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 The Big Debut

THE BACKSTAGE WAS a cramped, dimly lit place. Boisterous
voices and laughter drifted in from the other side of the heavy,
crimson curtains, a collective murmur of dozens of drunks swapping
stories and playing dice. A woman paced back and forth in her niche
beside the stage. She had no proper dressing room at her disposal,
but a chair and a mirror with a small lamp had been fit into a snug
station, just out of sight when the curtains were pulled aside. She
had inspected her make-up half a dozen times; she could not
possibly improve anything at this stage.

And yet, she
checked it again.

Her name was
Jessica, and she was a singer. At least, she would be after her big
debut tonight. The venue was far from glamorous - more of a bar
than a cabaret (and a seedy one at that), and she knew they had
booked her as much for her voice as for as to give the drunken
patrons something nice to look at. Jessica might have regarded it
as an insult - her old music teacher surely would - but Jessica
didn't have the luxury of being chosen. She would give it her all,
determined to make even the deaf pay attention to her voice.

Jessica had
plenty of star quality. Her eyes were the color of emeralds
glinting in the sun and her ruby lips made men lose their train of
thought whenever she spoke. Long, brown locks of hair spilled down
past the small of her back, a mane of silky darkness to frame her
beautiful front. The healthy application of eye shadow, rouge and
lipstick turned her face from merely pretty to seductive - a true
diva.

If only the
rest of her could live up to that billing. Her lungs were
extraordinary, to be sure, but her figure was rather more plain.
She was on the short side and lacked the curves of her name-sake.
She dressed provocatively as if daring anyone to question her body,
but was not above a little extra help in the form of a generously
padded bras.

Jessica's
dress was a thing of beauty. Soft, flowing silk in the same deep
red as her lipstick wrapped around her form, elegant and scandalous
at the same time. The piece wrapped around her body below the
chest, extending upwards only to cover her bust. An adhesive held
it in place, a necessary evil for avoiding wardrobe malfunctions on
stage, and the perfect excuse for including some padding to her
bust since the dress wouldn't allow her to wear a bra. The dress
left her shoulders and most of her back naked, while the shimmering
red silk covered her legs. A cut ran down from her waist, however,
and thus left most of her right leg bared at all times, as well as
leaving her room to move. Jessica had chosen earrings with purple
stones and a pair of long elbow gloves to match, as well as a
sultry fishnet stockings.

And yet, ready
and armed with all of that, the butterflies in her tummy still got
to her. Jessica snuck a peek through the edge of the curtain to get
a glimpse of the crowd. The venue was rather small; far from the
glory of a concert hall, though it did have a proper scene of its
own that extended out onto the main floor with a raised half
circle. Low tables dotted the floor, and the walls were crammed
with niches for the discerning guest with a desire for privacy. The
bar laid in the wall directly across from the stage and attracted a
crowd that constantly shifted as people barged in, got their drinks
and barged out again with their bottles and glasses held high.
People were in high spirits in the cool summer night and the liquor
flowed freely to the tables.

Jessica could
not make out much of the bar past the bright stage lights. Perhaps
it was a blessing that the faces remained indistinct. She pushed
down the front of her dress, checked that adhesive still stuck like
it was supposed to, and resumed pacing. She was so absorbed in
walking in a circle that she didn't see the man that popped his
head out of a door behind her before he spoke up.

"Jessica,
you're up in two minutes."

Jessica let
out a small cry of surprise and fanned her face as she recognized
him. He looked to be in his early thirties, with short, dark hair
beneath a black bowler, a vest and a white, crinkled shirt.

"Neil, don't
sneak up on me like that. You scared the bejeezus out of me."

He shrugged
noncommittally. "Sorry, Jess. Are you ready? Need anything before
your big show?"

She waved her
hand at him. "I'm good, Neil. If I drink any more water, I'll be
forced to go for a wee in the middle of my performance."

"We have
stronger stuff in the bar. Calms the nerves." Neil smiled
wryly.

"Really, I'm
fine. It's not the first time I have an audience."

"If you're
sure. Go-time is in one minute." Neil ducked out again and left
Jessica with her butterflies.

The moment
came all too soon. The curtains parted with the whirr of an old
motor somewhere above her and the lights came flooding in. Jessica
put on her winning smile and sauntered forward with an air of easy
confidence. The audience was too far away to see her hands tremble
as she grasped the polished metal stand of the microphone and drew
it close.

"Hello, boys and girls." The crowd hushed
at the sound of her voice, a sultry sound so unlike her chit-chat
with Neil mere moments before. She continued, forming her lips
around the words with such deliberate care that it might as well
have been a lover's kiss... Or a much more intimate gesture! "Are you ready for my
performance?"

A cheer went
up from the half hundred patrons. A drunken hoot rose above the
din. "Get your tits out!"

"That's for later, Sugar," Jessica said,
silencing the crowd again with a sultry giggle. Well, she thought, the padding was sure paying off.
She composed herself, covering
her hesitation with a slow turn of her head to look over each of
her audience. In truth, the lights still blinded her from seeing
their faces, but all that mattered was that everyone
thought
they received a private
smile.

Jessica tightened her grip on the
microphone, one hand around the gleaming metal head and one on the
sleek stand below. This is it. Jessica parted her lips and crooned.

"You had plenty money 1922… You let other women
make a fool of you." The
tune was slow and steady, and her simple instrumental backdrop
kicked in from worn speakers suspended from the ceiling. The crowd
of indistinct faces disappeared behind a cocoon of music and the
rhythms eased her fluttering heart. By the time she started on the
refrain, the smile on her face was natural as could be.

The
butterflies in her stomach didn't leave, however - they merely
relocated. Jessica glanced down for the briefest of moments. She
had never felt as tingly in her life and her chest trembled when
she filled her lungs with air.

"Why don't you
do right - Like some other men do?"

The song felt
so liberating, yet a tightness took hold in her chest, as if to
squeeze the air out of her lungs. Jessica tightened her fist on the
microphone until her knuckles went white beneath her gloves as
euphoria mixed with the sudden fear of losing her voice. They'd
have to carry her off stage before she'd stop singing!

The
realization that the adhesive on her breasts had started slipping
sent a light blush creeping onto her cheeks, but her make-up
camouflaged it well. It was not a simple thing to fix on stage
without giving away too much, and besides, she had other things to
consider. A stream of odd sensations bubbled up through her.
Nervous elation turned up a notch and became downright pleasurable,
and Jessica found herself leaning onto the microphone stand to
grind it between her legs with, she hoped, in the far-away,
rational part of her mind, some measure of subtlety!

Jessica's
inexplicable bout of irresistible arousal was overshadowed by a
second realization, however. She placed a hand over her heart,
ostensibly as a gesture to an unseen admirer, but really to tug up
her dress. And that's when she felt her chest swell, right in the
middle of the verse, breasts pushing her hand away as they
grew.

"Get out of
here and get me some money too."

A brief music
interlude rolled in, and Jessica gratefully closed her eyes. She
felt every minute change in that moment of sanctuary, her nipples
plumping up and insistently digging into her padded cups, while a
wave of erotic tremors rolled out
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