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I started a new job in an office as soon as I graduated from college.  It wasn’t the dream job that I had planned as an ad executive, but it was entry level in my field.  I stood outside the massive doors of Fiorello & Cimini and took a deep breath.

I figured that at least something had to go right based on the names of the owners of the agency.  At least maybe I could catch a glimpse of an Italian Stallion in the hallway.

It was going to be tough working with a bunch of hot young guys because I was still in my sexual prime.  I thought about sex like four hundred times an hour.

I would be driving down the street and see a guy jogging, for example.  The next thing I knew, a boner would be trying to pierce my pants as I thought about spearing the guy with my dick.

I only had six inches, but I knew what to do with them, if you know what I mean.  My favorite thing in college was to go to the men’s room near the faculty lounge and fondle myself until a professor came in.  Then I would motion suggestively as he stood at his urinal with his deflated penis hanging out of his pants.

If he kept watching me, I’d feel myself up and move towards a stall.  About half the time, a guy would follow me and I would pull out my uncut dick for our mutual enjoyment.  Sometimes I just had great sex, other times, I ended up with an easy A when I later took the professor’s class.

Anyway, I was disappointed to find out that both Fiorello and Cimini were in their sixties and had gone gray years earlier.  They were both short and fat besides.  Hardly the image I had in mind when I was jacking off at home that morning in anticipation of the hot guys I would have as coworkers and employers.

As I settled into my desk, Gloria, the nice lady who sat next to me, told me that our boss would arrive in a few minutes.  He couldn’t be any less attractive than the other two, I thought to myself.

I got busy arranging and rearranging my desk supplies since I didn’t have anything else to do.  A noise at the door caught my attention.  In walked the most gorgeous man I had seen since my first boyfriend during freshman year of college.

The guy across the room stood there with 5 feet 11 inches of studliness blocking the doorway.  He had a smile as big as the state of Texas and the whitest teeth I had ever seen. 

He wore cowboy boots and a jean jacket which looked fantastic on him.  The only way it could have looked better would have been on the floor next to his naked body.

Since he was certainly not the corporate raider type, I figured he must be a client.  He removed his cowboy hat and said, "Sorry I’m late.  Tomorrow, yep, tomorrow, I promise I’ll be on time."

Gloria leaned over and whispered, "Don’t believe a word of it.  He says that every day."  Aha, I thought, so he does work here.  I hoped, I prayed, I begged the heavens to let him work on my floor.  That way, I could catch a glimpse of him and his manly square jaw every day.

Just then, Gloria stood up.  She grabbed him by the arm and led him over to my desk.  She looked at my nameplate and said, "Shawn, I would like you to meet our boss, Dirk Cranston.  Dirk, this is our new employee, Shawn."

"Well, howdy, Shawn," he said as he looked me up and down.  "I’ve heard a lot about you from Personnel.  They tell me you’ll be the new hotshot ad exec around here faster than a rattlesnake bites in the dark."

Being from Vermont originally, the closest I ever got to a rattlesnake was in a picture in a magazine.  However, I assumed that was a compliment.  I replied, "Thank you, Mr. Cranston. I’m pleased to have this opportunity."

"Call me Dirk," he said with a wink and disappeared into his office.

"He likes you, I can tell," Gloria said before returning to her typing.

I did a mental check; no wedding ring on Dirk's finger... this could be a possibility.  Dirk’s killer smile had my dick hardening in my pants.  Good thing I was sitting at my desk.  I tried to snap back to reality.  There must be some rule about bedding the boss on the first day!

As the weeks went on, I tried to be as discreet as possible as I gathered information about Dirk.  Actually, it turned out to be fairly easy since Gloria loved to gossip.  I learned everything from Dirk’s favorite color to the last time he bought fresh vegetables at a local farm stand.

Gloria’s mind functioned as a massive storehouse.  She remembered every detail of every conversation she ever had.  The only thing she never mentioned about Dirk was his sexual life.  She said he was single, but never elaborated on it.  I finally decided to come right out and ask her one day if he ever went on dates.

"Dates?" she said a little surprised.  "Heavens, no."

"Gloria, why do you say it like that?"

She leaned close to me in her now familiar conspiratorial tone, "Dirk has a male ‘roommate’ if you know what I mean."  Before I could respond, the secretary from down the hall came in the office screaming that her press-on nails were falling off and she lost one in the file cabinet.  Gloria went off to deal with that crisis and left me to ponder my new bit of information.

"Hey, Shawn, can you come in my office for a minute?" Dirk asked as he stuck his gorgeous face around the edge of his office door.

"Yes, sir, be right there."

Dirk leaned back in his chair with his blue jean covered legs resting on top of his desk.  They were so long and slender, I had fantasies every night of running my tongue up and down his legs, then burying my face in his manly crotch.  He had the top two buttons on his shirt undone and I could see wisps of light blond chest hair poking through.

"Have I been doing a good job?" I asked.

"Oh yes, Shawn.  This isn’t about your job.  This is a personal matter.  I’m having a small birthday party for a friend at my house Friday night and I would like you to come."

"Thanks.  I’d love to."

I knew the moment I arrived at the party that this was going to be an awesome night.  There were no women at all!  Something told me by the way the crowd was acting, this was going to be some sort of fuck fest, at least for the lucky ones.

There were about fifteen guys in the house.  Some were even cuter than Dirk.  I was really attracted to one particular guy who stood about 6 foot 3 inches.

He had huge, rough hands, obviously the result of hard physical labor.  He moved around the room with an air of cocky confidence like he knew he was going to score at that party.

I decided he would score with me.

I didn’t have time to formulate a plan because Dirk approached me.  "Having fun?" he asked.

"Yeah, I am.  Thanks for inviting me."

"Shawn, I want you to meet someone.  He’ll be staying with us for the next two weeks.  Standing right behind you, that's my nephew, Austin."

I turned around. My face landed right in the top part of the chest of the hunk I had been lusting after.

Austin stood a full head taller than I.  Speaking of heads, he had the biggest bulge in his pants that I’d ever seen.  My hand twitched as I fought back the urge to attack his masculine package.

Austin and I talked as the night went on.  He told me about his job as a professional cowboy in Texas, which got me even hornier for him, for some reason.

We were sitting next to each other on the couch when he put his arm around me.  I felt the muscle on my back.  Suddenly I felt his breath on my neck.  His tongue traced the outside of my ear.

"I got a secret for you," he announced.

At some point in our conversation, I realized that Austin had drained quite a few beers which explained his slow and very slurred speech.  Of course, that only turned me on all the more because I really liked guys who were loose and whose inhibitions were lowered.

The cowboy continued, "See all these guys in here?  They’re all gay!"

"Are you gay?" I said in mock horror.

Austin took a long swig of his drink.  "Me?  I’m queerer than a three-dollar bill.  Wanna see?"  He reached over and put my hand on his pants. 

I could feel the growing excitement taking place under those jeans.  He squirmed a bit as I felt him up.  "Man, that feels so good.  You can do anything you want to my body tonight," he moaned.

"Anything?" I asked in an innocent sounding voice.

"ANYTHING," he affirmed as he pulled a little white packet from his pocket and handed it to me.

"What's this?" I asked.

"A special mixture I like to use with the right guy for an extra good time.  Just add it to my next drink," the already drunken stud said with a wink.

I liked how he thought, but still wanted to know what to expect.  "What's in it?"

"A combination of the ground up powder from sleeping pills and the caffeine pills that college students take to help them stay awake and pull all nighters for exams and papers."

"Wouldn't those two ingredients just cancel each other out?" I questioned.

Austin shook his head.  "Nope, they just make a guy's body go limp and put him out of it mentally, but barely keep him awake so he can talk and respond."

My cock practically jumped out of my pants in anticipation of seeing the big hunk in that drugged state.

"I want you to empty that whole packet in
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