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The letter I had been waiting for all this time had finally arrived. This was it. The information about my fellowship. My heart pounded in my chest. I sat at my desk, the room around me dimly lit. My roommate had moved out last week, leaving me alone. But that was how I preferred it. It allowed me to concentrate on my studies. I had just finished the second year of my PhD in anthropology and archaeology, and the summer was looking to be a busy one for me. However, a big part of what I would be doing this summer was dependent on the fellowship which had just been delivered to me, by means of a thin white envelope.

I ripped open the envelope, taking out the folded paper from inside. The first words I saw were: “Thank you for your interest in our fellowship program. Unfortunately, we regret to inform you…” And that was all I needed to read to know that everything I had been planning had now gone up in smoke. I crumpled up the paper in my hand, tossing it into the trash can next to my desk. I sighed and leaned back in my chair, looking up at the ceiling. This was bad.

What was I going to do? I had planned everything around getting this fellowship. I was supposed to be working in the lab all summer with some of the country’s leading researchers in the field of archaeology. Being told that I was not accepted into this fellowship meant that the funding I had received to make up for my lost teaching assistant job was no more.

In other words, I was broke and had no options. I had given up my TA position assuming I would be getting the fellowship, so there was no way to get that back. Plus, I had already signed a waiver to allow for a graduate student from overseas to take my place in the program for the summer. In short, I was fucked.

And to think that today had started off as such a good day. I woke up, had a cup of coffee, and had a wonderful morning of research. But now, everything was all fucked up.

I leaned forward, my head in my hands as I considered what I should do. The first thing that hit me was panic. I needed to pay my rent, as well as my other bills. Not only that, I needed money to buy food. Without the fellowship, I had no income until September. That seemed like a long time. Even worse, if I didn’t find a job, it meant my studies would come to an end. Everything I had been working for these last five years would be a waste. All of those late nights studying. The constant need to stay on top of things, making sure I didn’t fall behind. The time and energy put in, it would all be for nothing. There was no way that could happen. I needed a job.

I turned back to my computer and began searching for anything that might work. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much out there that would be suitable. I couldn’t exactly get a teaching gig or even a research position this late in the game. Most of those positions had already been filled. And it seemed like all of the more normal summer jobs were already taken. I was getting a late start and it showed. However, one position remained open. There was a local restaurant that was still looking to hire help. Stacked and Racked had a reputation on campus. It was a so-called breastaurant, a term that referred to how the servers were attractive young women that were required to wear skimpy uniforms that barely covered up their assets.

I didn’t want to work there. Who would? I had always prided myself on my intellect, but at this restaurant it didn’t matter what was inside your head. It was the outside that counted. They hired you based on how you looked, how good your body was. And that was not something I felt comfortable with.

But I had few options at this point. My bank account was dreadfully low, and not getting the fellowship left me with no other option. I would need to apply to this job and hope they would take pity on me. At least then I would be able to earn a living this summer.

I sighed again, shaking my head at my own misfortune. How had things fallen this far off the rails? Everything seemed fine just this morning and now here I was. All that was left though was for me to fill out an application and pray that whoever the hiring manager was decided to give me the job. I didn’t really know what to put down as experience. I didn’t exactly have a lot of experience working in customer service jobs. I had no idea how to talk to people, how to get them to warm up to me. But I was a PhD student and I was sure I could figure it out.

Once I hit submit, I could only wait and hope.
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Standing in front of Stacked and Racked, I was surprised with how quickly they had contacted me after I had submitted my application. They must have been truly desperate for help. That, at least, was reassuring. I was going to get a job. It might have been a terrible one, but it was better than nothing. And beggars can’t be choosers, as the saying goes.

I opened the door to the restaurant, entering a world I had never been a part of. This wasn’t really a place for me and my friends. We much preferred the quiet din of a local coffee shop rather than the atmosphere of a restaurant designed for men who like looking at the tits and ass on their servers. Of course, my eyes were immediately drawn to their breasts, seeing as how they seemed to be bursting through their skimpy uniforms.

I had never been inside a breastaurant before, and the experience was certainly something. Sleeveless pink crop tops that were surprisingly modest in the cleavage department, black miniskirts, and high heels were on every waitress in sight. But even if their cleavage was not visible, there was no doubt about the size of their breasts. They were big and they stuck out. There was no way to miss them. And, judging from the looks of the customers, that was exactly the point. They came here not to eat, but to stare. The waitresses seemed to enjoy the attention, and maybe that was what the appeal of this job was. At least for those unlucky women who had no better prospects than this. And, I suppose, I was now counted among that number.

“Hi,” a waitress approached me with a beaming smile. “Can I help you? Or do you want to try a seat and check out our menu?”

“Uh…” I found myself staring first at the woman’s plump lips, but my eyes were soon drawn toward her massive chest. Her breasts were enormous and her nipples seemed to be poking through her crop top. I actually felt embarrassed for her. “My name’s Brenda Grant. I’m here for an interview.”

“Oh,” the blonde woman replied, smiling knowingly. “Well, let me take you to Steve’s office. I’m Paris, by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said simply.

Paris led me through the restaurant, and the further into it we got, the louder it became. There was music playing, plus sports blaring from the overhead televisions. And, of course, there was the unceasing din of the customers, talking amongst themselves.

We reached a hallway, and things quietened down. “Steve’s office is at the end of the hall,” Paris said. “But knock before going in. Sometimes he holds meetings with us girls for some one-on-one training. It’s important that you pay attention to everything he says, otherwise he might get upset and yell. But he can also be very nice, so I’m sure you’ll like him. Now I’ve got to get back to serving my tables.”

I nodded my head in understanding. This place seemed eerily cult-like in how it operated. I was sure that there was no way I could ever fit in with this kind of culture, but I had no other choice. My mind was filled with worries about being able to afford anything, and the longer I went without money, the more I panicked. At this point, I would do anything to make sure I would earn a paycheck, even if that meant putting up with a creepy boss and his army of bimbos.

“Thanks,” I said again, wishing that I had thought to say something more thoughtful or interesting, but that was the best I could think of.

I walked down the hall and arrived in front of the office door with a nameplate reading ‘Steve Roberts.’ I took a deep breath and raised my hand to knock.

However, before my knuckles could make contact with the door, it opened. I was faced with another blonde woman wearing the same pink and black uniform as Paris. But this time, the resemblance ended there. She had big, full lips that seemed to be puffed up, and her eyes were wide. She looked like she had been fucked, hard, and judging from the way she was licking her lips, I had to wonder if that was what she had been doing. There was a vacant look in her eyes that told me she was probably the dumbest woman I had ever met.

“Hi,” she said, smiling at me as if we were friends.

“Uh… hi,” I replied, not sure what to say. It was as if the woman had stepped out of the pages of a fashion magazine, her face plastered across it to sell makeup. Her hair was done perfectly and her face was flawless. Even her clothes were neat, without a single wrinkle. Everything about her screamed sex, and I wondered how someone could be so different from myself. My life had always centered around books, learning, and trying to make something of myself through my studies.

“Bye Steve!” the blonde woman called back into the room. “I love you.”

“Fuck you, you dumb slut!” the man in the office replied, his tone making it clear he was not angry but amused at the stupidity of his employee. “Now get back to work before I have to spank your ass!”

“Yay!” The blonde woman clapped her hands excitedly, bouncing up and down in place in a way that caused her tits to jiggle in her tight crop top. “I love when you do that!”

The blonde woman and I stood there in front of Steve’s office for a moment, sizing each other up. She was the kind of woman that most men would love to have at their disposal. But she made me uncomfortable. I had never met anyone like her before, and her bimbo attitude was unnerving.

“Who are you?” the blonde finally asked me.

“I… uh… my name is Brenda,” I stammered.

“I’m Lexi!” She giggled after she spoke, as if her words were so funny. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m here for a job interview,” I said, not entirely sure that was the truth at the moment. What kind of place was this?

“Oh, you wanna be a waitress at Stacked and Racked! That’s so awesome! You’re gonna have so much fun working here. This is, like, the best place to work ever. The customers are so nice and everyone is always really sweet. But I like it when they’re mean, you know. It’s such a fucking turn on to be told how stupid I am. And then they stick their big fat cocks in me and fuck me real hard, just the way I like it. Do you like that? Do you like being treated like that?”

“Uh…” I didn’t really know what to say. Lexi’s description of her job was not one that I expected to hear from anyone, and the fact that she was talking about it so openly made me feel even more uncomfortable.

“Lexi, who’s out there?” The male voice came from inside the office.

“Her name’s, like, Brenda or something.” Lexi turned her head and looked back into the office, giving me a good look at her perfect profile.

“Tell her to come in. I don’t have all day,” the man replied.

Lexi turned back to face me. “I have to go back to work. See ya!” she bounced off down the hall and left me alone, feeling a little bit rattled by her strange behavior and how different she was from me. We were both women, but we couldn’t have been more different if we tried. Her bimbo persona was a mystery to me, and I wasn’t sure why any woman would want to live that way, even if she did seem happy.

I ducked into the office, closing the door behind me before sitting down in the chair in front of Steve’s desk. He was an older man, probably in his forties, but he looked younger than that. He wore a bowling shirt that was open at the neck, exposing some chest hair. His green eyes seemed to be looking straight through me, as if he could see right down into my soul.

“Hi,” I said nervously. “I’m Brenda Grant.”

“Yeah, I know who you are,” he replied dismissively. “You’re applying to be a waitress at my restaurant. At least I think you are.”

“Yes, I am.” I managed to keep my voice level despite the fact that I felt very nervous and uncertain about everything at the moment.

“Good,” he nodded. “Because you start tomorrow.” I was surprised when Steve told me this. There was no interview. There were no questions. I was hired without any fanfare or effort. It was as if the job offer had been made before I even walked in the door. Which didn’t surprise me considering how desperate the restaurant was for new hires. But it still caught me off guard.

“Um, thanks,” I replied, not sure what else to say. This wasn’t what I had expected when I came in for the interview.

“Now, here’s your uniform,” he said, reaching behind his desk and picking up a small paper bag. “And here’s your name tag.” He dropped a pink name tag with the word ‘Brandi’ on it onto the desk. I stared at the two items for a moment before looking up at him.

“Brandi?” I asked. “That’s not my name.”

“One of the girls copied it off your application,” Steve explained. “What can I say? She got it wrong, but it’s too late for that. And what’s the harm? Given your background, do you really want people connecting you to Brenda Grant while you’re working here?”

It was a good question. I hadn’t even thought of that. I had worked so hard to make sure that everything about my studies was perfect. The last thing I needed was for future employers to look me up and find out that I used to work at a breastaurant. I shuddered at the thought.

“You’re right,” I admitted. “Brandi it is.”

“Good girl,” he said, smiling at me in a way that made me uncomfortable. It was the kind of smile that told me he was undressing me with his eyes. Not that I had anything worth looking at compared to all the other women here. I was stick thin and had no breasts to speak of. And my ass was nothing to be proud of either. But that didn’t seem to stop him from looking.

“Is there anything else I should know?” I asked, wanting to get out of there as soon as possible. This place was already making me feel uncomfortable, and the more time I spent with Steve, the worse it got.

“Yes,” he nodded. “You’ll need to show up at least a half hour before your first shift starts so you can watch the employee training video. It’ll tell you everything you need to know about working here. And once that’s over, you’ll be ready to go. Oh, and don’t be late.”

“Okay,” I replied. “I’ll be here on time.”

“Good girl,” he said again, smiling at me once more in that creepy way. “I’ll see you tomorrow. And make sure you wear your uniform. Otherwise you’re fired.”

And just like that, I had a job, even if it wasn’t the one I really wanted. I was just making the best of a crappy situation. All I could hope was that I could survive as a Stacked and Racked girl, wearing the uniform and doing my job without embarrassing myself or screwing things up. I didn’t think I could handle any more failures. But I felt something deep in my gut, like I was making a big mistake. Was I?
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Ishowed up at Stacked and Racked the next morning wearing my skimpy uniform. The miniskirt was short enough that it left little to the imagination and my ass cheeks were always in danger of peeking out from beneath the fabric. As for my crop top, I was surprised how well it fit. I couldn’t wear a bra with it, but with my small breasts, I didn’t really need one. And other than the wide band of skin showing around my middle, I could almost convince myself that the outfit was somewhat modest.

When I arrived at the restaurant, Steve was already there, setting things up for the day. It was early yet, and there were no customers inside. He looked at me as if he was expecting me, which made sense. He was the one who told me to come in early. But the way he stared at me was unnerving. His eyes were immediately drawn to my exposed midriff, then to my long legs. I had never been looked at like this before and I wasn’t sure what to do about it. He was my boss.

“Right on time, Brandi.” Steve said with a grin.

“It’s Brenda,” I corrected him.

Steve shook his head. “Your name tag says otherwise.”

I sighed, realizing the futility of it. There was no point in arguing with him. He was right, anyway. The less of a connection anyone could make between this job and my studies, the better.

“Yes, sir,” I said, not wanting to annoy him on my first day.

“Good girl,” he replied, nodding approvingly. “Now follow me to my office and you can watch the employee training video.”

“Okay,” I nodded.

Steve led me back to his office, the same one that he had been in when I arrived for my interview. I sat down in front of his computer as he set up the video. It was an older desktop computer, and the monitor looked like it had been used for a long time. I didn’t know what to expect, but I hoped it wouldn’t be too boring. I had seen enough training videos to know that they could sometimes put you to sleep. I supposed this one would lay out my. job responsibilities and maybe show me how the point of sale system worked. Wasn’t that all I really needed to know?

“Now pay close attention, Brandi. This is important information.” Steve leaned in and pressed play on the computer. He then stood up and walked out of his office, closing the door behind him. I was alone, watching the video, which had already begun. The Stacked and Racked logo was on screen, and then the video faded into some sort of animated slideshow.

The first image was that of a waitress wearing the same uniform I was. But her breasts were enormous, and her butt was round and juicy. She looked very sexy. And she looked nothing like me.

“Hi!” the voice in the video called out. “My name is Bambi. I’m here to help you get started with your job. As a Stacked and Racked waitress, you will be expected to do many things…”

I could already feel my eyelids beginning to sag. This was going to be boring as hell. And before I knew it, I was zoning out. Bambi’s words seemed to wash over me, and I found myself staring at the screen, but not really seeing anything. It was like I was in a trance. And when the video ended and the screen went blank, I was left sitting there, feeling like a zombie. What had just happened?

“Um, good work, Brandi.” Steve said as he re-entered the office. He closed out the video player and turned off the computer monitor. “Now come with me. You can start your first shift. But not before you take one of these.” Steve pulled open his desk drawer and took out a plastic bottle. It was filled with small pills in the shape of the Stacked and Racked logo. “Here, take one.” He held out his hand and dropped one of the pills on the desk.

I picked it up and examined it closely. “What is it?”

“Just a little something we give to all of the girls that work here. They’re vitamins. We take employee health very seriously.”

I looked at him skeptically, not believing him, but then I thought better of it. If this was part of the job, then I needed to go along with it. I couldn’t afford to lose the job on my very first day. I put the pill into my mouth and swallowed. It didn’t really have any taste, and I was relieved to have gotten that over with.

“Now get out on the floor and get to work. Paris will show you the ropes,” Steve said. “And don’t let me see you fucking things up.”

I nodded and walked out of his office, heading back out to the restaurant floor. The lights were now on and there were people in the dining room, waiting to be served. This was it.
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“Welcome to Stacked and Racked, Brandi.” Paris was standing near the bar, her eyes lighting up when she saw me. “Are you ready to get started?”

“I think so,” I said nervously. “But I feel like kind of an asshole, not remembering anything from the video.”

“What are you talking about?” Paris seemed to shudder for a moment, but she quickly regained her composure. “Oh that thing? Steve likes to have us watch it sometimes, even when we’ve been here for a while. It’s silly, but none of us girls ever remembers anything from it. But don’t worry about it. You’re going to learn everything you need to know from me.”

I smiled at Paris, feeling better now that she had reassured me. She was being very nice to me. And she was pretty hot too.

“Thanks,” I said, returning her smile. “I appreciate your help.”

“It’s no problem at all,” she replied. “Now come with me and I’ll show you the ropes.”

Paris took me out onto the restaurant floor. There were customers sitting around tables, eating their food and watching television. It was too early for actual sports to be on, but the men seemed perfectly content to watch highlights and commentary on last night’s games.

“Hi,” Paris greeted one of the tables with a beaming smile. “I’m Paris, and this is Brandi. I’ll be your server today and Brandi here is shadowing me. It’s her first day. What can we get you to drink?”

The men at the table looked Paris up and down, showing almost no interest in me. Then again, I lacked two very important assets to make that kind of impression. I couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy. Why couldn’t I have big boobs?

“Um, yeah,” said one of the guys, looking up at her breasts. “We’ll have a couple of beers.”

“Mmm, yeah, great choice. And can I get you any appetizers to go with those brewskis?”

“Yeah, uh…” he said, looking back down at the menu. “How about the fried mozzarella sticks?”

“Ooh, good choice. And how many of those would you like?” she asked.

“Uh, we’ll have two orders of those.”

“Good choice,” she said with another smile. “I’ll be right back with those beers and the fried cheese.”

Paris smiled at her table before she turned and headed back to the bar where the alcohol was kept. I followed behind her, not sure what I was supposed to do.

“Okay,” she said as we got to the bar. “This is how you fill a drink order.” She showed me where the drinks were kept and how to pour them into the glasses without making a mess. She then grabbed the two beers and put them on her tray. “Now come with me, and just watch and learn.”

Paris led me back to the table and put the beer glasses down in front of the men. “Here you go. Two cold brewskis for you. Are you ready to order your meal now? Or would you rather wait a bit?”

One of the men reached out and put his hand on Paris’s ass, giving it a squeeze. She just stood there and took it, not even flinching.

“Yeah, we’ll order now.” the man replied, still squeezing her ass. “I’ll have the double cheeseburger with fries.”

“Excellent choice,” she said, turning toward me and smiling. I could see her breasts jiggling inside her tight crop top. “And for you, sir?” she asked, looking at the other man.

“I’ll have the chicken wings basket,” he replied.

“Wonderful,” she said. “Now, if you need anything else, just let us know. My name is Paris, and this is Brandi.” Paris pointed at her name tag which further highlighted the size of her tits. The two men looked at her chest before looking over at me, seeming to finally notice me.

“Uh huh…” the second man muttered and nodded. “I think we’ll be good. Thank you.”

“I’ll be back with those appetizers as soon as they’re ready,” Paris added, giving the two men a wink. The one who had grabbed her ass smiled at her.

Paris and I walked away from the table and headed toward the bar.

“See, that wasn’t too bad, was it?” she asked me.

“No,” I replied, still feeling like an idiot. “But that man touched you.”

“That’s okay.” Paris smiled at me. “These guys pay a little bit more to come to a place like this and get the chance to touch us girls. If anyone gets too rough or crosses any lines, just let me or Steve know and we’ll take care of it. But most of these guys are harmless and just want the chance to feel us up a bit. They’re all talk, really. You’ll see.”

“If you say so…” I replied, still not feeling very comfortable with the idea.

“Plus, the more they can touch, the bigger your tips will be,” Paris winked at me.

I had never been much of a sexual person. At least, I had never gone out of my way to show off my sexuality. And I certainly never used my body to get what I wanted. It wasn’t that I didn’t understand the idea of seduction, I just didn’t see how it could apply to me.

But Paris was showing me that I was wrong. She was teaching me that I didn’t need to look like her in order to get the same kind of attention and the big tips. Sure, bigger breasts would help, but not every man was into big tits. And while I didn’t have a body like that of Paris or Lexi, my shoulder-length blonde hair and slim figure was sure to help me somehow. Maybe this would all work out.

“Okay,” I nodded. “I think I can do this.”

“Atta girl,” said Paris. “Now come with me and we’ll get those mozzarella sticks and serve them to our customers.”

I followed Paris into the kitchen area and saw her take the appetizers from the cook. She then put them on a tray and we walked back out onto the restaurant floor. As she passed the various men seated there, they would reach out to touch her, either grabbing her ass, her hips, or her legs. None of them seemed to care that I was there. More impressively, Paris’ gait never changed. She was so used to the men groping her that she wasn’t even fazed by it. I wondered if I would ever be able to handle being groped like that.

We arrived back at our table and Paris put down the fried cheese sticks. “Here you go, boys,” she said with a big smile.

The two men smiled back at her. “Thanks,” they said in unison as they grabbed some of the food and began to eat.

Paris turned and started walking toward the bar. I followed behind her, feeling more and more like a third wheel.

“See?” Paris asked once we had returned to the bar. “That wasn’t too hard. It’s all pretty easy. All it takes is being kind and smiling at the customers. And letting them fondle us every once in a while.”

“Uh… yeah…” I replied, still feeling nervous. “That’s not the kind of job I’m used to.”

“I’m sure,” she nodded. “But give it a chance. It’ll grow on you.” Paris looked over at one of the other tables, where a group of guys was sitting. They were looking at her and me. She smiled and waved at them and they smiled and waved back. “Hey, let’s go get another drink order. We’ve got three more tables to visit. The lunch rush is coming soon, so we need to get a rhythm going before we’re overwhelmed.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to be more upbeat.

We walked out to another table and Paris introduced me to the men sitting there as her new trainee. Just like the first time, none of them seemed to notice me, even when she pointed out my name tag. But I wasn’t surprised. I was used to being invisible, especially now in comparison to the busty women that worked here. And I was not comfortable being groped by random men.

As we made our way from table to table, I watched Paris interact with the customers. She had such a bubbly and friendly personality, and her big smile made her seem like she was having fun. Even her breasts seemed to jiggle in such a way that it was impossible not to look at them. The guys loved her, and the more they talked to her the bigger their smiles got.

And more than anything, it was the tips the customers left on the table or on the credit card receipts that made me realize how this job could be so lucrative. These men, who probably didn’t have a lot of money to throw around, were still tipping these waitresses very well. It seemed like Paris was going to walk away from each table with at least double what a waitress normally would have. These men weren’t leaving twenty percent tips. They were leaving forty or fifty percent tips. And that seemed like it could be the low end at times. Clearly, these men were happy to spend money to get to talk to the women here, let alone touch them.

As Paris and I walked back to the bar after visiting a few tables, one of the men called out to me. “Hey, sweet thing,” he said, winking at me.

I stopped and pointed to myself, making sure he was actually talking to me. “Me?” I asked.

“Yes, gorgeous. Come over here.”

I glanced at Paris, not exactly sure what to do. She shrugged and nodded, letting me know that it would be okay to approach the table. This man wanted to talk to me and wasn’t just interested in getting a feel of Paris. My heart began to pound in my chest. What was I supposed to say?

“Uh… hi,” I said, feeling nervous. “I’m Brandi.”

“Hi, Brandi,” the man replied. “What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?”

“Oh, you know,” I said, trying to play down the fact that I was only here because I needed the money to survive. “I’m here to make sure you have a great time at Stacked and Racked.” I wasn’t really sure where those last words came from, but they seemed to have the right effect on the man. He smiled at me. “Can I get you anything?”

“Yeah, you can.” The man put his hand on my ass, giving it a quick squeeze. “You can give me your phone number.”

I smiled awkwardly at him, not really sure how to respond. I wasn’t expecting to be hit on by a customer, and now that it happened, I was unsure what to do.

“Uh…” I hesitated. “Why don’t you just enjoy your beer and meal? You seem to be having fun already.”

“Come on,” the man said. “I’m a nice guy.” He gave me another squeeze on my ass and I blushed. No man had ever touched me like this before.

“Sorry…” I replied. “But I’m working.” I tried to step away from the table, wanting to return to Paris, who was watching this interaction from a short distance away.

“Okay, okay,” he relented, letting go of my ass. “I’m just messing with you, babe.”

“Thanks.” I smiled awkwardly at him before walking away.

Once I got to Paris, she looked at me and grinned. “Looks like you’ve got a fan,” she noted.

“Uh huh,” I nodded, feeling my cheeks getting warm. “He’s very persistent.”

“That’s what happens,” she replied. “You’re a hot girl now. You get to enjoy all of the perks of being one of the girls at Stacked and Racked.”

“I’m not sure how to deal with that,” I said as we walked away from the table and toward the bar. “I’ve never been hit on like that before.”

“Well, that’s going to change while you work here. So get used to it,” Paris smirked at me. “Oh, and you’re blushing.” She reached up and pinched my cheek. I smiled, embarrassed.

As the two of us reached the bar, I couldn’t help but feel a strange thrill run through my body. This place wasn’t what I expected at all. I was nervous, but also very excited. All of the things that happened today were exciting. And that was the most surprising thing. In a mere couple of hours, my whole attitude toward my time working at Stacked and Racked had changed. I was enjoying myself, even if that meant being groped and hit on by men who I would have no chance of ever having a real connection with.

Paris and I continued our training routine throughout the day. Sometimes she let me fly solo, but she was never far away, watching and evaluating my work. She might have been just another busty blonde waitress at a breastaurant, but Paris was almost like a big sister to me, and her approval mattered. And while we worked together, I began to learn more and more about the job and the customers who visited the restaurant. Most were fine. A few got handsy, but nothing too extreme. And every once in a while, a guy would hit on me, and each time it made butterflies flutter in my stomach.

I knew that the job was going to be different. It was a breastaurant, after all, and that meant the men who came here would expect certain things from the waitresses. But I was surprised how quickly I got used to it. How quickly I started to enjoy the attention I got from some of the more flirtatious guys.
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“After my shift finished, Steve explained how my paychecks would work. Normally, my tips would be added into my paycheck, but Steve wanted to reward me for a good first day by giving me the tips in cash. It was a surprising gesture, and I was pleased with the amount. However, I was still a little embarrassed at the fact that he gave me the tip money while I stood there in front of him wearing the skimpy uniform.

Steve’s eyes wandered down over my body, making me blush. But he didn’t say anything, eventually dismissing me. He didn’t need to tell me what he was thinking. It was clear in his eyes. He looked at me like a man who wanted something from me. I didn’t think he was looking to fuck me, thankfully, but I sensed that he had some sort of plan for me. Whatever it was, it made me nervous.

I left his office, stopping to pick up my purse from the locker room, putting the wad of cash into my wallet, before I headed back out into the main dining room. I waved to some of the other waitresses, who I had yet to fully be introduced to, but I was sure there would be time for that once I was working shifts solo. Paris has been a huge help today. But she was already gone.

Instead, I spotted Lexi, the biggest bimbo I had ever seen. She was standing by the bar talking to a few of the men. She seemed to be very interested in their conversation. When she saw me, she waved, and I waved back. Then, I walked outside.

The parking lot was filled with cars. Across the street, there was a city park, filled with trees. Despite the crass nature of Stacked and Racked, it was in a good neighborhood, and the park was a place that I had often visited in the past, usually to spend a few hours reading on a park bench or to go for a run.

As I crossed the parking lot, heading for the sidewalk and the nearby bus stop, I saw someone leaning against a big SUV. I had to do a double take, because it only took a moment for me to recognize him. It was the guy who had asked for my phone number at the start of the day. And now, he was watching as I left work. My heart began to pound in my chest.

“Hey, Brandi,” he called out to me. “Hold up.”

I didn’t know what to do. The rules Paris had taught me about what men were allowed to do all required being in the restaurant. But we were outside. I wasn’t prepared for this. And yet, having a man pursue me like this brought back my butterflies. I stopped and waited as he walked over to me. He looked even more handsome than I remembered him.

“Uh… hi…” I stammered.

“You were really great today,” he said, his eyes roaming down my body. I was still wearing my uniform, not having stopped to change. I vaguely wondered if I should do that in the future, but it was too late for that now. This was all I had to wear in my current situation. And he was clearly enjoying the view. “I’m really glad that I got the chance to see you.”

“Um… thank you,” I replied, not sure what to say. What does a woman say in a situation like this?

“I’m Kirk, by the way,” the man introduced himself, reaching out his hand.

Without even thinking about it, I took his hand, shaking it. “You already know my name.” Then I giggled. Why did I just giggle? That was not something I normally did.

“Do you mind if we chat for a bit?” Kirk asked me. “I’d like to get to know you better.”

“Uh, okay…” I replied. I felt incredibly unsure of myself, but there was a voice in my head telling me to say yes.

“Great,” Kirk replied. “Let’s take a walk through the park. It’s a nice day out, isn’t it?”

“Sure…”

I wasn’t sure why I agreed to this. Normally, the idea of going into the park alone with a strange man was the kind of thing I would avoid. But he held my hand and led me across the street and into the park. We found a path and started down it. There was an uncomfortable silence between us.

“How did you think your first day went?” Kirk eventually asked.

“It was fine, I guess.” I shrugged. “It was really different from what I’m used to.”

“What are you used to, exactly?” he asked me.

“Well, I’m a student,” I explained. “A grad student. And, until recently, a researcher. But I had that taken away from me. So I’m here instead.”

“A researcher?” Kirk raised an eyebrow. “A girl like you shouldn’t have to work that hard. That’s what’s so great about Stacked and Racked. Easy thinking, but lots of fun.” He gave me a wink, making my cheeks get warm. “But hey, you know what? It’s cool that you’re a smart girl.”

“Thanks…” I didn’t know what to make of his assessment of my job. Was he implying something about how things worked at the restaurant? Or was he making some comment about what he really thought of women, that we were better off as sexy playthings instead of smart and successful people? And why was I not offended by what he said?

Kirk led me into a secluded grove of trees. It seemed a bit odd, but it was a nice spot. This place was quiet and we had all the privacy we needed to talk.

“You know, Brandi,” Kirk continued. “You’re a really hot girl, you know that? Those other bimbos in there were something, but you… you’re something special. I saw it the moment I walked in the room.”

“Um, thanks…” I blushed, even more uncomfortable now. It was weird to hear this guy complimenting my appearance when I wasn’t dressed to impress anyone. The uniform was skimpy, sure, but it was designed for a specific type of woman, and I was far from that. “But I’m not really that pretty.”

“Oh, you are, Brandi. You really are. I could tell right away. The way your tight ass wiggles when you walk. Your cute little butt cheeks. The sway of your hips. And as soon as those tits come in, you’ll be a total knockout.”

“Um, what do you mean?” I asked. “My boobs aren’t going to get bigger.”

“Don’t worry that pretty blonde head about it,” Kirk said. “But you’re like the other Stacked and Racked girls in every other way, right?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I didn’t think I had a lot in common with my coworkers, but I also wanted to fit in.

“Uh, yeah,” I eventually answered. “I’m not that different.”

“Well, that’s good to hear.” Kirk smiled at me. He reached out and grabbed one of my hands, pulling me closer to him. We were now only inches apart. He looked deep into my eyes, and I found myself staring back, lost in his. “Because there’s something I really need right now. And the girls at Stacked and Racked are always happy to help a customer in need.”

I could smell his cologne. The scent was strong and alluring. I couldn’t help but inhale deeply. It was like a drug. My knees felt weak. And yet, I wasn’t afraid of him. Instead, a strange sort of excitement was pulsing through my body. What was he going to ask for?

“What… um… what did you have in mind?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Oh, I don’t want to force you to do anything. You can say no if you want to. But it would be so nice for a cute girl like you to help me out. You know, just like a good Stacked and Racked girl should do. And trust me, I would really appreciate it.” He squeezed my hand, and I couldn’t help but feel reassured by it.

“I want to help…” I replied, not sure if it was the truth, or if I just wanted to say that. My body was telling me one thing, but my mind was telling me something else. “Tell me what to do…”

“It’s not a big deal,” Kirk said. “I just need some help with relieving a little pressure. That’s all.”

“Um… okay.” I nodded. “I can do that.”

“Really?” His face lit up. He let go of my hand. “You’ll do that for me? That’s great.” Kirk grabbed hold of the hem of his shorts and pulled them down. They fell to the ground around his ankles, revealing his boxers. He had a noticeable bulge. “Get on your knees,” he commanded, and I immediately complied, dropping to my knees.

There was a part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. I had never done anything like this, with a boyfriend, let alone a stranger in a public place. And yet, I felt myself drawn to obey him, to do as he asked.

Kirk reached into his boxers and pulled his cock free. It was big, bigger than I expected. My eyes went wide at the sight. He was completely erect already, and it was pointing straight out at me. In a strange way, the sight was beautiful. The smooth shaft and the swollen head made it look almost elegant. It was a work of art.

Kirk stepped closer, closing the distance between us. He looked down at me, his eyes staring into mine with a look that told me he wanted this. That he wanted to use me for his pleasure. It was scary, and yet, it was also thrilling.

“Go ahead,” he said. “Just turn off that brilliant mind of yours and let your body do what it knows is best.”

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. It felt like it was going to explode. I reached up and took hold of his shaft with one hand. His skin was warm and smooth. And there was a vein on the side of his shaft that was pulsing. It was such a strange thing to be looking at, and yet, I couldn’t tear my gaze away from it.

“Wow…” Kirk said as I held his shaft in my grip. “That’s a good start.” His voice was low and husky, almost a growl. “Now keep going.”

I didn’t know what to do next. I had seen blowjobs before, sure, but I had never given one. I didn’t even really know where to begin. But Kirk had said to turn my mind off. Was it that simple?

Almost as if I was in a trance, I moved forward, opening my lips and wrapping them around the head of his cock. This was all so strange, and yet it was exhilarating. Kirk groaned with pleasure and I could feel his cock twitch in my mouth, throbbing against my tongue.

“Good girl,” he whispered, reaching out and putting his hand on the back of my head. “You can do this.”

And I knew he was right. I could. My brain tried to fight it, but my body was on board with this, whatever it was. And it felt natural. As if this was what I had been born to do. I pushed my head forward, taking a few more inches of his cock into my mouth until the head pressed against the back of my throat. Kirk moaned, his grip on the back of my head tightening, and I sucked hard on his shaft, letting my instincts take over. I bobbed my head back and forth, slobbering over his cock. It was sloppy, but it felt so good to have a man’s cock in my mouth. I could feel him tensing up as his orgasm approached.

“That’s right,” Kirk said through gritted teeth. “Just like that.” He held my head in place, his hands clutching at the back of my head. “You’re a natural at this. Just keep sucking. Use your tongue.”

And I did. My mind could barely comprehend the fact that I was sucking a strange man’s dick, but the pleasure was overwhelming. It was the most erotic thing I had ever done. And as his cock throbbed in my mouth, I could feel my own body responding. This was all too good. I had to have more.

I started bobbing my head back and forth again, sucking on his cock as if it were the tastiest thing in the world. I could feel the veins pulsing against my tongue. And I could feel the muscles of his thighs tightening as he got closer and closer to his release. He began thrusting his hips, pushing his cock further into my mouth, fucking my face with his hard shaft. It was all too much, my body responding in kind. It all just felt so natural, so right.

“Oh yeah,” Kirk groaned as he neared his orgasm. “That’s a good little cocksucker.” He was grunting now with every thrust of his hips, his cock throbbing in my mouth. “I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum in that pretty little mouth of yours.” His grip on the back of my head tightened again and he began to pump his hips harder, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth.

My gag reflex was almost triggered, but I managed to hold it in check. His cock began to pulse and he let out a long, loud groan, his body tensing up. He was cumming. The first burst of semen hit the back of my throat, followed by another. And another. And then another. It just kept coming, and I was surprised by the sheer volume of his cum. It was thick and creamy and salty, and I swallowed it greedily, sucking on his cock to make sure I got every last drop.

“Wow…” Kirk groaned once more as he finished, his cock slowly going limp in my mouth. “You’re really something special.”

I was still sucking on his cock as he pulled it from between my lips. There was a slight pop as it slipped from my mouth. Then, I looked up at him. My heart was pounding in my chest. What had I just done?

Kirk tucked his now-limp dick away and pulled up his shorts. I remained on my knees before him, staring up at him with wide eyes. He was smiling down at me, like he was pleased with what I had done.

“You did good,” he said. “That was amazing. A natural little cocksucker. You’re gonna be a great Stacked and Racked girl.”

I blushed, not sure what to make of his praise. My brain was trying to fight back, but my body was all-in. A natural little cocksucker. Was that a good thing?

“I should get home,” Kirk continued. “But I’ll see you around. Thanks for the blowjob.” With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me there in that secluded grove, on my knees, having just finished sucking a stranger’s dick.

This was not how I thought this day was going to end. This was not the sort of thing I normally did. And yet, it had felt so natural. Even now, my body was still tingling from the experience. It was like I had been possessed by something, but I wasn’t sure what. As I stood up and straightened out my skirt, a smile came to my face.

I was going to enjoy being a Stacked and Racked girl. At least for the summer. After that, I could go back to being a boring PhD student again. For now, I was going to have some fun and make some money.
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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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When 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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The days and weeks started to blend together in a blur of shifts at Stacked and Racked flirting with customers and gossiping with the other girls, and then nights spent with those same girls, clubbing and partying. Some nights I went home alone. Some nights I didn’t make it home at all. I was having a blast. It was probably the best summer of my life, making me almost happy that my PhD fellowship never happened.

“Oh fuck, you girls are so hot,” one of the guys at the table I was serving said. He was staring at Paris and I, both of us in our tight tops that barely contained our tits, and our short skirts that rode up high and showed off our toned legs.

It was nearing closing time, and I was feeling good. The hours of serving and flirting, along with the occasional groping, had me energized. With this particular table, there were too many of them for just me to serve, so Paris was pitching in. Although I wasn’t sure which of us was causing them to pitch their tents.

“We just want to make sure you have a good time here at Stacked and Racked,” I cooed as I sat in one of the men’s laps, giggling as I felt his erection beneath me. It was hard to tell who was enjoying the contact more. Him, or me. I was definitely wet and turned on by being surrounded by all these men who were having trouble keeping their hands off of me.

“That’s why we love coming here,” one of the other men said, looking around and seeing the other girls interacting with their tables in the same way Paris and I were. “Hot girls and alcohol. It’s a winning combination.”

“Exactly,” Paris chimed in as she bent down to serve another round of drinks, her tits straining against the pink fabric of her uniform. “You can’t go wrong with that.”

I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair, letting it cascade down my back as I giggled. I loved the feel of my blonde locks, and the way they bounced around. Every inch of me was designed for sex appeal. My hair, my heavily made up face, my legs, my tight waist, but most of all, my tits, which were now threatening to be as big as Paris and the other girls.

“Damn,” the man whose lap I was sitting in groaned. I felt his cock throb beneath my ass and he gripped me around the waist, holding me tight. “You know how to treat a guy right, don’t you?”

“Mmm hmm,” I purred, turning and giving him a sexy wink. “I sure do.”

“I bet you’d love to have this whole table of dudes all over you,” he said, leaning forward, his breath hot on my neck. He whispered in a low voice, so the rest couldn’t hear him.

My pussy throbbed at his words and I had to suppress a moan. His words were having an effect on me, making my already wet pussy even wetter. “Is that a real offer? You can’t go and tease a girl like that.”

I knew I was taking it too far. There was no rule about fucking customers. I’d done it before with Kirk, who had turned into a sort of fuck buddy of mine, but I also knew that amping up the sexual tension could have the opposite effect, shutting down some customers. And I knew this was a man who wanted to look good in front of his friends, but who would wilt under real pressure.

“Um,” he said, his voice almost cracking, the confidence in his voice gone. I turned and smiled up at him, running my finger along the curve of his jaw.

“You boys are sweet,” I said, winking at the table of men. I stood up, letting my tits bounce a little as I adjusted my clothing. “But I’m afraid I have to get going now. My shift is over, but Paris here will take good care of you.”

“No problem, babe,” the man in whose lap I had been sitting said, watching me leave with a hungry stare. He liked looking. He even liked touching. But he didn’t have what it took to actually bag a girl like me. At least that was how I perceived him in that moment. There was something about my transformation that gave me the confidence to assess men in that way.

“I got this, Brandi,” Paris said, giving me a knowing wink.

“Enjoy your night, guys,” I said. I blew them a kiss and turned to leave.

I made a beeline for the locker room. It had been a busy day, but nothing too crazy. The work had become normal for me, and the more I did, the better I became at it. But my body was aching. My breasts ached from being contained in the tight uniform and I needed to breathe.

I opened my locker and immediately reached for my phone, eager to see what notifications were waiting for me. Ever since that first night of clubbing with the other girls, my phone had become a hub of activity, of gossip and the sharing of our nightly conquests, as well as notifications related to some of the selfies I had started posting on social media. Those got a lot of attention, especially with the way I now dressed and generally looked.

I carefully typed in my passcode, still struggling with the length of my new nails. Paris had suggested them one day while we were hanging out. I had never considered wearing fake nails, but I had to admit they looked good. The pink matched my uniform top perfectly.

I had a new email. From Professor Jones. My PhD advisor. He wanted to meet to discuss a course that I would be teaching in the fall. I had completely forgotten about that expectation. I didn’t just attend classes, but I taught undergrads as well. It was almost jarring to read the email. I had spent so much time enjoying my new life as a Stacked and Racked waitress that it was easy to forget my real life.

I carefully typed out a response, making sure not to let my nails cause any misspellings or other errors. I also had to keep the text-speak out. All the girls used it in our group chat and I had followed along, not wanting to appear out of place among them. I was pretty sure I was the only one of us with a college degree, let alone having taken graduate classes.

“Okay, time to go be Brenda again,” I murmured to myself, as I changed into street clothes. Not that my street clothes were any less revealing than my work uniform. Actually, since the Stacked and Racked uniform didn’t include visible cleavage, my street clothes were even more revealing. My yellow halter top did little to cover the big tits that I was still getting used to. And my shorts might have been even shorter than my uniform skirt, with my ass cheeks almost hanging out of the back. There was a lot of skin on display as I stepped back out into the hallway.

“You’re not going home already, are you, Brandi?” Steve called from his office. “I was hoping you’d be available to watch another training video. Just to keep your skills up to date. You know how it is. This industry is always changing.”

“Oh, yeah, totally, sir,” I said, not thinking twice. I needed to impress Steve. He gave me all the best shifts and the best tables. He knew what I could handle and he was looking out for me.

I stepped into his office and took a seat in the same chair where I always sat, waiting for the movie to begin playing on the computer. It was weird, but I could never actually remember what happened in the training videos Steve had me watch. Not that I cared. The job was fun and easy. And I got paid for the time spent watching them. It was just so easy to let my mind go blank and forget about it. Steve was happy and I was happy. It was a win-win.
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Professor Jones taught archeology and had been my advisor since I was first accepted into the PhD program. He also looked nothing like Harrison Ford, despite the similarity in name and profession of Ford’s classic character. No, this Jones was short and fat, balding and near sighted. He had put in his time, suffering through summer digs in the heat and humidity, but the field had never been his strong suit. He was a teacher at heart, and preferred the safety of his classroom.

And he was the one I had to face as my first foray back to academia. Walking through the hallway toward his office, my heels clicked on the tile floor. I had decided to drop by as soon as I had finished watching the last training video for Steve.

Professor Jones’ office door was open, so I stepped inside, my tits leading the way, knocking on the doorframe as I entered. He looked up at me, his glasses perched on the end of his nose.

The man looked at me for a moment, trying to place me. Then, after a long enough period that it had become almost awkward, his face lit up with recognition. “Brenda?” he asked, a bit of disbelief coloring the tone of his voice.

“Hi, Professor Jones,” I said cheerfully. I couldn’t help but giggle at his use of my real name. It was even weird to hear it spoken. I had been Brandi since the start of summer, and I had become used to it. “You said you have some materials for me?”

“Ah, yes,” he replied, turning in his chair to a filing cabinet behind his desk. He shuffled through some folders before finding what he was looking for. “I, um, wow, you must have been out at the lake or something. I almost didn’t recognize you.”

“Thank you,” I chirped happily, taking the compliment. That was how I interpreted all the comments on my new look. They were compliments, no matter how they were intended. And I couldn’t argue that the professor almost hadn’t recognized me. Then again, there were a lot of guys who had trouble looking me in the eye now. My tits tended to draw their gaze instead.

And while I loved the attention my tits got me, I didn’t want them to just stare at my tits. I loved showing off my taut midriff and both my legs and ass were looking pretty damn good, too. Then again, as a proper Stacked and Racked girl, I wanted to be the total package. Still, there was something about being appreciated for your face and your body as a whole, and not just having men drooling over your boobs.

“Oh, here we go,” he said, pulling out a textbook and a stack of papers that looked like a syllabus. “This is for the class. You’ll be teaching the intro class this year. It’s all planned out, but you’ll want to refamiliarize yourself with the material and make your own changes. It’s important to bring your own flair…”

Professor Jones got caught up staring at my cleavage, his words trailing off. I could tell he was imagining what kind of flair I’d be bringing to the class. Sexual flair. Naughty flair. My lips were parted and I felt a flush in my cheeks. I could feel my nipples hardening under the light fabric of my halter top.

“Um, well, you know how to teach,” he stammered, tearing his eyes away from my chest and back to my face. But even then, I could tell he felt the pull to look back down again. “You’ll do great.”

“Thank you, sir,” I purred, stepping forward to take the book and papers from him. “I really appreciate everything you do for me.”

I was standing too close. I knew it, and so did he. My long-nailed fingers brushed against his hands as I took the book and papers from him. I felt nothing for Professor Jones, except that I knew he had a cock. But my training for work, all of that flirting, had become second nature for me. I couldn’t stop myself from amping up the sexual tension with just about every man I came into contact with. It was who I had become.

“Uh, sure,” Professor Jones mumbled, his eyes once again looking at the deep valley between my breasts. He couldn’t help it. And when his eyes were locked on my chest, he could see that my nipples were hard and pressing against the fabric.

I never had gotten around to buying new bras. Even though my breasts were massively bigger, they remained high on my chest, with little pull from gravity. I assumed most men assumed my tits were fake, but they were all natural, the result of the Stacked and Racked transformation. I didn’t understand it, but I wasn’t complaining either. And I hadn’t met a man yet who saw it as anything other than a positive.

“I’ll talk to you soon, Professor,” I said cheerfully, turning on my heel and leaving him with his thoughts. I pushed out my big round butt as I left his office, showing off just a bit more of my body for him. I didn’t know why I did it. My flirting behavior was just as natural as my tits. My desire to show off was real. I just couldn’t help myself sometimes. There was no denying that it was fun to tease and show off. Not at that point would I worry about being a good girl or a slut.

As I stepped out of Professor Jones’ office, I held the textbook across my body, just below my tits. But I stepped funny and the book pushed my boobs up, nearly causing one or both of them to pop out of their skimpy prison. “Whoops,” I said with a giggle, even though I was the only person in the hallway. I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of what Professor Jones would have done if he had seen that. It would have made his day. Probably his summer.

However, as much as I wanted to continue playing the role of Stacked and Racked sexpot, I knew I needed to go home and get serious, at least for a while. I needed to be prepared to be a teacher in a few short weeks.
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As soon as I got home, I sat down on the couch and started reading through the papers Professor Jones had given me. I didn’t think it would take that long, but the more I read, the more I realized how difficult it was. The words were long and unfamiliar. They were words that I had read before, but now they might as well have been in a foreign language.

“Come on, Brandi,” I said, trying to motivate myself. “This isn’t hard. You know this stuff.”

But my brain wasn’t having it. I couldn’t make heads or tails of the document, even though I had seen the same syllabus used in previous semesters.

“Okay, I’ll try the book,” I said to myself as I turned my attention to the textbook I would be teaching from in a few weeks. But just flipping through the pages, I was assaulted by the same feeling of confusion and disassociation that I was having with the syllabus. It was like the words and ideas were there, but out of reach. “Okay, what the fuck is wrong with me?”

But it was worse than that. It wasn’t just that I felt a supreme confusion about what should have been second nature to me. It was the way I felt when I tried to focus. Just looking at the wall of text was enough to make my head hurt. My temples throbbed and I could feel a headache coming on.

I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. My brain had always been the most important tool in my toolbox, but now, when faced with a simple academic syllabus and a college textbook, I was completely lost. I had never felt like this before.

Concern, worry, and anxiety began to creep in. Was I losing my mind? Or was it something even worse, like brain damage or early onset dementia?

The sound of the doorbell broke through my worries and I looked up. “Paris?” I wondered as I placed the textbook on the back of the couch next to the papers. She was usually the only one who would show up at my apartment unannounced.

I stood and walked over to the door, taking a moment to straighten my outfit before opening the door. I had to look good.

And sure enough, there in the hallway stood Paris. Her big tits were squeezed into a tight, strapless top and her ass looked amazing in a tight skirt. She was dolled up to the nines in full makeup and she looked amazing. “Hey girl,” Paris said with a bright smile. “You ready to go out?”

“Um, well,” I stammered, not sure how to respond. The idea of going out and letting off some steam with a night of drinking, dancing, and flirting sounded good to me, but I also knew that I had work to do for the coming semester. “I really should stay in and get some work done. I have to be prepared to teach a class in the fall. It’s a lot of work.”

“Whatever, Brandi,” Paris said, pushing past me and into the apartment. “You already work so hard at the restaurant. I don’t know, like, why you’d worry about school stuff right now. Not when there’s a party to go to.”

As Paris reached the couch, she suddenly stumbled and flopped onto the couch. Her tits popped out of her top and she sent everything crashing. She had practically cleared off my coffee table and there was a thumping sound from the wall.

“Oopsie,” Paris giggled.

“Looks like you’ve gotten a head start on that party,” I said, eyeing my friend with an amused look.

“Yeah, Crystal and I were at her place, like, getting ready for the night,” Paris said as she worked at pulling her top up over her bare breasts, tucking those two big orbs of flesh back out of view. Crystal was another of the Stacked and Racked girls. And she was even more of a bimbo than Paris.

I bent down and started picking up what Paris had knocked off the coffee table, collecting the remote controls and the magazines I had collected, wanting to better understand fashion and style. I had always looked down on fashion magazines, especially the ones who catered toward the sexy looks that I found myself favoring, but I was now appreciative of the ideas they had. Ideas I had since been able to use to expand my wardrobe and to develop my new style.

“You should be, like, totally coming out with us,” Paris said, ignoring my attempts at tidying up. “You’ll totally have a blast.”

“I don’t know,” I said hesitantly. I was still worrying about the work I should be doing. I had to get my mind wrapped around that textbook and syllabus. I couldn’t let Professor Jones down.

“Don’t worry, Brandi,” Paris said, standing up and putting her hands on my shoulders, holding me in place. She looked into my eyes. “You think, like, way too much sometimes. Come out with me. We’ll have a blast. We’ll dance and have fun and maybe even meet some hot guys. You know you want to. Let your hair down and just relax. That’s what summer is all about.”

I shook my head, trying to fight it, but it was hard. Paris was making a lot of sense. Why should I sit around worrying about things that were weeks away, when I could be having fun now? And it wasn’t like those papers and the textbook made any sense. I needed to relax and I’d come back to it later. That was the obvious solution.

“You’re right,” I said, smiling as the worries left me, replaced by a sense of excitement. My pussy tingled in anticipation. I would go out and party and have a blast. I would dance my butt off and make out with hot guys and have a good time. I would look super sexy and have all of the guys there staring at me. And maybe the girls, too.

“I’m, like, always right,” Paris said with confidence. “Now come on, let’s get you ready.”

Paris grabbed my hand and pulled me toward my bedroom, unwilling to let me pick out a clubbing outfit on my own. Then again, I wouldn’t be anywhere without her. She had opened my eyes to so much already and I knew I could never say no to her help. I would just have to worry about my class materials later.
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If life had been a blur before, now it was a whirlwind. Every day was a rush, getting up, going to work, then clubbing every night or meeting up with men for fun. Work left me so turned on, sometimes I couldn’t help myself. The sex was amazing, hooking up with guys from clubs and bars. I couldn’t get enough.

It wasn’t just the sex, though. I felt like a new person. I was happy. No worries. No complex decisions. Nothing. I knew how to have a good time, and I knew what men wanted. And I loved giving it to them.

Before, I never would have dreamed of being this type of girl. I had always thought that women who dressed sexy, or acted sexy, were bad. But now I knew better. And when I had a body like this, it would be a shame not to use it to its full potential. I didn’t know why I’d ever been different. Now, all those memories felt like they were from a past life. They were a little bit fuzzy and they felt like someone else lived them.

And to be honest, it was easy to forget that I had impending responsibilities. It was easy to forget that this was just a summer job, a summer fling with a different kind of life. Time seemed to fly by. The days blurred together. Nothing seemed to matter. I was happy and that was what mattered.

However, even though I had been doing a good job forgetting about the other aspects of my life, the real world came crashing back to me in a hurry, in the form of a letter from the dean’s office. It didn’t give me many specifics, but it said I needed to report to the dean at a specific time. That was it. And I knew the situation. was serious, because it said my future depended on the outcome of the meeting.

I arranged to get the afternoon off at Stacked and Racked so I could attend the meeting. And I made sure to doll myself up in my hottest outfit, wearing clothes that would make Paris proud. My big tits were practically spilling out of my top, and my skirt left nothing to the imagination. My belly-button piercing was on full display, along with the full length of my legs. And as I was wearing my tallest pair of heels, my legs and ass looked spectacular, rivaling just how good my tits looked.

But it wasn’t just the clothes that mattered. It was my hair and makeup. I spent extra time on them, making sure I had the look down pat. I was ready to knock ‘em dead. Even though I was nervous, I tried to focus on being confident. This was something I had learned from the other girls. If you had a great body, and you dressed the part, there wasn’t anything to fear. The world was your oyster, and you just had to pick what you wanted from the sea.

I arrived at the dean’s office right on time. This was one moment when being fashionably late was bad. I could do that for parties, but not for work or meeting with the dean of students.

The dean’s secretary rolled her eyes when she saw me sashay into the outer office. I could already tell what kind of woman she was from her reaction. She was jealous that she couldn’t look this good. But still, I had to talk to her.

“I’m Brandi,” I started to say, forgetting that wasn’t my real name. “I mean, I’m Brenda Grant. I believe the dean is expecting me.”

“Yes, he is, Ms. Grant,” the woman said, giving me an obvious up-and-down look of disapproval, her eyes narrowing as she seemed to stop on my tits, which looked ready to burst out of my top. “You can head inside.”

I smiled and then did as she said. I pulled my shoulders back just before walking through the open doorway, letting my big tits lead the way. They weren’t just big, they projected off my chest, making sure they were the first things anyone saw when they looked at me. There was no hiding them, even if I had wanted to. And I didn’t want to. I wanted my girls to be front and center.

I expected to see the dean behind his desk when I walked into his office, but I had not expected Professor Jones to be standing at the dean’s shoulder. Both men looked up at the door as it opened. I smiled at them as I entered, trying to keep my cool even though I could feel my cheeks burning hot.

“Brenda Grant?” the dean asked, even though he obviously knew who I was. “Come on in.”

The dean was a handsome older man, and he was dressed to the nines. He had salt and pepper hair, the perfect kind of gray that looked so sexy. Even though his suit concealed most of his body, I could tell he kept himself in shape, and it was obvious that he was appraising my body. He was a stark contrast to Professor Jones. They were opposites of each other in almost every way.

I sat down in front of the dean’s desk, making sure to cross my legs. While the dean was smart enough to look me in the eye, I noticed how Professor’s Jones’ gaze dropped to the area between my legs, obviously wanting to see if I was wearing panties or not. I wasn’t, and even though I spread my legs for a moment, letting him get a good look at my bald pussy, he was left disappointed. Not that it stopped him from staring at me.

“You know why you’re here?” the dean asked, drawing my attention to him again.

“No, sir,” I said innocently. “I was just told that I needed to come by. That it was something important.”

The dean shook his head and picked up a manila folder off his desk, opening it and beginning to read. “Ms. Grant, I’ve been told that you are one of the brightest members of our PhD program. But you have allowed a serious lapse of judgment to take place. The new school year has begun and you have both not shown up to any of your classes, but you have left Professor Jones here responsible for covering the intro course that you’re supposed to be teaching.”

My lips parted as I took in the dean’s words. The school year had started already? I had no idea. How had that happened? I had completely missed the start of the new semester. And I hadn’t done anything about the class I was supposed to teach. I hadn’t even looked at the syllabus or the textbook since the day I had brought them home. I couldn’t even remember where I had put them. I hadn’t seen them at all since that day.

“O-M-G,” I said, using the text speak from the group chat with the other Stacked and Racked girls. “I’m, like, totally sorry. I, like, forgot and stuff.”

The two men exchanged a look. It was not a good look. But it was worse from Professor Jones. His face turned a blotchy red and his cheeks puffed out.

“You’ve ruined my semester,” Professor Jones nearly yelled. His voice would easily carry into the outer office. “I have a full plate as it is, and now I have to cover this class. I’m going to need a TA to do my research, and it’s all your fault. You stupid bimbo. You’re a disgrace to our department. I guess all it takes is some silicone in your tits and you forget how to be a responsible adult. Instead, you’re just another dumb blonde slut. You and your kind disgust me. I’m glad you won’t be in my program anymore.”

The dean seemed far more collected and professional in his reaction, even as he watched Professor Jones have his moment. He was merely irritated and amused. Not that he said anything in my defense, even though every word the professor was spewing at me was unfair.

“Professor Jones, I want to thank you for your input, but it will ultimately be my responsibility to handle this situation with Ms. Grant. And as you said, you have a full schedule. Might I recommend that you go back to your office and cool off before your next class?”

“But…” Professor Jones began, before the dean held up his hand, silencing him. “Fine,” the professor added before he stomped from the room, slamming the office door behind him.

I winced at the loud noise, but otherwise maintained my composure. It was clear to me that I had screwed up. But as much as I felt bad about it, I realized right then that I had no interest in sitting in a stuffy classroom anymore. I had no interest in teaching college undergraduates about anything other than how to look sexy and why getting fucked should be the highlight of their day.

“Now, Brenda,” the dean said.

This time, I smiled. “Please, sir, call me Brandi.”

“Brandi, I’m afraid this situation is very serious. Not only has the reputation of the department, but the whole university been damaged by your actions. And unfortunately, we don’t have a lot of options here. Professor Jones will not accept you back into the PhD program. In all honesty, this is an offense that normally leads to expulsion, with a note going on your transcript that might limit your academic opportunities in the future.”

“But…” I started to protest. This was not the way I had wanted to leave the university. This was not the plan at all. I didn’t want to be known for not finishing my PhD. That wasn’t me. That was the opposite of the woman I had once been.

“However,” the dean said, raising his voice to cut off my interruption. “There is a way that we can both benefit from this. We both have reputations to protect, and that’s what matters most at the end of the day. If I were to expel you, you would likely find it impossible to ever attend another university again. It would be a black mark on your record. But if you are willing to do something for me, I can let you withdraw instead, without any note on your record. Withdrawing would also allow you to retrieve your last tuition payment from the accounting office. You can continue what must be a spectacularly hedonistic lifestyle you seem to have adopted until you get it out of your system and then apply to another university in the future. How does that sound?”

I didn’t really understand any of the details. They were too complicated. Even the words seemed to be beyond me. Hedonistic? It sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place its meaning. I had known what it meant once, but now, it was like trying to remember an old dream. You could remember parts, but not all of it. For some reason, I trusted that the dean knew what he was talking about. He was the dean of students, after all. He better know.

“Yes, that does sound good. Even though I had no intention of going back to school anymore, preferring my new life, it made sense to keep my options open, just in case I ever wanted to be serious again. “So what would I have to do?”

The dean stood up and walked around to the front of his desk, leaning against it, facing me. His eyes were focused on me and it was clear what he was thinking. My tits, ass, and legs were all front and center, and he wasn’t the type to turn down an offer like this.

He didn’t even need to say anything before I dropped to my knees in front of him, my fingers reaching up to his belt, deftly unbuckling it before unzipping his pants. I had done this so many times, it was like I had been born to suck cock. To make men feel good. It was fun and sexy, and it would take care of the problem at the same time.

As soon as I had freed his erection, I wrapped my plump lips around the head, licking and sucking as I took him deeper into my mouth, stroking him with one hand while the other fondled his balls.

The dean grunted in appreciation at my actions. His hand reached down and stroked the top of my head. “Good girl,” he said, and there was nothing but praise in his voice. “Suck me good. And make sure you swallow every last drop.”

I moaned around his cock in understanding. I knew that sucking cock would be enough, but swallowing his cum would seal the deal. He would never forget me after this. No one did. I had spent all summer practicing. And when I wasn’t sucking real cock, I could be found at home practicing on a dildo. Blowjobs were too important to not stay in practice.

“That’s right,” the dean encouraged me as his hand tightened on my head, holding me as he started to fuck my face with force. “You’re such a good cocksucker. Such a good little slut.”

My head was held in place, unable to do more than just receive his dick down my throat. I was in heaven, letting this man use me. I loved serving men, giving them what their bodies craved. And there was something about the dean, with his fit body, his well-tailored suit, his salt and pepper hair, his commanding attitude, that made him so attractive in a mature way. I wanted to please him.

“Here it comes,” he grunted as his thrusts started to become erratic, signaling his impending orgasm.

I moaned softly. My lips were wrapped tight around the base of his shaft. My tongue was pressed up against the underside. I was doing everything right. This blowjob was perfect. It had to be. I really didn’t care about whether I was expelled or if I withdrew, but that tuition money could buy lots of new clothes. Sexy new clothes. That was important to me, and I would make sure the dean knew how much I appreciated his offer by swallowing every drop of cum he could give me.

With one final grunt and a thrust, the dean came. He pushed his cock all the way down my throat, choking me, as the first burst of cum shot from his tip. I couldn’t breathe. My eyes watered. But it didn’t matter. What mattered was making sure to take every drop. He came straight down my throat, skipping my mouth entirely, which was a bit of a shame, since I loved the salty taste. But it was a fair tradeoff, because I could tell how much he was enjoying it. And there was a lot of pleasure I got out of it too. I could feel my pussy leaking down my thighs as my arousal grew. The only thing that would be better would be if there was a second cock here, filling up that hole while the dean’s was busy with my mouth.

Finally, after what felt like the longest and most productive orgasm ever, the dean finished. His grip on my hair loosened and I slowly backed off his cock. My lips were wet with saliva, my lipstick surely smeared. I got a brief taste of his cum as his cock popped free from my lips. I was disappointed to not taste more of him, but the load in my belly made me happy.

“You’re quite the slut,” the dean said, looking down at me with an amused expression. “Very impressive.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, licking my lips. I didn’t feel the need to say anything else. We had both gotten what we wanted, and even though this was a goodbye, I knew it would be a good

“I’ll let the accounting office know that you have withdrawn. You can stop there on your way out to receive your refund. I’ll admit, I’m going to be sorry to see you go, but I can’t let you stay after you pissed off Professor Jones. Are you sticking around town or do you plan to leave?”

“Leave?” I asked, the words barely registering with me. “Of course not. Why would I leave? This is, like, my home now. I love it. I have the best friends here. And the job at Stacked and Racked is awesome.”

“Oh, now it all falls into place. You’re a Stacked and Racked girl. I rarely visit, but I might just need to do so more often. You’re quite the tasty treat.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said again, still on the floor, his cock inches from my mouth. It had softened a little, but still remained mostly hard.

“Well, Brandi, you can go retrieve your refund from the accounting office. It’s been an honor working with you, too. resolve this situation. I take it you are satisfied?”

“Oh yes,” I chirped, bouncing up to my feet, causing my big tits to jiggle in my top. “I’m, like, very satisfied.”

“Then off you go. I have some actual work to get done,” he said, ushering me toward the door. As I reached the door and pulled it open, he gave me one final instruction. “And Brandi. Don’t tell anyone about what happened here. Let’s just keep this our little secret. Okay?”

“Okay,” I replied, smiling brightly. “My lips are, like, totally sealed and stuff.”

It was only then that I realized that Professor Jones had called me a bimbo and that he was probably right. I wasn’t the smart PhD student anymore. I was dumb and happy now. I was Brandi. I wasn’t the woman who had been accepted to the doctoral program. I was the busty and bubbly Brandi now. I was the blonde with a body built for sin. That’s what I was meant to be, a bimbo.

And soon I would be a bimbo with cash to spend. I couldn’t wait.


5

[image: ]



Stacked and Racked was rocking. Fall was officially here and that brought college students in to see the hot waitresses. They had heard the rumors and wanted to see if they were true. And of course, the rumors didn’t do justice to the reality.

It was a busy shift, and I was working my ass off, keeping up with table after table, flirting with the men and sometimes the women. It was so much fun. I never wanted to do anything else. My life was so perfect right now. I loved working at the restaurant, and the nights and weekends were just as awesome, going out with the other girls from work, dancing at clubs and meeting men.

There were a couple times when someone asked about my former school and the fact that I was a PhD student. But those people were clearly not worth talking to. They couldn’t understand what I had become. The new me. They would never get it. Brenda was gone. There was only Brandi now. I was a bimbo and damn proud of it. I even made the name change official. Brenda really was no more.

I had finished one of my rounds, dropping off the latest trays of food to a few tables of college guys, all of whom were fawning all over me, watching me walk back toward the kitchen. I was stopped as soon as I walked through the swinging door by Steve. He was smiling broadly.

“Brandi,” he said. “You’re doing a wonderful job. Everyone just loves you. You’ve definitely turned out to be one of our best hires.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said with an excited smile, bouncing on the balls of my feet. My big tits bounced in my flimsy uniform top, jiggling for Steve’s obvious pleasure. “I love working here.”

“I’m glad,” he said. “Which brings me to the question. Would you be interested in getting involved in the Special Services we offer here?”

“What are those?” I asked innocently. I couldn’t remember ever hearing about them, and there was definitely no training on that topic.

“Well, you know that our customers are very special to us, right?”

“Of course. Our customers are the most important part of our business. That’s why we put so much effort into giving them the best service ever.”

“Exactly,” Steve agreed enthusiastically. “And Special Services is the same, except for only the most special customers. These are men who have been identified as needing the extra attention, to really make them feel appreciated.”

“Ooh, I think that’s, like, so cool. How do we identify who these men are?”

“Well, you don’t have to worry your pretty little head about that,” Steve said as he reached up and patted my cheek. “All you need to worry about is putting a smile on those men’s faces. Can you do that?”

I giggled. “I think so, sir.”

“Good, then let me show you to the Special Services suite. We’ve already got your first customer waiting for you there. You’re gonna knock ‘em dead. I just know it. You’ve got exactly what men need.”

“You really think so?” I asked. I knew men found my big boobs attractive, and that my ass was pretty great too, but sometimes it still felt good hearing it from someone else, especially my boss.

“Of course, honey,” Steve said. He took my hand and started to lead me back toward the office. There were other doors that led from the hallway, beyond Steve’s office and the locker room. They had always been closed and I had never bothered to ask what was behind them. I guess I was about to find out.

Steve opened the door to the last room at the end of the hall and ushered me inside. It was a simple room, but with a double bed in the middle, complete with clean bed linens. There were also two chairs and a small table against one wall.

Except it was less the furniture and more the man who stood there that got my attention. He was not young, but he was familiar. I recognized him immediately.

Professor Jones turned to greet me. “Brenda…” he started to say, before Steve cut him off.

“O-M-G,” I squealed. “Are you one of the men who needs, like, extra special attention? I would be totally happy to do that for you. But, like, you should call me Brandi now.”

Professor Jones looked past me to Steve. He seemed a little hesitant about this whole thing. Steve nodded his head in support. Clearly, the professor needed some coaxing, even though I had no idea what he needed to be coaxed into. It just felt right. He needed a reason to relax.

“Well, Professor,” I purred, knowing that to make this man happy, I would have to be very persuasive. He needed to be put at ease. He needed to feel like he could trust me. “Let me say, it’s really good to see you. And don’t you worry. What happens in this room will be, like, our little secret.”

As I spoke, Steve retreated from the room and closed the door, leaving me alone with my former professor. Not that I saw him like that anymore. I had put my old life behind me. Professor Jones might have been a well-respected professor, but here, he was just another customer. A very special customer who needed very special services.

“Okay, then,” Professor Jones said, his face flushing slightly. I could tell he was breathing faster. His chest seemed to be heaving. “What, uh… what did you have in mind?”

“I think you need to get comfortable, sir,” I said, moving closer to the professor. My hands reached out for him, running my long-nailed fingers over his lapels, feeling the soft fabric of his jacket. “What can I do to help you relax?”

“Relax?” the professor repeated.

“Yeah, we can’t have any fun unless you’re totally relaxed.”

I could see a change on his face. The professor was trying to fight against his instincts, but I knew he was losing. And when I saw his eyes dip below my eyes and focus on my big breasts stretching my uniform top to the breaking point, I knew I had him. He wanted me. I could tell. He might not want to, but he couldn’t help himself.

“Why don’t you take off this heavy jacket?” I offered. “Or maybe you’d like me to help you?”

Professor Jones nodded weakly, unable to speak. He was giving up. It made my pussy throb. He was mine now.

I helped the professor out of his sport coat. I carefully placed it on the back of the chair, making sure it wouldn’t wrinkle, before turning my attention to his tie. “You don’t want to be feeling restricted. Let me loosen that tie for you.” My fingers worked deftly at his tie, pulling the knot free, before moving to the top button of his shirt. I could hear his breath catching in his throat. He was excited, and the bulge forming in his pants told me just how much.

“You don’t mind that it’s me you’re servicing?” the professor asked, his words coming out in a pant. I could tell he didn’t want to question things, but he had to know. He had to be certain.

“Of course not, silly,” I said, finishing unbuttoning his shirt. “I’m, like, happy to do it. It’s not every girl who gets to have the full Stacked and Racked experience.”

I pushed his shirt apart, letting it hang open on his torso. I couldn’t help myself. I let my hand reach out and stroke his chest and belly, feeling the hard muscle hidden under the soft layer of fat.

“So what do you say, sir?” I asked with a wicked smile. “Do you want a good time with a sexy young bimbo like me?”

Professor Jones’ face took on a new expression. It was a mix of certainty and lust. His eyes narrowed as he reached out, grabbed hold of me by my waist, and pulled me against his body. Then his mouth met mine, his tongue thrusting between my parted lips. Our tongues dueled for dominance, but I was happy to submit to him. He was older and wiser. He could have me. His big hands squeezed my hips, holding me tightly, but not too tight. It felt good having him hold me. The professor knew how to kiss a girl and make her swoon, even though he had not seemed like that type before.

When he finally released his grip on me, I stumbled back. My head was spinning and I felt like I had just run a marathon. But I knew we were just getting started.

“Such a dominant man,” I cooed. “You were playing hard to get, but you know exactly what you want, don’t you, Professor?”

“That’s right,” the professor agreed. “And I always get what I want.”

“And what do you want?” I kept my voice light, but added an edge of coyness to it.

“Take off your top,” he said, making his desire clear.

“Of course, Professor Jones.” I reached up and pulled the hem of my top, pulling it upward. The fabric lifted, rising higher and higher, revealing the undersides of my tits at first. It was so tight, but eventually they sprung free at last, bouncing in all of their big, round glory. It was then just for show that I pulled the top over my head, shaking out my long, blonde hair as I tossed the top aside. “Is this what you want?”

Professor Jones stood back, his eyes locked on my chest. He nodded his head, licking his lips. His cock swelled inside his pants. “Yes, that’s what I want.” He was practically drooling over me.

“Then go on, Professor. I won’t stop you.”

The professor stepped forward again, one hand rising up in front of him. His palm reached out, and when it made contact with my breast, I had to bite my lip to stifle my moan. His touch sent a tingle through my body. I loved how his strong hand felt against my soft tit. And I was even more excited by the way he squeezed, mashing the meat of my breast between his fingers.

“Mmm, do you like that, sir?” I asked as I bit down hard on my lower lip. His touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“You bet I do,” the professor replied as his other hand moved forward, now fondling both of my tits at the same time. “Your tits are spectacular. Best I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you, Professor,” I purred. “Your hands feel so good. But is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Take off your skirt too. Show me everything. Be completely naked.”

“Of course, sir,” I cooed, stepping back to give myself room to perform. “But only if you get naked too.”

Professor Jones didn’t even respond. He just started pulling his shirt off of his shoulders, tossing it aside before starting to unbutton his pants. As I watched him strip down, I reached behind me, unzipping the short skirt that clung to my ass. With the zipper all the way down, the skirt was left to do nothing but fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my skimpy underwear and high heels.

“Wow,” the professor breathed. I could see the tent in his boxer shorts. His dick was thick and hard, creating a ridge in the fabric, making my mouth water with the promise of what was to come.

My hand reached down, stroking the bare skin over my hip before my fingers dipped underneath the waistband of my panties. “Don’t stop there,” the professor said, and I looked up, into his eyes, seeing the desire in his gaze. “Take them off. Show me your pussy.”

My heart fluttered at the thought of exposing myself to the professor. Not too long ago, I had sat in his class, taking notes, learning, but now I was in a small room, stripping for him, preparing for whatever he wanted to do next.

As my fingers pulled my panties lower, I could feel my arousal sticking to the fabric. There was a thin string of moisture stretching between the crotch of my panties and my pussy lips, only breaking once the fabric was pulled completely away. Soon I was stepping out of my little thong panties and kicking them aside.

“Heels on or off, Professor?” I asked, keeping my hands at my side, letting the older man get a good view of my nude form. I couldn’t help but blush, feeling the redness of my cheeks under his intense gaze.

“Heels on,” Professor Jones said as he stepped out of his boxer shorts. His hard cock sprang free, pointing toward me. I could see the big head of his shaft, a drop of pre-cum already leaking from the tip, a vein bulging from the side of the shaft. What his cock lacked in length it more than made up for in girth. “I want those sexy legs of yours looking good.”

I nodded, smiling at the professor. He knew exactly what he wanted. He knew how to take control and give orders. And I was happy to obey. It felt right. I was a good girl. I loved serving men, and this was no different.

“And now, I think, you should get down on your knees and show this old man why he should value Stacked and Racked girls.”

I didn’t need him to be any more explicit in his instructions. I dropped to my knees in front of him, my mouth nearly level with his cock. I started to reach up with both hands, intending to grab his thick shaft and start stroking him, but he stopped me.

“Just your mouth,” Professor Jones said, reaching forward with his own hand, taking hold of his erection and pointing it toward my face. The tip glistened, calling to me, inviting me to give him pleasure.

With a wordless nod, I leaned forward, letting my tongue slide out from between my lips, licking them before moving toward the professor’s cock. I opened my mouth, extending my tongue further. My eyes looked upward, into the professor’s, holding his gaze as my tongue pressed against the head of his cock. The moment my wet tongue touched his sensitive skin, the professor’s eyes rolled back. He was already overwhelmed.

But that was just me getting started. With one lick, I tasted his pre-cum, his salty flavor coating my tastebuds. I moaned softly, letting the vibrations of my voice echo through the professor’s body. I could tell he was not expecting this kind of treatment. He had never had his cock sucked by a girl like me before. It had never been this good.

“God damn,” the professor said, his eyes closing tight, his head tilting back, as I wrapped my lips around the head of his dick. My tongue continued to work, stroking and teasing his sensitive skin. “You’re so fucking good.”

“Mmm hmm,” I replied with his cock in my mouth. I let the vibrations of my lips work their magic. The professor groaned in appreciation, his cock twitching and his hips bucking, thrusting his dick deeper into my waiting mouth.

I had no gag reflex. I could swallow his entire dick down my throat with ease. And that was exactly what I intended to do. As soon as I took his whole shaft, I worked the muscles of my throat around the thick head, bathing his cock in pleasure. He groaned loudly, his fingers tangling in my hair, pulling at my scalp. It was all I could do to keep from giggling as the professor lost control.

This was the power I wielded as a bimbo. I could make even the most self-controlled man go mad. My big tits, my round ass, my thick lips, they all had a way of driving a man crazy. Even a professor.

With my hands on the professor’s thighs, I started bobbing my head back and forth. My lips clung to his skin, stroking his length, taking his shaft as deep down my throat as it could go. But there was only so much of him for me to take.

“Enough,” he shouted as he pushed me off of his cock.

I rocked back on my heels, taking in a deep breath, letting his cock slip free from between my lips. The professor stepped back, looking at me. I could tell what he was thinking. He had been close. Too close, and he knew it. If I had kept going, he would have popped right there and then, giving me a bellyful of cum. But a man like him wanted more. Much more. A blowjob was easy. He could have tipped well and I would have blown him in the front seat of his car in the parking lot after my shift, or out in the park if he was into exhibitionism. For Professor Jones, the prize was not my mouth, but my pussy, and that was what he intended to have.

“Get on the bed,” the professor said, pointing to the mattress that sat in the center of the room.

“Yes, sir,” I cooed, rising to my feet. My heels clicked against the floor, the sound echoing through the small room as I crossed the short space. As I walked, my big tits bounced and my ass swayed. I knew the professor’s eyes were locked on me, which made the performance all the better. “Do you want me on all fours, or on my back?”

“Your back,” the professor answered immediately, leaving no doubt that he had fantasized about this before. And why wouldn’t he? It was hard to be in a room with a girl like me and not think about what she’d look like naked and on her back, her long legs spread wide.

“Of course, sir,” I replied, crawling onto the bed. I posed myself, making sure he got a view of my bare pussy and my big tits. Even though they were natural, they stuck up off my chest as if they were Lexi’s implants. Not that anyone complained about that. They looked so hot like that. And the way Professor Jones’ eyes seemed almost glued to them, the way he licked his lips, made it clear how much he loved the way they looked. “And what about these legs? How should I position them?”

“On my shoulders,” he replied, approaching the bed.

I lifted my legs, ready for him to take charge. And take charge he did. The professor took hold of my ankles, holding them high as he brought his cock head to my wet and eager opening. He wasted no time, pressing his cock into me, forcing my walls wide apart. His thickness was a surprise, and I moaned in a combination of shock and pleasure as his cock plunged deep into me.

“Oh, Professor,” I moaned as his hips thrust forward, sending his dick even deeper into my pussy. “Fuck me.”

“Of course, little bimbo,” the professor said with a laugh. His hands were still holding my ankles high, keeping me folded up as his cock plunged in and out of my wet folds. “So sexy. So stupid. So slutty. You’re not meant for college. You’re just another dumb bimbo slut selling her body. If you weren’t here, you’d have your own fan site, or you’d be working the street corner. Or maybe both. That’s all you’re good for, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I cried out as his cock slammed in and out of me. The pleasure he was giving me was too much to deny his words, and a part of me knew they were true. This was all I was good at now. I was only good for my body. “I’m just a dumb bimbo slut.”

“You’re not good enough to be in my class, or even at the school,” he growled, his fingers tightening around my ankles.

“No,” I moaned.

“So why don’t you prove it? Prove you’re nothing but a bimbo whore. Scream it for me. Let everyone in this place hear you.”

“I’m just a dumb bimbo!” I screamed, so loud, there was no doubt the whole restaurant would hear me. That was assuming Steve hadn’t spent the money to soundproof the room. But I didn’t care if he hadn’t. I was willing to scream and let the world hear my pleasure. “I’m just a stupid bimbo! I’m just a dumb bimbo slut!”

The professor’s grip on me was tight as his hips pumped back and forth. My pussy was sopping wet and stretched around his thick shaft. I felt so full, but there was still a need for more. The pleasure was overwhelming, and yet I needed more. It was an impossible contradiction, and yet it was true. I was living it.

“Fuck me!” I kept crying out as his thrusts got harder.

But looking up into his face, I could see how the strain was hurting him. He was no young stud. He was an out of shape professor, a man who spent most of his day behind a desk, or standing in front of a class. His body was not meant to fuck like this. Not for very long, anyway.

“God damn, you feel so fucking tight,” Professor Jones said, his face twisted up. His face was beet red and sweat was dripping off his brow. His cock was pounding into my pussy and it was everything I could do not to cum right there and then. “I’m gonna fucking fill you, you stupid bimbo.”

“Oh, fill me, sir,” I moaned. “Fill me with your cum. I wanna feel it inside me.”

That was all it took. The professor gave a deep grunt, his hands tightening around my ankles. His cock was buried deep in my pussy as he came. The feeling of his cock twitching and the cum pouring into me was too much to bear. My pussy clamped down on his spasming shaft, milking him for every drop. I needed to take every last drop of cum he had to give me. I was a good bimbo slut and I was going to make sure the professor was satisfied.

As our bodies shook with pleasure, the professor began to weaken. He released my legs, letting them stretch out on either side of him as he fell forward. His chest pressed against my breasts, mashing them between our bodies. My nipples dug into his hard chest, but I barely noticed, the pleasure of our joined bodies was too much for me. My hands went around the professor, holding him close, letting his cock spurt in me a few more times.

When his weight got too much, I rolled him over, pulling him out of me. He moaned in protest as his cock plopped free from my stretched hole, the tip drooling, empty. As I rolled with him, I ended up straddling him, looking down at his spent form. The professor’s eyes were closed, but he was breathing, even if it was a little fast and shallow. He was exhausted. It was clear to me that he had never fucked like this before. I felt so good to know that I had given him this experience.

After all, he was an important customer. Steve had said so. Professor Jones was one of our most special of customers, and it was the duty of a Stacked and Racked girl to give him the very best service possible. I was just happy that my body could be of use like that.

As I looked down at the older man’s face, I felt a certain pride. This was why I had become a bimbo. I could make men feel good in ways no one else could. I could drive men wild. And the way his thick cock filled me was incredible.

I leaned down, pressing a kiss against his cheek, tasting the salt from his sweat on my lips. My big tits pressed against his chest. His eyes fluttered open and he weakly smiled up at me.

“Thank you,” the professor whispered. “This was wonderful.”

“You’re welcome, sir,” I cooed. “Would you like me to leave so you can get cleaned up?”

“No, no, you stay. I need to go.”

Still panting, Professor Jones got up and quickly pulled on his clothes, stuffing his tie into his jacket pocket before he slipped from the room, leaving me alone in the bed in only my heels.

I had no idea what I was supposed to do next. Did Steve want me to go back out onto the floor and keep serving?

However, before I could move to have the question answered, the door opened and Steve slipped inside.

“Good work, Brandi,” he said, looking over my sexy body. I couldn’t help but pose for him, making sure to put my best side forward. “I was a little worried you weren’t ready yet, but you performed like a pro. You are a pro now.”

“Thank you, sir,” I cooed, beaming with happiness. It was all a bimbo could do. I wanted to please. That was my purpose.

“And now,” Steve said, reaching for his belt. “There’s another customer here, and he needs some extra attention.”

“Who, sir?” I asked, my eyes widening as Steve’s big dick came free from his pants. I shuddered slightly at the sight of him. Steve was such a good looking man and his cock was so big and wonderful. I loved having it in my mouth.

“Me, silly,” Steve said, climbing onto the bed. “I’ve been hard all night watching you girls work. I need to unload, and since you’re the new Special Services girl and Lexi is off today, that means I’m gonna fill up that pussy of yours.”

“Oh, goodie,” I cooed, rolling onto my back, spreading my legs wide, ready for him. “Let me have it, sir. Please?”

“Hush, bimbo,” he said as he dropped down to his knees, his hard cock pointing right at my entrance, already dripping with Professor Jones’ cum.

Steve pressed forward, and in an instant, his thick cock speared into my waiting pussy. My cunt was more than ready for him. I was so horny. Getting fucked, making a man feel good, it was what gave me the most pleasure. It was what put a smile on my face. It was what made me the happiest. And when Steve started fucking me, thrusting his dick in and out, his big shaft stretching my pussy, I couldn’t help but moan with happiness.

“Oh fuck, you’re such a good slut,” Steve growled, pumping his hips back and forth, pounding his cock into me. His pace was rapid. He needed relief, and he knew just how to get it from me.

I arched my back, pushing my body against his. I loved how our bodies felt, grinding together, flesh slapping. It was like sex was meant to be. Me on my back, a real man on top of me, his big dick pounding my pussy, driving me wild. Driving him wild. Sure, Steve had been creepy when I first met him, but the truth was, he needed to be this way if he was going to keep a harem of busty bimbo sluts like me in line.

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” he moaned, fucking me roughly. His big shaft pounded in and out of me, again and again, as his hands took hold of my big tits, squeezing them roughly. I didn’t mind the rough treatment. As long as he didn’t leave any marks, it was okay. But he knew just how to get right to the edge without going too far. And it felt so good. “That’s a good girl. Keep cumming on my cock. Milk it dry, you little slut.”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, shivering with orgasm. “I’ll make you feel real good.”

“That’s right, bitch,” Steve moaned. “You’re just a dumb bimbo whore. My whore. You’re gonna make me so much fucking money.”

“Money from fucking,” I moaned. “So dumb. So sexy. So happy.”

And I was. I was happy. I was happy to be dumb now. I didn’t want to be smart. All those worries and fears about the future were a waste of time. They were so unproductive. They were the opposite of fun, and what was life without fun? Who cared about the future? Who wanted to think about things like that? None of it mattered to me. The only thing that mattered to me was having a good time. Having a good time with my fellow Stacked and Racked girls, having a good time with hot guys who wanted to fuck us, and serving them, both in the restaurant and back here in the Special Services room.

Life was so easy for a bimbo. No brains and all tits and ass. Thinking just got in the way. I was so glad to be a Stacked and Racked girl. I never wanted to be anything else. And as I felt Steve’s thick cock pump into me, filling me with his hot, sticky cum, adding to Professor Jones’ load inside me, I could barely think at all. Life was just one big blur of pleasure, happiness, and sex, and I couldn’t have been happier.

This was where I belonged. This was what I was meant to be. A bimbo. Now and forever.
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