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IT WAS ALL A DREAM. Or at least it seemed that way at the start. Now I am the happiest person alive on the fast track at work right out of college.

Between my sophomore and junior years, I decided that I wanted to get an internship in the city. There were a lot of corporations and the night life was great for a young man like myself.

Quite a few people on campus were already playing the game in terms of doing internships to put on their resumes with the hopes of landing a job post-graduation.

The competition was fierce for spots. Those who moved last year had an inside track on the best jobs this year leaving me a little behind.

One corporation though was targeting me which had me excited and worried. The name of the company was Financial Underwriting and Transaction Analytics. A fast-growing company in the city using cutting edge technology and AI to foster more efficient business development.

A programmer like myself fit perfectly but when starting to apply for internships, their bar was very, very high. Some people heard things about the company. The reviews online were good.

‘Once their culture is in you, you were in for life.’

’Top benefits in the city.’

’Aggressive recruitment and workplace which explains the fast growth.’

’From the bottom on up, a large company making efforts to pound their way into every crack no matter how tight.’

Every day there was a text or email touting the benefits of working for the fastest growing company in the city.

My initial take was skepticism. Not because of the job but because of the fit. My background was not in the programming languages they specialized in. 

Typically, fast growing companies attract more of the alpha male type. The type of guy who exudes confidence and has women dripping off his arms.

My mold is more of a quiet beta male. The good worker who may not work out at the gym but is in good shape. Quality over quantity has been my credo.

Tonight, it was all about preparing for my interview at FUTA. Why not hear the pitch firsthand. Once of my fellow classmates, Taylor, pitched me about working there over lunch I acquiesced agreeing to the interview.

My nerves had me on edge for the days leading up to the interview. My confidence was good but fast-growing companies attract alpha male types and I am more of a beta male. 

One of my teachers told me that when opportunity knocks, you have to be ready. If the top employer in town wanted me, I would have to show them my best.

About thirty minutes of glancing over social media sites looking up information on the company and the people I would be meeting with over the course of the afternoon, my undersized cock got hard.

The sissy fiction I usually read did not do it for me and my tops were all busy at the gym. All that was left were captions and futa pictures. Good enough.

The next day I felt strangely confident walking through the door. My interview went great being flipped around from department-to-department meeting with a whole host of people. Everyone seemed nice and the day went great if my leaving at seven at night was any indication. 

Once home, it was sending thank you emails to everyone. At least ten before texting Taylor about the day.

We had a back and forth for about twenty minutes with Taylor telling me who was very impressed with me and who I should focus on with my thank you emails.

When I finished, I went back to touch up my thank you emails before sending them out.

The funny thing is my meeting Taylor led me down the rabbit hole of futa and sissy fiction.

In high school, I got turned down a lot by girls. I mean, a lot. To the point where I was unsure if I would get a prom date. Instead of letting it bother me too much, I decided to focus on my studies and move away to the city.

One day in the quad, Taylor sat down next to me, and we immediately bonded. Both of us have similar backgrounds growing up and similar, slight frames. We quickly became best friends and one night when hanging out, he introduced me to futanari when we were looking at pics online. 

Shortly afterwards, I made my move opening a new door of love and friendship as we spent the night exploring our bodies.

From there, Taylor was my mentor around campus, and I felt like a new man. My previous sexuality was out the window and my confidence soared. In addition to being best friends, Taylor got a summer internship at the place he worked putting in good words for me with everyone.

Inside of Cathie’s apartment, Taylor placed his phone on the table before walking into the living room where his futanari bosses were waiting.

Taylor was dressed in white stockings with white cat ears and a white thong. Cathie and Josie used a temporary tattoo to place a tramp stamp above his ass.

‘Did he like us,’ Josie asked.

‘He was there until seven. Come over here kitty and sit on your bosses lap,’ Cathie said patting her fourteen-inch futa cock sticking straight up into the air as she laid back on the couch.

Taylor walked over straddling Cathie’s massive futa cock as she lubed him up. A contented smile crossed Taylor’s face blissfully sliding down the length.

‘He liked it. Not as much as I love this cock, Taylor moaned slowly sliding up and down on Cathie.

‘I love that bubble butt of yours Taylor. What floors did he like,’ Josie asked, placing her red hair into a ponytail before lifting one of her breasts up to her lips to suck on her perfect, circular, pink nipple. 

‘He mentioned eight. Accounting seemed interested. Tammy on six had the most interest. What do I get again if he signs on,’ Taylor moaned continuing to slide up and down on Cathie’s futa rod.

‘You get the referral bonus. Another if he comes back next summer. The final one if he accepts an offer,’ Cathie replied tossing her blonde hair to the side. 

‘I have been working him over,’ Taylor replied trying to speed up, but Cathie slowed him down wanting to enjoy this time together.

‘Not like we work you over,’ Josie replied between sucks.

‘You have come a long way since Freshman year Taylor. Remember when you were in the pool unsure where you might end up. Then I brought you onto the deal side. Molded you into my perfect little femboy. You have the deal making capabilities above the desk and the nice bubble butt to be bent over the desk. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





