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Having no qualifications sucked, confirmed. Her parents were right, Alice should never have gone to art school instead of a proper college. One flunked course later and here we are right now, Alice in need of money with no job wanting to pick her up. Those three words were the worst, they kept haunting her wherever she looked: ‘Must have qualifications.’ If that wasn’t rearing its ugly head then she could at least look forward to seeing her second most favorite ever sentence: ‘Must have experience.’ How do they expect her to get any experience if they won’t give her the job in the first place? Is this vicious cycle just meant to keep a girl like her down? She doesn’t want to live on meals that can be prepared with the full recipe of add one cup of hot water, she just wants a modest income, is that too much to ask?

Well of course there were certain jobs Alice was able to do for decent pay. She didn’t have any qualifications and skills, she didn’t have any experience, but she was still a young woman with a rocking body. Tight abs, cute ass, not a bad rack if she does say herself and if the eyes wander up they see a smack bang gorgeous babe holding all those goods, these were the best tools in her arsenal and it’s not like she hadn’t given a slight flaunt of them with the past to take an easy way out, maybe push back a bit of rent once or twice, but applying that to the job market had difficulties. Stripping, whoring or porn, and fuck that. She was liberal you know, didn’t mind strippers or prostitutes, whatever it takes to make a living for these people, but she wasn’t going down that road. Getting paid in sweaty bills to give some old guy a throbber? No thank you, she’d rather stick to shopping exclusively from bargain bins thank you.

So things were starting to get desperate, her best gooey eye routine, with a slight tug at her neckline to show off some killer cleavage was only keeping the landlord off her back for so long, soon he wouldn’t be satisfied with anything but the full tatas. She needed to find an actual job soon, and then the heavens opened up to her and blessed poor needy Alice with a listing in the job section.

Help wanted, it says. Need waitresses for a new diner, it says. No experience or qualifications necessary needed, it says. And the pay is how much? Aren’t waitress jobs supposed to be complete crud pay and then you make the rest up in tips? Obviously someone had not given the writer of this listing the memo, she’d be able to pay her rent and splash some cash with some to spare at this pay. This was what she had been waiting for. All it asked was for her to take a resume down to an interview next week, plenty of time for her to write some crap down and spruce herself up something pretty. Time for her to flaunt her womanly charms.


So, was the place packed? Of course the place was packed, it was a waitress job on the same money that graduates would be looking at getting. If anything it was a surprise the entire town hadn’t turned out and packed themselves into the building trying to get this one. Alice’s main focus though wasn’t on the quantity of the applicants, it was on the quality. She may have flunked school but she wasn’t no idiot, she knew what this place was going to be after. It was going to want to smoking girls to be dressed up pretty and draw in the customers, standard stuff. She didn’t care how many people were here as long as none of them could match up to her in looks. This was the issue. Where the hell had all of these people been hiding themselves?

How was she supposed to get the attention to her cute ass when she was sitting next to the pear stall to her left? And how was her rack supposed to get ogled when on her right she was being overshadowed by melons on special offer, buy one get one free. Could she see long sexy legs? Check. Some supermodel good looks? Check. Curves which shook and bounced with every step? Check check, double check. Oh the whole town hadn’t came out for this job but all the women confident of their looks had crawled up from under the woodwork hadn’t they? Do you know how it feels for the pretty girl to suddenly end up as the little fish? Not good.

With every person that was called in her confidence only slipped down lower, by the time they get to her the position was probably already going to be filled. Knowing her luck she was probably going to be the last called in, she didn’t want to be those fat kids from back in sport. Come on she needs this more than these shows offs, probably. The fact they weren’t even coming out the same way and she couldn’t judge for big showtime smiles of teary mascara was not helping either. She wanted to see crying dammit!

“Alice Vercetti? Is Alice Vercetti here?”

Alice’s ears perked up at her own name being called out. Fuck yeah, not last, result right here. She threw her arm up into the air.

“Right here.”

“Please follow me.”

Alice puffed up her chest and swaggered into the small interview room. Nothing too fancy, standard bland room, poster or two failing to add some excitement. Who cares if the cat hangs in there, it’s not even a real one. Two chairs either side of a desk, her interviewer takes one, she takes the other. First impressions mattered both way so Alice took a quick look to see who was going to be judging her. He didn’t look too bad. He was older than her, probably in his thirties but most likely early, he had a full set of dark brown hair and he was wearing a very dapper suit, guess the interviewer can’t set a bad impression.

So she may not have been used to dressing up, but she didn’t think she’d done a bad job of herself. Her blonde hair didn’t reach her shoulders so that didn’t need tying up, short bob looks respectable enough she reckons. White blouse, nothing that makes you look like you’re picturing this as a scene from The Apprentice, and a black skirt, making sure not to show too much leg; obviously showing enough to draw the eye though. Come on they’re long and waxed, why wouldn’t you want to show them off?

Before they got down to the seating, a firm handshake was exchanged between the two. Alice has no clue if that matters as much as people make it out, but there is no harm in trying. Men seem to like a firm grip after all.

“Hello Alice, I’m Steven and I’ll be conducting today’s interview, you may sit.”

Oh god she was starting to get a bit nervous, she didn’t remember her collar being this tight. Someone open a damn window up in here. Well, this was her first interview after all, it was easy of her to big herself up when it was all just a picture in her head but once that picture became reality, the nerves began, Alice gingerly sitting down. I mean come on, who suddenly forgets how to sit down?

“No need to be so nervous,” Steven chuckled out from across the desk, “I’m not going to bite.”

A gulp got caught in her throat, slowly squeezing it out as she sighed, “Sorry, I’m sorry, just my first time at an interview like this.”

“Do you need a minute? Obviously not too long, we still have some more people to go through after you.”

“It’s fine, it’s fine, please continue,” she was not being shifted out of the way for those damn floozies behind her. Go back to the strip joint.

Steven picked up the resume from the table, his eyes narrowing as he rubbed the base of his slightly stubbled chin. Her and the rest of the girls who had turned up had handed their resumes in at the start and to be honest she’d pretty much forgotten about the whole thing. Now that it was back in front of her all those nerves began to bubble up. She hadn’t just wrote down a page of crap had she? I mean she had no experience to speak of, no real talents and she didn’t even make it through art school. Other people probably wrote about their part time job helping starving Africans, and she had to list her hobbies as reading to make herself look smart. She doesn’t even own a book!

“So looking through your resume, you listed some very interesting things.”

Well that didn’t really fill her with too much enthusiasm. Amazing things, incredible things, all of that would have been good to hear, interesting is just, could it be any less descriptive? “Interesting as in good interesting?”

“Well let’s see, graduated from art school,” total lie, “Previous experience as a waitress listed,” another complete lie, “I didn’t see anything about that in your past employment though.”

“Well that’s because it was a long time ago now and I can’t remember the name of the place at all or any contact information,” is this good? I mean Alice knows that everything spruces their resume up a bit to make themselves sound better, but she didn’t go too far did she?

“I see you also list yourself as a former beauty contestant winner,” complete and utter bullshit, she doesn’t remember adding that bit in but it’s genius, “Rather impressive if I do say so myself, even for someone as good looking as you.”

“Thank you, I didn’t know if I should include it but it’s not really something I want to hide after all, haha,” her nervous laughter squeaking out, please don’t ask anymore questions her mind screamed, she hadn’t got enough ability to keep winging on these topics forever.

“Well I see you listed dancing down as a hobby of yours, did you use a dance routine to sway the judges in your favor?”

Wait, she didn’t remember writing anything about dancing in her hobbies, that wouldn’t have even been a lie as long as dancing meant as in the dancing she does on a drunken night out; or used to when she had money to spend. If she gets this job then maybe it really will be a hobby of hers once again.

“Yeah you caught me, I’ve always been a big dancer, ever since I was young.” She was better at this lying thing than she thought, probably the fact she’s still lying to her parents about being in school is a big help with that. And to her landlord about where the rent is every month.

“That must have been a big help in your previously listed job down at Little Devils.”

Her eyes widened, was he getting her resume mixed up with somebody elses? Why the hell would she has ever wrote down about working at Little Devils, that strip club around the block. One, she had never worked there. Two, she wouldn’t want people to think she’d worked there. Three, there isn’t even a three, why would she write that? She considered making sure he was actually reading the right resume but then she noticed an issue. Even if it’s the wrong resume, how would she explain the stuff she said about about being a beauty queen? Oh shit, she’d backed herself into a corner and only two options presented themselves to her. She could either call out this wasn’t her resume and risk being thrown out for lying, or just keep lying through her teeth and hope it all pays off.

Alice grits her teeth, “Is it bad if I used to work there?”

“On the contrary, look at all this experience it gave you. Greeting customers, waiting tables, cleaning up, all very useful skills you picked up.”

Well that pretty much picked her option for her, she was probably going to rejected if she revealed this wasn’t her now, she was going to have to buckle down and keep on lying through the skin of her teeth.

“Oh, that’s good then, I’m glad I included it.”

“I’m glad you included it too. I see you also used to work as a call girl.”

Alice’s body tensed up at those words. Wait a second, not only did this girl used to work in a strip joint she also worked as a prostitute? And she wrote that down!? What was this girl thinking!?

“Sorry I can explain why I put that down, it’s just… erm…” Oh crap, she couldn’t even think up a reason to save her skin.

“You don’t need to explain yourself Alice,” he reassured her with a small laugh, “I don’t mind what previous lines of work you’ve been in, as long as they help with your experience for here. I mean look at this, first hand experience with handling customers as well as receiving and understanding payments, and providing a high quality of service, you should be proud of yourself.”

It’s amazing how fast a girl can go from being riddled with nerves to feeling on top of the world. “Well thank you very much, I have tried my best,” not many go from trying to avoid to bragging about their made up callgirl career in less than a minute.

“So any reason that you decided to leave your previous jobs to pursue being a waitress instead?”

Well, I mean, the jobs were good and all but, you know how it is, not everybody has the best thing to say about people who used to do stuff like that.”

“You mean people looking down on you Alice?”

“Yeah yeah, I just want to work somewhere a bit more respectable.”

“Does this mean you’re planning on quitting the camgirl job you’re currently working?”

Alice really wants to know just who this girl is. Who gets their resume for a waitress job and thinks, time to write down my past work experience, better let the new boss know I used to be a stripping, prostitute cam whore.

“Well as long as I get this job I guess.”

“For the same reasons as the others? I heard that being a camgirl was easy money for someone as attractive and as young as you.”

At least he thought she was hot, that’s one big part of the interview ticked off and sorted in her box, hopefully he just found the rest of this stuff erotic and it would ‘persuade’ him to hire her. I mean he really didn’t seem to mind all this past experience she had.

“It is good money, but I don’t want to be thought of as being… like that.”

“But surely the faster you can earn your money the better, it means you’ll be able to afford that boob job you want sooner rather than later.”

Wait, hold on a minute, what did he just say? “Boob job? What boob job?”

He pointed at the sheet in front of him, “The one you mention in here, currently looking for a second job in order to afford breast enhancement surgery for myself.”

Oh lucky her, getting her resume mixed up with that of a complete slut. If he starts talking about her short porn career she is storming out of this office so fast. Now another embarrassing thing to try and bullshit her way around.

“Oh, that one. Sorry I had a brain fart for a moment. Yes I’m currently saving up money to get larger breasts.”

“Why the need for surgery? Are you unhappy with your chest at the moment? Perhaps the size?”

“Yes, I’m very upset about how small my chest is, it gives me… erm…”

“Confidence issues?”

“Yes, that’s right, confidence issues, I’m very shy about my cup size,” her hands fumbling down at her blouse to redo that button she’d loosened before entry, to show off a bit more skin.

“I can see why, it’s very fashionable today for women to have large breasts, I think it’s a very smart move and it will definitely make you a lot more employable. In fact, off the record, I’d encourage you not to quit your camgirl sidejob, to make sure you get all the money you need as quickly as possible.”

She nodded, gulping as he folded arms were wrapped tightly around her upper chest, “Yeah, will do.”

“However it says here that you are very proud of your ass and it was a favorite of your customers back when you were a stripper.”

Alice’s mind wanders to her behind. Well she hasn’t got that fat ghetto backside that seems to be getting more popular these days but she definitely carries a charm about her as far as booty’s is concerned, her round rump was soft, quality over quantity bitches.

“Yes sir, I’m very proud of my ass,” wiggling on it on the seat, at least it draws eyes away from her chest too.

“As a man, if I may give a bit of advice, your current outfit doesn’t do a lot to emphasize your behind, it’s hidden away by your dress. If you want to keep attention on your ass and not your chest I would consider a costume change.”

He was right, this outfit wasn’t too backside friendly, “That’s all well and good but this is the only outfit I have.”

“Don’t worry. there are a lot of outfits for various companies around here, wait right there, I’m sure I’ll be able to find something for you.” Before she could say anything he rose from his seat and walked to a stack of cardboard boxes positioned against the wall behind him. He didn’t take long to find something he believed more appropriate for her physique. “Here you are Alice, why don’t you try these on?”

She looked down at the item of clothing he slipped across the table, a small pair of black latex short shorts. Well he was right, these would definitely do a lot to draw focus onto her behind, the label of booty shorts would a big giveaway with this article of clothing.

“You really think these will help?”

“Trust me, I’m a man, I know these things, these should help with your confidence until you do the surgery. Why don’t you try them on now? You list stripping in front of men as a talent of yours, I hope you haven’t been lying to me all this time.”

Oh crap, he was on to her! She had to keep up this charade, her boob job was on the line! “It’ll be fine, just watch.”

Alice rose from her seat and unzipped the side of her business skirt, letting it slide down her long legs and to the floor, exposing herself. Remember ladies, always make sure to wear some fashionable underwear no matter the occasion, don’t want to be caught in some greys. She swapped that long skirt with a much smaller pair of shorts, squeezing them up her thighs and fitting them with a hug of her round behind. It really brought out the shape.

Steven gave a small whistle, “See I told you, looking fine.”

A light flush heated up her cheeks, she did feel much better like this, and he wasn’t hiding his agreement, he was practically encouraging it.

“Why don’t you give me a twirl, you should have learned that too right?”

Sound logic, work at a strip club and you’re naturally going to learn how to work those hips. “Of course I did, I learnt lots of things.” Alice lifted her arms up over her head and twisted around, swinging her hips as she spun in a tight circle, showing off that packed in behind.

“Very nice, very nice. I think a pair of heels would further draw focus to that rear. And I mean high heels, not that small lift you have now. Wait, I’ll find you a pair.”

Steven went back to the cardboard boxes to find clothes as Alice swayed from side to side on the spot, “So is this helping me get the job?”

“Of course,” he replied as he swayed the heels in his fingers, “Appearance is very important in the waitress profession. Looking good is a big part of the business, especially if you want to get tips.”

Well that was true, shallow as it may sound if you’re young and pretty you’re more likely to get tips. Men love to splash the cash on pretty little things like her, and more people will come and spend in your diner too if you’ve got a bunch of sexy things packed into their skimpy dress outfits. She knew coming in her body was the best weapon she had in her under-qualified arsenal, now it was time to use it. The heels only defined that rear end more as she swapped out the footwear, opting for the higher pair and more focus on her booty.

“So does this look good then?” Alice queried hopefully, slightly wobbling as she turned around. Damn adjusting to a new pair all of a sudden was annoying.

“Much better, like this all the attention it drawn away from your small chest and onto that hot ass.”

“Could you please stop calling my chest, you know, small?” keeping her arms tightly wrapped back up over herself.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be insensitive. If it’s really such a big issue for you though I think we should be able to come to a compromise. Feel free to sit back down Alice.”

After she sat, Steven reached into his pocket and pulled out a small book and a pen from the table, scribbling down in the contents. He ripped the page free and presented it to Alice, a cheque for a large sum of cash.

“I’m willing to help you by giving you the money for your implants up front, right now, for you to pay back to me later.”

She almost started to cry, she could feel the tears bubbling at the very least as she covered her gasping mouth with her fingers. “You, you’d really do that for me? Oh thank you, thank you so much.” And there the tears came starting to leak along her makeup as she reached out to grab the cheque, just being pulled back from her reach.

“Sorry I can’t give it to you just yet Alice, you wouldn’t believe how many girls would just take it and run. No first we need to sign the contract, for your new job.”

She’d done it too, not only was she getting that surgery she desperately needed, she also managed to land the job too. This was probably the best day of her entire life, “Thank you so much!”

From a large stack of paper to one side of the desk Steven fished out a contract to fill in, a fairly standard business form. “Now Alice, will you be needing help with this? You did say on your resume that you have reading and writing issues and a below average IQ.”

Alice’s head started to hurt all of a sudden, a groan slipping from her lips as she cupped her palm to her throbbing temple. Yeah that’s right, it must be right. She can vaguely remember how hard it was for her to actually write that resume, she never was very good at writing things down, no wonder she went to art school.

Finally her mind began to clear up a bit, “Erm, I think I should be fine, I mean I managed to write that paper thing after all.”

Her eyes looked over the form and then she began to panic. There was a lot of big words and complicated sounding sentences on this thing. I mean name and sex, which caused a slight giggle from her, was pretty easy, but there was all these long complex sentences further on down and some big chunks of text and it was causing her little mind to have a bit of a meltdown.

“I’m very glad you decided to work for the company,” Steven proclaimed before clearing his throat, “Your resume was just very compelling, I mean listen to this. A dumb, overly trusting, airheaded girly girl who loves men making men happy. A bubbly people’s person who loves dressing sexy and putting on a show, as well as following orders and feeling good. Lots of experience in the adult industry, looking to take my sexual experiences to the next level.”

Yeah, that was Alice’s resume, so that must be what she wrote, it all came rushing back to her, just the kind of girl that she was. Her mind throbbed again painfully as all of that new information burned into her mind and warped her emotions. Once the beating was over in her mind, a soft giggle flowed out of her lips, “Like thanks.”

“Are you having a hard time filling in the paperwork?”

She nodded, lips curling into a pout, “Hmhm.”

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing a silly girl like you needs to worry about. Just sign your name at the bottom and I’ll fill in the rest.”

To her that was so smart and so easy, it was going to save her a lot of time and effort. Trying to read all those terms and conditions was really hurting her brain, it probably wasn’t going to be anything important anyway. Certainly nothing about taking ownership over her and her possessions in an iron tight lifelong contract, that would be simply preposterous. She sprawled her signature along the bottom of the form, signing herself up to more than just a job.

“Good girl,” Steven called out to her, giving her that fuzzy feeling inside, “Here is the money. I expect to see you in next week with the biggest boobs you could afford with this. Don’t let me down Alice.”

“Don’t worry sir, I’m going to get the best boobies I can get!”

Right now her mood was fantastic, not only did she manage to secure the job that she wanted so badly but she even managed to achieve her dream, she was finally able to get the implants she needed. She wasn’t even going to waste any time, she wanted them now. Alice was off to turn her fantasy into a reality.


One week later Alice turned up to her first day on the job. The diner was bustling with girls just like her, really pretty types packed into the skimpy waitress outfit. It was the kind of outfit which was sure to bring in a lot of customers, especially with girls of this high standard wearing them. High six inch heels pushed up those behinds which flashed at the base thanks to the minimum length of the small frilly black skirts, giving a peek at those panties below. The sleeveless white crop tops showed off plenty of cleavage, and with the size of the chests on display there was going to be a lot of flesh on display, Alice not exception. Steven was already there when she arrived, ready to greet another of his new waitresses.

“Hey Alice glad you could make it and I’m loving the new look, what are they? An E cup?”

Unlike the last time they spoke, and she was hiding her chest behind her arms, today her large firm breasts were pushed out front and center, “No even better, an F cup.”

“F cup, wow. Not have any bra to fit them into?” Steven referencing the clear bulge of her nipples through the thin, slightly see through white fabric.

“No silly, I haven’t managed to afford them yet. They’re crazy expensive, like my camgirl job isn’t covering it right now.”

“And you won’t be getting paid here for a long time, not with all that money you owe me, and of course all of those extra expenses that come out of every paycheck.” He looked down into those blank blue eyes, “It was all in the contract, don’t worry about it.”

Well that was fine then, it he said not to worry then she had nothing to worry about, such a relief, “Oh okay then, but I still do need extra money.”

“Don’t worry about that either, I also own a strip club as well as this place. On your days off you can work there to make some extra cash, can’t you? We even have a special service for girls really in need of getting paid which should be perfect for someone like you.”

What a relief, Steven had some how managed to find the answer to all her money problems. She’d just have to restart her ‘old’ jobs, but this time for him. He’d probably take a big cut of the money as well, but that was only natural as her boss. She was still getting paid after all and that meant it was going to be fine.

“Like thank you so much, that sounds amazing,” Alice giggled out, clapping her hands together. With the money she had left over from the implants and the cash she got from her cam work, she made sure to get herself some extensions and to have her nails done, she needed to make sure she looked her best for her first day at work.

“It’s almost time to open, get yourself ready Alice, I’ve got some other girls to take care of too.”

This was it, she’d finally made it. She’d been looking for a job for so long and now she’d finally made it to the big time, she couldn’t be happier about a thing. As the grand opening got under way, the bell on the diner door rattled for the first time in service, Alice lined up with the other equally dumb, manipulated, bubbly bimbo waitresses, ready to greet their first customer. In unison they called out,

“Hi and welcome to Double D Dining. May we please take your order?”
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