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Well, you were warned.
Welcome Home, part two: “Working Girl”
By one_eyed_jack (“…and I’m sorry it took so long..”)
Somewhere in L.A. - 12:39 AM, Saturday, April 14th , 2003..
The rain threw itself against the window of a seedy office downtown like a thousand tiny maniacs against a padded wall. Inside it was dark, except for a small desk lamp and the ambient red glow of the 24 hour psychic’s sign across the street. Filmy blue cigarette smoke hung in the air like a veil, shrouding the bulky figure behind the desk. Only the staccato beat of raindrops kept the silence at bay. A throat cleared loudly, breaking the tension of the room like a thunderclap. “I love a good mystery..” the hulking man behind the desk offered, glancing to the stenciled glass door which read: “SAM SPADE DETECTIVE AGENCY©” outside his office. “The only problem here is that there ISN’T one.”

“Lemme give you both some cheap advice… call the cops. If you want any more advice – you go see Esmerelda across the street. Because you look like a nice couple of kids.. and my services ain’t cheap.”
The two, diminutive figures turned to each other. The shorter of the two put his hands up, and shrugged. The taller one nodded, then both turned to face the big man behind the desk.
“Look, we – I.. told you everything. She poisoned my.. friend here, she took some of my clothes.. and..” The female voice paused, and swallowed hard to keep from weeping. “We just NEED to find her, o.k.?” She began to cry softly. A small arm reached up and handed her a tissue. She blew her nose then continued. “My daddy is very rich.. he can pay you whatever you want.. please…”
Spade took a deep breath. He looked at the pile of unpaid bills on his desk. He glanced at the cheap, half-eaten “HUNGRY LOUT” dinner on a nearby tray. He had a brief, Technicolor flashback to his glory days in the Army, then as a detective in the LAPD, and let out a wistful sigh, as he pushed a dusty sheet of paper in the direction of the diminutive damsel in distress. 

“.. Initial next to the X’s, and sign the bottom.. I’ll also need a major credit card from you, and a routing number to an account I can charge for expenses when necessary.. By the way, what’s the name of this succubus I’m looking for?”

The little girl glared straight into his eyes, and barring her teeth, she replied:

“…..Her name is Jenny Winter.”

Costa Rica – Three days earlier…
The sun glared through the wall of glass along the side of the airport. The arrival terminal seethed like an ant hill, as hordes of tourists gathered their belongings. A plane arrived from LAX, and after a few minutes, it’s passengers began to spill out into the waiting sea of humanity in the terminal. Naturally, the first class passengers exited with haste, a collection of businessmen, a well-to-do family, an old art-collector.. all exceedingly normal. The throng of people waiting for friends, and family who hadn’t appeared yet tensed with happy anxiety, when suddenly a very exceptional passenger appeared out of the exit gate.
Every eye, every heartbeat, and every thought in the crowd was directed to the woman walking towards them. She felt the heat of their stares beating down on her like the Costa Rican sun, and smiled. Every male in the crowd instantaneously went erect, even the gay man who was waiting for his boyfriend aboard. She felt the hormonal wave of lust that was crashing against her like a tidal wave, almost as strongly as the sea of jealousy coming from the few females who weren’t busy lusting for her. A few whispers in hushed Spanish were exchanged among the crowd “Those CAN’T be real..”, “Plastic surgery!” and “She must be a model..” along with assorted gasps. Several babies began to cry for milk, their primal instincts triggered by the figure of the passenger. The woman strode forward, into the crowd and then onward toward the baggage claim. The crowd struggled to regain it’s composure.
She walked at a brisk pace, her sandals gently slapping against the tan marble floor. She approached the escalator, and mused at how many eyes were absolutely trained on her. It was like they’d never seen a 5’11” girl before. Well, she had to admit that they probably hadn’t seen one this.. big in a while. Her thoughts focused back on herself, as she enjoyed the pleasurable feeling of her big breasts jostling from side to side inside the tight, low-cut white midriff she was wearing, and the smooth feel of her wrap skirt sliding over her full-sized posterior. 
As she got on the escalator, she thought to herself “God am I glad I toned down the girls before coming here.. if I  was still in that H cup like I was at LAX, those people probably would’ve eaten me alive!” She hit the bottom of the escalator, and began walking towards the AeroRica baggage area. “And these things are so much easier to walk with..” she noted to herself, as her assets quivered in time with her hips. She adjusted her big, expensive sunglasses, as the sunlight beamed at her, and started to daydream about taking this new body of hers to the beach for some real exposure.
Standing at the baggage claim for her flight, was a man in an expensive suit, holding a sign for “J. WINTER.” The woman walked up to him and said “Hi. Jenny Winter. Are you my ride?” The man swallowed hard, and replied “Y-yes ma’am, I am H-Hector, I am here to ride you.. no! Sorry, I am your ride, yes!” She noticed his cheeks grow slightly red. “Great. Well Hector, I’ve had a long flight and I’d like to relax. So what I’m going to do is have a seat over there..” she pointed a newly-manicured finger at the seats nearby. “and have a seat, until you get my bags.. Two white Louis Vuitton trunks, a tennis racket in a white cover, and one pink gym bag with some patches on it – in case you were wondering..”
With that, she sauntered over to the seats and sat down next to a small table with magazines on it. She picked up a copy of TIME, after seeing a headline for “YOUR HIGH SCHOOL DAUGHTER” on the cover. Flipping to the article, she began to read. “Many high school girls are becoming increasingly promiscuous and sexually active, in recent years.” The article proclaimed. She rubbed her thighs together, moaning softly. She chuckled and thought “I’ve got to agree with you there, TIME..” As she thought about promiscuous high school girls, she considered her own time at high school. Last year, she’d been just another senior, not a dork but definitely not popular by any stretch of the imagination. As she sat up straight, and looked down at her full cleavage, and the large, glass-bead designer necklace she was wearing, she couldn’t help but admit she was looking and living very much like one of the popular airhead sluts she’d gone to high school with. 
Her life had been a whirlwind in the last few days, and now that she was just starting to come down, she reflected on what had been the best shopping spree of her life yesterday, when she’d been given a diamond credit card, with the instructions to “pick up whatever she wanted” and the mantra of “money is not an object.” She was extremely pleased with the results, which included everything she wore from her hair which was expertly put up in a mass on top of her hair with what looked like lacquered brown chopsticks, down to the designer sandals on her feet. 
The majority of her time yesterday was spent traveling to different lingerie stores however, as she would enter one store to be measured as a B cup, then leave another measured as a double D, and all sizes in-between, until she’d been to every mall, and had to drive to a specialty store to find a I cup.
One awestruck sales girl had outright complimented her, as she measured a flawless pair of Double “F” cup breasts. 

“God, it’s so amazing that you’re so skinny and they’re so.. BIG!”
“Isn’t it?” She replied, smiling innocently.

She arched her back, pulled down the hem of her midriff, and thought “Yeah, I look like some popular chick.. but honestly, is any popular girl this fucking sexy?” while puffing up her chest for effect.
After 15 minutes or so, Hector had amassed her baggage and struggled in front of her, as she casually followed him to the awaiting limo. As Hector loaded her bags, she idly glanced around the entrance of the airport when she began to have the sensation of being watched.. intently. Turning to her right, her attention was immediately drawn to a chiseled set of muscles in jeans, and a tight black club shirt. He smiled at her, and she cursed herself for how her cheeks warmed instantly under his gaze. He was onto her now, and maintained his smile as he began to approach her.
“Hello senora..”

She extended her hand, and uncharacteristically dropped her sarcasm. “Hi.. I’m Jenny Winter.”

“A pleasure.. May I ask what the business of a beautiful woman like you is here in Puerto Rico?”

“Thank you.. working.. unfortunately.”

“Let me guess… you are a model?”

“You must be psychic… but since I’m not, can I ask your name?”

“Gerardo Rivera…”

“Like the reporter.. that’s funny.” She noticed Hector had finished loading her luggage and was ogling her expectantly. “Well, Gerardo.. if you’re not doing anything tonight.. I’ll be staying at the Hilton.. Room 242.. Let’s say, midnight?”

He smiled. “Midnight it is..”

As she left, she turned to watch him, and was amused to see him shaking his head, and reaching into his pocket to produce a handkerchief that he proceeded to wipe his forehead with. 

The ride to the hotel was pleasant, as she had found a bottle of champagne and the collection of rock CDs, and gourmet Mexican food she’d requested, waiting for her in the limo. She helped herself to it, ravenously downing the quesadilla, then enjoying glass after glass of the champagne, as she shrunk and grew her breasts through the lower quarter of the alphabet, and practiced her vacant modeling smile to further entertain herself. As they pulled into the hotel, she left her tits about a quarter size bigger than they’d been at the airport, wondering if she could make Hector’s eyes pop out of his skull..
As he opened the door, his eyes locked onto her chest predictably, and she could see the glimmer of recognition that something was possibly a little bit “different” since he’d first picked her up. He swallowed hard, and spoke “The –  hotel.. Senora..” She smiled smugly, and thought to herself “Hrmph. Well, they were close to popping out.. Maybe next time I’ll try that “I’ cup on, first..” She looked to the trunk of the limo, and could see bellboys were already gathering her luggage. She called to one of the bellboys and said “Room 2-4-2, ok?” He looked at her and nodded, a shit-eating grin threatening to stretch his face out of proportion.
Walking into the lobby, she was pleasantly surprised to see multiple open clerks. She looked down the line, and proceeded to the first female clerk she saw. “I think I’ve had enough male attention for the time being” she conceded. As she approached the counter, the male clerks were fighting over themselves to say “Ma’am, I can help you over here please!” She ignored them, and flashed her practiced smile at the middle-aged woman behind the counter. “Hello.. Jenny Winters checking in to room 242..” 

Grabbing her wallet out of her purse, she placed her arms on the counter, her bosom unceremoniously mashing onto the counter. As the woman verified her reservation, she glanced down at her cleavage and was glad she’d chosen a female attendant.. the display of breast-flesh erupting from her midriff probably would’ve caused any of these slobbering guys to have sent her to the basement by mistake, she thought. She looked back at the woman. “Here is your key Senora.. have a pleasant stay, and enjoy the view.” With that, she turned and walked toward the elevator, leaving all the male clerks to drool over each other and rush the female clerk to ask her for the details of the hot new guest.
As she entered her room, she found the doe-eyed bellhop waiting expectantly, face still wearing the same cartoon smile. “Oh. You’re probably expecting a tip.. riiiiight.” She grabbed her wallet, and opened it to find only a couple 1’s and a condom. She plucked out the 1s’ and handed them to him, which he graciously accepted. She put her wallet away, and found him still standing next to her pile of luggage. She put her hands on her hips and thrust out her chest, and cleared her throat. He looked as if he’d had something to say, but his courage had been completely obliterated by the statuesque vision in front of him. He stuttered “thank you” and, ducking his head, proceeded out the door.
“Thank god. Now I can finally relax..”

With that, she dropped her purse, and flung herself backwards onto the bed.

She closed her eyes and mentally reviewed her schedule, and the series of events that had led her here.

Just a week ago, she’d been an average girl. Well, physically average, anyway. 
After getting those two suckers to take those potions, and becoming the beneficiary of the abilities she now possessed, her potential was becoming anything but average. This was evident by how quickly she’d been picked up by JAXX - the most prestigious modeling agency in the world, after submitting only a few poorly-shot pictures taken in her bedroom. It almost seemed unfair that, just because she was capable of becoming anyone’s definition of the sexiest woman in the world, she was accepted to the agency ahead of girls who had probably been groomed for the role since childhood. Sad, really.. but then again, none of those bitches were exactly falling over themselves to play fair, let alone help her get ahead either.
She’d gone to their office in LA, to meet her new agent who “had to see her with his own eyes to believe her” and as she walked past a dozen gaping “professional” models, their conversations turned towards her, jealously trying to cut her down. Reveling in the attention, she let herself put on another inch of height, her slender frame, now 6’0” tall - overshadowing all of them as she strode by. She’d overheard one girl telling a friend something like “..the next Victoria Silvstedt” as she glanced in her direction, but that wasn’t a good comparison.. her rack was usually a lot bigger than Victoria Silvstedt’s. Maybe, “a young, sexy Kristy Swanson with huge fuckin’ tits.. would be more fitting.” She decided.
There really hadn’t been much to talk about after that. The agent went completely ape at the sight of her, packed into a tight pair of jeans, rolling blonde hair falling over her tight, black sleeve-less “In Flames” band shirt. After telling her all the runway, music video and catalog gigs he was going to get her into, he finally got down to business and presented her with a contract, an itinerary for her first job, and a credit card to pick up a few ‘necessities’ for the trip. She wondered if he’d ever be able to contain himself enough to let her out of this office, much less to Costa Rica, with the way he was drooling over her figure, but somehow he did manage to operate a digital camera that was setup nearby, and after taking a headshot, she was free to go.
Just to fuck with the models, she made sure to give herself another inch of height, and added a little extra cushion to her posterior.. so they’d have something to consider as she’d walked away.

Back in the hotel room, she snapped out of her daydream. I can’t keep this body all to myself, it’s time to get cleaned up and get outta here! She then considered her plans for the waning afternoon. Possibly a trip down to the pool for some sun, then.. some night life? Still laying on the bed, she glanced down at her taut cleavage, and lamented her equally taut bra. Focusing for a brief moment, her body began to slowly deflate, it’s girth dissipating into the ether. Wholly amused, she watched as her breasts quickly shrunk over a half-dozen inches until they were back at her “natural” size.
Her still-perfect abs compressed, as she lifted her torso from the bed, she felt her massive bra briefly catch the air. She stood in front of the bed, and closed her eyes as she pictured her “real” body. Her legs and lower body begin to revert to it’s original size. Her field of vision slowly lowered as if the air was being let out of her tires. Sadly, her perfect bubble-butt disappeared, and it was now time for the chores of showering, and growing back into whatever she decided to adorn her perfect form with.

As she passed the bathroom mirror, she had to admit that even without supernatural charms, she was nothing to scoff at. Posing, as the now giant-sized lingerie fell off her body, she considered her natural 5’5” body and thought “God, I am one sexy little bitch.” She turned on the water, and stepped in. Water sped down her body, unobstructed by her relatively smooth figure. She filled her palm with the designer body scrub from the dispenser inside the shower.
Efficiently, she ran her hands over her body, noting how quickly she could cover her entire chest with the soap, while it was at this size. Her hair was washed with equal haste, her hands slowing only as she wrung the last of the water from it. She stepped out of the shower, and wrapped one of the nearby towels snugly around her moist body, it extended from nearly her collarbone, down to her lower thighs. She grabbed another towel, and roughly began to dry her hair. Wrapping the towel around her head, she began to feel the anticipation of her “full-grown” body, and the escapades it was going to take her on tonight.
Grabbing her bags, she tossed them on the bed and began rummaging for an outfit. A bikini was a must, since she might be swimming, and other than that it just had to be something cool. Immediately, she laid hands on a white bikini, and then quickly grabbed a clingy, pink camisole top and a pair of stretch white capri pants. Laying everything out on the bed, she plucked up the bikini top first. The straps connecting the clips on the end were huge, reminding anyone behind her how much of a load she was carrying on her chest. This one was a good choice, she thought, remembering how BIG she’d been when she bought it at Frederiques.
Tossing the neck strap over her head, the sizable bikini hung like a tent over her bosom. The side straps hung listlessly near her ribcage, as she turned her thoughts to rectifying the situation. Feeling a little playful, Jenny decided to see not how big she could get, but how fast she could get there. She began to concentrate on instantly sprouting a nice pair of honeydews on her chest. Her will grew stronger, as a torrent of energy started building up in her chest.
She was on the verge of becoming alarmed, as the energy in her chest pulsated. The torrent of feeling in her chest accelerated from mild tingle to tongue-on-battery surge. Aroused, she pinched her left nipple and gasped as a lightning bolt immediately shot to her brain. The feeling grew and grew, her pussy beginning to moisten. Until finally, with a rush, she felt the ethereal liquid flash-flood into her chest, like a swimming pool being dumped into two bathtubs. Simultaneously, she felt her breasts push away from her body like a rubber band instantly being drawn taut.
She gasped, and cried out “Fuck!” She had to catch her breath, but was instantly satisfied at how pleasurable the sensation had been, but definitely not a method she’d repeat for “casual” changes. As she pulled the bikini down over her fresh new mounds, her leg twitched as a small bit of moisture ran down it. “Ewww, gross!” she remarked with dismay, considering her wet, shapely leg. “God, that really got me..” she admitted, walking to the bathroom to clean up. Quizzically, she noted how blatantly her breasts were jostling around inside the bikini, and wondered if the camisole she was going to wear would slow them down any. Then again, she thought, there really didn’t seem to be much hope for “cleavage containment” when you were probably talking about F-cup and bigger, she was learning.
Walking into the bathroom, she glanced at her reflection and smiled. 

“God damn, these big-ass things look ridiculous on my little frame!”

Turning to glance at her exaggeratedly curvaceous profile, she was reminded of a time in junior high when her friend Alyssa had taken her older sister’s bra, filled it with socks and ran around the house in it. She looked great with these fun bags on – thin, taut little body, with a pretty young face and perfect, jutting party balloons on her chest.. but also sort of comical, like a kid wearing her Mom’s makeup and evening gown. To further the effect, she focused on her legs, and without ado, began to steadily extend toward the ceiling. Capping herself off at what felt like  5’11”, she focused on her abs, and slowly her chest was further accentuated by a firm washboard stomach that tapered in toward her waist.
She looked her figure over, and had to admit that there was a certain appeal to her face on this super-built body. In fact, it’s probably almost better to go out looking like this, than to possibly “ruin my image” going out and partying with my modeling body, she reasoned. With that, she was sold, and went back to the bed to get dressed and finally hit the town.

After getting dressed, brushing her hair and some “thoughts” about makeup, she was on her way down the hall towards the elevator. Paying close attention to how obscenely her bosom was swaying from side to side, she strengthened her pecs until her jostling matched the tempo of her heart-shaped ass as it moved left to right with marching band precision. Arriving at the elevator, she pushed the button and considered her plans for the evening.
The elevator arrived quickly, and she was relieved there wasn’t a drooling bellboy inside.
As the elevator descended, she gazed at her reflection and idly grew and shrunk her nipples, watching the comical silhouette of her top as her nipples went from pencil eraser to baby-bottle nipple, to cow-udder. Jeez, those things need a bra, she joked. Suddenly, the elevator bell rang and the doors opened to reveal an older couple. There was a moment of instant recognition as the man’s eyes latched on to her engorged moose-pacifiers. 

In a split second, she had been reduced to her “real world” 17-year-old self, cheeks bright red and eyes completely agape. She tried to compose herself as best she could, but it was too late, as the woman began scowling, while her husband eyeballed the protuberances under her shirt with sheer lecherous admiration. A breath, just short of two columns of steam left the woman’s nose as she snorted and announced “WE’LL WAIT FOR THE NEXT ONE, BERNIE.” The doors closed, and Jenny immediately started rolling on the floor in a fit of laughter.
After a few seconds, she was able to compose herself well enough to stand up, but as the elevator doors opened, she was still wiping tears from her eyes, as her nipples shrunk down to their own “composed” states.
From the front steps of the hotel, to the left she could see what looked like a row of cafes and dive bars to the right. To the left were more cafes, but also storefronts it looked like. “Well, I think I have enough clothes to get me by until tomorrow.. I think it’s time to live a little dangerously..” she reasoned, walking toward the seedier end of the street.
It was easy to become distracted by the fanfare of the crowds as tourists and locals swarmed by her, a few making futile attempts to get her attention as she walked past the more tourist friendly cafes towards the bars. She took in the myriad smells in the air.. the sea, fresh flowers, slightly gamey fish from a nearby vendor, all mixing with the scent of her own cloying perfume and intoxicating hormones. She was admiring a parrot, traveling beside her on a nearby shoulder, when she was snapped back to immediate reality by a grimy rag of a t-shirt, flicked rudely in front of her face.
She jerked to a stop in time to avoid contact with the rag, and looked at the source of her sudden irritation. 

Sitting on an old wooden barrel in front of her, was an old dwarf.. specifically, an old white dwarf who was missing a leg (or just had a very convincing fake peg-leg.) He was dressed in shorts and a Hawaiian t-shirt, with a patch over his left eye, a steely grin, and a Harley Ellison Choppers skullcap covering what looked to be a very full head of curly white hair.. basically, the kind of character you’d only find in a BE story.
“Hey missy, now that I got yer attention, how bout you come inside and enter our little contest?”

She glanced at a cheap chalkboard sign next to the barrel, covered in fluorescent yellow and pink chalk which read:

“Tonite Only: 4th Annual Juicy J’s Lovely Ladies Wet T-Shirt Contest! Fabulous Prizes! No Entry Fee!”
She still wanted to punch the little bastard, but she had to admit that her curiosity was slightly piqued.

“..Fabulous prizes, eh?” she remarked cynically, crossing her arms under her ample chest.

“Yes ma’am! The loveliest lady will receive one “Juicy J’s Gentleman’s Club” shirt, hot off the presses..”

“A lousy shirt?!” she balked, then slyly considered the opportunity to herself “on the other hand.. isn’t it the girl with the biggest tits who usually wins these things?”
Still feigning exasperation, she started to bluff. “You’re gonna have to do better than a shirt for me to get these things wet!” her breasts blatantly roughed up against her top as she threw her chest out for effect.
He put his hand to his chin and nodded as he considered her. There was a glint in his eye as finally said “OK missy, I’ll sweeten the pot for ya.. I’ll bet you Two Hundred clams that a bigger pair of knockers than the ones I’m admirin’ right now come through this door, and win that contest!”

She had to fight to keep herself from laughing at him. He’d be hard-pressed to find a pair of tits as big as hers could grow, in the western hemisphere, much less Puerto Rico! But then again, he didn’t know that you couldn’t judge this cleavage by it’s “cover.”
“Five Hundred.” She retorted, the glint in her eye matching his.

He stroked his chin again. “So be it.. I believe we’ve struck a bargain, little lady. I’ll be gentleman enough to only ask for Four Ninety Five, so’s you can have enough for the taxi ride back after you pay me my wages tonight..”

“Don’t worry about me, little man.. just make sure you have the cash ready for me after I come off stage.” And with that, she walked into the bar..

As soon as she entered, she was immediately ushered toward a door beside the stage. As she followed the man, she took a glance at the woman onstage, moving her hips very professionally to the Dennis Edwards song “Don’t Look Any Further.” Jenny had to scoff though, as she considered the size of the woman’s bosom.. a normally-respectable set of what looked like D cups, but those weren’t much competition for a wet t-shirt “ringer” like herself.
She followed the man through the door into a dressing room where she saw several woman shivering under beach towels, most probably in the “D” to “DD” cup range. She was starting to feel even more confident now, and thought to herself “What the hell was that little shit –thinking-?! I could practically fit any two of these girls’ heads in my cups!”
A mousy woman came up, clipboard and white undershirt in hand. “Here, take this. You have swimsuit panties, si?”

Jenny nodded curtly, and took the t-shirt.

“What song do you want play while you wear shirt?” the assistant asked, handing her a book with song listings.

Scanning the titles for anything containing “tits” or “body”, she finally settled on the only thing that would fit the bill aside from “Brick House”. 

“Umm.. how about ‘Lords Of Acid – I Must Increase My Bust..’” Jenny replied, plainly. Watching to make sure the woman wrote the title correctly. After the assistant had taken down her request, she was offered a drink.
“Vodka and Wiiings, and keep ‘em coming..”

With that, the woman took off, and Jenny walked over to a nearby wall covered with rows of cubby holes.

She peeled off her top and donned the undershirt. It was pretty apparent her proportions were already beyond what the organizers of the contest had anticipated, as she finished pulling down the shirt, and felt a breeze around her mid-section. Plucking at either side of the shirt, there seemed to be room to grow maybe 4-5 more inches at least. She loosened the knot in her bikini, just to play it safe.
The assistant returned with a huge plastic sports cup. She took a sip, and it tasted credible enough.

As she nursed the giant cocktail, it was obvious that she was the object of a lot of envy. 
Nearly every girl in the room was openly staring at her chest. The only woman who seemed to have her attention elsewhere was sitting in front of a mirror, deftly applying makeup, completely oblivious to Jenny, or any of the girls standing around her. She couldn’t see what her figure looked like, due to a dressing gown, and some girl standing in front of her, but Jenny’s curiosity was piqued by the only possible contender for second biggest tits in the room.
Jenny considered her intently. She certainly was attractive if nothing else. 
Her hair was a mass of raven feathers, absolutely chaotic but undeniably sexy. Her eyebrows looked small and well-kept, complimenting an equally small button nose. Her lips on the other hand looked very full and voluptuous, and frequently parted to reveal a big, toothy ivory smile. Finally her skin tone.. it was perfect, the shade of baked adobe, soft and deep.
“Ok, so maybe ‘attractive’ is an understatement..” Jenny conceded. “Let’s see what cute lil’ “D”-stings she’s got under that robe though..” She took another gulp of her drink, also forced to admit she was definitely on her way to being ready to go make a fool of herself.

A man’s head appeared from the stage curtains. “Donde esta Senora Luba?!”

The Amazon princess perked up and answered “Aqui!” and began rising from the chair.

Jenny’s attention was laser-targeted to the Luba’s chest level. 
At first she couldn’t make out any body shape details.. the black dressing gown looked thin enough, but it hung over the woman’s body like a cloud. Then, Jenny’s heart began to sink, as Luba pulled back the gown and a slice of white t-shirt at nearly stomach-level appeared like the tip of an iceberg. As the gown retreated, the iceberg expanded and expanded, ratcheting up from erotic to alarming, as she threw off the gown, and nearly half of each globe was hanging out of the underside of her extremely distressed shirt.
She walked with surprising grace, for a woman attempting to carry two bowling balls in a thin undershirt. The look on her face was once of relaxed confidence, even as her globules attempted to slam dance their way out with every step. 

It took nearly a full two seconds from the time her crest crossed the threshold of the curtain, before her plush ass had made it though.

“Great. A professional..” Jenny sighed. 
Almost immediately, Jenny could hear the howls and whistles of the men outside. There was very “tribal”-sounding music playing, and she could picture Luba’s body moving like a snake to the rhythm, and those huge flesh-bags gyrating to the beat. 

Her curiosity got the better of her, and she jiggled her comparatively “small” breasts over to the curtain, past several stunned onlookers. 
As Jenny poked her head out slightly, she could see Luba’s back side. Not surprisingly, the profile of her breasts was clearly visible, and wiggled and vibrated like a desert mirage as Luba twisted her hips from side to side.

Next to the stage, there was some kind of applause meter, and it definitely looked like Luba was hitting the highest score. 
But Jenny was far from envious. She grinned and thought to herself “wait till they get a’ load of ME…”






TO BE CONCLUDED… 

