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“What do you think of this?”

I held up the … crop top(?) for Chloe to look
at.

She frowned, then raised her eyebrows. “As
what?”

It wasn’t so much a crop top as a uhm, well,
think of a long-sleeved black vest with the center cut out and the
two sides held together with four-inch-wide straps that buckled
together. It was black with gray highlights. The straps were black
with silver buckles right down the center.

“Don’t you think I’d look hot in this?”

“You look hot in almost anything.”

“I mean if I was a bartender.”

I’d applied for a job at a very stylish club
downtown and had an interview the next day.

“Half your boobs would be showing.”

“What’s your point?”

“You’d sure get good tips, but every guy
would be staring at your boobs and hitting on you.”

“I could wear a grey tube top or something
underneath.”

“I don’t know. Seems a little… Road
Warriorish.”

“I’m gonna try it on.”

She shrugged and her blonde hair swished
across her forehead and eyes. She brushed it back with a habitual
gesture and I headed for the changing room.

My father had gotten me a job as a server at
a kitchen in a club when I was sixteen. I’d switched to being a
busboy in the main bar after a year and then graduated to
‘bartender’s assistant’. That meant basically helping out the
bartender during busy periods.

Sometimes I even got to tend bar myself when
he (all the bartenders were guys) was on break, or at one of the
smaller bars upstairs. The club had three of them, after all. I
liked it, and so had taken a course in bartending.

As to where to apply, well, I wanted a place
where the drinks were expensive so the tips would match. And I
wanted a place with a bouncer because I look like I look and most
of the clients are guys. Guys who drink, duh.

In the changing room, I stripped off my
sweater, then hesitated before removing my bra. I slipped my arms
into the tight arms of the sweater-like garment and settled it
across my shoulders. It really was more like a jacket, I thought,
given the toughness of the fabric. Only it was a jacket without
enough fabric to ever close. The whole front of me was exposed
aside from the outer part of each breast!

The first strap came across just below my
neck and pulled the two sides in a little closer. The next strap
was just above my breasts, actually pressing down just a bit along
the top. The third strap went across basically at nipple height,
which was good since it would be further protection from my
movements exposing my little pink buttons.

The fourth strap buckled across my body a
couple of inches below my breasts. The four together held the
fabric tight against my breasts. And the fabric was black, and
thick enough to not show my nipples poking through. Still, even
with the straps pulling the two sides closer together almost half
my breasts were exposed. The inside half. But it was… decent, if
not modest.

I raised my hands high and arched my back,
then dropped them and swung my upper body from side to side to see
how much I jiggled. I was pleased to not see a lot of movement. I’m
no D-cup but my boobs are not small. I thought I looked pretty
sexy! And, of course, since it only came down to about four inches
above my belly button a lot of midriff was showing above the hem of
my low-rise black jeans.

I turned to see my boobs at an angle to be
sure, then turned to the door and eased it open a little. I peeked
out and saw Chloe examining a dress.

“Sssst,” I said.

She turned and her hair swished across her
forehead again. Honestly, the girl needs to use gel or a better
hairspray or just cut her long bangs.

She walked over and I opened the door wider
and posed.

“Have I mentioned that I hate you
before?”

“Many times. What do you think?”

“I hate you even more. You look super sexy.
You need to get some tan, though. Your skin is awfully pale.”

“You want me to sunbath naked on the balcony?
How many people will be watching me?”

“I don’t know. Why care?”

“Because I have enough problems with people
hitting on me on the street without them coming to my door.”

“I like people hitting on me.”

“That’s because you’re a cold-hearted bitch
and love to turn them down. I, on the other hand, am very empathic
and sensitive to their emotional needs.”

“Darling, men are put here on Earth to please
us and for us to crush their hopes with our stiletto heels.”

“Like I said, a cold-hearted blonde
bitch.”

“That’s why you love me. So, are your tits
going to fall out if you move around?”

I shook myself, then kind of bounced up and
down a little. Just as I did a middle-aged man walked by. His eyes
were suddenly captured by all the boobage and his head jerked
around so that he walked into a table full of sweatshirts. He
quickly pushed himself back, red-faced, and moved away.

“I’m sure he’ll give you a great tip when you
get him his brewski,” she said in amusement.

“You don’t think it’s… too much?”

“For a dance club? It’s fine. I don’t know
about this place you’re going to. I’d wear something under it for
the interview and then see what the vibe is like. I wouldn’t wear
it.”

“You couldn’t wear it,” I said dryly.

“True. I don’t have the boobs for something
like that.”

“You make up for it with all that
blondeness.”

Her blonde hair hung halfway down her
back.”

“Guys like to hang onto it when they’re doing
me doggy style.”

“Slut.”

“What’s your point?”

I went back into the dressing room and
removed the top, put my bra back on, and then slipped the sweater
on. I’d no sooner gotten out into the store again when Chloe showed
up with a couple of small gray tops.

“What do you think?” she asked.

We compared the gray to the gray highlights
of the top but neither was right. So we split up and went looking
for others. I recruited the salesgirl who seemed perky and
interested and found a thin corset-style top that was almost an
exact match for the gray. The top was open so nothing showed in the
gap, but it was too long.

“You could cut it and hem it up,” she
suggested.

Too much work. I bought the top, but we went
elsewhere looking for something to wear under it.

“You’d really get the tips if you wore it
with nothing,” Chloe said as we walked down the mall.

“I can’t wear it with nothing to the
interview. He’d think I was a slut.”

“You are a slut.”

“Am not.”

“You want to be.”

“If I wanted to be I could have tons of
guys.”

“Yeah, guys who don’t know what to do with
what’s in their own pants, much less what’s in yours. Let Megan at
your pussy and you’ll never go back to guys.”

“You let Megan at yours and you went back to
guys.”

“I like cock.”

“Slut.”

“What’s your point?”

“I need a guy who can eat pussy like a
lesbian.”

“Good luck with that. If you find one, I’ll
steal him away.”

“You think you could do that?”

“Boobs aren’t everything.”

She swung her head and her hair swished
around.

“You’re gonna walk into a tree one day
because of all that hair.”

My hair, a soft brown, thank you, was parted
in the middle. And I used the proper holding spray to make sure it
curved around my head rather than constantly spilling over my face.
It also wasn’t nearly as long as hers. Though guys had been known
to pull on it – on occasion.

“It gets me attention. Boobs get you
attention.”

“I wouldn’t mind a little less attention most
of the time.”

“That’s why you’re wearing a loose sweater?”
she asked with a smirk.

The sweater was not at all loose.

“It’s form-fitting,” I said defensively.

Guys noticed us as we moved along. Boys of
thirteen noticed us. Men of thirty noticed us. Grandfathers noticed
us. We were both tall, young, slender, and pretty. When I was
younger I figured all girls were cute. By the time I was in
adolescence, I realized there were shades of cute. And when you
added in the body the shades multiplied. Half the girls I knew were
overweight. Guys mostly aren’t as attracted to overweight girls,
even though half the guys I know are overweight too.

Chloe has always been a fitness fanatic. I’ve
always been into sports. Which is one of the reasons my hair has
never been as long as hers. It brushes my shoulders and that’s all
it needs to do. Even that can be hard to take care of at times.

I found a short, gray crop top with thin
shoulder straps that fit almost perfectly in color and length. I
pulled the other thing out of the bag and tried it on top and it
looked great in the mirror.

“You should have a longer top to hide your
ugly belly button,” Chloe said.

“You’re just jealous, bitch.”

“Maybe.”

*

I showed up for the interview with an
attitude. I figured that was what I needed given they might dismiss
me as too young otherwise. I pretended to be cool and calm and
knowing, applied my markup lightly but artfully to make myself seem
a little older and more sophisticated. My hair was brushed to
perfection, and I wore the outfit along with low-riding black cargo
pants.

Did I look like a tough girl? Well, maybe a
little. But if you’re applying for a job as a bartender you
probably shouldn’t look like you’re the sensitive type who’ll get
outraged whenever some half-drunk guy says something impolite or
impolitic.

Wide-eyed innocence was, I was sure, NOT what
they were looking for.

“You’re kind of young,” the manager said
doubtfully.

“That means I can stay on my feet for hours
without a problem,” I said with a small smile.

“Yeah, well there is that. You ever handle
drunken guys before?”

“In what capacity?” I asked with another
smile.

“Uhm, I mean strange drunks at a bar.”

“Sure. A little smiling and coaxing will
persuade most of them better than yelling at them. I find they’re
less likely to get their backs up than if one of the guys tells
them to go home.”

“Depends. Some guys have a problem with women
telling them what to do.”

“Some guys have a problem with anyone telling
them what to do.”

“Yeah, well… yeah, I suppose.”

“I can keep my calm and smooth things out
most of the time. I’m not going to scream and burst into tears if
someone stares at my boobs or makes a rude remark. And I don’t care
about people’s politics or religion. If some guy tells me he’s a
Communist I’m fine. If he tells me he’s a Nazi, I’m also fine.
Don’t care.”

“All good qualities,” he admitted. How are
you at making drinks?”

“Where I was before almost everyone drank
beer or various flavors of pretty ordinary liquor. You know, rum
and coke, or gin and tonic, or vodka and water, or martinis. That
was like ninety-five percent of the customers.”

“Probably about the same here.”

“I’ve done other drinks but you know what,
even if I don’t know it, and there’s very few I don’t know, guys
love to show off their knowledge to pretty girls and will tell me
what to do.”

“Point,” he said with a grin. “How available
are you? No offense but at your age and with your looks you’re
probably dating a lot.”

“I love money. Money comes before dates as
far as I’m concerned. And my father had a thing about punctuality
and reliability. Be where you said you’d be when you said you’d be
there or you better have a damn good excuse. So if I accept a shift
I’ll show up for it or be at a doctor's or something. Well, unless
I have like, the flu or covid or something and you’d rather I not
cough all over your customers.”

“I don’t care about the customers. I’d rather
you not cough all over me. Or the other staff since then I have to
find replacements.”

I shrugged.

“Okay, I think I’ll give you a try, put you
on for a few shifts, and see how you do.”

I felt a surge of excitement but did my best
to hide it.

“You have any preference for what I should
wear?”

“We don’t have a uniform here. Something
sharp, stylish. We have a reputation as a high-end bar. Our clients
mostly come from the very well-paid parts of the financial and tech
industries. So modern and sleek. Nothing too… too…”

“Slutty?”

He grinned. “Depends on how it looks. I mean,
no bikini tops because that just seems crude. No gaping cleavage
because that just looks cheap.

“So, no wearing this but without the crop top
underneath,” I said with a grin.

That let him drop his eyes to my chest and he
said “Uhm… probably… not. I’d have to see how it looked. I don’t
have anything wrong with you looking hot and sexy, honey.
Beautiful, sexy women add to the atmosphere as long as they don’t
look cheap or desperate.”

“I’m neither.”

I wore it with the crop top on my first shift
and got lots of tips. Five days later I wore it without and my tips
doubled.

 



Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


I didn’t like day shifts, to be honest. The
men drank less, were more sober, and gave lower tips. There were
also fewer customers. I’d only been here a month, though, so
couldn’t afford to pass over a shift in case it pissed off Jerry,
the manager. Mostly we got businessmen during the day, and they
usually had a drink or lunch with other businessmen. So, they
didn’t stick around for a long time.

That meant quicker turnover, which was the
upside. But half the bar would be empty, which was the
downside.

I noticed the couple coming in right away.
They were both tall and well-dressed. He was wearing a dark Armani
jacket over a zip-up shirt and white pants with wide cuffs. He wore
them casually, but they fit too perfectly to be anything but
tailored.

The blonde with him was wearing a collared
white dress that buttoned down the front with a belt around the
middle and a long, loose, flowing hem that almost hit her ankles.
She also had a small Gucci purse dangling from a long shoulder
strap and wide sunglasses when she entered, which she quickly
removed.

She took a table while he came up to the bar.
I could see the interest in what he was seeing rising as he
approached. But that was normal with guys. I was wearing a
strapless black corset with a bow tie and metal clips down the
front. Below that I wore low-riding black slacks that were nice and
tight, and that left a couple of inches of bare abdomen
visible.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said in a smooth,
casual, and confident tone. “Could I get a bloody mary and a glass
of red wine?”

He had a sexy Irish accent. I smiled extra
widely at him.

“Sure. The wine is cabernet sauvignon, if
that’s okay.”

“That will do nicely, my dear.”

I smiled and made his bloody mary while he
watched me. I wondered if the blonde was lonely, but that was just
a little show of conceit on my part. I have to admit that being
treated like a lovely object on display by so many men so often
since being hired had kind of puffed up my ego.

The corset was not terribly immodest, but it
didn’t hide my breasts completely, especially since it was
strapless. And I was fairly sure he got a good eyeful when I bent
forward to reach down below the counter and picked up the bottle of
the current ‘house’ wine.

If people wanted to order a bottle we had a
broad selection, of course. If they just wanted a glass or two,
then they’d settle for what we made available. We weren’t going to
open a bunch of different bottles all day long and leave them all
mostly full in the cupboard. After all. They only last a couple of
days before you have to toss them out. So, we’d open one white and
one red and use them up.

Leaning forward in a corset gives the
customers a nice view, naturally, but I didn’t mind. It was tight
against my chest so they couldn’t really see anything too much. And
it helped with tips, which were, so far, great.

I handed him his wine and bloody mary. The
cost of the two drinks together was twenty-nine dollars. He winked
and tapped a fifty percent tip into the machine.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, smiling
demurely.

He winked at me and turned back to join the
blonde at a table.

The two spoke and he turned to look at me,
grinned, then turned back to her. I wondered if they were talking
about me. Well, that wouldn’t be all that unusual either. I’d
provoked jealousy in women before, and given the kinds of things I
wore on this job that happened more often than usual.

I had decided to wear the crop top with the
hollowed-out front and straps on my next evening shift. With
nothing underneath. The buckles allowed the straps to be adjustable
to a degree, which meant I could pull the sides in a little tighter
in case Jerry got antsy.

I’d even contemplated buying and wearing a
short, leather mini!

It surprised me, to be honest, how quickly
I’d adapted to being flirted with, admired, praised, and ogled by
men of various ages while behind the bar. The last place I’d worked
had a different dress code and was an actual club with membership
fees and everything. In other words, it had rules of behavior and
anyone who acted up lost their membership.

This was just a bar where strangers came and
went. So they felt more free to be themselves and felt less need to
guard their tongues.

And needless to say, the dress code for the
staff was more liberal.

There was food available here from the
kitchen. Most people who wanted to eat were in the section of the
bar further away, along the windows. During the day, there were two
servers; Diedre and Ashley. Both were in short, tight, low-cut
black dresses and stiletto heels. The blonde and the Irish guy sat
for about ten minutes in the bar area before getting up and moving
to a booth near the window.

Ashley dropped by and delivered menus and
then breezed away while they studied them. Meanwhile, I became busy
with a middle-aged guy telling me the story of how drag queens were
a danger to the American way of life. I smiled and nodded. A tip
was a tip, after all. And I could care less about drag queens one
way or the other.

*

I left just as things were starting to get
busy. Bah. I threw a sweater on over the corset and caught the bus
out to a less pricey district then trudged up the stairs to the
third-story walkup I rented with Chloe and now Megan.

Yes, that Megan.

At first, it had just been Chloe here. Megan
had moved in a few months later, much to my annoyance, at first.
She and Chloe took the master bedroom and I had the smaller one. I
was somewhat mollified because Meg now paid a third of the bills so
my rent and my share of things like streaming were cut to one-third
from one-half.

Megan, unlike Chloe and me, was an
out-and-out lesbian. Megan now called herself semi-bi. Which, she
said to me meant she was still straight but didn’t mind ‘fooling
around’ with girls at times. With Meg sharing her bed ‘at times’
was probably like ‘all the time’ now except when she was out on a
date with a guy. Which was often.

Megan was short and slim, petite, really,
with collar-length blonde hair dyed a kind of light purplish along
the fringes and bangs and done in a kind of bob. And she made no
secret of wanting me. Chloe didn’t care. It wasn’t like they were
girlfriends in the sense of anything romantic going on. They were
friends with privileges and nothing more. She’d even suggested a
threesome, which I admit had intrigued and tempted me.

At times her flirting and suggestiveness got
annoying. She wasn’t a threat, though, the way a man would be, and
since I’d been working at the bar I’d kind of come to enjoy being
praised and admired anyway. Also, that suggestion by Chloe had
gotten me thinking about giving in and seeing what it was like.

Not that I hadn’t done anything with girls,
of course. I’d done kissing, some fondling and caressing, and I’d
even let Chloe slide her fingers down between my legs for some
petting before pushing her away once.

I wasn’t really sure why I resisted. It was
clearly just a fun and games kind of sex thing with them. Why not
have some fun and games? Maybe it was the thought of licking a
girl’s pussy that was putting me off. Because I’d pretty much have
to do that at some point. And I realize that makes no sense given I
have to actually take a guy’s cock into my mouth and throat, which
is a lot more, uh, intrusive.
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