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Overworked Millennial Sasha Hauser is sick of the stereotypes. Far from being a lazy, entitled 20-something, she’s looking to change society’s perception of her generation - by changing herself into a BUSTY BIMBO!

Armed with a MAGIC FIDGET SPINNER, Sasha unexpectedly TRANSFORMS herself into a peppy and eager DITZ just in time for her interview with a no-nonsense Gen Xer. Can she convince him that she’s just the sort of EAGER, TRAINABLE employee he needs at his company? Find out in this hilarious story of BIMBOFICATION!


❧

Sasha looked down at her NuPhone8+. Three alerts were peering back at her from the always-on screen:

President Declares End to Subsidy for First-Time Homebuyers

Report: Wages Stagnate for 18th Year

Opinion: Why Are Millenials KILLING the Economy?

She tapped ‘clear’ on her notifications list and watched all the headlines disappear. Something bumped against her knee. She looked to her left.

Some scruffy-looking guy in a top knot and trendy sunglasses was leaning back in his subway seat, his legs spread out wide. The word instantly came to her mind:

“Manspreading,” she whispered to herself. Half her college professors had talked about it in their courses. She’d found it interesting at the time, although looking back, she’d wished they explained something a little more useful, like the cutesy-sounding coding languages all employers asked her about, or where to get one of those Fake News jobs she was always hearing about.

Another alert came up on her phone screen. Her tension rose as it always did when she got a notification.

Reminder! Student Loan Payment Due Next Week!

Her tension was replaced with irritation. Sasha smashed her thumb against the clear button this time, then turned to Hipster McManspread.

“Could you please - “ she paused, and listened. He was snoring, asleep. His leg spread hadn’t been intentional, as she originally thought.

Her eyes drifted down his chest. Underneath his trendy jacket, she spotted a familiar black polo shirt. She could see half the logo of Sustenance, an uber-hip organic foods company that’d made headlines with their switch to 24/7 store hours. Funny how they decided to make that change right around the time their staff brought a class-action lawsuit about unpaid hours and working off the clock…

Looking closer, she could see the stains on his shirt. Every one told a story. An exploded bottle of Dijon mustard. Blowback from a kale smoothie. A smattering of goji berries thrown at him by an angry customer. This guy’d had a long day. So had she - and it was about to get longer.

She gently pushed his knee back with her own, crossed her arms, then tried and failed to get a little shut eye before heading home.

“You’re home early,” said Sasha’s roommate Kelli as Sasha stepped through the door.

“I could say the same for you, right?” Sasha was pulling off her no-slip waitress shoes. She walked across the hardwood floor of their shared apartment in her white socks. Kelli was lying spread on the couch, holding her NuPhone10+ Limited Cherry Edition toward the ceiling. She was simultaneously texting and swiping with a speed that impressed even Sasha.

“I got an audition,” replied Kelli. “How about you?”

Sasha chuckled as she opened the fridge. It’d been a long time since she’d had any hope of pursuing her artistic ambitions. When did I give up, she wondered to herself, pulling a carton of OJ off the shelf. Was it before or after she’d had to pick up this waitressing job to supplement the wage-cut at her “just until I make it” front desk gig? By the time she’d had to pick up a third Mcjob as a barista, she’d long since given up on making it as a somebody in this city.

“I’ve got a shift at the gym in an hour,” said Sasha.

“Oh cool, I might come by. You can still get me in for free right?”

Sasha tilted the carton toward her lips. There was a big S on the front of it, just below the orange logo and the ad for that movie based on that app. Two lone drops of liquid tipped out.

“No,” snapped Sasha, throwing the empty carton into the overflowing trashcan.

“Awww, why not?” Mewled Kelli, still not looking up from her phone.

Sasha considered her roommate splayed on the couch. Maybe Kelli hadn’t been the one to finish Sasha’s orange juice. They did have between two and four other roommates, depending on how many people were willing to cram into their spare bedroom. It was against both fire and housing regulations to have so many people in such a small apartment, but with rent the way it was around here, they really had no choice.

“Maybe,” mused Sasha, heading toward the bedroom she shared with Kelli.

“Yay! Oh hey, you need any?”

“Nah, I’m good.” Sasha paused. “Wait, what are you selling anyway?”

“Boula,” replied Kelli.

“Oh.”

Boula? What did that mean? Sasha had been working so much she hardly had time to keep up with the latest slang. Maybe that was a good thing, actually. She’d have plausible deniability if Kelli got caught selling.

“Kelli, maybe we should talk about -“

Sasha’s phone began to buzz. She pulled it out her pocket and stared in confusion at the screen.

“Who’s texting you?” Asked Kelli.

“No one, it’s… a phone call.”

Kelli’s thumbs went still. “What?” She asked.

“I know right?” Said Sasha, her eyebrows knit as she answered it. “Hello?”

“Hi, is this Ms. Sasha Hauser?”

“Yes, this is she,” said Sasha, trying to match the formal businesswoman’s tone.

“Ms. Hauser, we noticed you applied for the social media manager position at Yogma Designs. Were you willing to come in for an interview regarding this job opportunity?”

Sasha paused, thinking. Yogma… the weird name rang a bell. She remembered it among the hundreds of other companies to which she shot off resumes via various job hunting websites. That was before she’d resigned herself to retail and service work.

“That was months ago,” said Sasha. Stupid! She thought to herself. Just say yes!

“Yes, well, we’ve had a rather large amount of applications. It’s taken us a while to sort through them. Can I assume you’re not interested, then?”

“No no! I am, I am!”

“Great. We’ll see you at six.”

“Six tomorrow morning?”

The woman on the other end was silent for a moment. “Um, no. Six this evening.”

That was three hours from now, during Sasha’s shift at the gym.

“Can you make it?” Asked the woman.

“Yes, I’d be happy to. See you then.”

Kelli’s prying ears picked up the conversation. “Hope this one turns out better than the last,” she teased.

Sasha couldn’t argue with that. “More like the last twenty.” Every interview she’d had for a ‘real job’ hadn’t resulted in an offer. “I have a good feeling about this one though,” she said, not quite believing her own words.

With a nervous sigh, she dialed a different number on her phone. A male voice answered on the third ring.

“Lance Kim, personal trainer. How can I help you get fit today?”

“Hey Lance, it’s Sasha.”

“Sasha? Why are you calling me?”

“Uh, wow. Are employees not supposed to talk to their supervisors?”

“I didn’t mean that,” he chuckled. “The only people who actually call me are senior citizens. Figured you’d just text.”

“Yeah, well, I kind of needed to talk to you right now.” She let out a deep exhale. “There’s this opportunity that’s come up for me and I won’t be able to come in today. I really hope you understand, and I’ll totally make up another shift later this week.”

“Sure Sasha, I get it.”

“Great,” she said with a smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow, right?”

“Nope,” replied Lance. “You’re fired. Sorry Sasha, but we don’t accept quitting around here, whether it’s quitting on your workout or quitting on your work. I’ll need you to turn in your uniform or else we’ll have to remove 40 dollars from your last paycheck.”

40 bucks for a fucking t-shirt? She shook her head. “Lance, come on. Karma blows off at least half of her shifts.”


“Karma does not ‘blow off’ anything,” said Lance defensively. “And she’s a personal trainer with a different contract than you. Goodbye, Sasha.”

“You know what I think, Lance? You let Karma get away with whatever the fuck she wants just because she wears those low-cut tops that show off her fake tits. I’ve seen you ogle her ass at the squat rack.”

“No you haven’t!” Squeaked Lance. She could just picture the dumbass blushing. “I -“

“Yeah yeah. See ya Lance.”

She clicked off her phone. Kelli was staring at her, mouth-agape, wide eyed.

“Um, wow?”

Sasha looked down at the floor. “I don’t know where that came from. God, I’m just so stressed.” Sasha felt tears pricking her eyes. She wasn’t this kind of person, irritable and mean. She used to be nice...

Kelli sighed. “It’s alright. I’ll just go for a run instead. That gym was kinda janky anyway.”

Sasha looked down at her phone screen. She swiped away the angry text from Lance and looked at the time. 3:15.

“I have to get going,” she said, moving back toward the door. There was no time to change. She’d have to keep on the white-button up and black slacks that were her restaurant work uniform. It’d pass for an interview outfit, especially for a Social Media Manager position.

Sasha looked over her shoes. Unlike most girls, she only had three pairs - the black work shoes she worn all day, running shoes for the gym, and a seldom-used pair of red fuck-me heels that she bought after her last breakup.

They hadn’t been worn once.

She slipped into them, then turned back toward her roommate, still on the couch, still texting.

“See ya in a few hours,” she said. “Maybe margaritas tonight?”

“Totally,” said Kelli in a fried voice. “Who’s buying?”

The girl with a trust fund, thought Sasha, irritated. “They’re on me if I get this job,” said Sasha.

“Then I’m rooting for you!”

Sasha scanned the kitchen and living room, making sure she had everything. Keys, purse, phone…

“What’s that?” Asked Sasha, looking at a package on the kitchen counter.

“Huh?” Kelli glanced up from her phone for a millisecond. “Oh, yeah. That came for you.”

“Thanks for the reminder,” said Sasha sarcastically.


“NP,” said Kelli.

Sasha scooped up the brown box and headed downstairs.

—

She always felt a bit of regret when she stepped into a Ryde. It wasn’t the bad reputation the ride-sharing app had regarding worker pay or safety that bothered her. It was just the money.

“78th street, right?” Said the driver, flashing his smile at her through the rearview mirror. She nodded.

“Let’s go!” He said, shifting into drive and ignoring the honks of the angry cars surrounding him.

Sasha leaned her head against the window. Experience told her this job would be a bust. Maybe she should have just blown it off. Why bother spending the money on a Ryde and wasting time at another interview just to be told she “wasn’t the right fit.” Plus now she was out of her gym job, and there’d be no recommendation from Ass-loving Lance after her little blowup at him.

Fucking Lance. Karma had been hired at the same time as Sasha. That girl was a total fuckup, always handing people the wrong keys and forgetting to balance the register. Sasha had been a model employee from day one, and what had she got for her efforts? Fired the first time she asked for an off day, that’s what. Meanwhile, Karma was making bank as the most popular personal trainer at the gym, despite the fact she couldn’t tell a bicep from a barbell.

As much as she hated to admit it, Sasha knew why it’d happened. Karma had the tits and ass. She had flowing blonde hair and sparkling green eyes and a cutesy girlish voice that all the guys loved. How could dull, rail-thin, mousey Sasha Hauser even compare?

She needed a distraction from her problems. The smartphone wouldn’t do it this time. If she opened the screen, she’d feel guilty for doing anything but researching the company she was about to interview with. Instead, she slipped her key along the tape seam at the top of the box. The flaps popped up. Sasha pulled away a few balls of newspaper and found an unfolded sheet of paper lying at the bottom. She picked it up and flipped it over. The text read:

WADDUP SPIN SQUAD!


Big congrats on ordering our GOAT Bimbo Spinner Deluxe! This lit spinner is the best way to stay WOKE 24/7! Just a few flicks of our magic device will have you turnt fr!

If you got major GOALS then we got u, fam! No FOMO when you’re low-key spinnin’!

Def send us some Bimbo Spinner Deluxe selfies at our InstaSnap page: @BimboSpinners4Lyfe!

YOLO!

Despite the smooth ride, Sasha had the unmistakable feeling that she was about to vomit.

Who the hell wrote like that? What sort of sane and sober person sat down and typed up this kind of note? Confusions mounted on top of confusions. She hadn’t ordered anything in weeks, and if she had it’d be much-needed groceries and makeup, not a ‘Bimbo Spinner Deluxe,’ whatever the hell that meant.

There was no return address on the box. Curiously, the delivery label was addressed to her specifically.

She tilted the box and heard a light thud against one inner corner. Sasha upturned the package. Sure enough, the promised fidget spinner fell out and onto her lap.

She stared down at it, the bright pink rounded flanges of the spinner making a sharp contrast between the blackness of her work pants. The center of the spinner was a round piece of plastic in a rainbow swirl of colors.

She picked it up between thumb and forefingers like it was a dead frog. The device was rather cheap as far as spinners went.

She gave it a flick, and was surprised to find herself relaxing somewhat. That was what they were for, right? She gave it firmer spin, using the chewed nail of her right ring finger.

These things were supposed to help with concentration. Sasha, like most people, just viewed them as a lame children’s fad toy, but she had to admit she felt its effects. The stress of a long shift waiting tables, the loss of her gym job, the jealousy of trust-fund Kristi and douchebag Lance and big-titted Karma all melted away with every revolution of the pink blur between her fingers.

It really was like magic, although she didn’t quite feel ‘turnt for real’ yet.

She stopped the spinner by placing one finger on a flange, holding it in place. Sasha squinted down at her finger. She had a bad habit of biting her nails that left her cuticles looking like they’d lost a fight with a paper shredder. Peering a bit closer, she could see they were now healthy, rounded and shiny, as if she’d applied nail polish to them. She hadn’t, of course, but it certainly looked that way.

She gave the spinner another flick, then gasped. Sasha kept hold of the toy and glanced down at her shirt. The buttons on her work shirt were straining against the holes. The fabric was taught across her breasts. How could that be? Even the strap of her A-cup bra was beginning to pull tight along her back. These were not feelings the unassuming brunette was used to having.

And she liked it.

With a little groan, Sasha leaned against the leather seat. It sure felt a lot more cushiony and welcoming than it had when she’d thrust herself in. She shifted the seat of her pants against the fabric. Her panties were a bit bunched up. She tried to smooth them out, but only managed to press the cloth firmer against her rear and pussy…

The fidget spinner was going wild in her hands. She flicked it whenever it began to slow down, her subconscious reminding her to keep track. Her mind was focused on the light sensations her gyrating hips caused against her nether regions.

No part of her was aware of how she was changing. The buttons burgeoned out further. Her bra strap snapped at the growing size of her chest melons. Her lanky legs widened, her hips found a curve, and her parted lips became plumper with every soft groan.

She might not have noticed, but the Ryde driver sure did. Hearing a particularly giggly shriek, he turned his head toward the backseat.

“Everything okay back -“

A truck blared its horn. Terrified, the driver darted his head back to the windshield, swerved back into his lane, then decelerated to fit into the turn lane.

“Hey, uh, you okay back there?” With his foot firmly on the brake, the driver turned his entire torso around, one hand on the back of the headrest, looking squarely at his client.

“Uh, like, ya? I’m not actin’ sus?”

The driver gazed up and down her body. Again, he heard honking from behind him, reminding him to pull forward into the turn lane, but he spent a few seconds staring right at her.

This was not the girl he picked up.

“Shit,” he muttered, turning around and driving forward, brow furrowed. Being a Ryde driver was as dangerous as being a passenger, in that it was a mostly safe choice marred by the occasional terror of a scammer locked in your car.

What was the plot here? How would switching out his initial pickup - a homely, harried-looking brunette with early frown lines and a rats nest of hair - involve him being scammed out of his money? And how did a bombshell blonde with such a perfect heart-shaped face and tits that seemed to be growing by the minute get involved?

He smacked the butt of his palm on his steering wheel. “Makes no sense,” he said aloud. When had the two women even had time to switch out of their seats?

“Um, like, chill?” Said the new girl, leaning up toward the center console. “You’re so extra rn.”

The driver turned his head toward her sharply. “Look lady, I -“

He pursed his lips. God, those tits. Her cleavage was clearly visible, the top two buttons of her shirt having come loose. She stared at him with big green eyes, long black lashes blinking slowly as if inspecting him.

“You, uh… Wanna come up to the front?” The driver pulled into a fast food parking lot and stopped the car.

“Lol, why?” Asked Sasha.

The driver shrugged. So I can keep an eye on you, he thought to himself. “Better view?”

He certainly got that. When she stepped out of the car, she took long, sexy strides around the front, her ridiculous ass shimmying in front of him, the fabric of her pants straining to keep her thighs within their seams. Sasha opened the passenger door on her own and plopped down next to him, smoothing her blonde locks behind her shoulders.

“I’m Ronnie, by the way,” he said, carefully pulling out of the lot and back onto the road.

“Sasha!” She replied. “I’m thinking about changing it. So last century amirite?”

“Yeah?” He asked. “What’s your new name gonna be?”

For a moment, the only sound in the car was her bimbo spinner deluxe, her lithe digits still keeping its momentum moving.

“Serenity,” she said pleasantly, melting into her seat.

Ronnie nodded. The woman didn’t seem to have any ill will toward him. Whatever had happened to the previous girl was no longer a concern. He was frankly enjoying the long ride, knowing he was about to make a hefty payday with the surge pricing. Moreover, having a hot chick in his passenger seat, one who smelled like cherries and bubblegum, only increased his relaxation.

He pulled up to the office building she’d requested.

“That’ll be two-twenty,” he said, flashing his smile. “Two hundred and twenty, that is.”

Most riders paid on credit cards, but this one had requested to use cash.

Serenity ran her hands down her thighs slowly.

“Maybe I can, like, pay another way?”

“If you wanna switch to card that’s fine,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “I just have to -“

He gasped. Serenity’s hand was on his crotch. He turned his head toward her slowly, mouth agape.

Serenity said nothing. Her eyes were cat-like, glimmering with expectation. She held a sideways smirk placidly on her face as she shifted down toward his cock.

“W-what are you…”

Her hand drifted up to his belt, undoing it. Instinctively, Ronnie bucked his hips upward gently, letting her pull his jeans down. The sensation of sitting on his driver’s seat in nothing but his boxers was new to him.

“Chill, fam,” she insisted, pulling the elastic of his boxers down. His cock, already throbbing at the slightest touch of her hand, popped out from beneath the thin fabric.

All the while, she kept her other hand clutched on her spinner, still flicking it to rapid life.

She held the base of his cock in her hand, her warm, slender fingers wrapped around it, pumping it just slightly, forcing every bit of his lust up to the tip. He watched her nervously, intimidated by that knowing little smile on her face. Ronnie put one hand on the door handle, and the other on the back of her head.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, leaning down to take his cockhead in her mouth.

“Oh shit,” he groaned, jolting upward. He had the entirety of it inside her mouth, pressing against her throat. She didn’t even flinch. Serenity spun her tongue around the shaft, pressing against the tip. She slobbered up his rod and pumped his cock hard with her hand, spreading her slickness over the entire dick.

“This cock is lit,” she said, as sultrily as anyone could.

“Thanks?” Said Ronnie, who was just a tad too old to be a millennial.

“Np,” replied Serenity, pulling her hair back into a ponytail to earn her free ride.

The bimbo dipped her lips around his rod, tightening the seal, swirling her tongue around the base, pumping up and down in staccato motions until she reached the tip. It wasn’t just about giving a blowjob - she had to leave him dazed. Serenity slipped her lithe fingers around his sack, teasing the spunk out of him, holding him in her mouth every time his dick began to twitch.

Ronnie gripped the edges of his seat. He’d been blown before, but this was something different. Part of it was the fear that anyone could pass by and see the clear expression of nervous pleasure on his face. A more motivated version of himself could have refused, but this girl was different.

He’d never felt lips so soft, a tongue so nimble, and a throat so goddamned tight as hers.

When she turned her perfect cerulean eyes up at him, he couldn’t resist. Ronnie burst his load hard, cumming down her throat while she sucked it all up with casual disinterest.

“Holy… fuck…” One last pearl dripped down the underside of Ronnie’s cock. He turned his languid head toward the passenger seat, where his Ryder was already halfway out the door. His cock twitched at the sight of her jiggly ass departing.

“Later fam!” Said Serenity with a wave, shutting the door behind her.

Serenity grinned as she headed down the street toward Yogma’s building. Somehow, giving hella head felt like the perfect prelude to nailing a job interview.

She caught sight of herself in a parked car’s rearview mirror. The faded white work shirt and tight black pants she wore may have been fine for the girl she used to be, but Serenity had more sense than to wear something so devoid of personality. What kind of selfie would this make, she thought to herself, turning left and right. My body’s one hunna but my clothes…

The answer lay right before her. Instead of spending her money on avocado toast, Serenity decided to treat herself to a little splurge at the nearby designer clothing store.

She had time, after all.

“I’m sorry, you want how much?”


The kid with the nose ring in front of hiring manger David Fredricks raised an eyebrow.

“Uh, 20 an hour, right?”

Mr. Fredericks scoffed. “When I started here, I worked in the mail room for less than 12!” Of course, that was 1995, and rent was three times less expensive than it was today, but these were minor concerns to David Fredericks.

“Well, minimum wage is 15 an hour… and I have a Master’s in Marketing with an SEO certification,” observed the applicant.

Entitled kids, thought Fredericks.

“Alright, we’ll call you.”

“Are you just saying that or should I actually expect a phone call?” The millennial paused. “I usually keep my phone app turned off.”

“We’ll call you. Thank you.”

The applicant shrugged, stood, and shuffled out of the room.

Fredericks laid his forehead on his upturned palm. 12 applicants, and none of them had what he wanted. It was such a shame he had to rely on ‘kids’ to handle these cutting edge technologies needed to promote the company. Where were the people of his generation? The ones who were okay with working for poverty wages and no healthcare for 60 hours a week? What had happened to this country he used to love?

The final applicant slipped in through the door. “Um, am I, like, too late?”

“Have a seat,” said Fredericks, not even bothering to look up. This one was going to be like the rest.

“For sure, for sure,” said the relaxed young woman. She slid into the seat.

“You’re Sasha, correct?” Fredericks pulled the hard copy of her resume.

“I actually, like, go by Serenity now.”

Frederick rolled his eyes. These kids and their ‘identities.’ This was probably another genderfluid art student who only used her computer to rant about men on obscure blog sites.

This interview is over, he thought to himself, placing her resume back on the desk and looking at her for the first time.

“Look ‘Serenity,’ maybe you should consider - “

He stopped, mid-sentence. The applicant tilted her head, looking at him curiously with her big blue eyes.

“Consider?” She prompted.

Her shimmering black dress ended up above her mid-thigh, showing off thick, tanned legs calmly parted. Her breasts jiggled while she leaned over to pick up her phone, idly checking it in the way young people often do, before putting it back down and giving him another look at her cleavage.

Frederick began to sweat.

“Your resume?” He asked.

Serenity stood. She could see from the look in his eyes that there was only one way this interview was going. And maybe it was his power in the room, or maybe it was just his #dadbod, but either way, she had decided.

She slid into his lap, her red fuck-me heels dangling an inch off the ground.

“I can show you what I can do,” she offered.

Frederick’s heart hammered in his chest. He didn’t make a move while she unbuckled his belt, then slid her hand down his pants. The boss put both palms on her juicy, thick cheeks, groaning in delight at the feel of her smooth hands on his bulging cock, his Generation X hands meshing with her Millennial ass.

Serenity rocked her hips back and forth, sliding up the man’s lap until she was on top of him, the only space between them created by the massive orbit of her perfect breasts. With a leer, Fredericks slowly laid his face between her cleavage. She giggled at the feel of him exploring between them, teased with a sensation she’d not felt yet on her brand new tits. His arms were wrapped around her wide hips, keeping her snugly pressed up against his cock.

He felt her slickness grinding against him. The girl had foregone panties - like a good bimbo should.

“Is this twerking?” Asked Frederick, looking up at her with a grin. She looked down at him and gave an adorable little scoff.

“That’s, like, offensive or something,” she said with a pout.

He wrapped his arm around her neck and pulled her down for a kiss, slipping his tongue in against hers. She may have been a millennial, but she was a bimbo first, and the one thing she loved more than being offended was being treated like a whore.

Frederick lifted her by her hips and thrust into her, sliding his shaft fully up into her sopping wet cunt. She yelped in pleasure, big bimbo eyes on him and mouth in an O of shock.

“Oh, daddy!” She squealed, then immediately blushed.

“Millenials,” he said with a low chuckle, giving her a slap on the ass while he gyrated his hips back and forth. She slid onto him fully and began to ride him, digging her nails into his back, making holes in his shirt.

“Oh fleek, fuck, YOLO…” Her young, avocado-and-kale addled mind could barely handle the 9 inches of pure Gen X lust sending the first orgasm through her body. She leaned back, breasts spilling out of the too-tight red dress, and began to squeeze her own nipples, cumming hard around her new boss’ old cock.

Fredericks, eager to show he knew a few tricks, lifted her up and stumbled to the far wall. He pushed her up by her back, and she looked down at him with dazed, half-lidded, cum-hungry eyes.

She understood. Wrapping her legs around his back, Serenity let him bang her like Frederick’s favorite grunge bands banged their instruments. Sweat pooled down his fading hairline and his biceps ached, but her groans and little undulations ere the perfect panacea to middle age.

With one final thrust, Fredericks blew his load. He groaned heavily against her shoulder, face buried in her smooth flesh, lightly gripping her skin between his teeth as he pumped five good ropes of spunk right into her sweet pink snatch.

With a shudder, Fredericks dropped her to the floor. She hit the ground standing. He had to fall back into his chair for a breather.

Whoever said Millenials are lazy, he thought to himself, a bit guiltily, was lying.

She winked at him.

That job was hers.

Hey Kells! I got the job! Drinks 2nite?

Kelli was halfway back from her audition when she got the text. She flipped her NuPhone10+’s screen toward her, stopped in her SUV (her graduation gift) due to a fender bender in the Elsinore tunnel.

Congrats! And yeah girl, replied Kelli quickly, keeping an eye on the road. Traffic’s being a B and my audition had no chill. Tell you about it later

Kewl kewl! replied Sasha. See ya there!


Kelli managed to get out of the tunnel. She opened her window, letting the city air clear her head.

As she drove, she thought about her roommate, specifically her texts. When did Sasha ever call her ‘Kells?’ And ‘Kewl Kewl?’ Sasha was one of the only people Kelly knew who never used slang - much less the emojis that were all over her previous texts.

Something was off.

Kelli picked up her phone at the stoplight. Um, Sasha? Where are we meeting?

OMG! replied Sasha. Her text included several of the infamous crying-faced laughing emojis. I’m dying rn! Here’s the address bae:

Kelli didn’t recognize it, probably because it was deep into downtown.

Isn’t that area kinda expensive D:?

It’s on me :D!

Kelli put her phone back in the cupholder. When she reached the restaurant, she was struck by how ultra-hip it looked. The name was unintelligible, the men dining on the patio had scruffy beards and ugly trendy clothing, and there was music in a foreign language blaring from inside. This was a far cry from Sasha’s favorite chain restaurants with their 2-for-1 specials.

Kelli made her way inside. The goth host blandly looked up from her podium.

“Um, hi,” said Kelli, a bit unnerved by the girl’s purple eye contacts, “I’m here to meet -“

“KELLI! OVER HERE GIRL!”

Sasha squinted at a blonde in a red sleeveless dress waving furiously from a two-person table. Her breasts swayed violently left and right with every aggressive wave. Eventually, the girl stood, pulling the hem of dress down to her legs as it started to ride up to her crotch.

“Ohmigod, bestie! You made it!”

Kelli was gobsmacked. Even the hostess was blushing. Kelli allowed herself to be dragged over to the table.

She sat down across from this new woman. “Sasha?”

“Um, Serenity, k?” Said Serenity rather politely. She waved at the waiter. When he made eye contact, he grinned and eager bounded over.

“Two margaritas, please! Your house special!”

“Certainly,” he replied. “For you two, I’ll make em special.”

“Awww, so nice!” She said, batting her eyelids. Kelli had a hunch this round would be free, courtesy of their waiter, who’d probably include his phone number.

She continued to stare at her ‘new’ roommate. “Sash, er, Serenity… What happened?”

Serenity tilted her head. “Hm? What do you mean?”

“You look… different.”

“Oh!” Serenity looked down at her new dress with delight. “I thought I should get a new dress for my new job. DOn’t worry, I’ll still make rent!” She smiled strangely at Kelly as she swooped her hand down to dip a tortilla chip. “I’m making hella bills at my new job.”

Kelli couldn’t help but laugh. “Social media pays well, huh?”

“Yeah, but I’m also, like, the boss’ assistant, or something.” She shrugged, taking a bite of her chip.

Kelli looked down at Serenity’s other hand. Her forefinger was pinching something against the table.

The fidget spinner.

Serenity gave it a spin. Kelli couldn’t look away.

“Is that one of those… spinner thingies?”

“Hm?” Serenity slowed the toy with her ring finger, teasing it back and forth. “Oh, yeah. It’s fun, isn’t it?”

Kelli didn’t see what was fun about flicking such a trivial thing, much less watching someone else ‘play’ with one. And yet, the bright pink shuriken-shaped gadget kept her attention.

She leaned back in her seat. “A new job, huh,” she said serenely, watching her roommate. Whatever had happened to her… she looked good.

“Here you are ladies. An extra shot, but don’t tell my manager.”


Kelli smiled up at the waitress and accepted her fishbowl of lime liquor the base. She gazed into his dancing eyes, his smile looking good between his stubbled cheeks.

And suddenly, she relaxed. The stress Kelli hid behind her charmed life, the ennui of a life she knew she could never truly live, a trust fund running out, and a world that’d gone mad, seemed to drift away with every smooth spin. The waiter’s touch drifted along her shoulder as he promised to bring out some appetizers, on the house.

Things were quite alright.

And her tits looked great.

Bigger than usual.

And growing.

THE END
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