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THE PHONE RANG WHEN I was about to use the keyboard to type an email. Of course it had to ring when I was about to do that. Why could it not simply stay silent? It had to ring to piss me off. In fact, everything in that shitty company made me mad.

The employees were complete assholes. They spent most of their time typing and pretending they were working. But nobody there was actually working, as otherwise the place would be a successful business. We were barely making enough to pay our wages.

And the worst was parking. It was rare for me to find an available parking space. Nobody in there thought of me when they parked their cars.

“Hello?!” I said angrily and almost punching the table.

“Yes, I am here to deliver a pizza,” a young man said. He was probably in his early twenties and still thinking that life was actually good.

“Yes?! And who requested that shit?!” I said as the blood in my veins boiled.

The man from the other side seemed to hesitate a bit before answering, “ ...It was a man named ‘Andrew Diaz’.”

Andrew? Of course that asshole had to order a pizza while everyone was working. Why the hell did he think that was a good idea? How come he thought I was not going to find it out?

I inhaled and exhaled deeply, trying to find a way to say calm, but I could not. Andrew had always treated me badly, even though I was his boss. If I wanted, I could fire his ass at any moment. But the problem was that he was an important sales strategist and without him, the company would go bankrupt in a question of weeks.

“Fine. Just come inside and deliver the pizza. Someone should inform Andrew about it and pay you,” I said before slamming the phone back where it was and contemplating the boring wall in front of me.

Andrew had ordered the pizza knowing full well I was going to be mad about it. He was a young man who didn't seem to be very aware of the effects of his actions and choices on others. The only other reason he was still working under my supervision was that his father was my best friend.

I was a man in my forties with very little in terms of education and career success. I didn’t even finish college before building that company. While the place was usually a mess with people screaming all the time and trash spread everywhere, it was the only thing which made me feel somewhat proud of myself. There was just no way I was going to let it die.

Since I had been incapable my whole life to have sex with a woman, I was the very definition of an incel. My face was a mess and horrible for any lady to love. My body was pathetic and the topic of many jokes made by my employees. I didn't have the confidence to look at most people in the eye, except when I was angry and ready to punch them in the face.

When there was nobody around, I spent most of my time stalking and checking out on the internet the profiles of the women who worked for me. I was the owner of the place and could use that to my advantage by coercing the women to get laid with me, but I never did so because I was a chicken.

I just never had the courage and the audacity to do something like that. My hands shook and my heart raced when I thought of myself being any more than the angry boss I was.

The fact that I was an incel was probably the biggest reason why I always felt so frustrated and mad. Whenever I received reports and documents from my employees, my eyes scanned said submissions for any error and mistake I could find.

The purpose was to find some gratification by pointing out their errors. Their faces usually contorted in anger when I angrily said, in front of everyone, how she or he was supposed to be much better.

I was a bastard and I knew that very well. While sometimes I thought about being nicer, my blood always boiled when I thought about who I was and how unjust life was. Most of the people who worked for me were more socially successful. That fact alone made me want to punch Jesus in the face.

My biggest worry was Andrew. He had ordered pizza and was probably going to eat it with his friends in front of everyone. There was no way I was going to let that happen. I am going to call him to my office.

I picked up the phone and dialed his number. The phone rang before I heard his cocky voice, "Yes, boss?"

“Come to my office right away and don’t make me wait!”

"Going," he said calmly and serenely as if to say he didn't mind me being angry. Why did my behavior not affect him? I could even make some women run to the bathroom sobbing when I was mad.

His peace alone was enough to make my heart race with anger and my head ache. Why could I not corner Andrew and make him fear me as all the others did?​
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ANDREW ENTERED THE office, but he didn’t like someone who was about to be scolded by his boss. My blood was boiling. I could barely think straight. My fingers twitched to strangle him. The only thing preventing me from doing that was the fact that I needed him.

“Hello, sir,” he said calmly after closing the door and looking straight at my eyes.

I inhaled and exhaled deeply, still trying to find some peace and a reason good enough not to be raging.

“Is that pizza yours?!”

"Yes, it is," he responded while opening a smile and rubbing the back of his head, "Guess I forgot to mention it to you. I was going to throw a party with some of my friends here. You were not invited.”

His last sentence almost made me jump from the chair I was sitting on. How in the world was I not invited? I was his boss, goddammit! Did he not feel any gratitude for the man who hired him?

“HOW THE FUCK DO YOU NOT INVITE YOUR OWN BOSS TO A PARTY YOU ARE GOING TO THROW IN HIS COMPANY? I HIRED YOU!! I AM SUPPOSED TO BE YOUR BETTER.”

I ran from the desk toward him, with my fists clenched and squinting my eyes. But Andrew was not fazed by my reaction. Instead, he just looked down at me as if I was nothing. He feared no danger from me.

Even though I was feeling angry and capable of doing harm to people much bigger than me, Andrew didn’t look scared. How come he could look so cool and collected? It was probably the fact that he had a girlfriend and knew that I was an incel.

That thought made my blood boil even more. My fist was aching to punch someone. It was begging for me to allow it to punch his cocky face. Anger was just growing inside me, taking control of my body. Before I knew it, I was taking the last step and lunging my fist toward him.

For a moment I thought that I was going to hit him and that he would become the first employee to truly bend in front of me, but with a quick and swift movement, he caught my flying fist and held it. His arm was barely exerting any strength, even though I was using all of mine.

His eyes were still cold, but there was a fire burning inside them. His lips moved to form a sly smile, and before I knew it, I was losing all the anger and rage I had. His fist was just draining all the reasons I had to hate him and my courage to act tougher than I truly was.

My fist and arm lost all the strength they had, and noticing I was not a threat anymore, Andrew untightened his hold of me. My arm returned to the side of my body, where it remained motionless as if it could not hurt a fly.

The fire within Andrew’s eyes burned brighter all of a sudden. His hand grabbed my chin and he made me look him straight at his eyes. For a moment I was very scared. I thought he was going to kill me for being an asshole and attempting to punch him in the face.

But instead of turning my neck, his hand tightened the grip around my chin. It hurt a little, but he was not being heartless. His other hand reached for his belt and he unbuckled it. His pants fell down along with it, making a soft sound that disturbed the apparent silence inside my office.

“For too long you have been a bastard to all of us. We have had to put up with it because many of us depend on this company to make ends meet. That pathetic attempt to punch me in the face was the last straw. You are going to learn what it is like to be humiliated and scolded every single day.”

The balance of power was skewed in his favor now. I felt my knees become weaker and my legs shake. Moments after, I was on my knees, my face only inches from his cock. It was soft, but it looked big and frightening.

I felt so weak and powerless in front of him. All that rage and wrath vaporized into nothingness. It was as if I had become someone completely different. Andrew looked so confident, imponent
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