
Embrace Your Inner Blonde

Written By: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2024 Alexander Martin

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories. 

Table of Contents:

Chapter One: Don’t Cha

Chapter Two: Buttons

Chapter Three: When I Grow Up

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter O​ne: Don't Cha
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I couldn't stand this song. I hated it, but Larry, my boyfriend, played it constantly.

"Can you change it?" I asked.

"Why?" Larry smiled. "It's a good song."

"It's disrespectful to me," I turned and stared at him.

"How?" Larry grinned.

Larry and I had been living together for three years, but we had known each other for nine years before that. You know that saying, "Take a chance on your best friend?" Well, I did, and I was starting to regret it.

Throughout high school, Larry and I were best friends. He kept trying to make it more, and I kept pushing him away as I didn't want to ruin our friendship. Finally, when we graduated, and friends drifted apart, Larry was the only one still standing, so I took the risk.

At first, it was heaven on earth. We were compatible on every level, including the bedroom. Larry was my first, and I was his second. I truly loved him and regretted the time that we lost, but we made up for it and more throughout the years.

Now, it was like we were on different planes of existence. Larry had become the life of the party, and I just wanted to stay home.

"Don't cha! You wish your girlfriend was...." Larry sang along.

I reached forward and turned the volume down.

"Hey!" Larry yelled.

Larry was always telling me to lighten up and become more outgoing.

"Is that what you want from me?" I asked. "Really? To be some kind of sexual freak?"

"It wouldn't hurt for you to be a little more outgoing," Larry shrugged. "Try new things."

"This again," I shook my head.

Larry had wanted to try a few things in the bedroom, namely putting his cock up my ass, as well as being with another woman; he even tried to get me to do a threesome with his buddy Billy.

"You used to have a lot more fun in high school," Larry said as we pulled up to his friend's house.

"That was high school," I sighed. "If you haven't noticed we graduated."

"Of course, but it doesn't mean we can't have fun!"

"Larry!" his friend yelled as we got to the door.

"Billy Bob!" Larry yelled.

"Allie," Billy casually said. "I turned the television on in the upstairs room for you," he laughed. "I think Oprah is on."

"Funny!" I said.

There was always a party at Billy's house. Although he may have physically graduated high school, mentally, he was still the party planner and the man's man, as he was known throughout high school.

You would think a man who was thirty-four would have outgrown his immature high school ways, but no, not Billy. He still wore some of the clothes he wore back then. He still worked at the same grocery store, but now he was one of the managers.

Billy never got married. He still tried to get with every young woman over the age of twenty-one, especially if they were cheerleaders.

"Allie," Billy's current girlfriend said.

"Abby," I faked a smile as I looked at her.

My younger sister was older than her. Abby looked like Billy's type, young, leggy, and blonde.

"Make yourself at home," Abby said.

"Not likely," I said as I tried not to step on anything.

It was always messy, with beer bottles and broken chips everywhere.

"So, remember Terry!" Billy said excitedly as he popped open a beer bottle.

"Of course," Larry smiled.

"He is bringing one of those big kegs we saw on that show," Billy smiled as Abby started hanging out with some of the other young women.

"No fucking way," Larry said.

"I will be outside," I shook my head. "Where it doesn't smell like puke!"

"Oh, sorry about that," Billy laughed. He looked at Larry.

"Damien!" they said in unison.

The only place I found solace at Billy's house was the garden. His mom used to have the best garden in the county.

Her passing saddened me as I used to love coming to see her flowers.

The sound of the guys inside laughing brought me back to reality.

I went inside and found all the guys and the young women laughing as they played drinking games.

What got my attention was my boyfriend. He didn't see me staring at him. As he sat down on the large couch, there was a young blonde with a very short skirt and a tank top. What got my attention was my boyfriend's hand, or lack thereof. I could see it halfway up this woman's very short pleather skirt. She was smiling and giggling as my boyfriend had his hand up her skirt.

I was about to tear his head off but went into the bathroom instead. "Just dump him," I said, looking at myself in the dirty mirror.

Everything about this house was dirty; it was like Bill had never cleaned a day in his life.

His mom was a clean freak; she always got angry at us for putting cups on the wooden table. That's when I remembered a saying she used to tell me when the mean girls at school would upset me. 'Don't get angry, get even; payback is a bitch!'

"Fine," I smiled at my reflection. "He wants to play games, so let's play them."

I went back into the garden and searched for something some of my guy friends at work had been yapping about, something in one of the men's magazines.

I found it. The article was titled 'Embrace Your Inner Blonde: Become the blonde every guy wants!' 

Of course, it was in a men's magazine, but as I read the article, a plan formed in my head.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Thanks for coming," Larry said as he tried to hold my hand with the same hand, he had up some woman's skirt.

I pulled my hand away.

"Come on," Larry laughed. "You're still not mad about the song, are you?"

"No, just don't know where your hand has been," I responded as I got in the car. "Bill's house is a pig's playpen."

Larry laughed.

"I was actually thinking about something you said," I smiled as I looked at him. "Maybe you are right," I batted my eyes at him. "Maybe it is time to let my hair down and become the life of the party!"

"That's what I am talking about!" Larry grinned.

"So, that's what you would like?" I asked.

"Absolutely," Larry nodded.

"I have always wanted to be a blonde," I smiled. "What do you think?"

"I think that would be great!" Larry smiled. "I have always liked blondes!"

'Of course,' I thought. "So be it," I said. "Might need your help."

"Anything you want," Larry smiled.
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Chapter T​wo: Buttons
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"Dammit!" I yelled as I took a deep breath, and there they went again, for what seemed like the four hundredth time.

"What happened?" Elisa asked as she approached.

I fell to my knees and picked up the buttons that had scattered all over the floor.

"These, again!" I smiled.

"Why did you get them so big?" Elisa asked as she helped me.

I sighed as I stood up.

Getting used to my new gifts, as Larry had called them, was a chore.

Larry wanted me to go as big as he could afford, which was a lot for a computer nerd and proficient programmer. So, I did.

As one of my coworkers said, my chest with the new additions entered a room two minutes before I did. Working as a waitress with enormous bolt-ons was good for tips, but this button-up top wasn't working.

I couldn't wait for my other shirts to come in; my boss had ordered them, and they had no buttons.

"I got it," Elisa said, taking my order while I grabbed yet another shirt.

Larry was a thing of the past now. I had caught him cheating on me in the act. I thought maybe if I became a little more like he wanted, he would stop picking on me or telling me what he wanted.

I left him high and dry. 

One night, I had everything packed and ready, so when he came home from work, I got him all hot and bothered by using my new assets. Just when we were about to go to the bedroom and seal the deal, as he would childishly call having sex, I left. He was waiting in the bed for me, and I walked out the door.

I didn't hear from Larry after that night. He didn't even ask me to pay him back for the implants, nothing. So, if he was going to wipe his hands clean of our relationship, then so was I.

I did like the blonde hair, though. The saying was right: Blondes did have more fun. Anytime some of the road workers came into the restaurant, they would always want to be seated in my area. They always tipped well. Sometimes, they got a bit raunchy or handsy, but the tips were sometimes more than the check for the food, so it was a give-and-take.

The best days were the game nights. Some of the guys who came in bought me game jerseys for their favorite teams. They got them a few sizes too small so my chest would stick out. They would act innocent like they didn't know my giant chest would stick out like a sore thumb, but again, they tipped very well to see my slim figure and huge chest bring them food and drinks.

I also wore jean shorts on game nights. We were supposed to wear the black leggings that the company had told us to wear, but they never walked in, so I wore jeans, shorts, and a tight football jersey, and I was racking up the tips.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Excuse me, miss?" a dark-skinned man said as I walked past his table.

"Oh, you're not in my area, Debbie will..." I spoke.

It was a game night, and we were packed solid; the local college team was playing a rival, and we were winning.

"No, I just...." He started to say.

I couldn't stop to talk; orders were flying around like hotcakes.

"Here you go," I smiled at a group of rowdy, loud young men as they watched the screen.

One of them put his hand on my ass. "For good luck," he winked.

"Sure," I laughed.

It was like that for most of the night, but the good news was I could pay my rent for two months with the number of tips I was getting. The drunks didn't even know they were giving me double tips; one guy gave me a fifty, and his bill was just under thirty dollars. He had already paid the bill, and I gave him change. I walked by again, and he gave me the fifty-dollar bill and said to keep the change. I tried to tell him, but he slapped my ass and walked out the door.

Finally, the game was over, and it started to die down. The local team lost by a field goal, but the good news was that I and the other girls had cleaned up in tips. Of course, we went back to the cooks and gave them a fair share as they helped us, but in all, it was a good night.

"You again," I rolled my eyes as I walked to my car.

I was used to a few of the guys trying to win my attention; when they found out who I was and what car I drove, they would always hang out beside it. I never drove the same way home two nights in a row, just so that no one would follow me. Plus, I lived with a roommate, so she sometimes picked me up.

"It's not like that," the dark-skinned man said. "I own All Saints, down the road," he said as he backed away from my car. "And I was hoping you would come work for me."

"All Saints," I scoffed. "Funny name for a stripper bar," I smiled.

"Better than the Pink Clam," he shrugged.

I nodded my agreement. The building used to be a dump; a sleazy strip bar named The Pink Clam. I remember it being torn down, along with some of the other buildings near it. Now, it was a huge nightclub.

"And no one strips at my club," the man smiled. "Scantily clad, yes, but no nudity."

"So, what will I be doing, exactly?" I asked.

"Come and find out," the man said. My name is Dawain," He handed me a card and wrote something on the back. "Bring a friend or two if it will put your mind at peace."
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