medical fields.  The women who weren’t allowed to bear children and hadn’t passed the mental and physical tests were allowed to be teacher tutors, medical personnel as well as allowed to work in food services.

So you wonder how I wound up pregnant and not by being a carrier?
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It started the day I turned eighteen; and of course, my mother had been a carrier, I headed that day to start the testing program to be a carrier.  My first few days had been to take a mental stress test to see how I reacted under said stress, and a medical test they did blood work, they checked my girl parts to make sure I was able to conceive a child.  If I wouldn’t be able to conceive but I passed the other tests I would be able to go through invitro to be a carrier.  If I didn’t pass these tests I may not be able to be a mother.

It was my third day of testing and the stress was building in me.  They had woke me up every few hours to simulate me being a new mother, I wasn’t allowed to call my mom and talk to her to get advice.  It was just me and the government officials running the tests.  The blood test had come back and nothing had been said to me so far.  I was still being tested as to how I would do as a mother and I was hoping that I was doing good since I had no contact with those running the test since they only observed my actions.

Today my testing was interrupted so that they could do my first gynecological exam.  I didn’t know what to expect.  That’s when I met him.  He was the first man I had ever had contact with.  I was given directions within the facility to the place the exam would take place.  When I got there a female receptionist scanned my arm bracelet and told me which examination room to go into.

I am buzzed into the hallway and I walk down it to the room the receptionist told me to go to.  I entered the room, which amounted to a sterile cell, and followed the instructions sitting on the bench.  Yes, this is what our life is like.  I put on the paper gown and place my clothes on the spare chair that was provided.  When I’m ready I push the button letting the doctor know that it’s okay for him to come in.  I sit on the examination table and wait now.  The paper gown is awkward and every breath I take makes it move unnaturally.  The time on the clock on the wall seems to slow down.  The minutes tick by, but they feel like hours.  It’s a good ten minutes later, I’m so cold wearing nothing but the paper gown that my lips must be turning blue.  Finally, the doctor enters.

He is a man in his mid-fifties and he’s not very nice.  He’s here to do a job and that’s it.  It’s the assistant that walks in with him that takes my breath away.  He’s in his mid-twenties he has a short beard, piercing green eyes, and short brown hair that is spiked up on top.  The doctor motions to him to instruct me what to do and the assistant comes over and says, “Lie back and put your feet in the stirrups.  I’m here to help guide you into position so don’t be shocked when you feel my hands on you.”

His voice is deep and damn I think my nipples tightened just hearing it.  I do as he requested me to and lie back on the examination table, which makes me take in a breath since the stainless steel table is cold except for where I had been sitting.  His hands guide my feet into the stirrups and then he gives me verbal directions getting me into the position that the doctor needs me in to do the first of several tests.  The first test starts with routine questioning, first about my last menstrual cycle and if they’re normal or abnormal, then he asks about sexual partners.  Really!  It’s against the law to have sex.  They remind me of the punishment for lying.  It’s apparent that by them asking this question some girls have been having sex with family members, yuck.

I feel a cold plastic device slip into my vagina and it pushes against my inner walls.  I must have sucked a breath in because mister sexy assistant guy has a look of concern on his face as he asks, “Are you ok?  It’s normal to feel a little pinch during the first part of the procedure.”

I nod in response to his question.  I close my eyes to take my mind off of what is going on.  A moment later I hear the doctor say, “Intact hymen.”  The next step he inserts a q-tip into my vagina and he gets a sample from there.  Then I hear a clicking sound, “That’s just getting some skin cells so that we can test for certain other diseases that aren’t sexually transmitted.”  Once the doctor has finished with that part of the examination he inserts a device that releases a special dye into my body so that he can x-ray my reproductive organs to see if I have any internal issues that would prevent me from conceiving a child.

“You may cramp a bit after the procedure; you can take some pain medicine if you do start to cramp.”  The sexy voice said.  It was a good distraction for me to keep my mind off of what was happening to me.

The next thing I feel a light touch on my inner thigh, of course, I look to see who has placed something on my thigh.  It’s the hand of the assistant resting gently on my thigh as the doctor mutters to him.  The doctor is pointing at my privates and saying something about them, but the tones they are using are so quiet that I can’t hear them.  Then I realize that the doctor is instructing the assistant on how to do certain things.  So mister sexy voice is a doctor in training, that’s nice to know.

Once they stop talking the doctor instructs the assistant to do an external examination as well as a breast exam.  I had been feeling little zings of electricity whenever he had touched me and now he was going to have his hands on my breasts, Oh my God!
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I hadn’t been able to get my last appointment of the day off my mind.  She had long white blonde, almost white hair, crystal blue eyes, and luscious lips.  Doctor Franz had been short and sweet with her appointment, he’d actually let me do the breast exam and the external exam.  He’d motioned to me at the end of her internal exam and when I’d leaned in he had quizzed me on her anatomy.  I had thought that it was really inappropriate of him to point out the fact that she’d gotten turned on during the tests that we’d done, but what was I to do?  He was my training doctor in a few more years he’d retire and I would be the doctor doing everything.  He did show me how to determine whether a hymen was intact or torn.

As he stood and we swapped spots I started with the physical exam gently feeling on her stomach through the paper gown that she was wearing.  I had managed to hold my composure through that part of the exam.  Then came the part I couldn’t get out of my mind.  I turned down the top portion of her gown to expose her breasts.  They were full, not small, but not humongous, just a perfect D cup if I was a guessing man.  Yeah, I’d gone through the whole adolescent phase of searching through my sisters’ dresser drawers looking at the different types of bras.  Her nipples were tight, probably from the fact that we kept the examination rooms at sixty degrees to freeze most germs and bacteria away.

I reached down and took her breast in my hands as I palpated them feeling for abnormal lumps I tried to keep my eyes on a spot on the wall, but my dick didn’t care her breasts were firm and I was one of the luckiest men in the world since I get to touch women’s breasts every day.  I had experienced a semi a time or two during medical school when I was practicing my technique, but not now.  Now I had a full ramrod going on and I had to try and keep my composure and will myself to go down.  My mouth had started to water wondering what those breasts would taste like in my mouth.  I even tried to think of anything other than her, or women in general as I went from one breast to the other.  But I had been unsuccessful since the room was filled with her pheromones.  And DAMN, she smelled good.

Now I sat at my desk looking at all of the test results that had come in for her.  How did I know it was her?  There was a picture of her next to her name on the top of the folder.  When I saw it my dick responded again as it had during the examination.  Damn it how was I going to manage her case when I wanted to be the man for her.  It was a strange feeling, no one was allowed contact and when I felt this feeling I had researched it.  Possessiveness was what it had been called, not wanting others to be able to do things with a person you cared about.

Cared about?  How could I care about her?  We didn’t know anything about each other.  During testing, she couldn’t get on social media and search me out and I was too busy most of the time to get on social media unless it was to talk about a case with another doctor.  These emotions shouldn’t have been experienced since sex had been outlawed and social distancing laws had been enacted.

I had put the call in to have her come in for the first appointment.  Now I was waiting for the appointment time, a coaching session we called it.  Basically over the next few months, I would be tracking her every period.  Gathering data on duration, how heavy the cycle was as well as talking out her emotions going into the whole process.  I would also show her the device used to inseminate her.  This would be one of my last tests before becoming a doctor allowed to see patients on my own.

My buzzer on the intercom went off.  “Yes, Linda?”

“You’re two o’clock is here,”  Linda informed me in her sterile voice.

“Aah.  Thank you what room is she in?”

“I sent her to room six.”

“Ok. Six it is.”  I pushed my chair back and stood straightening my tie and grabbing my lab coat so that I would look professional as I entered the room.  I walked slowly down the hallway hoping that the hard-on I had would go down before I made it to room six.

I pushed the door open and there she stood.  Damn if she wasn’t beautiful with a paper gown on, she was down right exquisite with her everyday clothes on.  She was wearing a red tank top that hugged her perfect breasts and was loose on her stomach.  She had paired it with a pair of black cotton shorts that fit her ass and then loosened as they opened around her thighs.  Her toenails were painted red and almost matched her tank top.  How do I know this?  She was wearing a pair of open-toed slip-on shoes.

When she spun around and faced me I almost dropped the file in my hand.  She was sexy and didn’t need any makeup or flashy clothes to intensify her beauty.  I motioned her to one of the chairs at the round table in the room.  This wasn’t an examination room, more of a consultation room.

She sat down and I could tell she was nervous about the results that she was about to receive.  I sat down in the chair across from her, placing the file on the table and clearing my throat.  I did something I had never done the whole time I’d been in med school.  I took her hand in mine.  The zing of electricity went through my body as our hands touched.  When I looked in her eyes I knew that she felt it too.
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If I had thought that the assistant was sexy the day of the exams then he was drop-dead gorgeous today.  He had walked in with his lab coat on and buttoned, but he had apparently trimmed up his beard keeping it close to his face was apparently how he liked it and it intensified the strong set of his jaw.  He wore black suit pants and a button-up pale blue shirt with a navy blue tie.

He had motioned me to the table that sat in the room the moment that he had entered.  The thoughts that ran through my mind wouldn’t stop, first I wondered if this was where he told me I had some kind of incurable illness that would prevent me from being a mother, or if he was going to tell me that I’d passed all my tests and I would begin the whole carrier process, whatever that was.  I was wringing my hands as I took the seat that he’d motioned me to.  That was when he did the unthinkable, he took my hand in his and the zing of electricity that went through my body made me want to jump straight up out of my chair.  Then he looked at me and those intense green eyes said it all.  He had felt the same zing and was wondering what to do next.

He licked his lips preparing to tell me my results, but I couldn’t help but wonder how those lips would feel on mine, let alone on the feel of his beard as it scraped my neck when he nuzzled me.  He pulled his chair in to get closer so that I could see the results of my tests and his knee touched mine.  I could feel the heat radiating from my core creating dampness in my panties.  He was wearing a cologne that was driving me crazy and the closer he got the more turned on I got.  He cleared his throat again and then said, “Deona?  May I call you that?”

I nodded that it was ok, I was getting tired of everyone calling me by my last name, or calling me miss.  I couldn’t help but enjoy the way my name rolled off his tongue.  “You can call me Alejandros, or Al for short.  I’ll be your coach throughout the whole process.  I’ll be the main doctor there for you.  You can always talk with any member of the staff if I am not available, but I’ll be the one overseeing your case.”  He was trying to be clinical about the whole process, but I kept catching glances of him eyeing me like he wanted to devour me.  Not saying that I didn’t feel the same way about him.  He was driving me crazy with every movement of his leg.  He was nervously shaking it up and down.

I nodded acknowledging what he’d said.  I finally found my voice and asked the question I had been thinking since I left the last appointment.  “So, how exactly is this whole thing done?”  I could feel the heat in my cheeks from asking the question.  I knew what sex was, I had done my research on the internet, but since sex was outlawed no one really talked about the whole procedure for insemination.

He pulled at his tie exposing more of his neck.  I realized that I was staring at his Adam’s apple when he started to speak.  “Well, first we’ll go through a few routine questions, then we will have you come in weekly for a while until we determine your ovulation dates.  Then we will have you come in only for insemination once a month.  Before each insemination procedure, you’ll have to take a pregnancy test to see if the last round took, if not then we will proceed.”  His face had turned a bit pink each time he said insemination, but his eyes had a hunger that said the word made him think of other things.

After we had gone over the test results and verified my last cycle he showed me over to another area of the room.  Sitting there on a shelf were the models of what the inseminating devices looked like that he had caught me looking at earlier.  I had seen an ancient picture of a dildo and it looked very much like the device, except these had a hollow center and Al had explained that the center was prefilled before insemination with a “donation” from a donor.

After he’d explained about the prefilled dildos I could only say, “Oh, I thought...”  But I’d tried to leave it at that, however, a smile came over his face.

“Yeah, a lot of women think it’s a little strange at first.  A bit impersonal.”

“Yeah, I thought there would be a bit more interaction from the donors and the carriers, you know kinda like the old days.”

“I get that I mean we’ve gone so long not being allowed to have sex that all the sexually transmitted diseases of the old days are gone.  I don’t know why our government doesn’t at least let us try to have sex again.  I mean the population of the world shrunk off so many with the viruses of the twenties, they need to relax the social distancing laws and allow people to have normal relationships again.  You know you’re only allowed three kids, and with the number of women volunteering for carriers amounts to  only about three percent that pass the tests.  I’ve heard rumors they’re about to start drafting all women over the age of eighteen so that we can produce more kids to repopulate the world.”

I guess I must have had a shocked look on my face because he apologized for going on a rant.  He said he’d never done a thing like that before.  All I could say in response to his rant was, “I agree with you.  I think the human race needs to be allowed to have freedoms given back to us.  I mean we have the knowledge of what to look for with the sexually transmitted diseases of the past, and we could have some restrictions so to protect the citizens from the diseases.  But our parents and grandparents are too scared that another virus will come along and we won’t be able to fight it again just like in the twenties.”

A smile lit up his face; he and I were like-minded on the fact that our current society was crap, not letting people touch was near impossible especially when he was so close to me.  I ached to touch him in a way I had never touched another person.  My fingers wanted to wander over his naked body and feel every inch of him.  Where were these thoughts coming from?

“Do you masturbate?”  He asked me.  Shocked at the question I just looked at him for a moment until he asked it again.  “Do you masturbate?”

“Uh, that’s a little personal don’t you think?”  I finally was able to respond but knew that the heat in my cheeks was showing my inexperience and embarrassment at the question.

“No, I really need to know. It’s part of the procedure....”  He trailed off for a moment as his eyes studied me.  “You have to have an orgasm for the procedure to take better.”  He finally clarified.

“Oh.  Well, I know how to masturbate, but I don’t practice it regularly.”  I admitted to him.

“Well, you might want to get some practice in because it will be me and you in here during the procedure so you don’t want to have performance anxiety the first few times.”  He then handed me a card with all his information on it so that I could get in touch with him if needed.  I couldn’t tell him I needed him in the most primal way right now.  He also handed me a packet of brochures with more in-depth explanations of the procedures that I would be undergoing.
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She had left my office after a very in-depth first appointment.  Only, she hadn’t left my thoughts.  I had done everything by the book, except for the whole taking her hand in mine at first.  We had similar beliefs that our government should revoke the social distancing laws, but they were too scared to do anything.  As the appointment ended we had set her first appointment for a week, she was going to be my Friday girl, Friday at two was going to be just for her.

The minute I got home I was like a teenager again.  I’d stripped out of my work clothes and headed straight into the bathroom.  I had my dick in one hand, my eyes closed imagining what Deona would look like as the orgasm ripped through her body.  I imagined that I was the one giving the orgasm to her how she would feel warm and wet with desire.  I was stroking myself and so close to coming that I almost didn’t hear my messenger going off.  Fuck.  I tucked myself back into my underwear, pulled my plain white tee shirt back down, and answered the messenger call.  “Hello.”

“Hi, I was wondering if this was really your number or if it was going to dump me into an after-hours messaging system.”  It was her voice coming through the phone and damn it my dick got harder.  I was going to be walking around for the whole time I was her doctor with a perpetual hard on.

“Uh, yeah it’s my personal number.  Did you need something Dia?”  I asked her trying not to make it obvious I was in the middle of cranking one out before she called.

“Well, I was wondering if you could help me out.”  She said her voice getting a bit sultry.  Damn it there went my dick again.  I think the head is going to explode, hell I looked at it earlier and it was purplish and engorged with need.

I swallowed hard and asked, “Help you out with what?”

“Well, I got home and have been thinking of the whole performance anxiety thing through, and I’m not sure I can, you know, rub one out without feeling a bit self-conscious.  And I was thinking you’ve done these procedures a couple of times already so I figured you could, um, talk me through it so that I’m not as nervous.”

“What like a trial run on a video call?”  I asked.

“Uh, yeah.  I mean I really don’t have much experience with masturbating, it feels natural enough, but I want more and that’s why I don’t do it often.”

I had to give it to her she was being completely honest about her needs and I didn’t want to let her know that she was my first solo case.  “Um, yeah sure, just give me a minute to switch the call over to my computer.”

“Ok. Do you want me to do anything while I wait.”  Oh my God, this woman was going to push me to my limits.

“Are you naked?”

“No, but I can get undressed if you want.”

“Not want, need you to be naked.  Pretend that you’re at the facility about to be inseminated.”  I instructed her.  My voice sounded commanding even to myself.  I waited impatiently as the computer booted up.

Once the computer was booted up and I had switched the call over to my webcam I look at the screen and I swear the web camera in her room was doing her no good.  I had already seen her mostly naked and now she was completely naked.  She was lying on her back with her legs up on the end of her bed.  I could tell she was wearing an earpiece to hear me, so no one else was going to hear our conversation.  Good.

I start by telling her to investigate herself with her hands.  I suggest things like pinching her nipples, gently caressing her inner thighs, her pussy lips.  When I said her pussy she hesitated and lifted her head looking down her body at me on her computer.  I almost blew my load in my shorts at the sight of her looking down at me.  Would that be how she looked when I looked up at her from eating her out?

“Like this?”  She asked pulling me out of my thoughts.  Her fingers gently slipped up and back down her pussy.  That’s when the battery low icon popped up on my laptop.  Shit.  I had forgotten to plug my computer in after I worked on it last time.  I had to get to my power cord and of course, it was just out of reach.  I stood up listening to the sounds of her investigating her body, slowly up and down her pussy.  The sound of her getting wetter by the stroke was making it hard for me to even think about not blowing my load.  My balls were becoming sore from the perpetual hard on that I’ve had today.  “Um, what is in your shorts?”  She asked me, making me realize that while I was getting my power cord she’d gotten a full side view of my cock and how turned on I was.

“Well Dia, it’s my manhood.  It’s the males’ reaction to a beautiful woman like you.”  I tried as best as I could to explain medically what she’d seen.

“Why don’t I see it with other men?”  God, she was curious and apparently had very little knowledge about the male body.

“Dia, it’s called a hard-on.  It happens when a man is aroused by a woman.”  I tried to explain once again as professionally as I could.

“How does it go down?”

“Well, there are multiple ways.  Orgasm, time, or a very cold shower.”  I explained.

“How does a man orgasm?”  God, I was really wishing I was there so that I could show her all the ways I orgasm.

“Well, we can orgasm through sex, masturbation, and oral sex.”  I once again tried to explain to her as professionally as I could.

“Would you show me?  It might help with my nerves.”  She asked me and I could feel my heart going out to her.  I’d never felt this way about a patient before, but damn it she had somehow managed to weasel her way into my heart.  I growled because she was driving me ultimately crazy.

“Well, this goes against most of the rules, but we won’t be touching so we’re not breaking any laws,”  I said letting her know that if we both went through with this it was both of us getting in trouble.

“I know, it’s just I feel comfortable with you.  For some reason, I felt a connection that day during testing and I can’t get you off my mind.”

I decided to throw caution into the wind.  I’d read about sexting and heard of others that had stroked one off while talking to a woman on video conference, no one got hurt, no diseases were passed on.  I had never done a thing like this I had always been too scared that my sisters would walk in while I was palming one off on video conference and I’d go limp so fast it’d embarrass me.

“Have you ever seen
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