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There he was, being cool and awesome and handsome at the same time. His name was Frank and he was my boss, but that didn't stop me from fancying him. I mean: how could I not when he had everything I wished I had? He had a majestic short hair, a smooth face without pimples, the perfect nose every woman in the world loved, a fit body without being vulgar, and was tall enough to tower over everyone in the company.

He was talking and having a lot of fun, drinking too. He was the only one allowed to drink in the workplace, and he was the boss of us all. It was too bad he never had eyes for me. I wished he did. I so wanted to drop on my knees for him and worship his big man tool.

Even from where I stood, I could see the size of the package he had. Not even his thick jeans pants could hide his bulge. The thing must have been a gift from the Gods themselves or something like that.

He was just so much more different than I was. My height had always been a problem when I pretended to be on the hunt for a girlfriend - at the time I didn't realize I was actually gay; my nose was big and the object of jokes for many of the people I knew, including the my coworkers; I had pimples everywhere on my face - and because of my tendency to poke them with my fingers, I had many marks as well; my face was too rounded and childish-looking; my hair was always a mess and difficult to comb - and I also already had a bad case of balding in my late thirties.

And recently I discovered I was an incel. The term became very popular on the internet. I began to spend a lot of time in those communities, talking and sharing experiences with other incels. Of course, I refused to believe I was one of them. But being alone and with nobody to truly call a friend, I kept being pulled to those groups.

Frank was very young, but that didn't stop him from being successful. At the age of nineteen, he was already running the place and commanding even the most experienced employees like me. Some people found that a bit offensive and difficult to cope, but I had the opposite reaction. I liked having to obey someone so much younger and with so much confidence; it made me feel inferior and hornier.

Once I realized I was gay, I began to use the internet to find a man willing to have sex with me. But the problem was that I didn't have any good pictures to upload, and I could not find that perfect angle and lighting which could make me look at least somewhat decent.

And thus there was no more than one man who agreed to meet with me after months of intense searching. He was very much like me, and also an incel, but not even he wanted to continue talking to me. Whatever I had of self-esteem back then was shattered the moment my messages were read and I got no more responses.

Ever since then, I gave up on dating apps. It was good enough to masturbate late at night, in the bed and under the comfort of my thick and warm blanket. There was a problem of having to need too many blankets and bedsheets and having to clean them every week, but it was all worth it when I could experience that addictive feeling of orgasm.

I had always been a virgin, but nobody in the company knew about it. They could never learn I was gay and someone with zero sex experience. The number of jokes and mean comments they would have among themselves would probably make me commit suicide. It was already hard enough knowing I was the odd one from the company - the one people never approached because I was ugly and could not express myself well.

While my mind thought about everything that made me miserable, Frank was having the time of his life. With his arm around that woman’s shoulders, his mouth close to her ear, he was clearly trying to seduce her.

And that made him look even more masculine and handsome to my eyes. I was inside my office, using the door’s peephole to spy on him. My small cock was throbbing and leaking pre-cum inside my underwear. My hands were shaking as thoughts of me becoming his object of desire and submissive servant raced through my mind.

I could not comprehend why he was trying to seduce that woman. He was married and had a very good life with his wife. Why did he need another woman? Was it because he got bored of the same pussy, or was it a side of him I didn’t know?

But still, whatever it was that he had in mind, it would not destroy what I thought of him. He was my prince and the perfect man I wished to be.

The feeling of pleasure, of becoming his object of sexual desire and his servant only increased, and I seemed to be losing myself. I could not comprehend the world around me anymore, which was becoming darker and fuzzier.

And then, when I opened my eyes again and felt somewhat capable of registering what was happening, Frank was in front of me with a very serious face. I froze on the spot, unable to blink and move my mouth. Frank was towering over me, and the way his chin was lifted told me that he had something very unpleasant to say.

“I caught you spying on me when I was talking to Amanda. Are you going to tell my wife about that? Was that why you were doing that?” He said. His words were harsh and piercing.

I was surely going to be fired. How did I think that spying on my boss was an OK thing to do? I was stupid and deserved to live on the streets for the rest of my life.

“Boss, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to spy on you,” I said cowering and holding my tears.

Frank grabbed my chin and lifted my head, our eyes locked.

“Don’t worry about it. I won’t fire you, or maybe I might. Come to my office in about an hour. We will have... some fun,” he said before stepping out of the room and leaving me alone with my miserable thoughts.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


I knocked on the door to Frank’s office, holding my tears and clenching my fists in fear and anxiety. Whatever it was that he had in store for me, it was not going to be good. Maybe he was going to take his time, make me believe I was not going to be fired, only for then to announce I was not to put one foot in there anymore bluntly.

“Come in,” he said with his slow and deep voice tone. But my hand shook when I placed it on the doorknob, and it took me all the strength I had to open the door.

Frank was sitting on his desk, arms behind his head and feet on the table. He looked almost casual and as if we were going to have no more than a normal conversation. But my heart knew that deep down it was going to be anything of the sort; he was mad when he found me spying on him.

"I am here, sir," I said with my head low, eyes staring at the floor and clenching my fists in fear.

“Say, Jed, do you ever think about how shitty and pathetic you are?” He questioned.

“No... I don’t know what you mean...” I responded with my head still low and my back curved forward.

“But you do know. Word goes around here that you are an incel. Is that right? Is it true you never caressed a woman’s big butt with your tiny hands?”

"Sir, I don't think this is appropriate-" I said, but tears were already threating to come out, my body feeling heavy and unbearable.

"It is an appropriate topic to cover, Jed. I want to know if I employ an incel inside my company. It would make me feel... envigorated," he said with a sly smile.

Still holding my tears back, my mouth twitching and my fists clenching, I said, “Y-yes, I-I am. I-I am a-an i-i-incel.”

“Wonderful!” Frank said before standing up from his fancy office chair and coming over to me, “I am so proud of you.”

Frank placed his hands on my cheeks, forcing me to look him deep in the eye. But instead of finding comfort and tranquility, I found anger and iciness. He did not pity me.

He withdrew his hands from my cheeks and announced, “Now, my dear Jed, we are going to play a game, and I am sure you are going to like it.”

I kept my head low and didn't say anything, merely waiting for him to finish his thoughts. I felt too weak to ask what it was that he had in mind.

“You are going to take off your clothes, walk over to the canteen and bring me a donut.”

His words left me dumbfounded. I could not process what his request wanted of me. The words seemed too big and mean for my mind to handle. I was on the verge of having a convulsion.

But then
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