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I was kind of nervous when I walked the remaining block to the sperm donation clinic. I had no idea if the rumours were true, about the payments, but the lockdowns had crushed me financially, so this was my only chance at getting money fast. 

When I approached the clinic, the first thing I noticed was a large sign in red letters, “COVID UNVACCINATED ONLY PERMITTED TO ENTER! FAILURE TO COMPLY COULD RESULT IN UP TO FIVE YEARS IMPRISONMENT.” 

After all those years of being labelled as the unclean, the diseased, the truth had finally come out, and now the situations had reversed. The first trials had begun for politicians, doctors, and journalists involved in the agenda, for murder, and crimes against humanity.

Just before I got to the door, an African English guy in his twenties came out, looking down at his phone.

“Holy shit!” he said, laughing. “Fucking Christmas!”

When I entered the clinic, I had to walk through a machine, similar to a security scanning machine at the airports. Then a guy dressed in white, scanned me again with a hand-held machine. I guessed they were looking for metals, or spiked proteins.

“No Covid vax?” he asked.

“No way!” I replied.

“OK bud, just go through to reception.”

At reception I was given a form. Most of the questions concerned drug and alcohol habits, medical history, and my age. I heard the cut off was forty. I was thirty-eight. I had to provide my bank account, or crypto wallet, for deposits.

It was just like I had seen on old TV shows, and I was given a plastic see-through cup. The only difference was that in the room instead of dirty magazines, there was a very real computer-generated girl, on a large screen. She was very sexy, her body, and her voice. She was wearing tasteful white lingerie. She was a brunette, with long legs, and beautiful brown eyes, which looked straight into my eyes. That was a bit unsettling at first, but once we had unbroken eye contact, almost like hypnosis, I let all concerns about her not being real disappear.

She called me by my name, and said I was very handsome. She asked me what I wanted her to do?

“Poke out your tongue,” I said, half-jokingly, but she did it, the most surprising thing being she did it very slowly, with a lascivious smile.

I told her to remove her bra, which she did, and I was not disappointed by her breasts, and nipples. She stepped out of her panties, exposing her pussy, which had dark trimmed pubic hair. I told her to open her legs and masturbate for a while. I found that part a bit feigned. But it was certainly entertaining. I already had a solid erection, but I did not want to come. I wanted the complete show. Finally, I got her to turn her back to me, bend over and touch her toes. At that point I could not hold on any longer. I grabbed the plastic cup with my right hand, held my hard cock with my left hand, and aimed into it, all the while quickly looking back at her cunt.
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