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LOOKING ON THE PAPERS on the table, I kicked it while I waited for something to happen. Anything other than me staring like an idiot at those papers needed to happen. My boss had asked me to draw a deal between us and that company, but I didn’t even know how to begin yet.

How could he ask that of me? Was it just because I was 18 and he was 54? Was the age gap enough for him to feel like he can boss me around as I was nothing? Marcus was a rich man who achieved more in his life than I could even imagine, but I still deserved some respect.

Not that I could feel angry at him. Quite the contrary, I felt angry at myself. I should be capable of figuring out those deals if I want to become a successful worker, I thought while I placed my pen on the table and let out a loud sigh.

The situation was worsened by the fact that I was still a virgin and gay. During one of the days I spent browsing the internet, I discovered that I was a gay incel. I didn’t want to be connected to those people in any way, because they were pathetic as hell, and yet I was very much like them.

I hated myself for not being able to find a man and have sex for the first time in my life. I didn't even know why all men didn't want to be with me just for one night. It got to the point where I took pictures of myself naked in order to achieve something, only then to find out it was pointless because I didn't have abs and big biceps.

I kicked the leg of the table out of frustration. The direction my life was taking was a dangerous and unforgiving one. There didn’t seem anything I could do to get laid for the first time. And I could not tell anyone about it because I was too proud of myself.

I needed a release, or maybe just something else to happen with my life. I could not endure much more to be looking at those papers, trying in some way to find a perfect deal tactic. Maybe someone else needed to come and help me. Anybody would do.

But nobody was going to come, and I was left all by myself inside the office. At least I had the room just for me, where I could spend some time thinking about my life. Sometimes, that meant torturing myself, but other times, it meant having some genuine fun.

I placed my feet on the floor and forced the office chair to slide a couple of feet backward. Then I unbuckled my belt and slid my hand inside my trousers. The warm feeling took control of my hand when it found my package. It was already nice and soft to the touch.

It could have felt much better if I had not masturbated hours ago. There was no way I could spend days without fapping, so the whole no-fap movement was completely meaningless to me. There were some people on the internet who wanted me to be part of it, but I always refused the invitation saying that I had better things to do.

And I was right about that. My cock was just too good not to be used. If men weren't going to kneel and suck me off, then at least I could pleasure myself. A loser's game and fun that was for sure, but it didn't make me feel too bad, especially when I was already massaging my erect member.

With delight and comfort, I slid my hand along my erect member, which was already throbbing. I had the tendency to masturbate so often that I became a fast cummer. The thought of not pleasuring men because of that kind of worried me back when I was still learning about myself, but the lack of self-control was too strong to stop me. I just HAD to jerk off whenever I had the opportunity.

I went to a website with many naughty, porn videos and clicked on the first that showed up. It was one of a much older man who was very much like my boss.

I had a crush on Marcus, my boss, but he was married. She was a very beautiful and imposing woman. Even someone like me could see that very clearly.

My cock throbbed harder when the video reached half of its length and the young employee was sucking off his much older boss. I felt my hand sliding faster and easier now that it was wetter because of the sweat.

My hand went up and down along the length of my rod, always very firm and eager to please it. I was probably around eight or nine inches long, not that any man was going to be impressed by that.

The most striking feature of my rod was its base; it was thicker than the cockhead. Many photos on the internet had told me men had very different dicks. I was kind of unique in a way. The fact that was true made me happy and almost confident that I could, one day, strike gold with a man.

When I closed my eyes and let out an audible sigh, I felt my cock shake and throb even harder. My balls went up and down while I furiously slid the skin of my uncut man tool. The newly formed creamy juice was about to come, and it would fly out high in the air just like all the other times.

My body rocked when I blew the first load and then the next and the next. Small puddles formed and spread onto the floor before I let out another audible sigh and rested my hand. Minutes after, I tucked my member inside my white briefs and used my office shoes to clean the puddles of cum.

That had been enough to make me feel reinvigorated once again, so I slid the office chair back where it was and proceeded to figure out how to find the tactic needed for that deal.​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


WITH THE DOOR OF THE bathroom open, I stepped in. My feet covered the distance to the urinal and I unbuckled my belt. I held my pant with my hand so that it wouldn’t fall to the floor, and used the other one to pee. The sound of my piss hitting the surface of the urinal was like music to my ears, making me close my eyes in pleasure.

“Didn’t think I would see you here,” someone beside me said. His urine splashed onto the surface of his urinal, forcing me to open my eyes.

I looked at the man beside me, and he was no other than my boss. I usually didn’t see him out of his office, so his presence took me by surprise. Unable to say anything, I stared at him like a dumb fool.

“You don’t need to stare at me like that,” he said with the same stern face from before. He had always been a very enigmatic man, so I didn’t know if he was displeased with me or just didn’t care that I was there.

I looked down at his crotch and noticed his big man tool. And was it big! Easily a couple of inches longer and thicker than mine. I blushed in embarrassment and then looked away. He had no idea I was gay, and I would rather keep it that way in order not to get fired.

“Sorry about that,” I said while looking anywhere that was not close to his crotch.

Marcus chuckled and said, “You have a fine man tool yourself.”

His words took me by surprise once again and I gasped. How in the world was that happening to me? He just said I had a good-looking cock, which meant he actually glanced at it!

"But... I didn't... fuck," I said, feeling more embarrassed now.

“Don’t worry about that sort of thing. Where I came from is common for men to measure their cocks. Do you want to measure yours against mine and find out which one is bigger?”

Again, his words took me by surprise. I almost lost balance and swooned right then and there. That conversation was going in a very weird direction. Marcus and I rarely talked, so how come we were already talking about finding out which was of us was manlier?

“Come on, show me your big man tool, cowboy,” he said, making fun of me for being an idiotic fool.

I turned to the side, with my cock in my hand and still incapable of looking at him. Marcus then stood beside me to measure his cock with mine. Just as I thought before, his member was bigger and much thicker. He had better genes.

“Seems that I have won this one as well. Don’t worry, some people have said I am one of the biggest in the world. You are just normal-sized.”

With increased embarrassment and hands shaking, I tucked my member
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