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WE MET ONLINE, ON TWITTER. His name was Matt and right away we hit it off. We'd both been bitching about some of the trades that were happening in baseball, the lousy games our teams had put us through the year before, and our hopes for a much better season still to come. 

I honestly can't remember how exactly but we got into a back and forth by email. His team was in the American league and mine was in the Nationals so there wasn't much overlap, especially since neither were rivals, or likely to make the playoffs for that matter. 

Still we settled into a series of playful jabs at each other’s expense, emailing Photoshopped pictures of our team at the World Series or of specific players striking out looking. It was fun. I got to feel like I really knew Matt, like he was an old and trusted friend. 

I wasn't able to check my personal email from work, but it got so I began to look forward to getting home and seeing if he'd sent me anything new. My job at the time was one of the worst – low end data entry with a demanding boss who micromanaged us all into the ground. 

I could barely afford rent let alone a fancy cellphone with email. That meant I had to go all day being cut off from modern technology like I was living in a third world country. Worse still I couldn't afford a car and ended up having to take public transportation to get around. I remember barely being able to sit still thinking about checking my email the whole bus ride home. 

I was so broke that I could barely afford to pay the rent. The only real luxury I had was my time on the web at night, surfing around, and my conversations with Matt. One night we'd been teasing each other pretty seriously when Matt said he was going to send me over something he really wanted me to see. 

The next thing I knew an email appeared with the subject line YOUR DEEP DARK FANTASY and an attachment file with just a series of numbers instead of a name. I smiled to myself, certain that it would be a picture of my team winning the World Series. 

Instead when the file opened it was a picture of his massive erection. It took a minute after I clicked it to make sense of what I was seeing. At first, I thought it must have been a mistake. 

He just attached the wrong file is all, I smirked. He sent me something meant for his girlfriend. 

The next email that came in confirmed that the picture was indeed meant for me. 

How do you like my cock? The words lingered on the screen. 

I was too stunned to reply. In all the time we'd been going back and forth there had never been any mention of sex at all, not even close. All we ever talked about was baseball. I had given Matt no reason to think I was gay! 

I stared at his massive tool sticking straight up in the air for a while then shut my computer off without responding. The entire next week I didn't email Matt back. He sent me regular stuff once again about baseball, but I just let them pile up in my inbox. Nights I'd come home from my terrible job and sit in front of the computer thinking of things to say back to him. I found myself opening that email and staring at his cock repeatedly. 

It's amazing, I thought. 

Matt's prick was much larger and thicker than my own and I felt a tingle of jealousy looking at it. It curved a little to the left and had a nice shaped mushroom head on top that tapered in compared to the punishing girth of the middle part of his bulging, vein covered shaft. 

It wasn't just the cock itself that was so impressive either. His balls were huge, like two pink tinted fleshy orbs crammed full of hot spunk. It looked like he could easily coat the small of a woman's back with a serious two-day load from them! 

More than once I beat myself hard and compared my cock to his. I didn't come anywhere close to that monster, and I knew it. His was everything a cock should look like and mine was just a smaller, more feminine version. 

“It's beautiful,” I said to myself, finally admitting my fascination. 

By that point I was so turned on that I couldn't imagine not finishing. I jerked off while staring at Matt's insane cock but the minute I finished I felt the familiar wave of guilt come crashing down over me. I wasn't gay. 

So why was I on my knees jacking off to the image of another man’s penis imagining how good it would feel to lick the tip? 

It was a puzzle, but I wasn't ready to deal with it. I pushed the thought as far from my mind as I could and went to sleep. 

That Friday something crazy happened at work. My overbearing boss got on my case; first about my timecard and then about how much work I'd been completing. I knew he was right, knew that I'd been distracted lately and hadn't been as productive. 

The truth was Matt had gotten up under my skin, whether I was ready to admit it or not. Still I hated the way he dressed me down in front of all my coworkers. The job barely paid above minimum wage. That certainly wasn't enough to take abuse, especially from a middle manager asshole like Gary. 

What started out as pep talk about my falling standards quickly escalated into a heated shouting match that ended with me being fired on the spot. I stormed out angrier than I'd ever felt in my life and huffed all the way to the bus stop. It wasn't until I was on the bus that I realized what I'd done. 

There was something so liberating about it. I loved the thought that I would no longer have to show up there, no longer be under his thumb. I could get another job at least as good as that. I was certain of it. 

A naughty feeling took over me, like an inner rebelliousness, and I found myself wanting to feed it. I got off the bus earlier than my normal stop and went into the bar to get a few drinks before walking home. 

When I finally made it back to my cramped apartment, I had a pretty good buzz going, but I wouldn't say I was full on drunk. The first thing I did was fire up the computer and pull up the email again from Matt, staring at the amazing picture of his dick he'd sent over. There was no denying that I enjoyed looking at it now. I no longer felt like I had to be ashamed of it. 

It's just the alcohol talking, I told myself, but I knew there was something more. 

I hit the reply button and typed out a long overdue response. 

“It's beautiful,” was all I wrote. I hit send, feeling both guilty and excited all at once as my cock grew hard in my underwear. 

“He probably won't even see it until Sunday,” I said to myself. “He's probably moved on by now.” 

Matt quickly responded with an e-mail of his own, “That's what I thought. What took you so long little faggot?” 

“I was too nervous to reply,” I answered back, talking out loud as I typed. “I've never seen anything like it.” 

Again, Matt's response came quickly, nearly knocking the wind out of me as I read it. 

“Tell me the truth – how many times have you masturbated to that picture since I sent it over?” 

Do I tell him the truth? I barely knew this guy and suddenly I was divulging my most intimate secrets to him. 

“He wants to know,” I said, feeling dirtier than I've ever felt in my life. My cock was getting hard as I thought about him reading my response. I typed out my most honest answer. 

“More than I can count,” I said, my fingers practically racing over the keys to get down my thoughts. “In fact, I am rock hard right now.” 

Why did I throw in that last part? What was I hoping to achieve? 

“That's what I thought,” Matt responded. “So why don't you come over and take a good close look in person?” 

“Because I'm not gay,” I answered at once. “I've never been with a guy before. I just really like looking at your dick bro. It's amazing.” 

I could feel my heart beating in my chest as my mouth went dry. There was no response for a while. 

You upset him, I thought in anguish. You've scared him off and now he's moving on to someone else who will give him what he wants and not play games with him. 

I hit refresh several times on my email but nothing new came up. 

“What was I thinking?” I got up and began to pace, going to the fridge for a beer. “What does it matter anyway? It's not like I was going to go hang out with him. It's better this way. It's safer.” 
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