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Hi! My name is Taffy. Today I will be taking you through a day as a lovely female employee of Futa Corp. I work in Marketing as an account service assistant. 

First, let’s start with how I got the job. In college, I was a bit of a slut. Size queen to tell the truth. 

I slept with more than a few professors to raise my grades but hey this is a dog-eat-dog world and a gorgeous woman like me has to do everything possible to get head. I mean ahead.

After college, I went to work for one of the typical ad agencies. Male dominated. Of course.

There I learned how much I cannot stand men. Like Larry, who never washed his balls and stood inches from your face in your cube. Ugh.

Anyway, I saw a job posting for Futa Corp. online and decided to apply. They recruited at the local school, but I went to the University across town.

College was quite a learning experience. I am gorgeous. My mother landed her rich husband after college counseling me with some advice.

You will meet a lot of people in college. People from different backgrounds. Align yourself with the best families. Look for good breeding stock. Practice. Practice. Practice. Just like in class, you need to study. Have sex with as many guys as possible while not letting your studies falter.

Learn about dicks. Sucking cock. Licking balls. Teasing them.

When you meet the right guy make sure he misses and craves you afterwards. Wrap him around your finger and he will worship the ground you walk on.

That is how I met your father.

I did everything in college, and I mean everything. Fraternity gangbangs? Stranger Danger? You name it, I did it. 

Unfortunately, because I was at the lesser school the stock was not that good. I put my time into practicing like my mother taught me. When I struggled, I leaned into my abilities under the table. 

Once out of school, I got myself an apartment downtown where I can focus on husband hunting on the weekends. 

My looks are exceptional with blonde hair and blue eyes. I work out every day at the gym to build my glutes. Breast surgery to 2000 cc’s because 2000 cc’s are the new 1000 cc’s. 

Go big or go home.

Sure, I come off as entitled but if you want to nab that rich partner, you better act the part.

One thing I discovered in college is that I am a size queen. There is nothing like being stretched out on your back or knees. 

My first job was good, except for the toxic men. Ugh.

You first job out of school is not going to change the world. You learn the ropes. How to play the game. learn what school failed to teach you and what is applicable.

When the posting came up for Futa Corp. I leaped at the opportunity. The supervisor, Amanda, was exceptional at sales and marketing. She ran circles around our company when we were competing for deals. 

As a first year, she did not know me, but I knew her. Everything was impeccable and that impressed me. If you saw any of her presentations, you would do anything to work for her and I mean anything. 

Even my company research was all positive. As a mentor, she was hard but fair. Nary a bad word. She taught you how and why explaining the lessons she learned. Sometimes the hard way.

In Amanda’s words, you learn by doing and then teach others as reinforcement. 

I aced the interview and got the job. Amanda was impressed taking me under her wing. I told her in the interview what I learned from watching her presentations. 

I quickly found out that she meant learning through reinforcement on everything. 

I knew about the futanari who ran Futa Corp. and being a size queen, I was intrigued. A rich futanari woman with a massive cock with the ability to stretch all my holes?

Sign me up. 

We hit it off great. When I opened up to Amanda about my mother’s advice on husband hunting there was a wicked gleam in her eye. I spent that afternoon on my knees leaving work with a smile on my face and a dazed look in my eyes.

From there I learned about the interns. Summer interns who came in to learn about business. They often got turned out and in the case of accounting left on some random floor once their back doors were blown out.

To be honest, I sort of fell for Amanda. She unlocked something inside of me. I was always competitive, but she refined my competitive streak. Instead of trying to fight every battle, Amanda taught me how to pick my spots. Which guys would burn out at forty. Which guys would end up cheating on me no matter how many times they got anal.

You learn a lot in college but just the basics. A good mentor makes all the difference in your career. 

I emulated Amanda at work and the quality of my work went through the roof. 

Whereas in college, I played the field trying to learn as much and suck as many cocks as possible. Now I was learning the how’s and why of sucking cock. How to tease. Why you pay attention to the balls. 

It is so hard to describe. My mother told me that I had become my own woman and she was right. I was confident and fearless. 

Today was a warm day so I chose to wear my black thigh highs and wedges. these thigh highs were a little small showing off my thighs over the top. No garter and a short but no too tight skirt to give Amanda easy access to my ass and pussy. The top was tight. A bra with ice cubes around my nipples to show them off.
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