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Alex sat in the exam room with cock in hand,
trying to work himself up to orgasm. It felt incredibly strange
masturbating in a room with no lock on the door, where a nurse, or
the doctor, or even a confused passing patient could walk in on
him. This made the task arduous.

He would have thought that not having shot a
load in over three days would have helped to get it done quickly.
Maybe I really am broken, Alex thought bleakly. The pain in
his testicles had only subsided the day before. That couldn't
possibly be a good sign.

Alex sighed, giving his length a final stroke
before letting it go. He had to clear his mind—to stop worrying
about what the verdict might be and concentrate only on the task at
hand. Picturing every woman he had ever wanted to sleep with, Alex
wrapped his hand around his erection and went to work again. Images
of the good doctor's full breasts teased him, and he fantasized
about sucking on her supple nipples while he penetrated her tight
pussy. It probably wasn't much tighter than his ass, considering
all the fetish parties she had survived as Sebastian's employees.
How had she endured it, Alex wondered, letting his mind drift back
to what was stifling his arousal in the first place.



“Fuck,” Alex whispered, glaring at his
hopeless manhood.

A knock on the door startled Alex, and he
quickly pushed his cock back into his skinny jeans and zipped up
before saying, “Come in.”

The nurse who had taken his vitals earlier
poked her head through the door, waiting for Alex to hand her his
semen sample. She was a pretty little Hispanic thing, with large
brown eyes and tits too big for her petite body. “Do you have your
sample ready?” Her gaze found the empty cup in Alex's hand.

He suddenly felt ashamed. I can't even do
this right, he chastised himself. Worthless. I'm
worthless.

“I'm sorry, I can't. Can you just send
Shannon . . . I mean, Dr. Cordova in, please?”

Dr. Cordova was the only person Alex could
come to about this. The only one who would understand the nature of
his injuries. Maybe even the only person in the world who wouldn't
look at him like a freak for it.

“Sir, we're going to need a semen sample in
order to test if you're fertile.”

“I'll come back for that later,” he replied.
“I just want to see the doctor for now.”

“Dr. Cordova will be in in a minute,” she
said before disappearing out the door, closing it behind
herself.

After another thirty minutes of waiting, Dr.
Cordova finally made an appearance. She looked different than Alex
remembered. Her honey blonde hair was piled up on her head in a
loose bun with tendrils framing her face. A white lab coat sagged
on her shoulders over a red turtle neck that covered up those
gorgeously full breasts of hers. Why she was wearing such a thing,
Alex didn't understand. Perhaps it was because working for
Sebastian had scarred her as well. Maybe she wanted to be covered
at all times now, thanks to the memories of spending so many years
naked.

“Alex,” her blue eyes brightened as they
landed on his frame, and she extended her hand for a handshake. “So
good to see you.”

“Likewise.” He smiled, but there was no
happiness behind it.

“How's Mr. Dacey?”

Alex cringed at the very name. “I don't work
for him anymore.”

Her face went serious, though there was a
hint of a smirk at the corner of her red lips. “The party was too
much for you?”

He nodded, sensing that she was somehow
disappointed in him.

“I'm sorry I didn't warn you about it. To be
honest, I didn't think you'd last long enough to experience
it.”

This stung in its own way. Alex's mind was as
fragile as crystal lately. He put on a good front for his mother.
Nothing bad had happened, he had just decided to quit, he told her.
But inside, he was dying. Hating himself. Hating Sebastian.

Dr. Cordova read over Alex's chart and put on
her professional face. “You're worried that the guests were too
rough with you. I'm sure you're fine, but let's take a look, just
in case. Stand up and pull down your pants and underwear.”

Alex felt embarrassed, despite the fact she
had seen him naked before. Trying not to seem too reluctant, he did
as he was told, peeling his skinny jeans over his ass and crotch,
along with his briefs, letting his manhood fall freely for her
observation.

Dr. Cordova pulled up a chair and rolled it
in front of Alex. She quickly put on a pair of latex gloves and
then cupped his testicles, gently palpating them and examining the
bruises that were already fading away. “They got you good, didn't
they?”

“Mhm.” He didn't like the sound of her voice.
“They neutered me, didn't they?”

A short laugh escaped Dr. Cordova's lips. “I
highly doubt it. Everything feels normal. I won't know for sure
until I get a semen sample from you. Have you masturbated since the
event?” She looked up at him, pulling away and taking off the
gloves.

“No. I tried to come in the day after the
party, but the receptionist told me I needed to wait a few days
without masturbating so that my sperm wouldn't be weak.”

“Not so that your sperm wouldn't be weak. So
that your sperm count wouldn't be low,” Dr. Cordova corrected
him.

“Whatever,” Alex sighed. “I tried to
ejaculate in the cup, but it didn't work.”

“Do you need more time? I'm sorry that we
don't keep naughty magazines here, or I would offer you one.”

“No need. I don't want kids anyway. I just
kind of would like to know. You know?”

“I think you're worried over nothing,” she
told him with a warm smile. “I know it seemed harsh at the time,
but trust me, Sebastian would have never let them do something that
horrible to you.”

“I'm not so sure,” Alex whispered under his
breath, agitated by the fact that she kept defending him. Why
wouldn't she though? Sebastian had bought and paid for the doctor's
office they were sitting in. The thought made him absolutely
sick.

“Come back whenever you think you're ready,
and we'll test your sperm then.”

“Alright,” Alex replied, stuffing himself
back into his pants.

“Would you like me to send the bill to Mr.
Dacey?”

“That won't be necessary. I'll pay for it
myself.”

When Alex got home, he started making supper
so it would be ready when his mother got off work. Blackened
tilapia with lemon butter asparagus. Something he learned to make
while working for Sebastian.

Alex was the model son since returning home.
He cleaned the house, made dinner, and even promised he would go to
college. With no one left to serve, and no real purpose to life,
Alex decided he would focus on making his mother happy. He had been
able to save up almost fifteen thousand dollars, which he had
originally planned to spend on his dream car. A Porsche Boxer. Now,
Alex decided to spend it on paying for college instead, so that his
mother wouldn't have to shoulder the financial burden. He wasn't
really sure what he wanted to go for yet, but it didn't matter.
Alex's mother didn't seem to care about that. She was just thrilled
he actually agreed to go. As a surprise, he brought it up the day
he returned home. She didn't even have to nag him into talking
about it.
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