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"What do you mean, you never got tested?"
asked Bill.

Anthony peeked over the tops of his glasses
as he leaned over his bottle of beer. He was regretting saying
anything about it. "I don't know," Anthony said with a shrug. He
could feel his cheeks were turning a little pink. "I just never got
around to it."

Rosalind looked surprised. "I thought it was
mandatory! At least where I grew up, it was the law for guys when
they turned eighteen."

"Not around here," said Winston. "In a city
this big? There's all sorts of religious exemptions. Guys who don't
think they should be jacking off in a cup because of Jesus, or
something."

"Well, that's dumb," said Jaquelle. "Here we
are, the human race on the verge of extinction because of
sterility, and some idiots still think their god would rather see
us all die than have them spunk in a little container?"

"It's not the jacking off
they have a problem with," Xavier pointed out. "It's the fact that
if you get tested and they find out you're the one guy in a million
who can still produce viable sperm, they get you to go out there
and fuck all these other women. Some of them are married, some are
lesbians, and you're not married to
any of them."

Anthony liked his coworkers. He had been at
the reforestation society with them for almost four years now and
he enjoyed spending time with them after work. He had never had too
many friends. He was mostly a shy person, which was why testing
never occurred to him.

It wasn't just testing, either. Anthony was
still a virgin. He had dated a couple girls in high school and
kissed a few, but he had always been too nervous to go any farther.
He knew he wasn't an ugly man at all, but he was a little scrawny
and he wore glasses. And he was always too busy working on some
project or another to keep his mind on keeping himself well
groomed, so his clothes were usually wrinkled and a little dirty.
He also needed a haircut too, but he kept forgetting.

So it wasn't a surprise that Anthony had
never made it down to the Agency testing center to see if his sperm
were viable. It wasn't that he had any real objection to the idea.
He just never got around to doing it.

"That sure would be the
life," Winston said. "Driving around the country, going from woman
to woman who wanted me to shoot my
load up into her? Who could complain about that?"

Bill nodded and clinked his glass against the
neck of Winston's bottle. "Yeah, I think all us guys had dreams
like that before we turned eighteen," Bill explained to the table,
especially to the women there. "Like we'd go into the testing
center and somehow get the magic notice that we were going to get
to fuck for a living."

"Amen to that," Winston said with a laugh. He
was the kind of guy Anthony wanted to be, good looking, suave, a
definite hit with the ladies. Anthony knew Winston could have any
woman in the company and probably had taken several of them home
and showed them a very good time. Right now the way he was sitting
next to Rosalind made it look like she was going to be joining him
tonight.

That knowledge made Anthony sad, because he
did like Rosalind. She was cute and funny, with a little nose that
turned up at the end and a sweet gap between her front teeth. He
had thought about asking her out several times but had always
chickened out. A smart, confident woman like her didn't want to
deal with a loser like him.

Jaquelle looked up from the city map she
pulled up on her watch. "Guys, there is a testing center, like,
right around the block."

"What?" Winston grabbed Jaquelle's wrist and
pulled it toward him for a closer look. "No shit! Don't even have
to cross the street for it."

"And it's open now," Jaquelle pointed
out.

"What?" exclaimed Xavier. "This late?"

"24 hours."

Bill said, "A lot of them are automated. The
one I went to was. I just let it scan my chip, went into its little
room, and did my thing."

Jaquelle grinned. "We should go! Let's take
Anthony! We can be his moral support!"

"Um, guys," Anthony started to say, but it
was too late. Everyone was downing the last of their drinks and
shuffling out of the booth. They were all taken with the idea and
nothing was going to stop them now!

And Anthony wound up going along with it
without too much protest. It didn't seem like that bad of a thing
to do, even if it was a little embarrassing that all his friends
knew he was about to go get his nuts off alone. They were treating
him like one of them, though, and Anthony liked that. He had spent
a lot of his life without friends and it was nice to have them
now.

The testing center turned out to be totally
automated, and so tiny it couldn't take more than one person at a
time. At his friend's encouragement Anthony let it scan the ID chip
in his wrist. When the system realized that he hadn't been tested
before, the door swished open and told him to come inside. Anthony
looked back over his shoulder at his friends. "You guys, uh, don't
have to stay around for this, I guess," he told them.

"That's all right!" Bill laughed. "We're here
for you, buddy!"

The other clapped and cheered as Anthony
sighed and stepped inside the booth.

Inside there was a comfortable chair and a
screen. A genderless voice sounded from overhead. "Welcome,
Anthony. We are please you have come today for testing."

"Um," said Anthony, not sure if he should
respond to an automated voice, if it was waiting for some kind of
answer from him. "Thanks?"

"You are welcome," said the voice. "Before we
begin, we would like to ask you a few questions. You may decline to
answer any of them, but please note that the answers will better
help us evaluate your last sample."

"Okay," said Anthony.

"Please list the approximate dates and times
of your last three ejaculations. If you can't remember, you can say
'I don't remember.'"

Anthony frowned, trying to recall. He had
been so busy lately he hadn't even had much of a chance to get
himself off. "Um... Monday, around 10 PM. Saturday, maybe around
2PM? And ... I don't remember before that."

"Thank you, Anthony," said the voice. "To
your knowledge, have you ever inseminated a sexual partner, even if
no child was born because of it?"

"No," answered Anthony. He could be very
confident about that one, considering how he didn't even have any
sexual partners to date.

"Thank you, Anthony," the voice said again.
"Our genetic records show that the man identified as your
biological father was later identified by the Agency as a high
sperm producer and an excellent candidate for further insemination
work. Were you aware of this?"

Anthony's eyes went wide. He had never even
met his father. His mother had raised him alone, with the help of
his grandparents. She always told him that he was just a fling, a
one night stand she lost track of immediately after. But apparently
Anthony might not be the only one. "Um, no," he said. "No, I wasn't
aware of that."

"Please understand that being the child of a
high sperm producer does not necessarily mean that you yourself
will be a high sperm producer," the voice told him. "Infertility
has many causes, including environmental causes. If you feel your
results are inaccurate you will have thirty days to come for a
retesting in one of our non automated testing centers. Do you
understand?'

Anthony nodded. "Sure." He wasn't planning on
coming back. Being told once that he was shooting blanks was going
to be enough for him.

The screen in front of him was suddenly
filled with almost thirty different squares, each showing a
different genre of pornography, ranging from animated to gay to
fetish to vanilla. "We would like to help you choose a visual
stimulus to aid in your sample collection today. Please choose one
of the most popular options shown in front of you, or say 'more'
for other selections."

Anthony couldn't really imagine what the
other selections might entail and he wasn't sure he wanted to.
Instead he looked over his choices. One of the squares had a
beautiful woman with dark skin and hair. She was naked and
straddling a man, her breasts bouncing as she rode up and down on
his cock with pure ecstasy Anthony selected that square.

"Thank you," said the voice. The image took
over the whole screen. "At any time, if you wish to select another
video from this same collection, simply say 'next video.' If you
wish to select a different collection, simply say 'go back.'"

"Okay," said Anthony. The image had obviously
reverted to the start of the screen. The woman was wearing a tight
black suit and lots of jewelry. She was getting into an elevator
and in the elevator she saw the man Anthony knew she would be
fucking later. He had a handsome look to him and was wearing a very
nice suit. The man's eyes watched the woman as she reached for the
zipper on her jacket and started to pull it open, revealing a black
bra underneath. Her generous tits looked like they were about to
burst out.

A panel opened in front of him and a tray
slid out. In it were several masturbation sleeves, each one
collected to a long hose that slid back into the wall. So that was
how they were going to collect his spunk, Anthony thought. "Please
select the collection aid which most appeals to you," the voice
told him.

There were about eight and they all seemed to
have different shapes. Three were clearly mouths, with lips ranging
from full to narrow. He thought about picking the one shaped like
an asshole but realized that since he never had fucked a woman
anywhere, he might as well start in the correct hole. He chose one
that looked like a pussy with fat lips and a big hole for his cock.
The entrance glistened with lubricant. He touched it and it was
warm, just like body temperature.

The others retracted, leaving Anthony with
his pornography and his sleeve. He guessed this was about the time
he should take off his pants and stick it in, but he still felt
like he should wait for instructions.

After a moment, the voice asked, "Are you
ready to begin, or do you require additional stimulation or
accommodations?"

Anthony swallowed. "No, um. I'm fine."

There was a small electronic ding sound, and
then the voice spoke again. "As a part of our testing program, we
seek to find ways in which to best utilize the stimulations that
encourage men to produce at full capacity."

Anthony frowned. Something about this sounded
awkward and kind of dangerous.

The voice continued, "We are currently
testing a program that would involve an interactive stimulus
routine. The video you have chosen is currently one of those which
has been modified and set up for interactivity. Do you wish to be
part of our pilot program and engage with your chosen scenario
interactively? You may stop the interactive program at any time by
telling the system 'stop playback.' You can say yes, no, or 'tell
me more.'"

Anthony was definitely intrigued, but he was
also cautious. He didn't want to get into anything that was going
to be more complicated than just jerking off in a booth. "Tell me
more," he told the system.

The video on the screen flickered, and
instead of looking at the man in the suit, the woman in the
elevator was now looking directly at him. "Hi, Anthony," she said
as if this was a live feed. She had a pretty smoky voice, deep and
sultry. "My name is Larissa. In this interactive mode, instead of
just watching, you will be able to participate. You can talk to me.
You can ask me to do things just like you were in the room."

"Oh," said Anthony. That definitely sounded
interesting to him. "Wow."

Larissa smiled at him. She leaned closer. He
could see the tips of her brown nipples just over the edge of her
black bra. "If this is what you want to do, you can say yes right
now. Or you can say no and the movie will go back to playing just
like it was."

"Yes," said Anthony. Any chance to hear that
pretty voice again was worth it.

Larissa's smile broadened. She glanced down
as though she could see his crotch where he was sitting in the
chair. "I see you chose the pussy," she said with a grin. "Do you
want to see me get fucked in my pussy?"

Anthony felt his lips dry. He licked them
wet. He wasn't sure what to do and he felt anxious. Then he
remembered that this was a computer. She was just a virtual reality
creation, made to look and sound like a real woman but definitely
not a
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