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The lights in my office flickered for a brief second as if to tell me that something bad was going to happen, and something terrible just might happen. I heard footsteps approaching the door, and from the sound that they were making, it appeared that it was my boss.

And it appeared she was accompanied by someone.

She could be nice, but she wasn't. She was actually a pain in the ass, especially because she was always putting me down, never hearing me out, and never taking my opinions seriously.

On top of that, she was also extremely narcissistic, one of the reasons that her opinions and her projects were always put before all the others.

Suffice it to say that I wasn't the only one with this opinion about her.

But, okay. She was coming and I might as well prepare myself for the impending storm she was going to bring.

The door was opened and my eyes widened, not because Gabi was here, but because she was with someone. He was big and young. I could tell that just from looking at him, and I didn't like that one bit.

I had always been highly competitive, and it was something about me that would never change. Not to mention that I didn’t believe in myself much...

Not only that, but he appeared to be the kind of man who worked out a lot. Those muscles clearly put mine to shame.

I had been working out at the gym recently, but I wasn't putting in the necessary effort to get big. Either that or my body wasn't the kind that got big without steroids.

But I would never go down that route no matter what.

On top of that, he was also extremely... Handsome. Even a straight guy like myself had to admit that just by looking at him, and I hated that I was thinking this about this man.

He was also extremely alluring, but maybe that was because of his fascinating smile. There was something about his smile that I couldn't quite put my finger on, but maybe it was because of his extremely white teeth.

Gosh, they were perfect. Where the hell did he go to get those perfect teeth? Because I wanted the same so that my wife stopped chiding me about my dentist.

In any case, I had to stand up because, otherwise, my boss was going to berate me for that, and I wished I didn't have to put up with something like that.

I wished I could just tell her to fuck off and fire me. Or even better, I would fire myself just so she didn't have that win.

"Hey, Chris, it's so nice to see you," she said, and her voice was so incredibly annoying. It always was. No changes there.

But, no. There was actually nothing wrong with her voice. In fact, someone on the outside would think that her voice was just like any other, but to me, it was anything but. Her voice was extremely high-pitched, always gnawing at my brain.

I had to refrain from frowning. After all, there were a few reasons why she was the boss and one of those was that she was very good at picking up little clues of what other people were thinking.

"Hey, Gabi. It's nice to see you today as well." I shook her hand, as usual. Her hand made my skin crawl. "And what about this new fella?"

Conversations in the company had to be informal. We were, apparently, trying to be progressive.

For now, I was trying to be as casual as possible, and it seemed that it was working. After all, there was no point in antagonizing the new guy.

Plus, it didn't seem that he immediately hated me, so I had to take the high ground and not, right off the bat, hate him as well.

Otherwise, I might really lose my job.

She put her hand on his shoulder, leaning on him. Oh, gosh. That really was annoying. It was as if she was already fawning over him even though he was a new hire, from what I could tell. Either that, or he was just someone passing by, but I couldn't be sure of either without knowing more.

"He is your new intern," she announced.

Shivers ran down my spine. I was really hoping that she wasn't going to say that. The last time I had an intern, he was very much better than me at pretty much anything, and I felt completely useless in his presence.

The same couldn't happen now. It wasn't going to.

We shook hands. I didn't want to do it, but my boss was watching everything unfolding, of course, so I was obligated to shake his hand.

And what a hand it was. It was much bigger than mine - so much more masculine. So much more powerful, so much rougher, and so much more everything else.

He really made me feel small even though it was nothing more than just a very short exchange. We didn't even do anything yet together and he was already making me feel insignificant.

"Hi, nice to meet you," I said.

"Nice to meet you too, Chris."

He said ‘Chris’. My full name was on the small plaque pinned to my chest, but he still preferred to call me by my first name only, and not even to its fullest extent.

Just Chris, as if we were friends. Or more like he was the older brother.

It couldn't be any further from the truth. He was my friend as much as he was my 'intern.' Yeah, right. I know exactly why he was here. Gabi just wanted to make me feel worthless again because she felt pleasure from doing so.

I just knew she fingered herself thinking about me being humiliated and degraded. It worked every single time, didn't it?

After we talked about a few things, she said, "Seems that you boys are already getting off to a good start, so I'm just going to leave you two alone."

Oh, crap. Of course Gabi was going to take off right in this moment. She already got what she was looking for — a momentary image of me blushing in front of my 'inexperienced' intern, who was much younger than me, I should re-highlight.

Younger by at least ten years. Ten years of experience that should be putting me above him, but it wasn't doing that, and I didn't think that was going to change anytime soon because it was in my nature to be submissive.

Even my wife told me so.

Gabi closed the door and now it was me and my intern. His name was Nathan. It was an imposing name, one that fit him well. It was a name that showed he was confident in himself, confident in his skills, and pretty much in everything else.

"So, where do I start?" He inquired, obviously referring to the work that he was going to start with me, but to be honest, even I was lost, and he was picking up on that quite easily.

"Just sit there and don't do anything. I actually have something very important to do right now."

His eyes went to my computer's screen. "Ohh, what's this?" He asked, approaching my computer. He went past me and I was unable to do anything to stop him.

I thought that I was going to be more imposing, which I learned from what happened with my previous intern, but it appeared that I didn't. Not even the slightest thing changed since then.

He bent over my desk slightly, his muscles pushing against his office suit, and that was saying a lot because suits like that could hide muscles pretty well.

I could only imagine what he looked like without that suit on. Gosh, if he were only wearing a white shirt and jeans, he would make me feel so ashamed of myself. He would make me feel even smaller than I already was feeling.

"I'm struggling with that a little," I admitted. There was no reason for me to not say that. Plus, it was a challenge. If Nathan couldn't figure that out, then maybe we were almost on the same level when it came to work.

But then, he said, "Oh, you just have to do this..." And he proceeded to tell me exactly what I was missing this entire time, and it was so easy, and it really made me feel more like the pathetic fool I was.

I was fuming. I didn't think Nathan would figure that out right off the bat. On top of that, it seemed he was getting off on seeing my reaction. A sly smile spread across his face, further humiliating me.

He straightened up his body. "You really struggled with that? But I thought I was going to be your intern."

I took a step back, my body freezing up. I had expected Nathan to be more educated, but it seemed he was too cocky for that and enjoyed humiliating me as well.

Yet, I decided to recompose myself, rubbing the back of my head. "Oh, sure. That was easy. I was just testing you."

He chuckled, his muscles doing things I didn't think were possible. Was he on juice? I didn't know, but part of me thought he wasn't. Part of me was pretty sure he was a natty, which only made me feel more pathetic.

Was this hell going to end?

d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lumia Longwood





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





