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The first time I saw the girls at Baxter I
felt a jolt which ran right from my groin, up through my chest. I
felt a tightness in my chest, a churning in my lower belly, and a
soft, persistent thrumming between my legs. There was no way I
could wear that! No way! No mater how much they tipped here!

Baxter was a very expensive restaurant in
upper Manhattan, one I'd never heard of, and certainly never before
sat foot inside. It had been my boyfriend Colin's idea I try for a
job here. He hadn't been in here before, either (obviously!) but
he'd heard from a friend of a friend, a doctor, actually, that they
were hiring servers.

Colin and I were far removed from doctors, as
yet, though, in salary as well as abilities. We were both med
students at NYU. He had a scholarship. I was trying to pay my way.
I had the loan and grant, but they didn't cover everything, which
meant I needed a job. The problem with that was they didn't give
you a lot of free time at NYU medical school, and I didn't have the
skills to command much of a salary.

That meant I needed something which would pay
a lot more than minimum wage, or I simply couldn't earn enough in
the hours I had available. Even a part-time job was going to cut
into my studies!

But wear those outfits!? No way!

I supposed they were.. classy, in a way. I
mean, they weren't the cheap tartan short skirts and bra tops you'd
find in a sports bar. But they covered even less!

There was a black vest with small red trim
which would have looked fine beneath a blazer or suit jacket. But
it was worn without jacket or shirt. The cleavage wasn't too bad,
but there was a lot of side boob on display as I watched the girls
moving around.

A lot! The vests were tight against their
chests, holding everything in place, but it was clear no one was
allowed to wear a bra, and the vests were typical, covering the
shoulder, and going around the ribs, but leaving a wide gap under
the arms.

The skirt... it was black, short, tight, and
didn't quite go all the way around. It started at the front of the
left hip, then circled the hips to the back of the left hip. The
whole side was bare except for a gold chain holding the top
together. And clearly, there was no room for panties either, or I'd
see the strings going across those bare hips.

Add a thick black bow tie around their
throats, and a pair of black fuck-me shoes, and that was what the
girls wore. And they had clearly all been hired for their looks.
Every one of them was beautiful and nicely built. There were no
flat chested girls I could see!

So I immediately realized that coming down
here to interview was a waste of time because there was no way I
could wear something like that in public! Still, the very idea of
wearing that outfit, which, I decided, was kind of classy, in a
way, made me a little giddy, for some reason, and gave me a kind of
aching heat low in my abdomen.

“Bethany Gray?”

I gulped and turned my eyes away from the
girls to a short, busty girl wearing an identical outfit.”

“Uhm yes, but – .”

“Come this way,” she said, turning and
hurrying away.

I bit my lip, then followed, deciding there
would be nothing wrong with doing the interview. I could leave
after and then not return any phone calls.

We walked around the bar and though a door
which said Employees Only, then down a short, narrow corridor,
around a corner, and stopped at a doorway.

“Bethany Gray for an interview, Mister
Diangelo.”

She turned away and nodded me in, and I
reluctantly stepped into the office. It was small, but surprisingly
comfortable, with a patterned blue carpet, a heavy wooden desk, and
bookcases along the wall. The window behind the desk was floor to
ceiling, and looked out on some small bushes hiding the parking
lot.

The man behind the desk stood up and came
around as I entered.

“Do you prefer Bethany or Beth?” he asked,
holding out his hand.

“Ahm, uhm, Beth is fine,” I said.

“Beth. I'm Dean. Have a seat, will you?”

I nodded and gulped again.

Dean was somewhere north of twenty five. He
wore a blue, three piece suit with really nice, shining black shoes
I thought were probably Italian. He had a haircut which parted his
hair at the left, and was probably intended to make him look more
mature, but his hair had spilled downward to give him some bangs
across the top of his forehead, making him look kind of boyish
instead.

His face was soft, almost feminine, in a way,
perfectly shaved, with high cheekbones, a small nose, and perfect
teeth between sensuous, smiling lips. Gay, I thought. He must be
gay.

He sat back on the edge of his desk and
motioned me into the chair in front of him.

“You're a medical student. How much time do
you have for a part-time job?”

“Uh, well, not a lot,” I confessed.

“Which is why you want to work here, for the
tips.”

“Uh, yeah. I mean, yes, sir.”

“We're right on the subway line, easy to get
to. A lot of students like the thought of working here. And they
all have your time problem. Which means for a new girl, weekends
are out, as is Friday night. Stand up.”

I stood up uncertainly.

“You look hot,” he said. “What are your
measurements?”

I opened my mouth to protest indignantly, but
instead, my measurements came out.

“Th-thirty six C, twenty-three, thirty six,”
I gulped, barely refraining from adding something snippy to
that.

“Tattoos?”

I shook my head.

“The reason I'm asking these questions, Beth,
is clearly that we're hiring not merely for competence, which I
presume you have given you've worked several summers as a waitress,
and are smart enough to be a med student, but for looks.”

He stood up and waved his arm towards the
door.

“You've seen the front. Do you have any idea
how much money we put into the décor? This is not a diner or a pub.
This is a place millionaires and billionaires go to entertain and
to eat top quality food. They expect to pay a lot, they expect the
food to be perfect, and they expect everything to be beautiful and
of a kind with the décor they have in their homes and offices.”

He sat down again, looking at me. “And yes,
the outfits the girls wear are revealing. I've tried to make them
stylish and restrained, yet sexy, and as long as the girls who wear
them are toned, and act in a graceful manner, that's what they are.
Everything about this restaurant says sleek, including the
staff.”

I wasn't sure what to say to that.

“These people, and let's face it, most of
them are men, also expect top-notch service. Familiarity is out.
This is not a sports bar. You don't call people by their first name
here. It's sir, or mister whatever you are, and said with respect.
It's the treatment these people expect and require.”

He stood up again and stood very closely in
front of me. Since I was a head shorter I had to cock my head
back.

“These people don't generally have the time
to linger, and their meals cost an average of a hundred dollars per
person, not counting wine or alcohol,” he said. “They also tend to
tip well. We average thirty-five percent. That's a hundred dollar
tip on a meal, Beth. There aren't many places in this city you
could make that kind of money?”

A hundred dollars from one meal!? I kind of
gaped at him, open mouthed.

“You share that out, of course, with the
cooks and busboys, which means you generally get fifty percent
yourself.”

That was standard, but my rapidly calculating
mind said that would give me a couple of hundred dollars for one
evening, depending on how busy it was and how many customers I'd
had!

“Let's see what you look like in the
uniform,” he said.

I cringed, but the thought of that money...
and then there was also a kind of fluttering in my chest at the
thought of me wearing one of those things, and a double power
fluttering at the thought of wearing it in front of him!

The change room wasn't what I was used to. It
was as stylish as the front of the restaurant, with leather chairs.
The lockers were wood, not metal. There was a dressing mirror
running down one wall, with stools in front of it, and around the
corner, a separate shower and bathroom.

The short girl came in shortly after I
entered the room, and handed me a plastic bag containing the
'uniform', such as it was. I was a bit anxious putting it on,
because I was right. There was no room for underwear. The good part
was that the skirt part actually had underwear attached. You
couldn't wrap it around, but had to step into it, and pull it up.
Then the chain hooked across the hip.

At least I wouldn't flash anyone if I took a
long stride!

The vest was as it looked, except it had a
bra attached to the front, soft, half cups clearly designed to
plump up breasts and squeeze them together. The vest buttoned
tightly, and I gulped as I looked at myself in the mirror. I
looked... hot! But I just wasn't used to displaying this much flesh
in front of people!

Well, I told myself, I displayed a lot more
at the beach, so really, was this so bad? I adjusted my breasts a
little, and gave my hair a quick brush. I was breathing harder
again, and feeling that thrum low in my belly.

Did I mention the vest didn't come down to
the top of the skirt? There was about a three inch space of bare
belly there, low on my abdomen, for the skirt was not only short
but low riding.

I turned to the side and cringed! I couldn't
walk out in this! It wasn't too bad as long as my arms were at my
sides, though, I told myself. But whenever they moved forward... I
turned to the side and bent forward, extending my arm as if I was
putting a glass on the table, and cringed even more! If the best
wasn't so tight against my chest anyone would see my whole
boob!

As it was they would only be able to see the
side, and not the, well uh, the front, you know, the nipples. But
still, I just wasn't used to exposing this particular part of my
anatomy, not even at the beach!
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