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A Very Brief Introduction

​


"Tiffany Gets Her Boobs” is a short story
that precedes the action in Bubba Goes for Broke, a novel
that also features this zany, quirky character. If you enjoy the
story, please consider sampling the first two chapters of the
novel, which are also included here.

 



 


 


​
Tiffany Gets Her Boobs

by David H. Hendrickson

(aka David Bawdy)

 


 


Tiffany already had a pair. Just not a pair
that she, or anybody else, liked.

Mosquito bites, that's what the girls in
school had called them. They'd called her Tiffy Tiny Tits back
then. The boys hadn't called her at all.

Even now, Tiffany remained as flat-chested as
ever and figured if you didn't have boobs by the time you were
eighteen, you weren't going to get them.

At least not the old-fashioned way.

She dreamed of becoming a star and having
everyone admire her for her beauty. A star like Marilyn Monroe,
whose posters adorned Tiffany's apartment walls; still a star
almost fifty years after her death. Tiffany knew that she could
have an otherwise cute figure and the platinum blonde hair that
bombshell stereotypes were made of, but stardom wasn't going to
happen as long as she had a chest more like Jay-Z's than
Beyoncé's.

Which was why she was mounting the steps to
her brother Peter's house, a tiny two-bedroom with peeling white
paint and a rotting front porch that sagged and creaked beneath her
and smelled of mold and mildew. Peter didn't even own the house; he
just lived there, in one of Boston's poorest suburbs. But Tiffany
wasn't just a dreamer; she was a doer. And though the prospects
seemed somewhere between slim and none, she figured the worst that
could happen would be that he'd say no.

She put a smile on her face and rang the
doorbell. Inside, an obnoxious loud buzz blared as if she'd just
answered a question on Jeopardy. The tiny footfalls of a
child sounded, followed by the louder steps of an adult.

A look of wary surprise crossed Peter's face.
"Tiffany?" He lifted his two-year-old daughter, red-haired with
freckles, into his arms. "What brings you here?"

Tiffany had done her homework. She waved at
the little girl. "How's my little Rachel doing?"

Rachel shrunk away from her.

Tiffany smiled. "It's your Aunt Tiffany."

Rachel clung all the more fiercely to her
father.

"She's shy," Peter said with a shrug. "Come
on in."

The front room was barely larger than an
oversized closet, furnished with a threadbare rug, a tattered
chair, and a food-stained couch that must have been salvaged off
the street on trash pickup day. The room smelled of diapers and
baby powder. A picture of Jesus praying in the Garden of Gethsemane
hung on the wall, concealing most of a dark stain on the faded
wallpaper.

When Tiffany sat on the couch, a broken
spring goosed her. She put her hands on her lap and forced a smile
back onto her face. "So how's the preaching business going?"

"It's not a business," Peter said.

"Sorry, bad choice of words," she said,
kicking herself for not preparing a script. "How are things
going?"

Peter put Rachel on the floor. He leaned
forward, resting his forearms on his thighs. "Listen, I'm not crazy
about you and you're not crazy about me. I wish you well and I pray
for you often, but we're two different animals and let's not
pretend otherwise. What brings you here?"

Tiffany drew in a deep breath. What had she
been thinking? On a bad idea scale of one to ten, this was probably
a thirteen.

"I was wondering if I could borrow some
money," she said.

Peter stared at her. "Are you nuts?" He
gestured to first one wall and the other. "Does it look to you like
we have any extra money? We can barely keep up with the medicine
and diapers for Rachel."

"I'd be able to pay you back really fast, I
promise. If you could, like, take a cash advance on a credit card,
I could pay you back with interest. It'll pay for itself."

"Do you know what my salary is?" Peter said,
looking at her in disbelief. "There isn't a credit card company
foolish enough to give us a line of credit. And if there were,
we're not foolish enough to use it. We have to trust in the Lord,
not Bank of America." He shook his head. "What have you gotten
yourself into? And what do you mean, 'it'll pay for
itself'?"

A sour taste filled Tiffany's mouth. This was
just going to result in ridicule, just like she expected. She
licked her lips.

"It's for an operation."

Peter's eyebrows raised. "What's the matter?
Are you alright?"

"I'm fine," Tiffany said. "Nothing's wrong
with me." Seeing the concern on his face, she said, "Honest. This
is elective surgery so it isn't covered by my health plan. That's
all."

"Elective? What kind of elective?"

"If you can't help me, you can't help me.
Let's leave it at that."

She got up to leave, but Peter reached out a
hand to her.

"I can't help. We're broke. But I'm
concerned. What kind of surgery?"

Tiffany smiled. "I need a boob job."

***

The next day, Tiffany dressed in her most
conservative attire, a black, pinstriped, two-button business suit
with matching pants, and headed for the Tri-County Credit Union in
the Burlington Mall. She'd scolded herself after getting back to
the apartment for subjecting herself to Peter's scorn until she
finally convinced herself that she'd had few other options. It
wasn't as though she was ever going to get in contact with Mother
as long as she was with Creepy Charlie. So what if Peter humiliated
her? She'd been getting humiliated one way or another all her life.
Besides, what had it hurt other than her feelings for a couple
hours? If nothing else, it had been a practice run for a more
likely source of money.

Which was where the Tri-County Credit Union
came in. Tiffany had her doubts—she was filled to overflowing with
doubts—and felt more than a little sheepish about making such a
brazen request, but didn't corporations do this kind of thing all
the time? Why not her?

Besides, Marilyn Monroe hadn't become famous
by hiding her light under a bushel, to use one of Peter's phrases.
No, Marilyn Monroe had let that sucker shine, let it shine, let it
shine.

It was time for Tiffany LeBlanc to do some
shining.

She entered the credit union, a black purse
in one hand and a manila folder with her calculations in the other.
The smells of the neighboring food court filled the air: Sbarro
pizza, Taco Bell, d'Angelos subs, and of course, McDonalds. An
older woman with graying hair sat behind the first desk and a
dark-haired woman in her twenties sat behind the second. Tiffany
recognized both of them from times she'd come in to cash her
paycheck. She walked past them to the man seated behind the third
desk, one with a nameplate that said Arthur L. Cromwell, Loans.

A short bald man with a bushy mustache and a
disturbing amount of nose hair, Cromwell pointed to the chair
opposite his pristinely clean desk.

"What can I do for you?"

Tiffany felt her resolve falter. What if he
laughed at her? She'd been laughed at all through school, first for
being the only girl so poor she wore patches on her clothes and
then for being Tiffy Tiny Tits and never going to dances or getting
asked out.

If this man—good God, that really was an
obscene amount of nose hair—laughed at her, she'd feel just about
ready to die.

Tiffany steeled herself for whatever might
come and said, "I'd like a loan."

"Well, you've come to the right place."
Cromwell grinned, showing nicotine-stained teeth. "What type of
loan?" He opened his drawer. "There's a different form for each
type." He chuckled. "They keep the vice presidents busy creating
new forms every day." He chuckled some more at his superb wit.

"A medical loan," she said. "I need a loan
for an operation."

"I see," Cromwell said gravely. "I'm sorry to
hear that." He put both hands up a few inches off his desk in a
defensive motion and said, "It's none of my business, but I hope
it's nothing serious."

Tiffany smiled and told him that it wasn't.
"It's really more of a business loan, the way I look at it."

Cromwell brightened. "That's good. We don't
have a medical loan per se, but we certainly have business loans."
He chuckled. "Plenty of forms for that." He grinned, inviting her
to share his mirth.

She smiled back, trying not to look at the
nose hairs. At the other desks, printers whirred and receipts were
torn off and handed to customers.

"Like I said, I need an operation, one that
isn't covered by my insurance," Tiffany said. "But it'll pay for
itself in almost no time. That's why I'm saying it's really a
business loan."

Confusion crossed Cromwell's face. "I'm not
sure I understand. What type of operation, if I may ask."

Tiffany licked her lips and smiled. "A boob
job."

Cromwell's jaw dropped. His eyes fell to her
chest and then rocketed back up to her face. "Did I hear you
correctly?"

Tiffany nodded. "I really want to be an
actress. Or something like that. But..." She gestured toward her
chest with both thumbs. "I think I need some help."

Cromwell wiped a bead of sweat off his
forehead. He gulped. "I'm not sure if there's anything we can do
for you. We'd be talking a personal loan and I'm not sure—"

"I keep my checking and savings account
here," Tiffany said. "And you do loans. I figured you loan money to
good customers, right?" Tiffany didn't believe her own bullshit,
but she had to try. Marilyn might have had a few tough sales jobs
herself.

Cromwell blinked. "Well, we do issue loans to
good customers," he said and chuckled nervously. "But it isn't that
easy. Tell me, what is your account number?"

Tiffany rattled off the digits and Cromwell
typed them into his computer.

"You have a little over a thousand dollars in
savings," he said. "How much does a... um, a..." He glanced briefly
down at her flat chest, apparently unable to say the word boob. He
cleared his throat. "How much of a loan are you looking for?"

"Six thousand dollars."

Beads of sweat formed again on Cromwell's
forehead. He wiped them away. "Do you have anything you could use
as collateral? A car? A house? Stocks?"

Tiffany shook her head. "But you said you
have personal loans."

Cromwell pulled a chart out from his desk
drawer. "What you're talking about is an unsecured loan. That's
because you have no collateral." He pointed to a line on the chart.
"The most we can offer anyone like yourself would be a three
thousand dollar personal loan, contingent on a good credit report
and solid earnings potential."

Tiffany pulled a sheet of paper out of her
manila envelope. "Here's where I can make the operation pay for
itself." She pointed to one row of figures. "This is how much I
make working at The Gap." She pointed to a second row of figures.
"This is how much I could make, tips included, working at the
Hooters on Route 1."

Cromwell stared at her, seemingly unable to
speak.

"I could pay the loan off with the difference
in less than a year," she said. "Probably less than six months."
She plunged on. "But I need six thousand dollars, not three
thousand. Three would only get me one boob."

Cromwell just blinked.

"Forget the personal loan," Tiffany said, "I
figure that this could be the safest business loan you ever give.
It's a guaranteed return. If you need me to, I could form a
corporation. Tiffany's Titties." She looked hopefully at Cromwell.
When she got nothing but a blank stare, she said, "Or if that's too
risqué for a corporation, how about, 'Tiffany's Boobs'?"

Cromwell finally broke out of his trance as a
look dawning recognition crossed his face. He leaned forward.

"Tell me truth," he said. "Where do you have
the cameras?"

***

Tiffany tried every bank
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“By the end of the story, I had fallen in love with
this savvy, determined, and somewhat crazy woman.”
. — USAToday Bestselling Author Kristine Kathryn Rusch






