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I was looking for somewhere to put this and thought of many sites that catered to admissions as well as other things.

I came upon this site and decided it was time to tell my story, or what has been happening to me, or should I say, is still happening.

I am probably the only male that is going to be on here but fuck it. I have to get it out there, and I can’t tell anyone in my life, so why not go online?

Well, here it goes. Like many others, I have changed the names and even the workplace, but everything else is true.

Here we go! My name is Kyle, and my boss is using me as a sex toy. She uses me to get herself off and drains me nearly every week. I would like to say I want her to stop, but I admit I love it and look forward to it. Here is my story.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Kyle! Get in here!” my boss yelled.

“Yes sir,” I smiled as I entered Mr. Klein’s office.

It’s a mobile office on the job site, but he likes to pretend it is an executive office. I work for him, doing all of the paperwork, which also includes the payroll.

“Did you get those papers I asked for?” Jacob Klien asked.

He was a tall man, beefy around the middle but very tall, and I wasn’t just saying that because I was shorter than him; I was saying that because I stood just over six feet, and he towered over me.

“Yeah, right here,” I put the papers on his desk.

“Good,” Jacob looked them over as he breathed heavily.

Even sitting down and doing nothing, the man sounded like he had just finished running a marathon.

“Thank you,” Jacob shooed me away.

I went back into the next room and sat at my desk to continue working. I didn’t mind working behind the desk; it was much better than working out there.

I looked outside at the feat of engineering at the construction site. We were tearing down an old neighborhood and building new apartment buildings, condos, and a huge hospital. It would take many years to finish, but we were on schedule for once.

I didn’t like working with my hands, so working at a desk and doing computer work was perfect for me.

Many of the guys who worked for the company had many names for me, but I didn’t pay them any attention. They were always complaining when it was too cold, and then in the summer, they kept finding reasons to come inside to get away from the heat.

Jacob was one of the four main supervisors. The other three were always out there, while Jacob stayed in here. I had never seen Jacob out there working; he was always in here at the computer, barking orders over the intercom, radios, or the phone, and stuffing his fat face.

How a man that tall and that large could move around was beyond me. I always told him he was one donut away from having a heart attack.

Jacob always called me a stick figure or a runt because I worked out daily and tried to eat healthy. I wanted to help him, but he declined. Even when he had a heart scare a few years ago, it didn’t deter him from stuffing his face with fast food, donuts, and other sugary food and processed items.

“One day we are going to come in here and he will be on the floor,” Lyla uttered as she came out of his office.

She was the other assistant. Unlike me, she did go outside and talk to the workers, mostly to get information from them that I needed to process or make sure they filled out any forms I gave her to give them.

Rules and safety regulations were always changing, and even though I put everything on the mobile app for the workers to use and sign off on, most of them didn’t even look at it.

“I keep telling him,” I agreed with her.

Today’s snack was some of those Little Debbie snacks. He would sit down at that desk, eat two to three boxes of the tiny cakes, and then want something for lunch.

“He is on his forth box!” Lyla exclaimed. “And it’s not even midday yet!”

I once saw Jacob eat four Big Mac meals and slurp down three milkshakes. He was putting himself into an early grave.

“And he wonders why Laurie left him,” Lyla said, shaking her head as she opened the door and put on her construction hat.
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