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“Why do I have to go and see the career advisor?” Katie complained, her arms slung up around her head, fingers locked through the back of her hair as she stretched out, “I already know what I wanna do when I grow up. I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

“Do you seriously wanna be a lawyer?” her friend Becky asked.

“Yeah, what’s so surprising about that?”

“Oh nothing…” Becky said as she crept a few paces back to position herself behind Katie before lunging forward, arms wrapping around her body, hands sinking into her chest, gripping at her large bust, “Just can’t imagine a lawyer with breasts this huge!”

Katie almost jumped out of her skin, a soft squeak popping from her lips as she pulled forwards, slapping at her friend’s gripping hands.

“Get off me you pervert!” she protested, lips curling up into a vivid pout.

Becky giggled at her expression, smirking back, “Oh come on I was just joking. Here let me massage your chest to make you feel better,” her fingers wiggling in the air.

“Stop,” Katie sighed out, her skin crawling, “you sound like some dirty old man. God why did I have to be friends with the closet lesbian?”

“The same reason I had to be friends with the walking balloon display.”

While very interestingly put her chest size was an area of focus when it came to Katie. She was a good looking young adult with a nice figure and pretty blonde hair; then she had the biggest natural tits in the whole campus. Her bras were now all being specially made.

That pout remained on Katie’s lips for a few seconds longer before her composure broke, a snicker breaking through the air.

“Well I guess I better go get this appointment out of the way. Try not to miss me too much why I’m gone.”

“I’ll try my best to cope, have fun boring the old geezer.”

Katie waved at her friend as she strutted off down the corridor towards her meeting. She had no idea why she’d suddenly been ‘invited’ to attend a career advise meeting. She’d already had one when she first entered the establishment, she didn’t need another one; she was already on the path to being a lawyer. Better to just get the compulsory meeting out of the way.


The office was the same way she remembered it. It was a stuffy, dark room full of old looking tacky materials and furniture. Everything was finished with a wood polish and all the seats had a red velvet padding. Most of this stuff was probably from when the advisor was still young or it should have been except the man in the office wasn’t the advisor she remembered at all.

The old advisor was an elderly man who looked to be in his seventies or around that stage of near death. The new advisor looked to be somewhere in his thirties and was quite the hottie. He had short, thick, dark hair, well defined features and a case of the five o'clock shadow going on.

When she entered the room he flashed her a full Hollywood smile, teeth pearly white and totally perfect.

“Hey there Katie, I can call you Katie right?”

His voice was deep and raspy and smoothly cut across the room, pleasing her ears with the tone.

“Yeah you can call me Katie,” she giggled softly under her breath, feeling a lot more excited about this session.

“And you can call me Richard,” he told her as he drifted his arm across the empty space over the desk, directing her towards the padded chair opposite himself, “Please take a seat.”

Katie did just as she was asked to and sat down onto the soft fabric, making herself comfortable in the room that felt a lot more lively thanks to the presence of the new advisor.

“What happened to the old advisor?” she asked.

“Oh he’s just taking a well deserved break so I’m here to fill in for him for a while. This is nothing permanent I assure you.”

She felt a little disappointed hearing that, but it wasn’t exactly like she’d be seeing much of him anyway. She’d already plotted out her future and was happy with the destination.

“Well maybe you don’t know,” she told him, “but I’ve already decided what I want to do when I leave here, that’s why I’m studying in the first place.”

“Oh I do know,” he said as he took a quick look at his paperwork arose from his seat. He slowly paced around the encumbersome desk, reaching the other side as he leaned back against the hardwood. He finished flipping through the paper and threw the sheets back behind him, looking down at her as she was now so close to him, “I just think you’ve been given some bad advice.”

“What? What do you mean?” she asked in confusion, staring up at him.

“I’m just not sure being a lawyer is really for you.”

Hearing him saying that made her feel so insulted. It wasn’t like she wanted to be a lawyer because of some whim it’d been her dream ever since she was a child!

“What is it because I’m a girl! I’ll have you know I’m at the top of my class, there is nobody in this entire school who deserves to be a lawyer more than me!”

Her protests were soothed as he leaned in and pressed a finger against her lips, a long shushing noise flowing from his mouth as his hand moved to cup her soft chin.

“Please just calm down for a moment, I just want you to listen to me,” the smartly dressed temporary advisor leaning in nice and close to the student, his eyes locking onto hers as he stared down into her, inch after inch of distance slowly ticking away, “You just aren’t cut out to be a lawyer.”

She tried to voice her protests again but she couldn’t get them out. Her eyes were locked onto his, into his, and she couldn’t look away no matter how hard she tried.

Her eyes wouldn’t close and her mouth wouldn’t either. She could just stare into him and start to drool down over her own lips as all she could see was his eyes and all she could hear was his words.

He continued onwards, “In fact I don’t think you really want to be a lawyer. Being a lawyer is tough work, it’s a lot of pressure. You don’t want that, you don’t want that pressure. Am I right, wouldn’t you prefer an easier life?”

Katie’s mouth seemed to move on some sort of autopilot as she spoke out in a slow, almost robotic, fashion, “Yes…”

Still he talked, “See I was right. You’re a pretty girl you don’t need to burden yourselves with big responsibilities like being a lawyer. You see certain people are blessed with talents. The creative become artists. The quick become athletes. Some of us find a calling molding young minds,” he said to her with a knowing snicker, “Do you think you have any special talent?”

She looked into him blankly. She’d been looking into him blankly for quite some time but this was different, this was his question leaving her mind confused, only light groans able to come from those hanging lips.

“I see you don’t know?” he said to her, “That’s okay, that’s why I’m here. You see you do have something special, a gift. It is a gift you’re wasting, squandering. I won’t stand by and let such a crime happen. How could these be anything but a gift?”

His hands reached down to cup a hold of her huge chest. That snapped on the light in her mind. She did have the largest tits in campus, she’d never met anybody who could match her bust size, how could that be anything but special?

“If you were a lawyer these huge tits would go to waste. I can’t let that happen and neither can you. Your body was given this gift for you to use. You want to use it don’t you?”

Her eyes never left his but she could still move her head. With her vision locked into his own she bobbed up and down, groaning idly.

“Yes…” she said weakly, completely under his spell.

“That’s a good girl,” his hand reaching down to stroke through her blonde hair, “bodies like yours aren’t meant for law so that’s out. Can you think of any jobs your body is a natural calling for?”

The cogs in her brain churned slowly. It was so hard to think when all she wanted to do was look into his eyes and listen.

A sigh released itself from him, “Can’t think of any can you? That’s okay, you don’t need to think. In fact you don’t want to think. Thinking is hard, listening is easy. You prefer to listen and obey.”

“Listen and obey…” she mouthed out slowly like a mimic.

“That’s right, listen and obey,” one hand calmly stroking her head while another rubbed her huge chest, “You don’t need to come to university anymore, school is unnecessary for a girl like you. You’ll be much happier putting that brain to rest and starting up a new career showing off your body. You know what a stripper is don’t you?”

Katie did know what a stripper was, she could picture it in her head. The shady club, that long metal pole and the girls dancing around in such skimpy, slutty, revealing outfits.

It took a few moments for Katie to realize that the girl she was picturing in her mind dancing around with her body almost on full display for the enjoyment of a room full of men wasn’t just some stranger or imaginary girl, it was herself.

The image in her head looked so happy, she looked so happy stripping and she felt so happy watching. Something in her brain was telling her what a wonderful feeling being a stripper was.

“Yes,” she panted out, excitement starting to build up in the young woman.

“Don’t you think you’d be happy being a stripper? Don’t you think you’ll be happy exposing yourself for men? Don’t you think you’ll be happy having putting those huge tits to good use? Don’t you think you’ll be happy being a piece of slutty eye candy?”

Her nipples began to push into her bra and her panties began to get wet as the juices bubbled from her pussy. She could feel it, that was her true calling, she was meant to be a stripper.

“Yes,” she moaned, body quivering.

“Good girl,” he said with a large grin, “You no longer want to be a lawyer, you can’t even remember ever wanting to be a lawyer. All you’ve ever wanted to be is a slutty stripper girl.”

She’d practically turned to mush on the seat, the red velvet glistening with her dripping juices. She was far too excited to say anything back to him but her in tranced face hid no secrets from him, her eyes remaining locked to him as she nodded up and down in excitement.

Finally he pulled his head back from hers, breaking the line of sight that had kept her so ensnared by him.

She blinked, looking around in confusion, her mind bewildered as she didn’t remember anything from when he threw those papers down to when he snapped her out of her daze.

“I hope this meeting has been useful to you,” he said down to her.

“Erm… I think so?” she said back, totally unsure.

“Now what did I say about thinking Katie? It’ll be better for you career if you try and get out of bad habits like that.”

Even though she couldn’t remember any of the conversation she wasn’t the same girl who’d walked into the office. She giggled out and stuck out her tongue like some sort of naughty teenager.

“Sorry I’ll try and do better next time,” this wasn’t a girl who was hoping to be a lawyer, Katie was now a girl who wanted to become a stripper.

Richard leaned back onto his desk and pulled out a small business card which he offered up to her.

“Here, if you go to this address tonight and tell them I sent you they’ll be sure to give you a job. After all I’m one of the owners of the place.”

She inspected the card, a tacky looking business card for a club called The G-Zone. It made her giggle out in joy and jump up from her seat in excitement, her chest bouncing up and down at her swift movement.

“Thank you so much! I gotta go get changed, thanks for all the help,” she called out as she quickly made her way out of the office, practically jumping for joy.

Richard smirked as he’d managed to recruit yet another stripper into his empire of clubs. They always did wonder how his places managed to get all the hottest girls around for so little pay; he wasn’t one to give up his trade secrets though.

He slumped down onto his seat and picked up his paperwork with a grin, flipping over to a new page.

“Okay, which girl should I aim for next?”

With his hypnotic eyes at his disposal a lot of girls were about to get an unexpected career change.
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