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​Preface

 


***

 


Tricia is a modest college girl who
works as a waitress to pay for her college fees. She is determined
to graduate with brio to make a comfortable life. However, her race
to success implies a lot of restrictions in her life, both socially
and sexually. Gifted with a gorgeous body and a provocative yet
friendly attitude, she manages to turn the heads of the aging
clientele of the restaurant she works at. This and her revealing
custom-made waitressing uniform attract generous tips from her male
guests and jealous looks form their wives.

One day, while on a much needed
cigarette break, she discovers a hidden side bar, in a dark alley
behind her restaurant. There she meets Bob, the attractive
bartender who makes her taste all sorts of premium liquors, until
he offers her taste buds to experience his ‘missing ingredient’
recipes…

When Tricia finally finds out what
the missing ingredient is, she is more than delighted to take a sip
and gulp down the shots that Bob is generously offering to
her.

 


~~*~~



​Chapter
1

Black Tie Affair

 


***

 


Isn’t 21 supposed to be when all
the fun starts?

Tricia Sumla sighed quietly,
rubbing her foot where the blisters had risen up. For the past
hour, Tricia had been running around on the one that popped, and
she was sure that walking barefoot over broken glass couldn’t
possibly feel any worse.

‘Being a waitress is still being a
waitress, whether you work at Denny’s or a 5 star restaurant like
this one,’ Tricia thought to herself. ‘At least I’m not wearing
heels! Then again, what kind of job has girls in heels standing for
16-hour double shifts? Maybe I should look into stripping; that’s
only, like, 20 minutes at a time on my feet.’

Tricia grinned sardonically and
stood up; it was time to get back to work. Time to get back to the
men wiggling their gray and white eyebrows suggestively over
wart-covered faces, their equally wart-covered, gray-haired wives
scowling at Tricia as she served them all.

It probably didn’t do anything to
stop the wives’ jealousy that Tricia wasn’t wearing the serving
apron most of the other waitresses wore. Instead, Tricia sported a
tight, bare-midriff style white button-up shirt that was unbuttoned
to expose her c-cup cleavage, and a pair of tight, low-riding black
dress pants that were mostly made of spandex. The outfit left a few
inches of skin showing between her hip-hugging pants and her
high-rising shirt, exposing a flat, toned belly, which made the
soft curves above and below seem larger and rounder. It was kind of
a funny story, the way Tricia had convinced the management to let
her wear her own uniform, rather than their regular
uniform.

 


*flashback*

 


When Tricia had shown up to work as
extra server for the first time, the Avon Old Farms Inn restaurant
manager in charge of the wait staff, Miss Pert, had thrown a fit
before shift began because of Tricia’s economically sewn
‘uniform’.

Tricia had stood there, listening
to snobby, fat Miss Pert talking about how ‘not professional’ she
looked, how her other servers would ‘be embarrassed’ by her wearing
that, and how the patrons would likely be ‘offended’ by the outfit.
According to Miss Pert, Tricia’s uniform was cheap and
sloppy.

‘Cheap? Whatever, bitch, this is
Gucci,’ Tricia snorted in disgust. ‘Besides, have you taken a look
in a mirror lately?’

Tricia glanced over at Miss Pert’s
sensible shoes and calf-length skirt, all topped by an old looking
ivory shirt with a ruffle down the front. The shirt was clearly
three times more expensive than what normal people wore – they were
in Avon, after all – but it looked like it had been originally sewn
for a man’s body, not a woman’s, and ‘ivory’ on Miss Pert’s
gray-haired, wart-covered, 200+ pound body didn’t do anything to
help her washed-out complexion or ugly face.

‘Ug, you’d think the woman would
get some plastic surgery and hire a personal shopper. This is Avon,
after all. It’s definitely not a mystery why Miss Pert is a Miss
and not a Mrs., or why she works here instead of eating here, at
her age! Even if she were willing to pretend to like men, what man,
of any age, would have her?’

‘Oh, well, time to be charismatic!’
Tricia flashed a bright, cheerful smile at Miss Pert and
said:

“Sit down, you look
thirsty.”

Taken by surprise, the restaurant
manager had allowed herself to be led to the small table at the
side of the kitchen where the Head Chef greeted guests who had
wanted to meet the man behind their gourmet meals. It was
luxuriously appointed, but small, because it was intended to be
used only by the Head Chef of the kitchen, and paying customers of
the 5-star restaurant, people who set a lot of stock by the weave
of a place’s cloth napkins, the lack of tarnish on the sterling
silver napkin rings that held them, and, of course, correct fork
and silverware placement when they sat down to dine.
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