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Sasha Blackwood

The clinic looked clean enough from the outside—just a normal glass storefront between a nail salon and some tax place. It was a sperm donation center, the kind that paid you a few hundred bucks to jerk off into a cup—and when you're strapped for cash like I was, that sounded like easy money.

The waiting room had that dead silence that makes your ears ring, just the soft hum of the front desk's computer and a faint chemical smell hanging in the air. The receptionist barely looked up when I walked in, just slid a clipboard toward me with a smile that felt like she'd practiced it in a mirror.

"You're our noon appointment? Fill this out, and I'll take you back for donation prep," she said, her voice flat and professional.

I nodded, grabbing the clipboard and settling into one of those uncomfortable waiting room chairs. The forms were standard—name, address, medical history—but I filled them out without really reading. Just signed whatever boxes needed checking, mostly skimming past the "consent for clinical assistance" paragraph I figured was standard junk. Everyone skips the fine print, right?

When I handed the clipboard back, the receptionist's eyes flicked over the pages, checking that I'd filled everything out. She nodded once, satisfied, and stood up.

"Follow me."

She led me down a short hallway lined with rooms, each with a little red light above the door. The lights were all off except for one at the far end. The corridor smelled stronger of disinfectant, making my nose twitch. My shoes squeaked against the polished floor.

"Room 4," she said, opening a door halfway down the hall. "You've got thirty minutes. Materials are on the table. If you need anything, just press the call button."

She shut the door behind me with a soft click, leaving me alone in what had to be the most depressing jack-off room ever designed. The space was painfully sterile—gray walls, flickering fluorescent light that made everything look sickly, a wipe-clean leather chair that squeaked when I sat down, and a single metal tray with a plastic collection cup and a laminated magazine. It looked like a prop from a 90s porn set, all dog-eared pages and models with hairstyles that hadn't been popular in decades.

I settled into the chair and picked up the magazine. Thirty minutes. Should be easy enough.

Except it wasn't. I tried to psych myself up—closed my eyes, flipped through the pages, even licked my palm a little to get some moisture going. But the whole thing felt off. The air was too cold, raising goosebumps on my arms. The chair was uncomfortable, the leather sticking to my jeans. And the girls in the magazine looked like they hadn't smiled since 2004, all glazed eyes and awkward poses.

My dick gave a halfhearted twitch, but nothing else. Not even a semi.

Ten minutes passed. Then fifteen. I stood up, walked around the small room, tried thinking of past hookups, fantasizing about exes, even those dirty DMs I'd gotten in college from that girl who always wore fishnets to the bar. Still nothing. My dick remained stubbornly soft, like it was protesting the clinical environment.

I sat back down, stared at the cup like it owed me something, and finally muttered, "Fuck it."

I reached over and pressed the call button, a small red switch on the wall by the chair. A second later, a woman's voice crackled through the wall speaker—calm, mature, controlled.
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