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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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I showed 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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