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BLUE BALLS

 


What is the exact amount of time that
a man can go without jerking off or fucking some cute ass before
his balls swell up to the point of exploding?

Tossing and turning in my bed, Jarod’s
mind was trying to solve that question as it paraded one kind of
hot ass after another through his dreams. It was only the harsh
clang of the alarm clock whining in his ear that drew him from this
endless parade of the best part of a man into wakefulness into the
dull ache of reality.

Jarod blinked several times as
sunlight ripped through the room and seemed directly focused in on
his eyeballs. Somewhere in the hustle and bustle of getting home a
little later than usual he had forgotten to close the curtains. The
young man groggily glanced at the time and found it near 6am.
Normally, he would have turned over and considered a few more
minutes rest, but today he had a presentation and there was no
other choice but to get up.

The sheets shifted away to reveal his
hard cock. It was long, proud and burning with need, but he didn’t
have time for it - never had time, really - and it soon deflated,
leaving an aching pain in his nuts that had been getting worse and
worse over the weeks he ‘didn’t have time’.

Maybe I should see a doctor about that? It could be something worse,
his mind pointed out.

Jarod pushed himself out of bed and
forgot all about the thought. His body hurt enough from the lack of
sleep and over-work that the aching hurt in his balls was just one
pain to add to a very long list.

The ablutions of the morning were
notable short. A while ago when he had been tagged by management as
the next rising star, he’d realized that with the new requirement
that he be in the office all the time, that staying hygienic was
all he would really be able to manage.

A swift run of his electric razor over
his lean jaw left the minimal of stubble. Several drops from an eye
dropper left his whites white once more. A second or two with the
comb and some gel made him look his age once more and hid the
thinning that had taken place with the high amount of stress his
body had been under.

“You need to settle down,” he told his cock which had grown
in the pleasurable warmth of the shower.

It wasn’t listening. There was nothing
on his mind right now but how tired he felt, his presentation and
exactly how he’d stage it to make it as effective as possible and,
of course, the need to eat, which Jarod was planning to delay yet
again because a donut and a cup of hot coffee was easier to wolf
down than bacon and eggs with a slice of toast (what he would have
preferred if he wasn’t working nearly 130 hours a week).

Soon it was time to leave the
bathroom. He trudged into the living room, took two pills from a
pack with a warning label that touted the dangers of overuse (a
point that he had long since past and left behind) and were
actually for people who had trouble staying awake during the day,
and then picked up his suit jacket, dusted it off and threw it over
the back of the chair in front of his home-work desk to hunt around
for a cleanish pair of business trousers that weren’t too
creased.

He found the latter under his
bed.

“Clean enough,” he decided after the smell test.

Jarod glanced at the clock. No time to
take a load down to the local laundry. Today really was worse than
usual.

Drawing up his trousers, he had to
wait as he willed his cock to enough flaccidness to be able to
button up with only a small hump where his unspent desire could be
seen.

Shortly after he was dressed. For a second he stopped and
rubbed his balls. They really do ache, he decided. Perhaps he would go to the doctor
later. There was a hospital only a short distance from work. Maybe
one of the doctors could give him something for this. His stock of
pills was getting a little light anyway. Probably time to fill that
out too.

A new day began with him leaving
through the front door of his apartment. Another long, hard day of
work ahead. A little different in someways, but that was later. Not
right now.


EMERGENCY ROOM

 


It hadn’t been a great day. Jarod had
missed breakfast because of a call from his boss and the
presentation had been great but meaningless as the client had
already made their mind up to use another company’s services. No
one was happy about that and the flack had to fall somewhere. He’d
had no time for lunch and popped a few more pills before
remembering that he’d taken two in the morning. The anxiety had
been unpleasant and at 8pm he decided it was time to seek medical
intervention.

The hospital doors slid open with a
long woosh. That nasty disinfectant scent that most of these places
had filled his nostrils and nearly sent him back out the door, but
his anxiousness was sufficient to keep him trudging forward until
he was staring at the desk lady and wondering how he was about to
phrase this.

“I think I need to see a doctor.”

The woman glanced up from her computer
and stopped typing long enough to tap a form in front of
him.

Of course things would be that simple, he thought.

Jarod took a clipboard from the pile
and one of the forms to a row of chairs where, surprisingly, only
seven people were waiting and started scribbling. Name, age,
height, weight, do you take drugs? Etc. Etc. He wrote down his
prescription and regular doctor’s name and then his pen
stopped.

 


Do you have any other
symptoms or illnesses you would like to inform us of?

 


Even sitting like he was, Jarod’s
balls really, really ached.

It can’t be an STD. I haven’t had sex since Jack 2 years
ago. He’d
had an STD test because Jack had cheated before he left. They
probably had that on file at the hospital here. It was their
sexually transmitted disease section that tested him.

Then what was
it?

He was anxious and perhaps he wanted
to know, but it was too embarrassing and he’d have to disclose that
he was gay to a doctor that he didn’t know. No, better to leave
some things out. No one told their doctor everything,
right?

Walking over to the desk, he handed
the clipboard over. The woman didn’t bother to really look and sent
him back with a piece of paper with a number on it. Shocking in how
quickly it was handled, Jarod waited 5 minutes to be told that he’d
be staying overnight. The doctor didn’t even give him a sour look
over his prescription. He was sent to the showers, given a hospital
gown by a fat orderly that seemed half asleep himself, and assigned
to Ward 22.

The bed was comfortable and there were
only two other people huddled under the blankets of their bedding
in the large room. Neither were awake and he decided they had the
right idea.

Jarod drifted off. Time to
rest.


A RUDE AWAKENING

 


The dreams had become nightmares. He
couldn’t sleep.

“Fuck...”

Sleep would have been wonderful right
now. He had more work tomorrow. There was no way he could afford to
be stuck awake right now.

Jarod dragged himself out of bed and
into the dim hallway. It must be about midnight. There was one guy,
tall, young, tattooed, leaning against a wall with a cigarette
unlit between his lips texting someone on his smart phone, but
otherwise it was quiet. It didn’t even occur to Jarod that the
young man was quite attractive in a bad boy who will do anything
for kicks kind of way.

He did wonder why he wasn’t just
smoking the cigarette though. That was about all.

The reception for the ward was staffed
by an older nurse. She reminded him of his mother. Same blond hair,
same condescending look on her face.

“Yes?” she asked.

“I can’t sleep.”

“I see.”

There was silence. Obviously there was
a process to this.

“Can you give me something?”

“Name,” she requested.

“Jarod Green. I’m in bed 3.”

“You can’t have anything.”

She didn’t even need to
look.

“Umm... Mrs. Ranger,” he said after glancing at her name
tag, which didn’t include her first name and had MRS in capitals,
“I’ve got work tomorrow and if I don’t...”

The older lady crossed her arms and
leaned back in her office chair behind the desk as far as it
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