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Working at Stacked and Racked wasn’t something I was proud of. It was simply a necessity. I needed the money and the breastaurant had been the only business hiring. And as much as working at a restaurant and wearing outfits I never would have worn otherwise while men gawked, ogled, and groped me wasn’t my ideal situation, I had to admit, it did come with a few perks. The money was decent, the environment was friendly, and even though the uniforms were skimpy and revealing, they were comfortable to wear. I was becoming used to the routine.

Even though there was a locker room for me to change in, I often showed up to work already dressed in my uniform of the pink, sleeveless crop top and the black miniskirt. I was getting used to the looks I got on the way to and from work, but that didn’t mean I was going to parade around town in the ridiculous outfit. But it was just easier. And all I had to do then was drop my purse in my locker and then line up in the hallway with the other girls.

It didn’t take long before I had a simple relationship with my coworkers. We helped each other out when things got crazy. But compared to Crystal, Destiny, Kiki, and my mentor, Paris, I still stood out. They were busty and, to put it mildly, bimbos. I remained erudite, working this job for the summer until my PhD classes resumed in the fall. And I didn’t have a bust that compared to theirs.

But that was changing. I didn’t know if I was going through some sort of second puberty or if I was just retaining water, but my bras had stopped fitting. It wasn’t an issue at work, because the uniform didn’t include a bra, but it did mean that the skimpy top was clinging more tightly to my body. And, yes, there was a bump. My chest looked bigger. I hoped it was just water weight. Because women weren’t supposed to just grow bigger boobs in their twenties.

“Hello, ladies,” Steve said as he stepped out of his office. “It’s time for your medicine.”

Steve went down the line of waitresses and fed each of us a pill, placing it on our tongue so we could swallow. He started at the other end of the line from me. He went to Crystal first, and she opened her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue like a good little slut. Then Steve moved down the line. Destiny, Kiki, and Paris. It was only then that he made it to me. He held out a pill, but I didn’t dutifully open my mouth for him.

“Why must you feed us the vitamins?” It was an honest question. Something about the way Steve treated us had always put me off. He was sleazy and smarmy and just plain weird. His gaze never lingered far from our boobs and butts.

“This is the fastest way,” Steve answered, still holding out the pill. “We need to get you girls on the floor to work. Now open up, Brandi.”

I sighed. I didn’t want to make this into an issue, even though there was something creepy and gross about the whole thing. I hated being called Brandi. But everyone at the breastaurant called me that, even though my real name is Brenda. And while everyone else was taking these pills without complaint, I saw no reason why I should make this an issue. I opened wide and Steve placed the vitamin on my tongue. He looked pleased with himself, but he always did.

“You’re doing a great job, Brandi,” Steve told me. “Your customers have been very happy. And that makes me happy. Now get out there and earn those tips.” He then stepped back, letting the five of us head onto the floor. The rest of the girls fanned out to take orders and refill drinks. Lexi was already working the floor, flirting and giggling. That girl seemed to have a one track mind.

It only took minutes before I was too busy to think about anything other than the job. Taking orders, serving food and drinks, and generally being a piece of eye candy for the customers. I was even getting used to being groped. At first, I would blush every time it happened. Now it was like second nature. And the truth was, the more I flirted, the more I let the men touch me, the more I acted like I was just another dumb blonde, the more money the men tipped me. And that’s what mattered.

There were lulls, of course, and that meant downtime. It didn’t make sense to stand around doing nothing. Instead, most of the girls would mill about, making conversation with customers and seeing if we could encourage them to order more food or buy another drink. But sometimes the timing worked out so that I didn’t have anything to do.

“Taking a breather?” Paris asked as I stood by the bar. She sidled over next to me.

“Yeah,” I said. “My tables are all set. And the place doesn’t seem that busy today. At least not compared to normal.”

“Uh huh,” she said, nodding. “That happens sometimes. And other times we’re, like, too busy to even breathe.”

“I wanted to ask you something.” Paris had taken me under her wing and we had been getting along well, so it seemed natural to go to her with questions.

“Oh yeah? What’s up, girlfriend?”

“Why does Lexi get away with doing no work?” Lexi was wandering around the restaurant, flirting with a table full of college age guys. She was dressed in the skimpy Stacked and Racked uniform, but somehow, her top was even smaller, barely containing her oversized boobs. And her skirt was even shorter, showing off her long legs and shapely ass, constantly threatening to reveal more than she should. If the other girls were bimbos, Lexi was some sort of super bimbo. I didn’t even know that was possible.

“She’s working,” Paris said.

“Yeah, but she doesn’t actually take orders or serve food or anything. She just, like, wanders around and talks to people. And then goes off to the back room. How is that helping the business?”

“She’s doing her job. And it’s not the same as ours.”

“What is her job?” I asked.

“It’s, like, complicated. She provides special services. It’s not something we get involved in.”

I didn’t know what that meant, but Paris’s tone told me that this was one of those things I shouldn’t ask too many questions about. And that was fine by me.

“I’ve got another question,” I continued, changing topics.

“Ask away.” Paris smiled at me, always helpful. I appreciated that she was there for me, that there was someone I could trust to help me out at this place that was so foreign to me.

“My breasts have been growing,” I stated simply.

“Ooh,” she replied, a smile crossing her lips. “That’s a good thing.” She looked down at my boobs, and it seemed to me that her smile widened. There was a definite swelling to them. My breasts looked bigger and they had become more sensitive. It was weird. “Those are looking fine, girlfriend. You’ll be a proper Stacked and Racked waitress before you know it.”

“Okay, yeah, I’m sure the customers will love it if I have a little more up top, but none of my bras fit anymore. I need to go shopping.”

“That’s easy,” Paris said. “I’ll take you shopping. We’ll get you sorted out.”

“You don’t have to,” I insisted.

“No, it’s okay,” she countered. “We’re like, friends, now, right?”

“Of course we are,” I answered.

“Then I’m happy to help. We’ll go after our shift.” Paris did a little dance, her large breasts jiggling with her celebration. “Ooh, this will be, like, so much fun!”

“Thanks,” I said. I really appreciated having a friend at work who was willing to help me out like that.

“Okay, I should get back to work. The floor is, like, starting to fill up. And there’s a table full of hot college guys that need someone to wait on them.” Paris winked at me. “You’re a total pro at this. You’re gonna have a great day.” With that, she sashayed off back to work.

Paris was such a good friend. I had no idea how I would survive working at Stacked and Racked if not for her. And now that relationship was going to extend beyond our working hours. As much as I felt shame for even needing to work at what I had always viewed as a demeaning place, I looked forward to seeing Paris’ smile outside of work, too.
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The mall wasn’t normally a place I spent time at. My usual style was so simple, I just made hurried purchases at the department stores, buying whatever felt comfortable, without any care for style or fashion. But as I walked into the mall beside Paris, the bright lights and shiny surfaces took on a new appeal. Paris looked like she was in her element. Her smile was wide and her eyes were bright.

“This is gonna be so much fun!” she squealed. “We’re gonna find you the cutest clothes. All the guys are gonna think you’re hot. We’ll get you some, like, totally sexy lingerie. The boys are gonna love it. Maybe we can even get you some dresses. You’d look good in a dress. And some skirts. Ooh, and a swimsuit, too! You gotta have a bikini to wear. And heels. A girl just looks better in heels, don’t you think?”

This was a side of Paris I had never seen before. She was normally very bubbly and friendly, but now that we were here in this place where all things fashionable could be bought, she was on another level. It was almost like she was in heaven.

“I’m just looking for some bras,” I said. “Nothing too fancy.”

“Boo,” Paris replied, sticking out her tongue in disgust. “You need, like, a makeover or something. There’s so much we can do to make you even hotter, girlfriend! I’m gonna help.”

Paris took my hand and pulled me into a clothing store. It was the sort of store that a girl like me would never think of entering. All the clothes looked sexy and revealing and designed to turn heads instead of being comfortable or practical. Paris started picking through the racks, pulling out things she thought would look good on me.

Before I knew it, my arms were full. Paris was pushing outfit after outfit on me, wanting to see me wear each one. She directed me toward the changing room, where I would put on one item after another. I had to show Paris each new thing as she sat on a chair outside the room and judged my look.

“Ooh, yeah,” Paris said. “That skirt’s hot. You look totally sexy in that top. And those jeans make your ass look great.” All of the clothes that I tried on were much skimpier than anything I would normally wear, but the one upside was that Paris had made sure that they all fit, even the tops, which would show off the growth in my chest.

But I found something shifting in my thinking with each successive outfit. At first I was embarrassed at how exposed and immodest the clothes made me look. They all showed way more skin than I was used to. But as I continued, I began to like the way the outfits showed off my body. And as I showed off the different looks to Paris and she showered me with praise, a strange excitement began to run through me. There were butterflies in my stomach and a tingle running down between my legs. My body was buzzing. I looked hot. It was a weird thought for a girl like me. I had never cared about being hot before, but now, that seemed almost fun. No, definitely fun. A lot of fun.

I left the store with several shopping bags full of clothes and with a promise to myself that I would make room for all of my new purchases in my closet. I would have to either find new homes for my more school appropriate clothing or, if I was really brave, get rid of my less fashionable items altogether. The idea of going to grad school dressed in a skirt that was way too short, showing off plenty of leg, while wearing a top that was tight, revealing my curves, and showed off some cleavage was thrilling.

“Oh my god, you’re gonna look so sexy!” Paris exclaimed. “That is gonna be, like, so great! The guys are gonna love you. Oh, and the tips! Getting used to dressing like a sexy girl helps so much at work. Trust me, girlfriend, you’ll be so happy.”

“I think you might be right,” I admitted, blushing slightly. And it was true. For someone who normally didn’t care about fashion or style, I found it oddly satisfying to wear something that looked so good on me. And after having to parade around in a skimpy uniform all day at work, the outfits Paris picked out didn’t seem so bad. In fact, they seemed sort of fun.

“Okay, we got your clothes sorted,” Paris said, turning her attention to another store. “Now it’s time to buy some accessories.”

Paris led me into another shop. It wasn’t the kind of place I was used to, either. They sold makeup, perfumes, and a variety of other things, but the main thing they sold was jewelry. There was a wall of earrings that caught Paris’s eye. She immediately started digging through the display, finding earrings she thought would look good on me. But she was also very picky.

“Your ears are pierced, right?” Paris asked. I nodded in the affirmative. “Ooh, good. You’ll look great with these. Ooh, and this pair would be perfect, too.” It didn’t take long before she had me holding several pairs of earrings to buy. They weren’t the only items that ended up in my shopping basket, though. We also found ourselves standing in front of the necklaces and bracelets, looking at all the options. “You’ll look like such a hot piece of ass,” Paris said, smiling at me.

I smiled back, still blushing, but also enjoying the attention. It was weird. I was never that girl who was into fashion, or wearing makeup or jewelry. Those were things other girls did. But now, here I was, getting more and more invested in the idea that I could be someone who was attractive and fashionable.

Suddenly Paris stopped and looked at me, appraising my appearance. “I, like, totally know what you need.” She pulled me toward the cash register. The sales girl, who was young and cute and had big blonde hair, started checking us out, ringing up each item. “Do you have any other piercings than your ears?” Paris asked.

“What? No!” I exclaimed. “Ears are enough.”

“Nuh uh,” Paris said, shaking her head. “You need a little something to complete the look. Just a, like, tiny touch to finish the transformation.” She turned to the cashier. “Do you have a piercer here at the mall that you recommend?”

“Oh yeah,” the sales girl said. “There’s a place right here in the mall that does great work. It’s not even that far from here. Like, three stores down.”

“Perfect,” Paris replied.

I paid for my new earrings and was once again swept along by Paris and her enthusiasm. It didn’t take long to reach the piercing and tattoo shop. A man with lots of tattoos was working on a client when we arrived, but he stopped what he was doing to talk to the two of us.

“Let me guess,” the man said. He looked to be in his forties, with a shaved head and plenty of ink on his face and head. He had a tough, intimidating look to him, which I imagined would have put off many customers, but he was actually very friendly. “Navel?” He pointed to my bare midriff.

“That’s right,” Paris answered.

I looked at her in shock. This was more than I had signed up for. But Paris just smiled and squeezed my hand. The man led me over to a table, where I sat down. The process seemed to be over almost before it began. And yet, it did hurt. I squealed in pain, but then I was done. I looked down and saw the silver barbell decorating my belly button.

“You’re all done, girl,” the piercer said. He went back to his other client. The pain in my abdomen was fading, so I stood up and looked into the mirror. A smile crossed my lips. I did look hot.

“Wow,” Paris said. “That’s, like, even better than I thought.”

“Thanks, Paris,” I replied. “You’ve been so much help.” I felt like this was something new. Something that marked my new life. When I looked in the mirror, I liked what I saw. I hadn’t always been able to say that before. But I also knew that I had responsibilities in the fall. This job, while eye opening, could only be a summer fling. Come September, it was back to school and studying and research.

“We should celebrate. The girls and I are meeting at the club tonight. You should totally come with and wear one of those new sexy outfits you bought.”

“Which girls?”

“From Stacked and Racked. Me, Kiki, Crystal, and Destiny. It’s gonna be so much fun. Please. You gotta come.” Paris was practically begging, and she was using puppy dog eyes to try and guilt me into agreeing. She was a master manipulator, and yet, she was also my friend.

I was reminded again of the fact that this job, this new me, was a summer fling. It was temporary. But with that idea came a simple fact. I could enjoy myself, explore myself, and have some fun. And that was just what I was going to do.

“Okay,” I agreed. “Let’s do it.”

“Ooh, yay!” Paris squealed. “This is gonna be so much fun. The guys are totally gonna be drooling all over themselves when they see us in our sexy little outfits. You’re gonna have a blast!”

The two of us embraced and I felt a real friendship with this girl who had been just a mentoring coworker the day before. And yet, there was a little voice in the back of my head that wondered what I had just gotten myself into.
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I barely had time to go home and change before Paris picked me up. I had just dropped my bags in the entryway and rushed to get myself ready. The sexy dress I wore had a cutout across my midriff to show off my new jewelry. I applied some of the new makeup that Paris had gotten me to buy, putting it on thicker than I ever had before.

When I was done, I barely recognized myself. That wasn’t a girl looking back at me in the mirror. It was a woman. A hot woman who wanted to show off her body. My boobs really popped in this new dress, and the short skirt showed off my long, smooth legs. And even if the heels were hard to walk in, it did wonders for my ass. I was a total knockout.

Then came the honk of a horn from out front. I glanced out the window to see Paris waving out of the back window of a cab. I rushed out of my apartment and down to the street.

Paris squealed when she saw me and pulled me in close for a hug as soon as I climbed into the backseat of the cab.

“You look totally amazing,” she told me, once again acting like a proud older sister.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I had a good shopping partner. You helped a lot.” We shared a smile. This was a girl I could be friends with, in spite of the fact that our backgrounds couldn’t have been any more different.

We arrived at the club and climbed out of the cab, heading toward the door. A line to get in stretched around the corner, but we ignored it. Paris was wearing a slinky red dress that left little to the imagination and clung to her voluptuous body. She was so hot that I felt a little jealous of how effortlessly attractive she seemed.

And when we reached the door, the bouncer gave us one look up and down before he let both of us in, no waiting necessary. And that felt good. My heart jumped as we stepped inside. There was something about this whole situation that had me all keyed up.

I never went out to clubs before. That wasn’t the sort of thing that I did. But now, as Paris and I stepped inside, the music blaring, lights pulsing, and sexy people gyrating and moving on the dance floor, I felt a strange buzz of energy. This was a new world for me, and I wanted to explore every inch of it.

“Paris!” A pair of squealing voices rang out. Looking over, I saw Crystal and Kiki waving to us, calling us over. They were at the bar, sipping brightly colored cocktails, laughing and smiling. Destiny was with them too. All three of them were wearing skimpy outfits that left plenty of skin on display, showing off their busty, curvy bodies. They were dressed to party.

“You brought Brandi,” Destiny said, greeting me with a wide smile. “Yay! You’re looking so hot, girl. I’m so glad you could make it.”

I had only gotten to know my coworkers through work. And while all four of them seemed to be deep on the bimbo spectrum, I had been surprised by how nice and welcoming they were. And even though they were a little ditsy, I could tell that they were genuinely good people. They had accepted me in a way that most women never had, even though I was an outsider.

“So, like, we need drinks,” Paris said as she reached the others. “Tonight, we’re celebrating our newest recruit.” I blushed at that, but I appreciated the kindness, even if the compliment felt a bit weird.

The bartender came right over when Paris waved him down and soon there were shots of a pink and fruity smelling drink lined up on the bar. Paris handed me one of the shot glasses.

“To Brandi, our newest little slut,” she toasted, holding up her own shot glass. Everyone followed suit, including me. Then, all at once, we slammed back our drinks. It was sweet and delicious, and I felt it warm me up all the way to my toes. The girls giggled, and I smiled in return. “Let’s go dance!”

I was feeling the energy from the alcohol running through me now, so I wasn’t about to say no. And as the five of us strutted onto the dance floor, we started to draw attention. Guys’ heads turned as we walked, and their gazes followed us as we passed, ogling our tight bodies. It made me blush. But it also sent another thrill running through my body. This was a feeling that was growing. It was empowering. And the guys weren’t just watching. A lot of them had come together and they were whispering to each other, pointing at the five of us, no doubt trying to decide who they should approach first.

“Oh my god, did you, like, see that one guy?” Crystal asked. “He’s totally hot.” The four of them started giggling again. And I couldn’t help joining in.

The pulsing beat was infectious and I found myself moving to the rhythm, swaying and gyrating seductively, in a way that looked completely natural, but was so far removed from the sort of person I had been only a few days before. And yet, I felt like I had found a side of myself that I had been missing before. A side of myself that had been hiding all along. It was liberating to let myself go like this and enjoy the new feelings that were growing inside me.

I wasn’t the only one having fun, either. Paris, Destiny, Kiki, and Crystal were all dancing up a storm, and the guys on the sidelines were getting a good look at everything they had on offer. There was something about that moment, being on the dance floor in a crowded room full of people, with my coworkers and new friends, that was special. It had never been like this for me. I had always been that quiet girl who avoided the spotlight, who avoided attention. But here, now, I was different. I felt different. And the feeling only grew as I was approached by one of the guys who had been watching us.

“Fancy seeing you here tonight,” the man said.

I looked up into the man’s eyes and almost froze. I knew those eyes. I knew this man.

“Kirk!” I exclaimed. “Um, hi.” I blushed. This was awkward. I had given him a blowjob after work on my first day without a second thought. That had been weird of me, but I hadn’t disliked it. He made it sound like I would see him again, but he hadn’t made an appearance at Stacked and Racked since then. But here he was now at the Lucky Seven at the same time as me. That couldn’t have been a coincidence. “You, uh, you’re here. Fancy that.” I was stumbling over my words.

“I told you we would meet again,” Kirk explained. “This is a nice little moment of serendipity. But you’re too smart to believe in that, aren’t you?”

“Serendipity?” I asked. The word was familiar, making me think I should have remembered it, but I was too stuck in the moment to connect the dots. I giggled to fill the silence. It seemed that was the right thing to do.

“Do you want to dance?” Kirk asked. His words were smooth and seductive. They had their intended effect. I nodded, smiling up at him. “Then let’s do it.”

As the music pulsed and the lights flashed, the two of us danced. Kirk looked like a guy who spent plenty of time in a dance club, moving effortlessly to the music, and he had moves. And as much as part of me was still that shy good girl from before, another side of me was growing. It was the hot babe, the sexy seductress. The girl who could work her body like she was born to do it. And that was the side of me I let take the reins now as the beat picked up.

I felt all eyes on me as I moved. Guys and girls alike were staring. The guys were no doubt imagining how they could get a piece of me, while the girls were jealous that their bodies didn’t look so damn hot. I felt like I was lost in a whirlwind of lust and passion. I wanted to feel my body pressed against Kirk’s. And there was more I wanted to do with him than that.

“You’re a hot piece of ass, Brandi,” Kirk said as we ground our bodies together. His hands roamed over my body. His fingers traced the lines of my dress and his thumbs grazed my nipples through the fabric. My nipples hardened at his touch and I sighed in pleasure. It was like magic every time he touched me. A surge of pure energy, and it was all funneled into the growing lust that was building between my legs.

“You know how to turn a girl on,” I replied, pushing my chest up toward his hands, encouraging him to keep touching me. Kirk smirked, clearly pleased with the effect he was having on me. My body had been transformed into a vessel of pure pleasure, and Kirk was the captain.

The other girls from work had paired off with interested men and were either making out on the dance floor or dancing so suggestively that it almost looked like they were having sex right there in front of everyone. And there might have been a time when that behavior would have disgusted me, but not now. Now, it was exciting. There was something about the way the girls were acting, that was just so… empowering. I would never have thought that I could be like them. But I was. I wasn’t as hot as them, but I was catching up.

Mimicking Paris who had her tongue down some hot man’s throat, I leaned into Kirk. “You know, you’re super fucking hot,” I said, my breasts pressing against his strong, muscular chest.

“Not as hot as you,” Kirk replied before leaning down and kissing me. My eyes closed as our lips touched. I felt a rush of heat run through me, my body tingling from his touch. I could feel his breath against my neck. He pulled away, leaving me feeling lightheaded, but still wanting more.

“Do you wanna go back to my place and have a repeat of that little moment we shared in the park?” he asked, his words barely audible over the music, but I understood the question.

I bit my lip and fluttered my eyelashes, looking up at him. I wanted nothing else at this moment. “Let’s get out of here, stud,” I told him. “I’m gonna make you so happy.”

I turned to see Paris making out with her new boytoy, but when she saw Kirk and I preparing to leave, she looked over and winked. She knew what was happening, and she was excited for me. I waved goodbye and then let myself be swept away by Kirk, out of the club, and off into the night.
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As soon as we were outside the club, Kirk flagged down a cab and helped me climb into the back. But I wasn’t content to behave on the ride over to his apartment. As the car pulled away from the curb, we were kissing again, our bodies pressed tightly against each other. He felt so big and strong, and I wanted him to take me, to make me his little slut.

“You’re an eager one, aren’t you, Brandi?” he whispered in my ear as his hands moved up and down my body. The feeling of his touch on my breasts was amazing, and the feeling of him fondling my ass was almost as good. I loved the way he played with my body.

Acting on instinct, I reached down toward his waist, searching for the zipper on his slacks. I needed to see him. All of him. Every last inch of his hard, muscular body. I found the zipper, but Kirk’s hand stopped mine. He pulled his mouth away from where he had been kissing my neck, leaving my skin wet and cool in the night air. “Not yet. Not here.”

“Why not?” I asked, pouting. “I need you. I want your big fat cock inside me, Kirk.” I could barely believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. They sounded alien to me. Alien, but true.

“We’re not alone here, Brandi,” Kirk reminded me, looking toward the front seat and the cab driver.

I followed Kirk’s gaze, seeing the dark haired man who was driving us. His eyes were on the road, but there was no doubt he was paying attention to what was going on behind him. He must have heard our conversation and saw what we were doing. He must have noticed when I tried to undo Kirk’s pants. He must have realized what I was after. But he remained silent and stoic. He acted as if nothing were happening in the back seat.

“Phooey,” I said. “I don’t want to wait. Don’t make me wait.” I stuck my tongue out at Kirk. We were teasing each other, playing with each other, flirting shamelessly. It was fun.

“Don’t worry,” Kirk told me, his hands still roaming all over my body. “We can still have some fun.”

His lips returned to my neck, his tongue tracing a line from the base of my neck, up across the line of my jaw, and then to the lobe of my ear. Then, he bit down, gently at first, but then with growing intensity, until I was gasping for breath as his teeth sunk deeper. When he finally pulled away, I felt a shiver of desire run through me, and it seemed like all of the heat in my body was concentrated between my thighs.

“That was amazing,” I whispered, looking up at Kirk. My eyes were hooded with lust, and I could see that his eyes were the same. We wanted each other, and I could tell that our mutual desire was growing stronger and more intense with every moment.

Kirk smiled down at me and his hands moved from my hips, up along my sides, tracing the contours of my body as he slowly made his way towards my breasts. I arched my back as he took hold of them, cupping them through the thin fabric of my dress and squeezing hard enough to make me gasp. His thumbs were pressed against my nipples and they were getting harder by the minute.

“You’ve got great tits, Brandi,” Kirk said. “I’m so glad to see them finally coming in. A girl like you deserves to have big tits.”

“Aww, thanks,” I said. That was the first time a man had ever complimented me like that. And I liked it. I liked the feeling of being told how hot I was. How big and perky my boobs were.

The driver pulled the cab to the side of the road.

“We’re here,” Kirk said. He handed the driver cash and then pulled me from the back seat. We headed for the door, barely able to keep our hands off each other. It was like we were addicted to touching one another. And the more we touched, the more we kissed, the more we wanted. The need was growing inside each of us.

At least that was how I felt. My body was on fire, and there was only one way to put out the flames. Kirk was going to fuck me into submission. He was going to turn me into his little slut. I knew that much, but it was also exactly what I wanted. My body craved his touch and I couldn’t think about anything else.

As we made our way through the lobby and toward the elevator, we kept kissing, touching, and groping each other. By the time we reached his apartment, my clothes were disheveled and my makeup was a mess, but none of that mattered.

And as soon as his apartment door was closed, he pressed me up against it and kissed me hard. His tongue forced its way into my mouth and I moaned loudly. He pushed his body against mine, and I could feel his cock pressing against my belly.

Kirk’s hands moved up to my dress and pulled it down, exposing my breasts. Then, with one hand, he pinched one of my nipples between his fingers, making me cry out in a mixture of pleasure and pain. He lowered his mouth to the other nipple and sucked on it, biting down on the tender flesh.

“Fuck!” I cried out. My hands went to his head and I buried my fingers in his hair.

He moved away from my chest and slid his hands up under the skirt of the dress, grabbing my panties and pulling them down to my knees. As I tried to kick them off, I tripped and fell forward, landing in Kirk’s arms.

I looked up at him, and he smiled at me, and I felt a wave of warmth wash over me. It was a strange feeling, somewhere between love and lust. Kirk was so hot, and I needed him so badly. And it was like he understood what I wanted without saying a word.

“Bedroom?” I asked, looking at him with a lustful expression on my face. “I need to feel your cock inside me.”

“I want that too,” he replied, and then he pulled me into another kiss, this time much softer than the last. “But I need you too much to wait for the bedroom. Let’s fuck right here.” He gestured to the living room. “On the floor. On the couch. I don’t fucking care. I have to have you right here and now.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered. “Yes, please. Fuck me, Kirk.”

And then, he led me toward the couch. He pushed me down on my back, pulling off the rest of my dress, leaving me just wearing my high heels. His hands roamed over my body, feeling every inch of it, exploring me in ways no man ever had before.

My own hands found their way to his slacks and quickly undid the belt and pulled the pants open. His cock sprang forth, big and hard and throbbing. I remembered it from when it had been in my mouth, but as much as I wanted to taste him again, I was after a bigger prize.

“You want this, you little slut?” Kirk teased, his cock bobbing inches away from my mouth.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck me with that big dick. Make me your whore, Kirk.”

He chuckled and then moved over me, straddling my body. He looked down at me for a moment. There was something about his face, the way he looked at me, his expression. It made me feel weak, helpless, and vulnerable. It was like I was at his mercy, but that was what I wanted. That was what I needed. I felt so small and powerless in front of him, but that was how I wanted to feel. It excited me for what he would do to me.

I spread my legs for him, letting him position himself between them. My pussy was wet and ready for him. I could feel it dripping with desire.

Kirk reached between us, taking his cock in hand. He guided the tip of it to my pussy, rubbing it up and down my slit. He teased me, making me wait for him to enter me. I whimpered, needing to feel him inside me, but knowing he was going to make me wait.

“Tell me what you want, Brandi,” Kirk said. His eyes were fixed on mine, his voice deep and low. “Tell me how badly you want me.”

“Please, Kirk,” I begged. “I need to feel you in me. I’m so horny right now. Please, just fuck me.”

With those words, he shoved himself forward, sinking his big dick into my tight little cunt. I moaned and bucked against him, but he held me down and continued to push until he was fully inside me. His balls rested against my ass, and he gave me a chance to adjust to the feeling of being filled by his huge cock.

Then, slowly at first, he started to fuck me. He thrust into me again and again, each time a little faster and a little harder. My mind was reeling. This was the best feeling ever. It was incredible. My body was on fire and I wanted more. I needed more. I craved more.

“Fuck, yes!” I gasped, pushing up my hips to meet his thrusts. “Fuck me harder, Kirk!”

He obliged, picking up the pace and slamming his cock into me, driving himself deep inside me. Our bodies were moving together, and it was like a dance. A primal, ancient dance that had existed since the beginning of time.

I moaned and cried out as he fucked me. His cock was big and hard and felt so good inside me. It hit all the right spots, and every time he drove into me, I felt myself getting closer and closer to orgasm.

“Oh my god, yes,” I cried out. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”

He kept pounding away at me, his hips slamming against mine, his balls slapping against my ass. He was fucking me so deep that I swore I could feel him in my stomach. I wrapped my arms around him, raking my nails down his back, holding onto him for dear life. The pleasure was building inside of me. It was almost unbearable. I could feel it rising up through my body, threatening to consume me.

“Fuck,” I screamed. “I’m going to cum. Oh god, Kirk, I’m going to cum so hard.”

“Do it,” he told me. “Cum on my cock.”

The words sent shivers down my spine and the pressure inside me grew. I could feel myself teetering on the edge of ecstasy, waiting to tumble over into oblivion. Then, finally, I felt the pressure build to its peak. I screamed and arched my back, clinging tightly to Kirk. My entire body shook and convulsed as waves of intense pleasure rolled through me. I could hear myself crying out, but it sounded far away and distant.

And all the while, Kirk continued to drive himself deep inside of me. His hips were a blur of motion, and I could see the sweat glistening on his chest and arms. He grunted and groaned, and every time he thrust into me, I could feel him twitch and pulse. He was close too, but he held back, letting me ride the wave of my first orgasm before he allowed himself to join me.

I came for what seemed like an eternity, my body wracked by waves of pleasure, until I collapsed back onto the couch, panting. And still he kept pounding my pussy, driving himself deep inside of me over and over again. I looked up at him through half lidded eyes, watching him fuck me. It was the hottest sight I had ever seen. His muscles were taut and his skin glistened with sweat. And his expression, one of intense concentration, made him look so fucking hot.

“I’m going to cum soon, Brandi,” Kirk groaned, his voice strained and raw. “Where do you want it?”

“On my boobs,” I moaned, my chest heaving with exertion and excitement. “Cum on my big boobs.”

With that, Kirk grabbed hold of my hips and slammed into me one last time. His cock pulsed and jerked inside me, and then he pulled out. His cock was slick with my juices as he moved up my body and straddled my torso. He jerked his cock with one hand, stroking hard and fast, his other hand squeezing and caressing one of my breasts. His eyes closed as he came, and I watched in awe as the first rope of his hot seed erupted from the tip of his dick. It flew high into the air and landed on my breasts, leaving a white trail in its wake.

“Oh, yeah,” he gasped. “That’s good stuff.”

I could tell he was lost in the pleasure of his orgasm, and I knew I had given him that pleasure. That thought sent a shiver through my own body, and I moaned softly as I reached up and rubbed his cum into my skin.

“Fuck,” Kirk muttered, his eyes opening again as he continued to stroke his cock, his seed leaking from the tip and landing on my belly. “You are such a hot slut.”

“Totally,” I said, nodding my head in agreement. “And you’re a great fuck.”

He grinned down at me. “Yeah? You liked that?”

“Yeah,” I purred. “You fucked me so good. I want to do that all the time.”

“Me too,” he agreed. Then, he leaned forward, pressing his lips against mine. We kissed for a moment, then he pulled away and looked down at me again. His gaze traveled from my face, down my neck, and then to the valley between my tits, where his cum still glistened. He ran his fingers through the gooey mess and grinned. “I love that look on you.”

“Me too,” I whispered, leaning up to kiss him again. This time, our kiss was slower, more sensual, but still full of passion. Our tongues danced together and his hands moved up to cradle my head. He pressed his body against mine, his cock now spent but still impressive against my belly. His fingers tangled in my hair, and I felt a shudder run through me.

This was the best feeling I had ever experienced. My entire body felt warm and tingly, and I could feel my heart fluttering in my chest. This was everything I wanted. To be with a man, a real man, a hot man, who would take me, fuck me, use me, and make me his own. And now, that’s exactly what Kirk had done.

At least for tonight. This was just a summer fling, right? Just a little fun to keep me occupied until the fall. But even though that was supposed to be how it worked, part of me didn’t want that to be the end of things. Part of me wanted this to be more than just a summer fling. Not just the sex with Kirk, but being a hot girl, a sexy girl. I was really enjoying this transformation. The fun, confident, and sexy side of me that was slowly taking over. This was the new Brandi. And I liked her.
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W
hen I arrived at work the next day, I was still buzzing from my night at the club and then with Kirk. It was like a new world had opened up to me. And it was one I very much enjoyed being a part of. But that wasn’t to say that things were all good. Even though I was walking taller, feeling sexier and more confident, there were still worries that crept into my mind.

Chief among them was money. That was how I had started on this journey, needing money to pay for my basic necessities, like rent. But after spending all that money yesterday, maxing out my credit cards, I was once again in need of cash. And even with the tips I was making at Stacked and Racked, I didn’t know if it would be enough.

“You’re early,” Paris said as I approached her in the locker room. I hadn’t thought of myself as being early, but I was, and I didn’t have an answer ready to give her. “It looked like you had fun last night.”

“Yeah, it was good,” I replied, feeling myself blush slightly. “Sorry to run out on you all like that. Kirk and I just hit it off and we had to…”

“Don’t worry about it, girlfriend,” Paris said, giving me a knowing look. “You don’t have to explain. It was, like, so obvious how much you wanted to fuck him. We were happy to see you go and get him. And from the looks of it, he gave you just what you needed. You look super satisfied today.”

I smiled at that, feeling the heat on my cheeks, but also the tingle of my body remembering last night’s fun. “He was great. I had an amazing time.”

“So, you gonna see him again?” Paris asked, smiling knowingly.

“Uh, maybe,” I admitted. “We’re not, like, exclusive, you know. Just having fun.”

“Sure,” Paris teased. “I know all about that.”

“I’m just saying that this is temporary,” I explained. “At least for me. I’m going back to school in the fall. This is all just a little summer fun.”

“Okay, okay,” Paris said. “But this summer fling looks good on you. And those new outfits are totally hot on you. You look good, girlfriend. Real good.”

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling the heat in my cheeks again. “I’m just worried I won’t have enough money to pay for our shopping spree yesterday.”

“Yeah, I know how that is,” Paris said. “But, like, it’ll be okay. You should ask Steve for extra hours. He’s the type of guy who rewards girls who want to work.”

“Okay,” I replied. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of that.

“Hey, we blondes aren’t exactly known for our smarts,” Paris reminded me. “We’re just pretty and fun.”

Even though I didn’t consider myself a dumb blonde, I still laughed at that. There was something about that stereotype that seemed to fit. It wasn’t that I was dumb. At least, I didn’t think so. But there was something about being a hot blonde girl that was enjoyable. There was a freedom and simplicity to life as a blonde that I hadn’t experienced before. It was like the world was simpler and easier to get through when you didn’t have the weight of the world’s expectations on your shoulders.

I quickly changed into my uniform, having already done my makeup at home. However, I still took a moment to add another layer of bright pink lipstick and then fluffed up my hair, making sure I looked as hot as I possibly could. Even if Steve didn’t give me extra hours, I could still try to earn more in tips and the hotter and sexier I was, the more money I could make.

Once dressed and ready to go, I headed out into the hallway. Paris had gone ahead, and I saw the line of girls stretching down the hall toward Steve’s office. I fell in at the back of the line, behind Crystal. As I stood there, waiting my turn, I thought about how best to approach this situation. What was the best way to convince Steve to give me extra hours?

It was not long before Steve stepped out of his office to perform his daily vitamin distribution ritual. He had a big smile on his face as he surveyed the line of his employees, his gaze lingering on large chests of my coworkers before his eyes met mine. He looked at me for a moment, and then gave me a little nod.

I had no idea what that nod meant, but it felt good to have gotten his attention.

“Alright, ladies,” Steve called out. “You all know the drill. Tongues out.”

The girls all held out their tongues obediently. One by one, Steve worked his way down the line, dropping a pill onto each of their waiting tongues. When he reached me, I didn’t follow the routine.

“Steve, sir, I was wondering if I could talk to you about something?” I asked, looking up at him hopefully. He was so much bigger than me, towering over me, his presence commanding.

“Sure, Brandi,” Steve said, giving me a curious look. “Let’s go to my office and talk there. But first, take your vitamin.”

I nodded and opened my mouth, sticking out my tongue. He smiled and placed one of the little pink pills on it. It tasted like strawberries. Then, he led me into his office.

“So what’s up, Brandi?” Steve asked once we were both seated. He was behind his desk while I took one of the chairs across from him.

“Sir,” I started, having learned that he liked it when the other girls called him sir. “I was wondering if I could pick up some extra hours or shifts. It would really help me a lot.”

“Initiative,” Steve said, clapping his hands together. “That’s what I like to see from my girls. Tell you what. Since you asked so nicely, I think we can work out some more hours for you. But first, you’ll need some extra training. You’ll need to learn how to be a Stacked and Racked girl if you want all the benefits we can offer our employees.”

“Of course, whatever you want me to do,” I said, internally jumping for joy.

“Good, now, come around here and have a seat.” Steve rose from his chair and made space for me behind his desk. It felt like a repeat of my first day when he had me watch that training video. It was a video I still didn’t remember, but that hadn’t seemed to hurt me any so far.

Once again, I watched as a movie played on Steve’s computer. I sat there in his chair, watching, and even though there was a nagging sense that I should be paying attention, that feeling of being both awake and asleep returned. But in a strange way, it felt good. It felt good to just sit there and feel like I was zoning out. I had no idea what was happening, but I didn’t need to know. I was the type of girl who just let things come to me and didn’t stress about the details.

It was a new way of living, and it was more freeing than I could have ever imagined.

“Okay, Brandi, time for your test,” Steve said, pulling me back to the moment. He was standing in front of his desk, his pants and underwear around his ankles.

I smiled as I looked up at my boss. “Of course, sir.” I then immediately slipped to my knees, eager to perform my duty.

“That’s a good girl, Brandi,” Steve said, his big cock right in front of my face. He reached out and ran his fingers through my hair. “You’re becoming a proper little slut, just like all my girls.” His cock was already rock hard. It was thick and long and bobbed slightly in the air as if beckoning me to come closer.

“Yes, sir,” I cooed. “Thank you, sir.” My hand instinctively moved between my legs, under the hem of the skirt I wore, and touched my pussy through the thin material of my thong. It sent a shiver through me.

“Your tits are coming in nicely, but I need to feel those lips wrapped around my cock, sucking me, making me cum,” Steve explained. I looked up at him and fluttered my lashes. “Now.”

“Yes, sir,” I purred. My eyes locked on the hard shaft sticking out from his body. I leaned forward, opening my mouth and taking the head of his dick between my lips. It tasted salty and sweet at the same time. The taste of a man. I liked it.

My tongue swirled around the head, teasing it and tasting the pre-cum leaking from the tip. I savored the taste and the texture. Then, I slid down further until his shaft was pushing against the back of my throat.

I could have stopped there, just doing what I could with my mouth, but I was a Stacked and Racked girl. I was expected to take all of him, and so I would. I opened up my throat, fighting off my gag reflex, and took him deeper, letting his cock slide down my throat.

He groaned and reached down to grab a handful of my blonde locks, pulling me forward until his entire length was buried down my throat. My nose was pressed against his pelvis and his cock was throbbing in my mouth.

“That’s a good girl, Brandi,” he praised, his eyes locked on mine as I slowly bobbed back and forth on his shaft. “I love it when you do that. You look so pretty when you’re on your knees, sucking cock. You were made for this. You were made to be a slut. You were born to be a Stacked and Racked girl.”

His words sent a little shudder through me, almost like a small orgasm that rippled from between my legs. I moaned around his dick.

“Are you getting wet, Brandi?” Steve asked, a grin spreading across his face. “Are you rubbing that pussy while you suck me off? Are you getting horny? You dirty whore. You’re a total slut. Aren’t you?”

I knew he didn’t expect me to answer, but I rubbed myself harder, pressing my fingers into my mound, grinding against them as I bobbed up and down on Steve’s cock. He had given me a task and I was going to complete it. He had asked to see me swallow every drop of his cum and that was what I was going to do. That was what he wanted and that was what I was going to give to him. It was an easy thing to understand. A slut’s job is to please a man. And that’s what I was. What we all were. Sluts.

I kept going, sucking and licking, bobbing and twisting, taking his cock deep into my throat again and again, feeling him throb against my tongue and my lips. I was completely focused on my task. I had become a woman of one purpose and that purpose was to swallow Steve’s cum. And as that one thought took over my mind, I felt my body grow hotter and wetter. My pussy throbbed and ached for release.

“Yes,” Steve groaned, his grip on my hair tightening, his hips thrusting up into me. “That’s a good girl, Brandi. Just like that. Just like that.” He was holding me tight, controlling me as he fucked my mouth. “Fuck, I’m gonna blow.”

My eyes widened in surprise and I sucked harder, working his cock with everything I had. He was close and so was I.

“Get ready to swallow my cum, whore,” he groaned, his hips pumping faster. “Swallow every last drop of it.” His grip tightened and his cock throbbed. Then, he came, flooding my mouth with his seed. The thick, salty taste of him filled me completely.

I kept going, sucking and swallowing as much as I could. I was lost in the moment, focused only on him and his pleasure. When the waves of my orgasm hit, they were unexpected, a surprise, but a wonderful reward for doing my job so well. It was an experience of complete and total pleasure. My mind and body were connected in a way I had never experienced before, and it felt good.

As Steve’s cock softened in my mouth, I kept suckling until he had given me every drop. Then, when he finally slipped out, I leaned back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and smiling up at him. He reached down and patted my head.

“Good girl,” he told me. “You did great. Now go get yourself cleaned up and get out on the floor. You’re a rising star here and I plan to reward you for all your hard work. I’ll add some extra hours and shifts to the calendar for you.”

“Thank you, sir,” I gushed. “You can, like, totally count on me. I’m gonna be a great Stacked and Racked girl. You just wait!”

I stood up, smiling broadly. Steve pulled up his pants and watched as I made my way to the door. I made sure to give an extra sway of my hips for him, wanting him to see what a hot girl he had working for him. After all, I was a sexy blonde with a great body. Why not show it off?

I was feeling pretty good about myself. With Steve giving me extra hours, I wouldn’t have to worry about money anymore. And with more time spent at work, that meant more time spent learning to become the best Stacked and Racked girl possible. However, as I touched up my makeup in the locker room, still feeling the wet fabric of my thong against my pussy lips, I found myself wondering at what point I was taking this summer fling too far. Was I changing too much?

“Brandi, we need you out here,” Paris called from the hallway.

“Just a second,” I called back, my worries about my situation forgotten. I had customers to serve and tips to earn. With a final look in the mirror, I gave myself a smile. Sexy, fun, and flirty, a killer combination. I then walked out to the dining room with that same smile on my face.
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