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Chapter One:
 
“What would you say, JD? An eight?” Chuck asked under his breath, as he eyed the tight bodied, fortysomething woman picking up her mint mocha at the counter.
 
“A six. And I’m being generous,” JD replied.
 
“Oh come on, bro, you’ve been here for four hours and I haven’t seen you be generous to a cougar once,” Chuck said, elbowing JD so hard he nearly spilled the espresso he was making.
 
“That’s your thing, not mine,” said JD. “What’s so great about old chicks?”
 
“Older girls have brains,” said Chuck.
 
“Who needs brains if they’ve got big, perky tits?” JD replied with a wry grin.
 
“So that’s your perfect woman, eh? Bimbo central?” said Chuck with a disapproving tone.
 
“Guilty as charged,” JD replied, his grin growing wider. “Smart chicks are overrated. They’re complicated. They want you to keep up with ‘em. Too much work if you ask me.”
 
“If you say so, man.”
 
“Hey, here comes someone your type now,” said JD, nodding in the direction of the door. An overweight, middle aged, hunched over woman waddled her way towards the counter. Her thin, discolored lips were pursed in a sour looking frown.
 
“Welcome to Starpucks, how can I help you?” Chuck asked, his voice monotonous and empty of enthusiasm.
 
“I’ll have a large, soy cappuccino, no whip, shot of caramel,” said the woman.
 
“You catch that, JD?” Chuck asked.
 
“Yeah,” he said as he got to work. Just then, though, a hot little blonde number made her way inside. JD’s eyes were glued to her breasts - so large in proportion to the rest of her body. Were they fake? If they were, he didn’t care - but how did they feel? If given half a chance, he thought, he’d motor…
 
“JD, ready yet?” Chuck asked, snapping JD out of his stupor.
 
“Uh...yeah,” he said, staring ahead at the drink in front of him. Apparently, he had finished the drink on auto-pilot. “Here you go,” he said, handing it to the middle aged lady, as he saw the young big-breasted gal suddenly turn and leave before she reached the counter. 
 
Another woman passed her as she walked in, this one weighing hundreds of pounds and sporting several strange looking piercings.
 
“What...is...this!? Is this...milk? I asked for soy! You were just distracted checking that woman out, weren't you? There’s no excuse for that!” shouted the middle aged woman in front of him.
 
“Uh...sorry…” JD said with a shrug. “You allergic?”
 
“No, I’m not allergic. Haven’t you read The China Study? Consumption of dairy is highly correlated with all sorts of cancers, hip fractures, autoimmune diseases…” she said, shaking her head with disapproval and causing her mop of wispy, graying hair to flutter a little.
 
“No, I haven’t read that. Did they test milk in America? Maybe in China they let the cows graze too close to the nuclear power plants or something,” JD replied.
 
“You ignoramus” she said, raising her hand and shaking her knob-like fist at him. “I ought to fill out one of those cards about customer satisfaction.”
 
“Woah, woah!” JD said. “Hey, it’s my first day, if you fill out one of those, I’ll get fired. That’s the rule.”
 
“Serves you right. Give you more time to work on your studies,” she said, grabbing the card from the stack on the counter.
 
“I’m not in school, lady,” JD said. “This job is all I got.”
 
“Well, you ought to be in school, instead of in a dead end job like this. Wish such a dearth of erudition, it’s no wonder men in your generation are imbecilic addlepates.”
 
“I don’t know what those words mean,” JD confessed. “Look, I didn’t get good grades in high school,” JD replied. “What am I supposed to do?”
 
“Tell you what, I’m a professor and I’ve got class in a twenty minutes. Sit in on my lecture and see if you learn something. Convince your manager here to let you off the clock early,” she offered.
 
“And if he doesn’t let me go?” he said, glancing at Chuck and hoping for a lifeline.
 
“Then, I’ll drop off this card and you’ll be fired anyway,” she said. “Shall we?”
 
“Alright,” JD said, after letting out a defeated sigh. “Chuck, we cool?”
 
“Sure, I got it covered, bro. Take half of the tip jar before you go, that’s your share.”
 
JD grabbed a handful of dollar bills, a few pennies, and a hard metal object...that turned out to be a steampunk looking ring.
 
“What’s this?” JD asked Chuck.
 
“Don’t know. The last customer dropped something heavy sounding in the tip jar,” Chuck said. “Never had anyone tip me with jewelry before.”
 
“But...uh...how do we split it?”
 
“Don’t worry about it, just take it,” Chuck said. “Now, run along, I don’t want you to be late for class,” he said with a wink.
 
JD put the ring in his pocket, and he followed the professor out of the shop, and down the street to the campus.
 
“I never got your name, misses,” he said.
 
“It’s not ‘Mrs,” she said. “It’s Doctor Bridget Brimlow.” 
 
“Sorry. What do you teach, anyway? Nutrition?” 
 
“No,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Archaeology.”
 
“Whatever,” JD said under his breath dismissively.
 
“I heard that! You better pay attention, young man, if you want to keep your job!”
 
“Ok, ok, I will,” he agreed, and they stepped into the lecture hall.
 
Chapter Two:
 
“Class, what can you tell me about the bronze age?” Dr. Brimlow began. “Nobody?” she asked, after giving the 300 person lecture hall only the briefest of moments to respond. “Well, it is the second age of the so-called three age system…”
 
That was all it took for JD to stop paying attention. He yawned as he gazed around the room absentmindedly. Most of the students looked about as bored as he was. When his eyes reached far corner of the hall, though, his boredom vanished. Sitting near the door was the beautiful, busty woman who had caught his eye on the coffee shop. 
 
It was her huge jugs that had caused him to lose focus and mess up his drink, JD thought to himself. And that in turn had led to him being roped into coming to this class. It was almost as if the fates were pushing them together.
 
JD rose to his feet and crept across the walkway towards the empty seat next to the big-busted beauty.
 
“Hey,” he whispered as she took a seat. “I’m JD.”
 
“That’s nice,” she replied, not returning his gaze.
 
JD sat silently for a moment, squirming in his chair. She wasn’t giving him much to go off of, that was for sure. “Hey, I’m bored. You bored? Wanna get out of here?”
 
“I’d like to pay attention to this lecture. You should try it, you might learn something,” she said. 
 
“Geez, fine,” JD said, and sat silently through the rest of the lecture - though his attention and his eyes were firmly oriented towards his classmate’s impressive chest the rest of the time. When at last the seemingly endless droning had mercifully ended, JD rose to his feet and headed for the door.
 
“JD!” Dr. Brimlow called out. “My desk, now!”
 
“Oh, brother,” JD said with a sigh as he trudged down the stairs, through the sea of onrushing students who were all heading outside. “What is it now?” he asked, when he reached Dr. Brimlow.
 
“What can you tell me about the Bronze Age?” she asked.
 
“I...ugh…” JD said, struggling to remember something, anything. How did she introduce the lecture, again? “It’s the second part of the...solar system?” he said. That didn’t sound quite right to him...
 
“The solar system?” she repeated incredulously.
 
“Yeah!” JD said, mistaking her remarks as confirmation. “The second planet is Mercury, so it must have had a lot of aged bronze. Right?”
 
“Ugh,” she said. “This was a total waste of time. I should have just filled out that card and had you fired. In fact, I think I’ll go back to the coffee shop and do just that. Unless you can think of anything else you learned about the Bronze Age.”
 
“Aww, come on” JD said, squirming nervously. He reached into his pocket, looking for something to keep his hands occupied, and pulled out the ring he had picked up from the tip jar. It looked kind coppery. Maybe it was bronze? 
 
“What about this,” he said, handing it over to her. 
 
“Don’t touch me,” she said, not wanting to take it directly from his hand. “I can’t abide physical contact in public spaces. Germs are everywhere, you know.” 
 
“Fine,” he said placing it on her desk. “Well, was it made in the Bronze Age?”
 
“No, it couldn’t be,” she said, staring at the steampunk, gear design. “It’s too complex to have been built without the aid of modern smelting techniques,” she added, and JD’s heart fell. 
 
“And yet...from the coloration and the pitting to the metal, it certainly looks like it might be. Either this is an astonishing find, or someone put a lot of look into making appear to be the genuine article.”
 
“So, if I let you study it or whatever, you’ll let me off the hook?” JD asked.
 
“It’s so beautiful,” she said, ignoring him. “The marriage of the symbol of modern industry with the metals that birthed human civilization. If it is a work of art, it’s as though it was made just to suit my aesthetic tastes.” Dr. Brimlow placed the ring on her finger, cooing over it for a moment. JD thought about saying something snide regarding her fear of germs, but he held his tongue.
 
“So, I’m gonna bounce, ‘kay?” JD asked, slowly backing away. Even if the ring had some value, it was worth handing it over if it meant she was finally off his case.
 
“Hold it right there. You still haven’t answered for your poor form during my lecture,” she said.
 
“Look, I’m sorry I didn’t pay attention, but archeology just isn’t my strong suit…” 
 
“No, not that. I meant your poor form at flirting, which apparently isn’t your strong suit either,” she said. “Trisha there seemed like she was unimpressed.”
 
“You saw that?” JD said, feeling much more embarrassed than when his ignorance of the contents of her lecture was revealed earlier. 
 
“Girls like Trisha might look cute, but they’re not stupid,” she said. “Not like all those air headed young bimbos these days, who think about sex all the time, and manipulate men with their looks. Point is, you’ve got to up your game mentally if you want college girls to give you the time of day.”
 
“I don’t need any help picking up ladies,” JD replied immediately and defensively. The more he thought about the situation, the more something seemed off. Just a couple of hours ago, hadn’t she been ragging on him for checking out this very same woman? Why would she want to help him with his flirting technique?
 
“Oh, come on. We both know that’s not true. You’re just scared to try learning,” said the professor, her hands on her hips.
 
“I tried learning when I came to your class today. That didn’t seem to work too well,” he shot back.
 
“Well, why not learn some dating techniques in the field? There’s a speed dating event happening at Mickey’s Pub tonight. If you think you’ve got game, you’ll be there. If you’re wrong, maybe you can learn something,” she said, raising her eyebrow.
 
“Alright,” he agreed. “You’re on.” 
 
Chapter Three:
 
JD arrived at Mickey’s pub brimming with swagger. His hair slicked back and his lucky leather jacket on his back, he felt confident that today’s mishap was just a fluke. He’d never had much trouble getting the attention of girls in high school, so why should college be any different?
 
He arrived at the bar a few minutes early, to peruse the lot of girls to choose from and to grab a few beers. Most of them looked pretty good, he decided, even if none of them had the knockers to match Trisha’s.
 
“Hey there,” said an older, chubby looking woman in a green dress.
 
“Uh...hey,” JD replied.
 
“Glad to see you could make it,” she said.
 
“Uh...me, too?” JD asked, feeling confused by the look of recognition in her eyes. “Do I know you?”
 
“I believe you attended my lecture today,” said Dr. Brimlow haughtily. “I guess I clean up pretty good,” she added with pride. 
 
“Yeah, I’d say so.” JD wasn’t sure whether she was wearing amazing makeup or if it was a trick of dim lights, but she looked at least five years younger. 
 
Her eyes looked brighter, the fine lines which marked her cheeks and forehead appeared to have receded somewhat, and her hair looked shinier and more vibrant. Wearing a green skirt and a tight fitting blouse, she seemed thinner, too. Was she wearing a girdle or a corset now, JD wondered?
 
“Alright, everyone, take your seat at your assigned table, and keep chatting until the buzzer rings.”
 
“May fortune favor you,” she said. “Fist bump for good luck?”
 
“Uh...thanks,” JD replied, bumped her hand, and took a seat at his table. The woman across from him was tall and exceedingly slender, with a halter top that seemed to be pushing up only air. 
 
“So, I want to get this out of the way up front, I identify as a Rad-Fem,” she said, her voice full of haughty pride.
 
“A what?” JD asked.
 
“A radical feminist womyn. Spelled with a y in woman,” she said. “There should be no man in ‘woman.”
 
“Well, not until I’ve bought you a couple drinks first,” JD said, guffawing at his own joke.
 
“Let’s just wait for the buzzer, shall we?” she said as her eyes narrowed.
 
~
 
The next few dates weren't much better. JD ran through a series of egghead intellectuals, who were eager to talk about themselves and seem to be offended if he couldn't keep up with them or reply to their social cues in precisely the way they wanted him to. Their faces and their names changed, but their personalities were all the same. JD was grateful when the announcer said we were on our last partner.
 
"Professor Brimlow?" JD asked, as she sat down. "I...I didn't think you were participating."
 
"Yeah, of course," she said. "And don't call me that here, OK? The university tends to frown on dating students."
 
"Yep - but technically, I'm not a student," JD reminded her.
 
"Good one," she said, smiling a little wider. Her teeth looked larger and whiter than JD remembered her this morning. Was she using strips, or maybe a special toothpaste? He had to find out her secret. 
 
"So, any luck on your end?" she asked.
 
"Sadly, no," he replied. "Bunch of stuck up prudes who'd rather talk philosophy than flirt and who wouldn't know a good joke if it bit 'em in the ass."
 
"Haha!" said the professor, as she slapped the table. "How right you are. I guess that's what we get picking a place so close to campus.”
 
"What about you? Any guys catch your eye?" JD asked.
 
"No, nothing for little 'ol me," she said in an almost sing-song voice. In addition to sounding melodic, her voice sounding smoother and warmer than it had earlier in the day. 
 
Had she been drinking, he wondered? She seemed so much more relaxed and easygoing than she had been today. And she seemed more attractive, too - probably by comparison. After so many rejections in a row, her warm and friendly demeanor was incredibly refreshing. 
 
“Thanks for coming here, by the way,” she said, stroking her hair a little. “I know I put you through a lot today.”
 
“Oh, it wasn’t all bad,” he lied. Actually, it had been pretty terrible, but now that she was apologizing, it didn’t quite feel right to admit it.
 
“Nonsense, I nearly got you fired, I dragged you to a lecture that bored you to tears, and then I goaded you into going to this speed-dating thing that clearly wasn’t your cup of tea,” she said.
 
“I was a real bitch, wasn’t I? Tomorrow at the coffee shop, you’ll be yakking your friend’s ear off about what this awful old lady put you through.”
 
“Well, Chuck thinks older women are hot, so I don’t think I’ll put it quite like that if I was talking with him.”
 
“And what about you?” she asked, looking him dead in the eye. “Do you predilections lie with venerable, anile women?”
 
“Uh…” JD hesitated.
 
“Let me rephrase,” said the professor, remembering with whom she was talking. “Do you also  find older women...hot?”
 
“On occasion,” he replied coyly. Was she flirting with me, he thought? It seemed almost too bizarre to be believed, and yet, that seemed the only explanation. 
 
“Let’s make it an occasion, then,” she said, winking at him. “Let’s get out of here.”
 
“Okay,” he found himself saying. She grasped his hand, and they rose to their feet a few seconds before the buzzer rang for the final time. 
 
Chapter Four:
 
What was I thinking, JD thought to himself as he unlocked the door to his apartment. When he first saw this woman, she was ugly, repulsive, and downright rude. Was he really so desperate that he’d sleep with someone like that? JD had mocked Chuck’s taste in women, and it felt downright weird to go for someone that Chuck might like.
 
Still, he couldn’t deny that she’d looked a hell of a lot cuter than she did this morning. He’d call it beer goggles, except he had that much to drink, had he?
 
“Nice place,” she said as JD let her in, even though it wasn’t, really. She was friendlier, too, JD thought. Or maybe she was just really desperate for a lay, so that’s why she was being so nice to him. Thinking of himself as taking pity on her made him felt better than being so desperate for a good fuck that he’d sleep with a grumpy college professor old enough to be his mother.
 
That thought melted away from JD’s mind when he saw her pull her top off. He fully expected to see all the evidence of aging that she couldn’t hide with makeup: sagging skin, age spots, broken veins. 
 
Instead, her chest was firm, her skin was supple and smooth, and her form seemed only 20 or so pounds away from being slender. Only a few specks of discoloration existed, and only the smallest of folds puckered her skin.This woman could be a plus-size model, JD realized.
 
She reached her hands behind her head to undo her hairclip, raising her chest chest even further. Gravity had weighed down her breasts a tad, but not as much as he would have figured for a woman her age. When the hair clip was gone, beautiful, wavy, light brown locks tumbled down over her shoulders. How could he possibly have been so blind that he didn’t see how stunning she was? 
 
“Professor Brimlow, you’re...you’re…” JD stammered.
 
“Please, call me Bridget,” she said. 
 
“You’re beautiful,” he said. 
 
“You’re not so bad yourself, kiddo,” she said, walking closer to him and stroking his cheek. JD closed his eyes and decided to stop trying to understand what was happening. Now wasn’t the time to think about it. Now was the time to enjoy it.
 
JD led her to the bedroom, and with a swift move, Bridget pushed him onto the mattress, and then pounced on top of him. They kissed as her silky hair brushed the sides of his cheeks. He couldn’t tear his clothes off fast enough, and in fact his head was stuck in his T-shirt for an embarrassing moment or two before Bridget helped him pull it off. 
 
She was laughing when his face was free, and JD momentarily worried that it might have killed the mood.
 
Bridget’s hands entering his underwear dissuaded him of that theory pretty quickly. JD struggled to unhook her bra as she pulled his boxers down. JD yelled out “yes!” when he finally undid the clasp, and Bridget leaned forward, mashing her breasts against his chest as she grinded her crotch against his. 
 
How big were these breasts, JD wondered? At least a C cup, he thought as he gave them a good squeeze. He nibbled on the nape of her neck as they ground together. 
 
“Feels...so good,” she said breathlessly. “My whole head...tingling…”
 
JD reached down and pulled down her panties, and then they slid together. In his state of semi-drunkenness, he didn’t last long, but it was long enough for Bridget to cry out in passion, and drag her nails across his back.
 
Chapter Five:
 
JD woke up the next day with a splitting headache. As he sat up, he noticed Bridget’s slumbering body next to him, and the previous night’s memories came flooding back. His mishap during his first day of work. Going to the lecture. Seeing Bridget become more and more beautiful as the night wore on...
 
“What have I done,” JD thought. Now that the beer buzz was gone, he was certain he’d he’d have a gross old lady to kick out of his bed. 
 
“Morning, sweetie,” Bridget said as she rolled over. JD’s eyes bulged. She was younger and more beautiful than ever! Her skin was flawless, her eyes were practically sparkling and her body was lean and slender, though her breasts seemed to have gone up a cup size. She didn’t look a day over 30. 
 
“Last night was amazing, wasn’t it?”
 
“Unbelievable,” JD said with a swallow. What the hell was happening to her?
 
“Got any breakfast? I’m just, ya know, starved.”
 
The cadence of her voice seemed somehow off, JD thought. It was lighter, more casual sounding that he had remembered her before.
 
“I’m not really a breakfast person,” he said at last.
 
“Well, you should be. They say breakfast is the most important meal of the day.”
 
“Who’s they?” JD asked.
 
“Haha! You caught me, I dunno, I’ve just heard that all over,” Bridget replied. That remark certainly seemed out of character for her. She seemed like such a know it all yesterday. 
 
Was she becoming...dumber somehow? Dumber because she was in contact with him, maybe? In JD’s own words, he knew he wasn’t “the brightest tool in the box,” but could that really be contagious?
 
“What kind of conditioner do you have?” Bridget asked. 
 
“My hair is all snarly morning,” she added as she ran her fingers through her hair with disdain. The ring looked different, somehow, too. Instead of a golden bronze, it was a shade of pink. And instead of metal, it almost looked like it was made out of plastic. 
 
That certainly didn’t make sense. How could a plastic ring have snared the interest of an archaeology professor?
 
“Let’s take a shower,” she suggested. “You don’t have to work today, do you?”
 
“No,” he replied. “You?” 
 
“Nah,” she said. “Dr. Applebaum only teaches three days a week.”
 
“Whose Dr. Applebaum?”
 
“The professor I’m the assistant for,” she said. “You were at his lecture yesterday, remember?” 
 
His lecture? His lecture? JD just couldn’t let this go.
 
“I thought you gave that lecture. Right?”
 
“Hey, I’m not that boring,” Bridget replied. “Besides, they aren’t going to let me teach until I finish getting my PhD.”
 
So she wasn’t a doctor anymore, either. With every passing minute, she seemed to be changing more and more into a completely different person. Well, not every passing minute. She was certainly ugly and grumpy even after he didn’t pay attention to her lecture, JD remembered. 
 
Things only changed after that, after...he gave her the ring. The ring which now looked far different than he remembered it. Did that have something to do with it?
 
“Come on, let’s go in the shower,” said Bridget, hopping towards the bathroom and causing her breasts to bounce buoyantly. That was enough to once again derail JD’s train of thought, and he followed her.
 
“You want to go to the Museum of Natural History today?” JD asked. Of course, he certainly didn’t want to spend his day off in a stuffy, boring museum, but he was hoping that feigning interest would make a good impression on Bridget. 
 
“Sounds pretty fun,” she said, as they hopped in the shower and JD turned on the water. JD grabbed a sponge and some soap, washed himself, and then proceeded to rub all over Bridget’s sleek, gorgeous skin. Almost immediately, Bridget turned to face him, and then dropped to her knees.
 
“Want any help cleaning this?” she asked, and then wrapped her mouth around his cock. 
 
“Uh-huh,” he grunted. It certainly wasn’t the best blowjob he’d ever had: her lips felt hard and dry, her tongue barely moved, and very few moments, her molars seems to graze him. But JD certainly wasn’t about to complain.
 
And, before long, he didn’t need to. JD wasn’t sure what Bridget started doing differently ,but soon he felt as though his dick was resting on heavenly pillows, her tongue started swirling around him rapidly, and she opened her jaw wider to allow the tip of him to enter her throat. 
 
JD moaned, running his fingers through her wet hair and patting her forehead with appreciation. She fondled his balls with one hand, and used the soaped up pinky of her other hand to slide into his butt hole.
 
Before long, JD exploded. Bridget didn’t flinch; she only noisily swallowed down his load. When she rose to her feet, JD was stunned - her entire face looked different. 
 
Her lips were larger and far puffier than they’d been earlier this morning, and her eyes seemed bigger and a little further apart. She was smiling, but it was a different smile than what he was used to. Last night, her grin had seemed sneaky and lusty. Now it looked innocent, almost dopey. It was an expression that drove JD wild.
 
“You like?” she asked, her voice sounding more high-pitched and feminine.
 
“Uh, yeah, very much,” JD said. “How’d you get so good at that? No, wait, I’m probably better off not knowing.”
 
“As you wish,” she said with a shrug as they got out of the shower together.
 
“You want to get ready for the museum?” he asked. 
 
“A museum? How lame,” said Bridget. “Let’s go to the beach!”
 
“I love the beach!” JD said. 
 
“Let’s swing by my apartment before they headed to the beach so I can grab my swimming ensemble,” she said. “And some muffins, me super hungry!” she said, rubbing her flat tummy for effect.
 
“Sure,” replied JD. “The beach - gonna be so fun!” Not only was it a million times more entertaining than some stuffy museum, but what better way to show off his new babe than by strutting around with her in a bikini? 
 
How could today get any better?
 
Chapter Six:
 
JD dropped Bridget off in front of her apartment building and waited for her in the car. When she ran back outside, JD saw her in a tiny bikini and pink rimmed sunglasses, a Marilyn Monroe themed purse in one hand, and a plastic box of muffins and a towel in the other.
 
“So that’s your swimming ensemble, huh?” JD asked.
 
“My swimming...wah?” Bridget asked.
 
“Uh...ensemble?” JD repeated, trying to remember the word she’d used earlier. “Am I pronouncing it right?”
 
“Hell if I know. This here is my swim stuff,” she said.
 
“Swim stuff, that’s a lot easier to say,” JD agreed.
 
When they arrived and set up a little towel together on the white sand, JD heard the words he’d been secretly hoping to hear ever since he heard Bridget proposed going to the beach.
 
“Hey, JD, can you do my suntan lotion?”
 
“Uh...yes! Yes I totally can!” JD said as Bridget flopped over on the towel.
 
“Good, lotion’s in my purse,” she said. JD grabbed the bottle and squirted it onto his hands, then rubbed them together with glee. He began slathering her back, and Bridget moaned with appreciation. “Mmm, you’re fantastic...you should be a masseuse instead of a barista,” she said.
 
JD enjoyed the flattery, but stopped when he looked at Bridget’s back. Where he had touched her with the lotion, her skin looked much darker and tanner. Was this one of those instant tanning lotions? 
 
The bottle said regular suntan lotion. Just to test it, JD rubbed a small dab onto his forearm. Nothing changed on his pale skin. Then he rubbed a little more onto her back - and sure enough, her tan spread.
 
JD had another idea. He took a picture on his cell phone of her leg, then rubbed some lotion on it, causing it to grow tanner. He looked back at his phone, and the picture had changed right along with her actual leg, as though she’d always had a tan spot there. Would Bridget be concerned about this? Shouldn’t he say...something?
 
“Why’d you stop the massage?” Bridget asked. “Don’t go too slowly, you’ve got to get my front after this.”
 
She wanted him to do her front next? That enticing possibility made him lose all interest in telling her about the lotion, or even in understanding what was going on. He rubbed the lotion on every area of skin he could reach, including her pert, round bottom, until it looked like she’d received a spray-on tan everywhere.
 
She flipped over, and JD got a chance to start rubbing her everywhere else. Was it his imagination, or had she become even younger and more beautiful since this morning? Perhaps it was just the way she was lying, but her tummy seemed even flatter, almost concave. 
 
Her chest seemed bigger than this morning - a D or an E cup, at least. Whatever was going on, JD certainly wasn’t going to complain about it, he thought as he slathered the suntan around and inside her bikini top. JD made sure to get her face, too. Soon, there was no trace left of her natural skin tone.
 
JD had just finished up the last touches on Bridget’s forehead when she suddenly sat up, smacking her chest right into JD’s face and causing him to stumble backwards and fall flat on his ass in the sand. Damn, he thought - those things were massive! As disorienting as it was, though, he couldn’t deny that he was a little delighted that his girlfriend could literally floor him with her chest.
 
“Hey! Look over there!” she shouted. “Those guys are playing volleyball! Let’s join in!”
 
“Sure,” JD said, pulling himself back up to his feet and running after Bridget, who was headed towards two hunky looking guys setting up a net. JD prided himself on his buff body, but he knew these guys had beach bods that outclassed even his, which made him a little nervous. When he approached the net, he strutted like a peacock, trying to make himself seem taller and more confident, lest either of the guys be tempted to flirt with his woman.
 
“I got to warn you, Bridget, I’m not the best volleyball player…” JD began.
 
“No problem, it’s just a friendly game,” she said. “I’m Bridget, and you two gentleman are…?”
 
“I’m Spencer and this is Clifton.” 
 
Damn, JD thought through gritted teeth - they even had names that sounded classy.
 
“Well, Spence and Cliff, I take no prisoners,” said Bridget, and she served the ball with a powerful spike.
 
JD was impressed; Clifton had to dive to the sand to return the serve. They managed to keep the rally going back and forth a few times, and then Spencer returned it right at Bridget’s head, knocking her down. 
 
“Hey, watch it!” JD shouted as he rushed to her side. Bridget pulled herself up, with JD’s help. He expected her to have a black eye, or smudged makeup. Instead, somehow, she looked better than ever. The faint circles under her eyes were gone, her mascara seemed thicker, and her skin was smoother. 
 
“Not very sportsmanship-like,” Bridget said in a high-pitched, breathy baby voice. “Come on, let me win, pretty please?”
 
She served the ball, but this time, with far less force and precision. Clifton returned the serve but sent it flying right into his side of the net. The next few serves followed a similar pattern, with their opponents only make half hearted attempts to return the ball. 
 
They were indeed letting her win, JD realized. Still, even if the game had become boring and pointless, JD could still entertain himself watching Bridget’s breasts bounce up and down whenever she hit the ball.
 
“Nice game,” Bridget said. “But all that playing made me thirsty,” she said, licking her lips. “I wonder who wants to buy me a pina colada to celebrate my victory?”
 
Both Clifton and Spencer ran off like sprinters towards the bar, while Bridget slowly and sexily strutted her way after them. 
 
“What’s going on?” JD asked, feeling a little defensive. “I mean, I know we haven’t really known each other that long, but I thought that you and I were…”
 
“An item?” Bridget said with a giggle. “What gave you that idea, because we fucked?”
 
JD’s cheeks burned with a mixture of rage and embarrassment. “Well, I don’t know…maybe, yeah…”
 
“You’re cute when you’re angry,” she said, stroking the side of his face. “Don’t worry, JD, I just wanted to use those guys to get free drinks.”
 
“Oh...alright, then,” JD said, though the explanation only made him feel partly better. “You’re just...playing them?”
 
“Of course. Men are so easy to manipulate,” she said.
 
“Wait, what?” JD asked.
 
“I said, messin’ with boys is easy,” she said. JD chafed at hearing that, but he had to admit, she was right. For a woman like Bridget, most men would practically jump off a cliff just to get her attention. JD and Bridget approached the little beachside bar stand, and both Clifton and Spencer had drinks for her.
 
“I’m gonna need to see some ID,” said the bartender, as Bridget approached.
 
“Oh, of course…” she said, pulling out a card from her bikini top and handing it over. JD could see it was poorly laminated and appeared to be handmade.
 
“Brandi Bing, age 39?” asked the barkeep. “Really?” 
 
If only he could have seen her last night, JD thought. Back then, she really did look 39. Now, it was totally understandable why she was being carded. 
 
“Of course,” she said, pressing her arms together and pushing her cleavage towards him. “Who else would I be?” she asked, using that little baby voice again.
 
“Ah, sure, whatever,” he said, with a chuckle, and she took a drink in each hand. She chugged them one after the other, while Spencer and Clifton both leered at her guzzling down the white liquid. JD was sure they were imagining what it would look like if they were swallowing down their come. Well, look all you want, he thought - she only does that with me.
 
“Those were great. I wonder what else I could get you to buy me?” she said, wrapping her arms around their backs as she seductively licked her lips.
 
The sun grew darker as clouds moved in, and the sound of thunder seemed to underline JD’s growing insecurity with the situation.
 
“Bridget, it’s going to rain, let’s get going,” said JD, suddenly feeling a little panicky. 
 
“Bridget? Who is that?” she said. “You seeing another girl, JD?”
 
“Fine, fine, let’s get going...Brandi,” he said.
 
“Sure, whatever,” she said, slinking out of the near embrace by the two muscle men. “Catch you boys later.”
 
“So, Bridget, why do you have a fake ID?” JD asked when they got to the car. 
 
“Who is Bridget?” she said. “My name is Brandi. And I have that ID because I’m not 21 till next month, dummy.” A younger, less sophisticated name for a younger, less sophisticated person, JD thought. 
 
“Okay, Brandi, what do you want to do with the rest of the day?” 
 
“Let’s just cuddle and watch some movies. I heard Monty Python is on streaming.”
 
“Sounds good to me, I love them. What’s your favorite?”
 
“Life of Brian!” said Brandi.
 
“Me too!” said JD. “Let’s watch that.”
 
~
 
A short while later, JD and Brandi were snuggled up together on the couch, hiding from the cold under a fuzzy blanket. JD had a big silver bowl filled with microwaved popcorn balanced on his lap as he turned on the TV and selected Monty Python.
 
“Hey!” Brandi shouted. “You agreed to watch Legally Blonde!”
 
“Wait, what?” JD asked.
 
“Yeah, after you shot down Clueless and White Chicks, we agreed on a compromise,” she said.
 
“Are you serious?” JD asked. “I never would have agreed to see Legally Blonde!”
 
“You totally did,” Brandi said, smacking her lips together disapprovingly. “It’s not my fault, if you, you know, forgot.”
 
“Whatever…” JD said, as he let out a long sigh, and the film began. Every few moments, Brandi would let out a high pitched giggle, often in the absence of a joke or a punchline. When she wasn’t laughing, she was pointing at the screen and slowly saying “Oh...my...God,” or “Wow, she’s sooo blonde!”
 
JD noticed that each time she mentioned the word “blonde,” her hair went a shade lighter. By the end of the film, it was a shade of nearly-white platinum.
 
Still, the film wasn’t entirely without fun for JD. Brandi kept accidentally dropping kernels of popcorn down the vast expanse of her cleavage, which JD was only too happy to retrieve. 
 
“Why’d you stop?” Brandi asked, after he’d picked up all of them.
 
“Uh...you didn’t spill anymore,” JD explained. 
 
Brandi’s face twisted into a mischievous grin, and then she took the bowl and dumped it over her chest.
 
“Oops,” she said coyly. “Guess someone’s going to have to pick them up.”
 
When JD tried to retrieve some of the corn, Brandi guided his hand down further, under her bikini top and towards her nipple. Huge and firm, like a little thumb, it perked up at his touch, and she let out a soft moan of appreciation. JD dove headfirst into her cleavage, eating his way through the popcorn until he could reach her chest with his mouth. 
 
Had she gone up yet another cup size, JD wondered? Those globes looked like they were nearly the size of her head, even larger than Trisha’s impressive knockers. JD motorboated her breasts, rubbing his cheeks against her chest and making a humming sound. 
 
Brandi laughed, then pressed intentionally her huge tits around his ears. An added bonus, he thought - not only was he drowning in the most sexy cleavage he’d ever seen, but he no longer had to listen to Legally Blonde.
 
JD reached his way down her torso, noticing a little belly button ring for the first time ever. Where had it come from, he wondered? Had she always been pierced?
 
“Lower,” she said, in a tone halfway between an barked order and a whispered plea. JD complied, and found her bikini bottom warm and almost sopping with desire. Her pubic hair was gone - that was new. She certainly didn’t have time to shave since this morning…
 
Brandi started to loudly moan as JD’s fingers swirled around faster and faster. He wrapped his mouth around one of her huge nipples and suckled as hard as he could, and she started to come just as the credits began to roll.
 
“Damn, you’re the bestest,” she said. 
 
“I am?” JD asked, brimming with pride.
 
“Yeah. And I’m…” she began. JD wondered what she’d say. Would she call herself the luckiest woman on Earth? That was pushing it but after a beginning like that…
 
“And I’m...the cutest,” she concluded. JD was a little disappointed, but he certainly couldn’t argue with her on that one. She closed her eyes, and drifted off to sleep.
 
Chapter Seven:
 
“So, Brandi, you working today?” JD asked the next morning. He certainly hoped the answer was no. In her present mental state, how could she handle being an assistant professor? 
 
“Let me see, today is Sunday…” she began.
 
“Actually, it’s Wednesday,” JD corrected her. 
 
“Oh! Then, yes, today’s my first day!”
 
“Your first day?” JD asked her. 
 
“But you were working for the school on Monday…” JD said, his voice trailing off. 
 
“That was my last day. Those bastards fired me just because they found out I was tutoring on the side,” she explained.
 
“The school has a ban on tutoring?” he asked.
 
“Yeah, if you’re tutoring blowjobs the students in the class,” she said. “So now I’m going to work with you!”
 
“You’re...what?” 
 
“Yeah, you were nice enough to get me a job with you at Starpucks. Guess you don’t remember, Mr. Forgetful,” she said as she pouted. 
 
“Guess not,” he replied.
 
“Don’t you worry, sometimes I forget things, too. I mean, just like a second ago I forgot today was Thursday. Can you believe that I thought it was Saturday?”
 
“Erm...no, I can’t believe it,” JD said in all honesty. 
 
“I’m hungry, what have you got for breakfast?” she asked, then looked into his fridge and pulled the milk.
 
“I thought you didn’t drink dairy,” said JD, remembering the incident which had nearly cost him his job. 
 
“How else did I get boobs like this without milk?” she asked, then put her mouth on the carton and started guzzling it down.
 
“What about germs, aren’t you worried about them?” JD asked. Was absolutely everything
about her different now, he wondered?
 
“Oh, come on, no such thing as germs,” she said in between gulps. “If you can’t see them, how can you believe in ‘em?”
 
JD felt momentarily stumped. “Well, how do you explain...the Black Plague?” he asked after a moment of reflection. 
 
“That sounds kinda racist, JD,” she said, wagging her finger in his face, and then shoving her chest mere inches from his eyes. Was she kidding? 
 
JD noticed a little dribble of milk running down her cheek and onto her well-nourished breasts and decided he didn’t care. He pressed his face against her breasts and started to lap up the little stream of spilt milk eagerly. 
 
“Oh, my, aren’t we excited,” she said, feeling his erection pressing up against her leg. “I like that.”
 
“You do, huh?” JD asked.
 
“Yeah, let’s take care of that,” she said with a wink.
 
“We to get to our shift in a few minutes…” JD reminded her. 
 
“Fuck that,” she said. “Sex comes first.” she paused for a moment, stroking her chin. “Haha! Get it! Comes first? I made a joke without even meaning to.”
 
“Yeah, I followed you,” JD said.
 
“I’m so clever. You’re so lucky - you get the most beautiful and most witty woman on Earth,” she said, straddling him.
 
“That’s quite a big ego you’ve got there,” JD said in a half-serious tone.
 
“Why not? I’ve got the big tits to match the ego,” she said, grinding them against his chest.
 
“That you do,” JD agreed as he reached towards her groped them. They felt firm, warm, and electrifyingly sexy.
 
Brandi sat down on his lap and hiked down her underwear, mounting him as she ground her breasts over his face. JD could tell that they were significantly larger than they had been yesterday. 
 
The last time he had his face in her bust, it was like rubbing himself against two cantaloupes. Now they were nearly the size of watermelons, and it was a struggle to breath with so much flesh crowding out his face.
 
JD knew that some couples liked to try choking each other during sex to up the intensity of things, but he’d never let things go that far. As Brandi started to ride him, he found the suffocation was indeed providing him with a thrill. 
 
His head tingled and his limbs shook with a mixture of panic and pleasure as his mouth searched in vain for air. He tried as best he could to control his breathing, lest he run out of oxygen too quickly.
 
What little air JD had left in his lungs he let out as he shot his load, surrendering himself two overwhelming urges at once. It was the most powerful, euphoric sensation he’d ever felt in his life, and he nearly blacked out. Then, Brandi leaned back and pulled his head free of her bosom with a smacking sound. JD took in a deep breath with relief, his vision coming back into focus.
 
“Was it good for you?” Brandi asked. JD could only manage a weak nod as he wheezed. 
 
“Good. I’m gonna go get changed.”
 
Brandi put on her uniform and apron, both of which fit very tightly around her hugely endowed chest. Her cup size was so big, he didn’t know what letter they’d be. Then she flitted to the bathroom, where she slathered on a huge amount of foundation, nearly a whole tube of mascara, and a thick coat of pink lipstick. 
 
“I’m ready!” she shouted as she emerged.
 
“Wow,” JD said when he saw the finished product. “You look like you belong on a runway, not working as a barista.”
 
“Of course I do,” said Brandi vainly as she grinned. 
 
“What’s a barista?” she asked a few seconds later.
 
“It’s someone who makes coffee…” JD deadpanned.
 
“Oh, cool! I can’t wait to work next to my loverboy. We can spend the whole day together every day. What would be better than that?”
 
Chapter Eight:
 
“Normally, you’re just supposed to observe on your first day,” Chuck explained. “But we’re really slammed this morning, so now that you’ve got the hang of it, you can try making a few drinks, ok?”
 
“Sure thing! I’m sure with JD’s training, I’ll be the most best I can be!” she said, swaying back and forth with glee. 
 
“Most best,’ huh? I’ll bet. Now, can you go restock the napkins?” Chuck said, rolling his eyes as she walked past him.
 
“Where’d you find this one?” Chuck asked. “Mail order bimbo catalogue?”
 
“No,” JD said in a hushed tone. “Remember that frumpy, fat old lady who chewed me out on Monday? That’s her!”
 
“That’s her daughter, you mean?” Chuck asked.
 
“No, that’s her! I mean, she used to be her,” JD clarified.
 
“I...I don’t understand,” Chuck said, scratching his head.
 
“I don’t understand it myself,” JD admitted. “The only explanation I can come up with is that fate is messing with me.”
 
“Fate?” Chuck asked, 
 
“Yeah. Remember how I told you that my ideal woman was a bimbo? Maybe she came along to prove me…”
 
JD didn’t finish his sentence, as both he and Chuck saw Brandi dumping the napkins into the wrong side of the dispenser, causing them to spill everywhere. She bent over to pick them up from the floor, and the pressure caused one of her collar buttons to fly off, zinging across the room and landing in an open bag of unroasted coffee beans.
 
Without the collar, Brandi’s bent-over chest was almost obscene. Her boobs were so big that she seemed to obscuring her sight, causing her to have a hard time finding all the napkins. A man entering the store found his eyes so glued to her than he inadvertently walked into a table, spilling another patron’s coffee on the floor.
 
“I’ve got it!” Brandi said, rushing forwards with the napkins in her hand. But as she did, she slipped on the wet floor, landing her bubble butt right on the puddle of warm liquid. 
 
“Oops,” she said, before grinding her butt back and forth on the floor to mop up the rest of the spillage.
 
“Brandi! Get back here,” Chuck shouted. “JD! You wipe that up - with a mop.”
 
“Uh, sure,” JD said.
 
“God, I don’t know why the store’s manager even hired her,” said Chuck as he shook his head. 
 
JD had a couple of theories, but thought it best to keep them to himself.
 
“I’m going out for a smoke break,” Chuck said, as soon as JD had returned from mopping up the floor. “Try not to light the place on fire when I’m gone, OK?”
 
JD nodded, and told Brandi to try the register, while he made the drinks.
 
“Hello, welcome to Starfucks, how can I serve you?” Brandi asked. 
 
The customer, a little old lady with a mop of blue hair, stared back at her wide-eyed.
 
“Uh...Brandi…” JD said, tapping her on the shoulder. “That’s not the name of the coffeehouse.”
 
“Oh, did I say ‘Starfucks?” she said sheepishly, letting out a little giggle. “Sorry. Guess that was a Frodo-ian slip.”
 
“Freudian slip,” JD corrected her.
 
“Freudian? Nah, he’s that guy that solves crimes with Watson, right?” Brandi asked. 
 
“Sorry, I guess I just said ‘fuck’ because I’ve got sex on the mind. You know what that’s like, right? I mean, just looking at the biscotti is making me think about shoving it right up…”
 
“Brandi, why don’t I take over register?” JD said quickly, before the situation got any worse. 
 
“Sorry about that, ma’am. What’ll you have?”
 
“A biscotti to go,” said the woman, grabbing the cookie, slapping down a five dollar bill on the counter, and then dashing out of the store faster than he expected a woman of her age to run.
 
The next customer ordered a regular cappuccino - that was certainly doable for Brandi, JD thought. She put the grounds into the machine, which took some doing as her extra-long fake nails made turning the knob in place a little difficult. Finally, she started steaming the milk, while JD moved onto the next customer. 
 
“Oh, my God! JD! Look! LOOK!” Brandi shouted as she grabbed JD’s sleeve.
 
“What is it?” JD asked, fearing she’d unwittingly created some terrible emergency situation with the drink.
 
“Look, look at that girl on TV,” she said, pointing up at the monitor. “I have that same hair clip at home. Isn’t that amazing? It’s like I’m vivaciously famous!”
 
“I think you mean ‘vicariously’ famous,” said Chuck, who had returned from his smoke break. “Although vivacious certainly is an apt description of your demeanor.” 
 
“Wah?” Brandi asked. “Those are some big words.”
 
“Let me know if you understand these: your milk is overflowing.” Chuck said, pointing at the steaming, bubbling container of milk.
 
“Woah!” she said, pulling up the steam wand a little too quickly and causing the extra foam to fly off the end of it.
 
“Hey, JD, what does that look like to you?” she said, leaning down and holding the phallic-shaped wand near her face as she salaciously licked her plump lips.
 
“Heh, yeah,” JD said, chuckling a little. “But just serve the drink, okay?”
 
“OK!” she said, as she finished pouring the milk and then placing the drink on the counter. “Here you go, enjoy!” she said, turning to face the customer. Unfortunately, turning her torso also caused her enormous breasts to turn with her, the ends of which grazed the drink, causing it to topple over on the counter. 
 
“Oopsie-doodle,” she said with embarrassment as the drink spilled everywhere. She giggled as the man leapt back to avoid the drink sloshing onto his shoes.
 
“Watch out, Brandi!” JD shouted. “You’ve got to be careful…”
 
“Yeah, I know, I know. My body’s just too sexy for safety. It’s like these tits are weapons of mass distribution!” she shouted through giggles.
 
“I think you mean mass destruction, not mass distribution” said JD with a sigh.
 
“Although, her problem does indeed stem from how her mass is distributed,” Chuck added, eyeing her unusual bustline on her thin frame. “Those must have cost her a pretty penny.”
 
“No, they didn’t!” said Brandi, turning around to face Chuck. JD had to jump back at little to avoid being smacked by swinging arc of her breasts. 
 
“My girls are all natural! Wanna feel?” she asked, before giving her own chest a squeeze for the sake of example. 
 
“No, I’m good…” Chuck demurred.
 
“Mmm...this feels great. Puts me in the mood for sex. Say, JD, when are we going to take a break?” she asked, fluttering her big eyelashes and pursing her lips.
 
“Well, first you’ve gotta re-make this man’s drink, and clean up the spilled one, and then…” JD began.
 
“Don’t wanna,” she said petulantly. She looked at the businessman whose coffee she’d spilled, who was still staring at them incredulously. 
 
“Mister, will you accept a kiss as an apology instead of a new drink?”
 
“Uh…” the man hesitated, turned on by the display but so shocked he wasn’t sure what to say.
 
“No? A kiss not enough? Then, how about a…” Brandi began, raising her pinky to her lips and then licking it suggestively.
 
“Woah there, Brandi,” Chuck said, as he started remaking the man’s drink. 
 
“You’ve been kind of amusing in your own way, and I’ve enjoyed ribbing JD about you. But you’ve really crossed the line. You’re gone.”
 
“No, I’m right here,” Brandi replied.
 
“I mean you’re fired!” Chuck said. “God damn, you’re stupid.”
 
“No, you’re the stupid one,” Brandi spat. “Instead of wasting my gorgeous beauty behind the counter, you ought to just have me stand outside the door to attract customers, like they with the hot guys at ‘Abercrombie & Bitch.” 
 
“Uh, Brandi…” JD began, “I think it’s called ‘Abercrombie &
Fitch.” 
 
“I don’t think so. They called it ‘Bitch’ because all those bitches can’t wait to get in line to buy overpriced garbage and oogle hot guys,” said Brandi.
 
“I don’t have to listen to another more of this nonsense,” said Chuck. “Get out of my store.”
 
“Fine, if you can’t appreciate me, I’ll go where I’m wanted. Come on, JD,” she said, tugging at his sleeve.
 
“JD, I’ve bent the rules for you already because you seem like a nice guy. But we’re short staffed, we need you here. If you follow her, you’re gone, too. For good.” Chuck said.
 
JD hesitated. He didn’t have another job lined up, and Chuck had been a pretty cool boss. Brandi meanwhile, had become a train wreck, a stupid bimbo who probably couldn’t hold down any job. What future was there with her? 
 
“JD, aren’t you coming?” Brandi said as she batted her enormous eyelashes at him. JD looked at her and his resistance melted. As stupid as she was, he couldn’t deny that she was still his vision of beauty in the flesh, and it was possible whatever was happening to her was his fault. 
 
Whatever problems she was going to deal with, he wanted to be there to help her through them. Right now, all he knew was she needed him, and that was enough.
 
“Yes, I am,” he said, pulling off his uniform and tossing it on the floor. He expected Chuck would shake his head in disgust or perhaps scream a stream of expletives, but instead he just narrowed his eyes and gave him a small, understanding nod.
 
“Oh, that reminds me to take mine off, too. Almost forgot!” said Brandi. She took off her uniform and apron, leaving her in nothing but a bra and panties. 
 
Chuck finished making the cappuccino and pressed it into the businessman’s hands, only to watch it fall to the floor as he stared slack jawed at the nearly-nude Brandi with shocked reverence. 
 
“What kind of job should I get now?” Brandi asked, as they held hands and strutted out of the store together.
 
“What do you want to?” JD asked.
 
“I don’t know. All I really want to do is look gorgeous and show of my sexiness to people,” she cooed. Almost as if on queue, a man with a big camera in one hand and a clipboard in the other approached them.
 
“Hey, sweet thing, why are you walking around in just your underwear?” he asked.
 
“Piss off,” JD said, while he flexed his arms and tried to look menacing. The cameraman seemed unfazed.
 
 “I’m with Coeds Gone Wild, and I’d just love to get a shot of your tits,” said the man.
 
“What’s a coed?” Brandi asked as she started to lift up her bra.
 
“Woah, woah,” JD said, stepping in front of the camera to block the shot. “Brandi, you can’t just flash your tits for the whole world to see.”
 
“Why not? I wanna!” she said, pouting a little.
 
“You heard the lady, now stop blocking my shot! This is going to be gold. People would pay anything to see a set like hers!” said the cameraman.
 
JD thought for a moment, then smiled. He had the solution to all of their problems. It was obvious, really. Why didn’t he think of it before?
 
Epilogue:
 
“Hello, boys and girls, this is Bimbo Babe,” said Brandi, as she seductively licked her ring, which was now a candy pop mounted on pink plastic. “What do you want to see me do?”
 
JD adjusted the camera and glanced at checked the chatroom.
 
“Massage your tits,” said one customer.
 
“Blow job a banana,” said another.
 
“Striptease!!!” typed yet another.
 
“Tell you what, if you each chip in 500 bucks, I’ll do all three,” Brandi offered. The money immediately flooded in, and JD went to the kitchen to grab a banana. Part of him resented sharing his Brandi with the horny guys of the internet like this, but the pay was way better than working at a coffee house. Plus, Brandi got to do what she loved. It was a dream job for her.
 
JD intently watched Brandi slowly gyrate back and forth. She pushed her chest out as she reached behind her back and undid the straps of her halter top, revealing her corset underneath. Next, she pulled off her fishnet leggings, and then her short skirt. So short that it looked almost looked like baggy underwear itself. 
 
Underneath that was a pink little thong, which perfect hugged the contours of her beautiful bubble butt as she wriggled it at the camera. The underwear came off next to reveal her smooth, hairless, skin. 
 
Only on a cam show with Brandi would the underwear be the second to last thing to go. Her audience went crazy to see her boobs, so that’s what she made them wait the longest to see. 
 
Brandi slowly undid each of the little strings holding her corset in place, and when the last one was undone, her enormous breasts practically leapt out towards the camera. 
 
They were two, perfectly bronzed, gravity-defying huge orbs of flesh, without a stretch mark, discolored vein, or other imperfection to be found. They sat high and proud on her chest, her back unbothered by the weight. It was as though her figure had been constructed specifically to show them off.
 
Brandi grasped her breasts, mashing them with her far too small by comparison hands. She traced little circles around her coaster-sized areolas, then hooked her fingers around her nipples. As she pinched, tugged, and twisted the coral pink things, they grew to a size larger than her thumbs. 
 
JD threw her the banana, and Brandi placed it in her cleavage, her flesh easily able to hold it in place. She started fondling her boobs some more as she peeled the skin off of the banana with her teeth and tongue, always maintaining eye contact with the camera. 
 
Her puffy lips smeared lipstick all up and down the shaft, and then she pushed the thing deep into her throat. With a series of well timed gulps, she managed to swallow it down whole, without chewing it once.
 
JD began to touch himself as he watched the spectacle. In a way, he realized, he got to do what he loved, too. What else could he ask for?
 
~~~
THE END
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