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GIRL BAND

BY CHARLOTTE MAYO


Prologue

The great orange orb beamed through the plate glass window and bathed the whole of the tenth floor Los Angeles office in sunlight  there was no hiding place for shadows. The crystal blue sea splashed against the shore and tanned surfers flexed supple muscles before claiming their boards and making for the white speckled waves. Others, less adven-turous, lounged on the beach, occasionally stretching out weary hands to grab sun lotion. 

It was a hot summers day. Very hot. 

For a moment, Samantha Norman watched the scene before her. Then she took a draw string and pulled the blind across the office window, immediately eclipsing the sun. Sam turned on her heel and walked over to the air conditioning unit which she turned up a notch. Instantly, the room felt a few degrees cooler. Walking steadily, Sam returned to her tidy desk; as she trod the soft carpet, she was conscious of the lessons she had been taught in her deportment class: head up, look straight ahead, lift the foot right up, dont shuffle or scuff. After a number of lessons, she liked to think that her gait was superior to that of most women. Indeed, the admiring glances she often received when out confirmed to her that she was seen as a sophisticated modern woman about time, no small accomplishment in the posh end of LA. 

She ran a hand through her short ash blonde hair, took a sip from a bottle of water and looked at her computer screen which, now that it was shaded from the brilliance of the afternoon sun, was once again visible. She worked in silence for a few minutes. The phone rang, 

Meverick Entertainment, can I help you? the soft voice answered. 

Sam, Darling, Leos on his way up. Hell be there in five. Just thought Id warn you,

Meverick breathed, a slight jingle of a chuckle in his voice. 
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Sams heart missed a beat. Leo was Mevericks newly-appointed right-hand man, a handsome womaniser who balled anything in a skirt. For a long time, he had tried his charms  unsuccessfully  on Sam but she knew it was only a matter of time before the leech pestered her once more and ended up with more than he bargained for. 

Meverick loved the conflict  Sam knew that  between the office sex pest and the clean cut, attractive P.A who didnt have a boyfriend. Meverick got a sadistic enjoyment from watching Sam quiver and squirm under the ever more ambitious advances of Leo, just as Meverick had gained pleasure, all those years ago, when she first met him and had fallen under his spell. 

She got up from her swivel chair and opened the door of the bathroom. The long slender mirror revealed an equally slender girl  maybe a woman  mid-to late twenties. She had short blond hair, and wide, violet eyes. Though her makeup was heavy, her clear com-plexion shone through and her soft, delicate, feminine features, which clearly benefited from the plastic surgeons knife, were certainly attractive. Sams long painted finger nails made a pull at her short white PVC mini skirt  though there was nothing to pull  the skirt was too short and the PVC would not stretch. She always dressed in the uniform Meverick requested. Todays had been a PVC jacket, matching skirt and white PVC boots. 

It was part of the 21st Century image Meverick wanted for his company. 

Sam looked at the expensive jewelled encrusted watch on her wrist; the small dial told her that Leo would be up soon. There was no one else about, no one to save her. Freddie was on lunch and Julie was off sick. She took a deep intake of breath and closed her eyes. 

Leo would chase her around the room again, grab her and push her up against the wall and wrap his arm around her waist so she could not flee. He would press his lips against hers and she would feel the deep hard vein that was his erection pushing against her sex. 

Then his free hand would wander to the hem of her mini-skirt. He would slap away her frantic hands which would try in vain to stop him. His passionate fingers would probe ever deeper between her thighs and up her smooth legs  finally they would touch her knickers�.. and then what? 


Chapter One

It happened like this. I lived with Cally Holmes in an untidy bedsit above a shop in the middle of town. We looked out onto the High Street and every night we got woken up when the pubs and bars closed and people spilled onto the street to throw up, to fight or just to talk loudly  very loudly. Cally and I slept in the front room, overlooking the High Street, on a mattress on the floor. Things were pretty basic but the flat was self-contained. 

Though shabby, it was the first home either of us had had and we were happy. Cally is pretty, beautiful, fit  its amazing what professionally makeup will do. As time has gone on, she has grown even more beautiful. She has become gorgeous, divine, iconic even, but back then she was just a slim, twenty year old girl with long blonde hair and one hell of a strong voice. She didnt turn heads in the street as she wore jeans, trainers, T-shirts and no makeup . Before Meverick got hold of us, I can honestly say she never wore a dress in my presence. 
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Sam paused. We met at college and at the time I didnt realise she was in a band  a heavy rock band. She played lead guitar and was the lead vocalist; though the band did mostly copies, they had started to pen their own material. Thats one of the reasons she liked me. I was, she said, the first male she had met that supported her, encouraged her, worked with her, not against her as her previous beaux had done  no doubt feeling slighted by her talent, her looks and her voice. 

Anyway, one day at college, I was sitting with her and some of our mutual friends when she passed over a scruffy bit of paper to her mate with some lyrics on it. After her friend had taken a look and uttered a glib compliment, I took the lyrics and read them carefully, then started to tell Cally what the muddled-up verses about teenage angst meant and how they could be improved. She was impressed and really cool about it. 

Do you write? she asked, flicking up the top of her cigarette lighter. 

Only my car off, I joked. For the first time  but not the last - Cally didnt laugh at one of my feeble jokes. Rock n Roll was a serious biz to her. God had placed her on this Earth to make her into a huge megastar. That was where it was at, man. She was gonna be big, and boy, how right she was! 

Song lyrics, do you write songs? she clarified. 

I blushed to the roots of my dyed blonde hair. Id never really liked talking about my inadequate guitar playing and self-obsessed songs filled with self-loathing and maudlin about a teenage boy who hadnt yet lost his virginity and couldnt make it with girls. 

Yeah, I play and write.

Lets jam. Bring your guitar down to Hughs place and well hang out and see whats going down.

So, that was how we met. Cally asking me along to a jam. She must have liked my playing and lyrics because soon we were dating and I felt like a million dollars. Me, the college jerk had pulled a really attractive, confident girl like Cally. When we finished college, we got a little flat  or apartment as youd say  and I helped her with her lyrics and gave her constructive criticism. that was the artistic side. On the menial side, I cleaned the flat, cooked, ironed, washed and generally looked after the place while Cally rehearsed with her band or sat at home, strumming her guitar endlessly, musing about life and the unfairness of everything and moaning that no one had discovered her. But, like the mad sap I was with big love eyes and a head full of romantic notions, I took it all in. I stroked her fragile ego and she supported mine by just being there  it was as simple as that. After a while, I even became a roadie for the group, humping and lugging the equipment around. 

I was not a bad guitarist myself and, once I had finished the chores, of an evening Cally and I would sit around and jam together. An advantage of living over a shop was that there was no one downstairs to disturb and we could make as much noise as we liked! 

They were fun times; Cally and I goofing about, playing guitar together, smoking (canna-bis and nicotine), making love and generally thinking we were it. Most weekends, there was a gig, after which there was often a party. Sundays? Well, they were reserved for hangovers. Once a fortnight, we trudged to the unemployment office and signed on and collected our Giros  we were both officially unemployed. Being artistes, neither of us Page - 5
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worked; we relied on state handouts to provide our weekly support. Our belief was that one day, some day, we were going to make it BIG. When I say we, of course I mean Cally and her group. I loved Cally so much that if she was successful then I was successful. I guess in that way I was different from most men who dont want to be in the shadow of their women. I guess that was a large attraction to Cally, for what she desired most in life was success. Men were definitely second to her ambition. 

I hadnt been dating Cally long before I got to meet the rest of her group, Gonsoon. 

There was Helen; a slim, brown- haired, softly spoken girl who played keyboards. Then there was Vanessa who was Chinese, she played drums. Vanessa had waist-length black hair, an attractive figure and long, shapely legs. Next up was Fiona who was a mid-twenties brunette from New Jersey with more jewellery than the average High Street jewellers; she played lead guitar with some gusto. Lastly, there was the tall, mannish Levi; she had curly red hair and a serious attitude problem. Levi played bass guitar and shared the vocals with Cally, throwing her mop of hair around in a frenzy to try to steal the limelight from Cally. 

I suspect it has taken you less time than it did me to realise that the Gonsoon was, in fact, an all-girl group. Innocent that I was, it took me a while before I realised that Cally played in an all-girl band; that was partly due to the fact that it was quite a while after our first date that I actually saw the band perform. Though I met various members at parties, etc., I never saw them altogether until I saw them perform and then I assumed that Levi was male. It wasnt until I actually met them backstage after the first gig I attended that I realised that Cally was part of an all-female ensemble. Another thing that had made me assume that Levi was male was that Cally was always moaning about her; I assumed Levi was a male name. Levis bossy. Levi talks incessantly. Levi wants to be in control,

Cally would say. She was a good bassist, though, and had been with the group from the start, so Cally put up with her moods and her challenging her to be top dog. 

Cally and I had been dating eight months when the bust-up with Levi happened. Cally came back from a Friday practice session in a foul mood (Cally could be a touch temperamental which I put down to her artistic temperament). She walked into the kitchen and banged cupboards and bashed around and I knew the day would end with a row. 

That Cow! she shouted at a cupboard. The stupid, stupid bitch!

It turned out that Levi was none too happy about Callys leadership of the band and on the eve of Gonsoons most important gig  as support act to a band who had already signed a recording contract and had just released a debut single  Levi had walked out and told the others she was joining another group, a three-piece where she would be lead singer and song writer. Cally was furious. 

What the hell are we going to do without her?

Cant you borrow a bass guitarist from another band on the circuit? I offered. All the local groups knew each other and it was not unusual for members of one group to perform with another. 

No, I want to showcase my songs tomorrow; theres going to be some R & A men present. Theyve got to see not only how good we are but that Im a really great songwriter Page - 6
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too who has got real talent and who can take the group to the top. We wont get anywhere doing covers.

Cally sat on the sofa rubbing her hands together  always a prelude to the lighting of a cigarette. I sensed her need for nicotine, lit one, and passed it to her. In that instant, I changed my life forever. 

Of course, you know all my songs, she blew out a cloud of smoke. 

Yes� but�.

You can take Levis place. Its only for one gig.

Cally had made up her mind. That was what was going to happen so that was what did happen. 

Vanessa drove the mini-bus around to our address and I loaded up the instruments as I always did (being the de facto roadie). this time, though, when I got onboard the bus, it was as a temporary group member. 

Sam is going to stand in for Levi, Cally announced. 

Right. Good, Helen answered and the rest nodded in agreement. 

That was it. No question. Cally was in control. I was in the band. For one night only. 

There was no talk of an all-girl band and me having to do or wear anything different. I went on stage in my jeans, Iron Maiden T-shirt and black leather jacket and my long mousy hair hung lose about me. I played my bass and Cally sung like she had never sung before and the gig was a huge success. 

Later that night when she slipped into bed next to me, she said, Sam, I really loved you being behind me tonight. Hearing the your bass lines was so reassuring . Youre so much more reliable than Levi and you didnt compete on vocals. Levi was much too harsh. 

With you, its like were physically connected. You just know what I want on stage� and off it.

I laughed, rolled on top of her and we made love. Fun days indeed! 

Gonsoon had a few more gigs lined up and I joined them for those too. Id never been in a band before and the thrill of being on stage, playing live, having an audience chant and sing-a-long  well, it was addictive. I loved it. No one said anything about the fact I was the one male member of an all-girl group, no one said a word. It was great being with Cally and hanging around together during the day and practising. Gradually, I showed Cally some songs I had written. To my surprise, she liked them. The group played one of my songs when we next performed  though, of course, she strongly disputes this, claiming the songs were all hers. 

So, I became a member of Gonsoon. I played for the group for about a month as the band started to build a small but loyal following. Everyone agreed that we were sounding better than ever. It was then that Meverick walked into our lives. 

He just walked in on our rehearsal and stood watching us, not saying a word. Meverick had seen us at the Velcro Club that first night I played with Gonsoon and he had been keeping tabs on us ever since. At first, I though Meverick was an angry neighbour going to tell us to shut up! but no  Meverick was a manager. He came walking towards us wear-Page - 7
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ing a long, red suede coat which flapped around his ankles, leather trousers and a waist-coat which was so tight over his large stomach that it seemed the buttons would pop. A silver buckle was pinned onto his shirt at his neck, like a ladies broach, his black shoulder-length hair was lank and unwashed, his wandering eye seemed to swivel constantly and, like David Bowie, his pupils were different colours. When he smiled, he revealed a row of tarnish and stained tombstone teeth. 

Ive been following you guys around for some time now, he said in a West Coast American accent. Ive made a few enquiries and I know you dont have a manager so Im going to take you on. Ive got friends at a number of record companies and Ill have you signed up in a month.

Excuse me! Cally said. 

Who says we want a man-

ager? I look after this group!

Meverick smiled. Yes, I

can see that and I can see you

know diddly squat about man-

aging a group and taking them

forward. He went on to list

some of the groups he had

managed. Now, Im offering

my services to you guys as I

see your potential. If you dont

want me to help you� so be

it.

He turned on his heel. His

footsteps resounded off the

cold, hard floor. 

Wait, Cally said. Tell us

more� about your manage-

ment expertise� the words

trailed off and faded away. 

Round one to Meverick. He

turned, came back towards us

and indicated that he wanted

us to gather around him. For a

few minutes, he talked about

his groups, what he could of-

fer, what we could expect. 

Cally was quiet. Then with a

flourish, Meverick produced a

contract and we all put pen to

paper and signed our lives

away. It was as easy as that. 
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Chapter Two

Meverick wanted changes. He saw us in his London office a few days later and laid down the law, 

Your image doesnt fit the music youre writing. We want to dispense with the covers and get you playing your own stuff. The heavy rock numbers you do are good but rock chick groups have been done to death, theyre passé. The stuff you write is softer. You need a softer image.

But� I began, amazed that Meverick thought I was a girl! Cally squeezed my leg. 

Hard. 

Weve got to dress you up, make you look pretty.

No way! Cally was up now, standing over Meverick... I wont compromise my artistic principles. This group is my group. We are free spirits. We dress as we please. Were not going to become sex objects for masturbating men.

Cally was young and she liked to shock but shocking Meverick was no easy task. He laughed. His laugh said little girl and I knew it was Round Two to Meverick. 

So you all wear Levi jeans, ah, and designer T shirts. Some free spirits! Meverick said. 

That broke the tension, the others laughed, Cally knew she was outnumbered and sat back down. 

Meverick continued. Leave it to me. Ill get you gigs and youll start earning big. Well do private parties and youll be on a straight 500.

Mouths fell open. 

Weve never been paid that much, Vanessa said. Thats 100 for each of us  wow, thats big bucks.

It was Mevericks turn to laugh. Im talking 500 each, baby. Boy, you girls are sure naVve! First, though weve got to dress you up. Prettify you.

When we left the office, Cally was still banging on about her artistic principles being compromised. In all the fuss, they seemed to have forgotten what gender I was! I was a boy, Goddamn it, why would I want to be prettified, as Meverick put it. 

Youll have to get a new bassist. How can I be in an all-girl group? I slammed. 

Vanessa smiled. I dont think Meverick means it like that, I think its just a shorthand. 

He knows youre a guy - of course, he does. Dont worry about it.

Cally agreed, but was still seething about her artistic credibility.

Meverick can go hang. Im not putting fame before my principles.

Come off it, Cally, weve been gigging for two years and this is the first serious break weve had  this was Fiona. 

Cally sighed. Well, are you happy wearing a frock and being all girly-girly?

What about me? Im not wearing a frock! This is madness! I interjected. 
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Get a life! Loser! Cally shouted. No ones asked YOU to wear a frock, have they? 

Youll still be in your jeans and T shirt  the moody male.

I was stunned; Cally had never been so rude to me before. She pulled a face and shook her head. Weve got to decide now that this is the wrong direction for Gonsoon.

There was quiet all round. 

Im prepared to let Meverick manage us the way he wants, Vanessa said. 

If it gets us a recording contract and some money, who cares what we look like? I agree with Meverick, chick bands are so last year. This was Fiona. 

Oh shut up, Fiona, Cally snapped. You dont know what youre talking about. You know nothing about the rock industry.

And with that she was gone, leaving me, Helen, Vanessa and Fiona standing around in silence. I pressed my hands into my coat pocket and blew out some cold air. I needed a cigarette. 

Cally has one hell on an attitude problem. Sorry, Sam, Fiona said. 

I smiled, I liked Fiona. We often gave each other reassuring smiles on stage as we both lacked the self-confidence and self-belief of Cally. 

No, no, I know what you mean; I have to live with her.

They all laughed. Now seemed like a good time to bring up what was on my mind. 

What do you think Meverick will do with me? Do you think I will wear male garb? 

You know I dont want to leave the band, but I think he has clear ideas for an all-girl group that sings and dances. I dont think he sees us as a rock group at all.

Helen punched my shoulder playfully. Were a rock group. Were Gonsoon, and youre one of us. Meverick cant change that. Youre one of the girls. And with that, she winked. 

I didnt sleep well that night  not with Cally still going on about her artistic principles being compromised and my worries about what Meverick had in mind for me. We met up the next day and got down to jamming and no one said a word about me being a guy in an all-female group so I kinda got used to the idea. I was being stupid and paranoid  of course Meverick didnt want me to wear a frock! I had been a fool. It was a crazy notion; no group could survive with a man in their midst pretending to be a girl. 

But he did want changes. Over the next few weeks, we were brought into a recording studio. We all sang solo, then we were teamed up to do harmonies  no instruments. He had a really cool bunch of session musicians work with us and I suddenly realised how amateurish we were; Cally reluctantly went along with it but I could see her mood deterio-rate as the weeks went on. Finally, Meverick sat us down, 

Right, as I thought, as a singing combo your harmonies are spot on. We have a nice deep bass from Sam, the light treble of Helen, the gravely lead singing of Cally and the fal-setto vocals of Vanessa and Fiona. Were keeping the keyboard in the act, Helen, but for the rest of you, the instruments will go.

Page - 10

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

I suppose a low slung guitar across my shoulder will ruin my pretty frock! Cally thundered. 

Meverick remained calm. If you want to make it, stick with me and follow my advice. 

If you dont, then go your own way.

Cally stood up. Well, theres no way in the world Im going to stand on stage in a frock and sing slushy pop songs. Come on girls  were off.

No one moved. 

Listen to Meverick, Helen said. At least hear him out.

Cally snorted; she looked at me, at Helen, at Vanessa, at Fiona, for signs of support. 

Fuck you all! she shouted and stormed off. 

To this day, I dont know why I didnt follow her but I didnt: I just sat there. Meverick smiled his bare-mouthed smile and continued, completely unfazed. 

Right, one down. Anyone else want to give me the banging door treatment?

We all shook our heads. 

Well then, what I have planned is this. From now on you will be known as The Ravalolas. I will dress you in sexy clothes. You will stand on stage and sing slushy pop songs, some of them of your own making. Helen will use the keyboard for intros and middle eights but, by and large, the five of you will take the stage as a unified commercial all-girl-band.

The five? Helen queried. 

Oh yes, Cally will be back. Dont worry. Shes an integral part of my plans. She and Sam write songs together.

For the first time Meverick looked at me. Sized me up. Surely he knew I wasnt a woman? 

I want you to perform at private parties to get the act nice and tight. Then, when you are ready, we will release you onto the general public. Now ladies, Im very busy. Could you leave me, please, and well talk again tomorrow.

As the others filed out, I slid nervously to the edge of my seat. I needed to have it out with him. When the door closed, I said, 

Meverick, you do know Im a guy, dont you?

Meverick smiled in that way of his. 

Sure. What of it?

Arent The Ravalolas going to be an all-girl group?

I guess so.

I shrugged, So where do I fit in?

Listen Sam, when I first saw Gonsoon, you were happily playing bass in an all-girl group. The audience, everyone, thought you were a woman�

But�
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Meverick raised his hand to stop me. I dont know how long youve been in the band. 

Sure, I know you and Cally are an item, so I guess you wanted to be part of her scene. All I know is you were happy to be a part of an all-girl band then, so whats the difference now?

The clothes, I stammered. I wore my own clothes, not girly clothes.

Meverick laughed. Your love of male clothes will stop you from making a million dollars, will it?

No� no � but� what about the public?

Meverick leaned over his desk and whispered very softly. The public wont know and when they do, theyll love it. Theres no bad publicity in rock n roll  no bad publicity, do you understand me?

My heart was beating like Vanessas drum. 

You mean you want me to masquerade as a girl on stage?

Meverick leaned back in his chair. No, I mean I signed an all-girl group called Gonsoon. It said they were an all-girl group on the posters when I went to see them, it said they were an all-girl group in the contract, Meverick lifted his hands expansively. Man, how was I to know Id signed four vaginas and a penis?

I cant do it.

Its up to you. The band wants you. They like you. Youre like a rock to the others 

you give them confidence  even Cally. You calm her down. Youre stable. You dont have PMS. For one, maybe two years, you could be top of the tree  in a frock, for sure, but top of the tree nonetheless. Youd make money. Forget Callys naVve, stupid dreams about

artistic principles He made quotation marks with his fingers. The music business is first and foremost about making money  always has been always will be  all that artist stuff is bullshit. You have the chance now, Sam, not tomorrow, not next year but now, to make big bucks. Theres a market for an all-girl group  The Spice Girls have split and theres a vacancy. That vacancy will soon be filled, so you wear a frock. Who cares? Youd be making plenty of bucks and youd be the real deal. How old are you now? 

Twenty-one.

By twenty-three, youll be a millionaire. Guaranteed. Gonsoon or The Ravalolas will have vanished into the pop ether and youll have girls and money aplenty� He leaned over the desk and whispered, And all because you put on a frock for two years and followed the advice of Meverick.

But I�

He pushed his chair back and began chewing a pen. An actor dons breaches and a doublet and plays a Sixteenth Century rogue. Is he a rogue? Is he from the Sixteenth cen-tury?

Of course not, hes an actor, I said. 

And what are pop performers? The Beatles, the nice guys, the Rolling Stones the bad guys? Theyre actors  its an image  a media creation  nothing more, nothing less. An act.
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Im sorry Meverick, I dont want to let you down but its just not for me. Im not gay; Im not one of those weird transvestite types that wear womens clothes. All that stuff seems well... weird to me. Im a normal, hetero guy who likes women.

Meverick let out a deep sigh and looked at his watch. Let me tell you this; five people put their names to the contract; weve lost one, if we loss another  I may just have to think about suing. Think about it. Your decision. Discuss it with Helen, Cally and the rest. But remember this. I signed you in good faith  five girls. If you piss on me, Sam, Ill string you up by the balls. Do you understand me?

I left the office and, rather sheepishly went to meet the others, minus Cally, in a coffee bar. I told them I wanted to quit. 

But you cant. Were so close to the big time, Vanessa said. They were really desper-ate. I knew I was letting everyone down but then, Cally had left. 

They all begged me to stay  I said I would talk it over with Cally. Maybe, we could leave together, then it would not be so bad. We had no money so it didnt matter if Meverick tried to sue us. Cally would understand. 

When I got home, she was sitting on the sofa, chain smoking and drinking copious amounts of coffee. 

So youre signed away your soul, have you? she said as I entered the room. 

I tried to explain the situation; Meverick obviously thought I had been a member of Gonsoon for a long time and thought I helped make the group click. I explained to her that he saw nothing wrong in me being a guy, though I would have to pretend to be a woman. 

What about my fucking artist integrity? Cally stormed. 

There was no getting through to her. It was all about her and her artistic integrity.

The fact that I had to compromise my gender seemed irrelevant compared to her sacri-fice. We had a huge row that night. Later, as we lay on the mattress and watched the flash of the belcher beacon penetrate the thin curtains of our room, I told her that The Ravalolas could go to hell, that wed always be happy in our little rented flat and that money wasnt everything. I would rather have love than money and all that romantic bullshit you actually believe when you are young and Skid Row seems like a romantic place. 

Cally ran a finger along my chest. 

Sam, I know Im kinda giving in and compromising but Im not really. Ill go back tomorrow  on my own terms  my head held high. Ill tell Meverick that Im giving him three months  three months to do it his way  then its my way. If he doesnt get us on the road to fame, Ill sack him and well go back to our rock roots. I know Id kick myself forever if we threw in the towel and then I heard that he was managing a group of girls who were not half as talented and they had made it. Anyway, we can be like the Trojan horse; once were inside the pop world and are famous, we can burst out, show everyone our true colours and start playing proper Rock n Roll! What do you say?

I looked up at the ceiling. My head was in a mess. Im a boy. I cant do it.

If I can prostitute my talent, it should be easy for you to wear a frock. Well go see Meverick tomorrow and say weve had a change of heart.
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And with that, she went to sleep. Purring like a contented cat. 

Welcome back, Meverick said the next morning. The five of us sat in his small office off Soho. Now that weve sorted out our differences, we can start to go places.

He picked up the phone and made a number of calls. Half an hour later, a minibus took us to a rehearsal room and we spent the next few weeks singing and choreographing dance moves. I could see that Cally wasnt happy but she went along with it and I put out of my mind the thought that I may have to dress up as a girl. The thought of it made me feel sick  it was like I would be becoming gay or something. Fortunately, none of the others mentioned it. As we all just wore trackies and sweat shirts, it was no great problem. 

We rehearsed for about two weeks, then Meverick started to come down and sit in on our sessions. He never said much but would nod his head to the beat of the music whilst the black dancer, Neville and a singer called Diamond put us through our paces. Eventually, Meverick announced, 

I think you are ready for your first gig.

It was to be a private party as Meverick had suggested and we were to play mainly cover versions. As it was our first gig, Meverick had only managed to get us 150 each which was still more than wed ever made before. That Saturday the five of us could hardly hide our excitement. 

On the day of the gig, we all had appointments at the hair dresser. The others re-emerged with curly and wavy hair; as for me, my hair was cut short, boyish almost, and dyed Ash blonde. Then, at 4 PM, we turned up at the rehearsal rooms where we were asked to change into white hotel bathrobes. Then we were then brought forward in turn and taken to a small ante-room. A Spanish makeup artist called Carolina applied makeup to each girl in turn. After a while Cally, Helen, Vanessa and Fiona came out looking really glamorous. I was amazed at the transformation, particularly to Cally who had never really worn makeup before apart from deep black eye liner which did nothing for her. With make-up she looked like a million dollars. At last it was my turn. 

It was an unreal experience, sitting down in front of the mirror and seeing the pallet of eye shadows and lipsticks on the trays in front of me. Carolina was the first to mention my gender; she said that I had smooth skin for a man, then diligently applied mascara, eye-liner, eyeshadow and lippy as if thinking nothing of the fact that I should be dressed as a girl! It felt so strange, so surreal, but I thought of Mevericks words that it was no different from an actor donning face paint and old clothes for a role he was playing. 

We met back in the rehearsal room in our robes and Neville wheeled through a clothing rack stacked with outfits. Meverick approached and took one off the hanger. When he took off the clear plastic, we could see that it contained a pair of black leather trousers. 

For this first gig, I want you all to wear leather trousers and white cotton tops, he announced. 

I sighed with relief and Cally looked happy too  she often wore leather trousers on stage. From my point of view, wearing trousers was a dream come true and I started to think that maybe there was madness in Mevericks method. Maybe we were to be a more stylised rock group with a feminine edge. The minibus took us to a large country house Page - 14
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decked out in a multitude of different coloured lights. We were taken around the side of the house to the garden where the party was in full swing. A tent had been erected for us and we stood inside with the band  not enough seats had been provided  though the liq-uid refreshment was lavish! After a while, the backing band went outside and started to play. 

Soon, we walked on stage. We were all really nervous. We felt like professionals. For the first time, we had a full backing band behind us which had been warming up the party with soft music. The band started playing and Cally moved forward furtively. I could see shapes dancing but as is often the way on stage, it is difficult to see if the audience is in darkness. A few mature women were dancing to the softer music the band had been playing; I could see a younger crowd hanging back behind the tables waiting to see what we were like before committing themselves to the dance floor. We had been told it was a 21st Birthday party for a girl named Cheryl but little else. 

It seemed odd being on stage without an instrument and I was unsure what to do with my hands. 

Hi, were The Ravalolas and were going to entertain you tonight, Cally said. 

Muted applause. 

The first song is the Supremes number, Baby Love.

The band struck up and we started to sing. Despite all the training and rehearsals, we made a complete hash of it. There was no applause. We did better with the next number and the next and gradually settled down. The vocal backing singers were fantastic and

ohhed and ahhed to cover up our lapses; by the end of the night, we left the stage to a round of applause and whistles. It had been all right and Meverick was pleased. 

The first gig is always the hardest, he said. 

For the next couple of gigs, we all wore trousers. Though my face had a light dusting of makeup and my hair was girlish, I did not feel any less of a man. After all, the New Romantics, in the 1980s, had all worn makeup; mine was no different from theirs though I knew from the cat calls, whistles and the stray hand that felt my bum when I came on or off stage (if we had to run the gauntlet of going through the crowd) that we were seen as a girl band. That perception was reinforced by the posters Meverick had printed which showed us all from the neck up and stated that we were an all-girl group. 

While we were busy with those first gigs, Meverick was touting a demo tape around the record companies. Finally, Arch Records agreed to sign us. Inbetween rehearsals, we signed a deal with them. That meant we were given time in a recording studio with sound engineers and a producer. Our sound became more polished but we were still doing mostly covers. Meverick was determined that we record our own material. That was to be the deal: an all-girl group that could write and sing. Meverick kept urging Cally and I to write a song but we kept coming up with stuff he didnt like. Then, one day I was sitting in our bedsit casually strumming my guitar when I came up with a tune; immediately Cally started to hum along. She got her guitar out and started to strum with me; before long, lyrics came to mind. A few days later, we played the finished song to Meverick and his face lit up. 
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Thats the one! he exclaimed. At last, I can launch you.

It was a real Eureka moment and I was surprised at how happy Meverick was. It wasnt until afterwards that I realised just how much time and money he had invested in us and how he was beginning to get a little concerned that Cally and me were not producing any songs of a commercial nature. He thought he would have to seek out professional song writers to pen our first song which would have taken away some of the mystique of The Ravalolas and the sense of surprise Meverick wanted to engender in the rock world. 

I didnt know then why he was so secretive or why the backing band had signed agree-ments not to reveal anything about us until we were famous. Of course, I do now! 

So, one fateful Autumnal Sunday morning, we walked into a studio and recorded

Baby, You Got Me (Right Where it Hurts!). The rest of the band really liked the song and it sent shivers up my spine to hear the highly polished, final version. 

Its a wrap, the producer said over the microphone. We did high fives and went to lunch with Meverick who toasted us with Champaign. As we tucked into our meal, none of us realised that we had just changed our lives forever. 


Chapter Three

It was another month before the CD of our first single, Baby, You Got Me (Right Where it Hurts!) was launched. In the meantime, we recorded a video which showed a montage of the group in concert, in the studio, laughing and messing around. Cally was promoted as the lead singer and the rest of us were shown in the background. Meverick had never said anything more about me being a guy. I can see, looking back, that he was careful to allow us all to wear trousers in those early days. My makeup was light to ensure I didnt find my path to enforced femininity too arduous or, in those early stages, I might have walked. When the CD was released, of course, it became a different story. The Ravalolas rocketed to Number One and the song was on everyones playlist. I felt so excited and elated that I forgot all about my gender issues  in fact, I felt more masculine for I had written a number one hit! Me. Ok, Cally had helped out but the tune had come from my head, not hers. 

It wasnt long before TV companies wanted us to perform. Meverick was purposefully very shady when giving out information about us and would drip feed the press titbits of information. Our first live performance on national television was due to be on a Saturday evening. There was so much interest in us that the TV network expected there to be a large audience. 

Meverick kept us locked away until the big day. We rehearsed and generally goofed around. On the fateful Saturday morning, we had out hair done, makeup applied and false nails added. This time it was different, though; the makeup was a lot heavier, the lipstick, rich and glossy. Meverick insisted that I have an all-over waxing in the week leading up to the TV premier. My hair was styled into a fashionable cut and given body. When I looked in the mirror, I saw the face of a woman  a beautiful woman - looking back at me. I got butterflies in my stomach; I knew I had passed a Point of No Return; it would be difficult to ever go back to drab male clothes. We travelled to the film studio in a limo, all of us wearing loose-fitting tracksuits. When we arrived, we were ushered in and taken to our in-Page - 16
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dividual dressing rooms. An attractive Oriental woman was there to greet me; she showed me into my room. The first thing that caught my eye was the sparkly dress on the hanger. 

I cant wear that!

The girl smiled and took my hand. She pointed to the underwear which had been laid out for me: silky knickers, stockings, a bra, falsies, a waist clincher. 

Meverick insists, she said. 

I suddenly realised my fate. I was in an all-girl band. I was to be a girl. My heart beat uncontrollably. Millions would be watching. Mum, Dad, Uncles, Aunts, friends from school  they were all about to see me, Sam Norman, wearing a dress! Would they recognise me? I couldnt take the chance. I wouldnt do it. I rushed out of the room and went to find Meverick. The studio was full of people; they milled around, talking in corridors, looking important, carrying clipboards. Meverick could not be found. I started to cry with frustration. Meverick was nowhere. I went up to a fire escape and pushed the bar. I would go. Run away. Then I remembered that I already looked like a girl. I released the bar, slipped down the wall and started to cry, I sobbed like a little child. Suddenly, Cally was over me. 

WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING? she shouted. Ive been looking all over for you! Youve ruined your makeup!

Im sorry, I said. I cant go through with it, I cried. 

I told her about the dress. 

So? Youre in an all-girl group. Youll have to dress as a girl. Do you think I like it? Of course I dont, but this is what we, as a group, have agreed to do. I was the one who walked out, remember? Im compromising and not behaving like a spoilt child. Its time you grew up too, Sam.

People were looking at us. Staring. She pulled me to my feet. I went back to the changing room and my dresser helped me get ready. 

Youve ruined your makeup, Sam. Meverick will not be pleased, not pleased at all. 

Well see if I can patch it up when you are dressed. Come. We do not have much time.

I removed my loose track suit bottoms and top and pulled on the silky purple French knickers. Then I lifted the waist clincher to my waist and my dresser, who had a surprisingly strong grip, pulled it taunt and fastened it. Next, a suspender belt was wrapped around my waist and sheer, 10 denier, naked stockings were attached. 

Whats your name? I asked. 

My friends call me Sash... its not my real name, she shrugged, but whats real?

Then for the bra. Sash attached it at the back and slipped inside the chicken fillets that were to become my breasts. She then applied deodorant and perfume. How can I describe how nervous I felt? How can I describe the irregular beat of my heart? It was just so surreal. Me, Sam Norman in a dress, about to appear in front of millions of people! 

Nets were tied around my waist and the gorgeous silky dress slipped over my head. 

Sash then pulled out the yards of black skirt, tied the bow about my middle and re-ar-ranged my hair. I spun around and looked at myself in the mirror; the skirt fell about me Page - 17
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in a mass of material and irritated my waxed legs. I felt uncomfortable but also � what? 

Secure? I wasnt sure. It was just so damned weird. My heart missed a beat; in the mirror I saw the reflection of a girl. A beautiful young woman. Sash placed a pair of black high-heeled shoes in front of me. I slipped my feet into them. Sash made me sit down and saw to my makeup, chiding me for my tomfoolery in running off. My dresser was certainly a no-nonsense woman. A few minutes more and I was ready. Somehow, so dressed, my nervousness dissipated, for this was not Sam Norman. This was a creation  a beautiful young woman about to make her entrance into the world. Meverick was right  it was no different from being an actor. 

For that first performance, we sat on stools, about five feet apart on a revolving stage. 

As the stage went around, we

sang in harmony with Cally

taking the lead; we all wore

similar Fifties-style dresses

but in different colours. It felt

so odd to be sitting on a stool, 

dressed as a woman that I al-

most forgot about the millions

of people viewing the perfor-

mance, at home or in the pub. 

All I can remember was how

quickly the moment passed. 

We came on stage and took

our places while the camera

focussed on the compere who

was talking on a different part

of the stage. In front of us, a

producer counted us in with

his hand; we could see the

compere on a monitor as well. 

Then the stage started to re-

volve (this was our cue), the

band started to play and Cally

began to sing. Our television

debut was a great success and

afterwards Meverick came

over to congratulate us. When

hed kissed us all and said

well done and the others had

departed to the changing

rooms, I confronted him. We

were standing in the corridor, 

How could you do this to

me? I shouted. 
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Meverick ushered me into a side room. His mood changed instantly

Youre in an all-girl group, Sam. What do you expect? You knew at some time, youd have to wear a dress. I explained all that to you.

But� Im not a girl! I only did it because I love Cally and wanted�.! 

Mevericks deep throated laugh cut me short. 

You are the only boy in an all-girl band. You knew what was coming! You knew I would want you to wear a dress eventually and now that youre been seen by so many viewers, you cant escape!

He laughed again. A cold chill ran down my spine. Had I been naVve? Stupid? 

Meverick continued. As soon as I saw you, I realised you were a boy in an all-girl group. That interested me. Sure, Cally can sing and you can both write half decent pop stuff that will sell but what really sells is image and what caught my eye were four beautiful women and a cute boy who could be a woman. An idea came to me. I was going to market you as an all-girl group but not just any all-girl group, no, one that wore pretty frocks - fine feminine clothes - and looked good. That way you will appeal to men and to women. Rest assured, Sam, Im going to make a million out of this  and you will too.

My jaw must have dropped open but Meverick said, Dont look so surprised. Its a business. A business with a twist in the tale. Ive got a good voice but could never make it as a rock singer because Im too deformed, too ugly. The music biz didnt want to know Meverick. I became a manager, producer, had some minor success and then I saw you, Gonsoon. An idea came to me, an idea for revenge. Meverick walked closer to me; he put his hands on the bodice of my dress and whispered. You, my pretty little she-male with your cock in a frock, are the instrument of revenge. Now that youve been seen by 19 million viewers, there is absolutely nothing you can do about it. His cold blue eyes looked into mine. The music industry thinks The Ravalolas are the best thing since The Supremes  five drop dead gorgeous women, but we know different. That, Sam, is my revenge.

I told Cally of course but she said I was making it up; Meverick had recognised her talent and the group was her vehicle  apparently he had told her that . He had also told her and the rest of the girls to go easy on me and not mention the fact I would be dressing as a girl; he wanted my path to womanhood to be a smooth one. 

That night, Cally and I slept together in a five-star hotel. Despite the trappings of lux-ury, Id never felt so lonely and afraid. Meverick was right, I was trapped. 19 million people had watched an all-girl group sing their number one song. One member of the group was me  Sam  a boy. There was no going back. 

Over the next few days, we were inundated with fan mail, interview requests and photo opportunities. I must admit I quite enjoyed reading the letters, even though they all assumed we were an all-female group. Meverick organised different outfits for the shoots and the magazine covers. Sometimes I was made to wear a dress, sometimes a skirt and sometimes trousers. All the time, however, I looked like a woman. With Callys help, I started getting into the role and started to shave my legs and arms and watch what I ate (Meverick placed us all on diets anyway). If I was stuck in my role as Samantha, then I was Page - 19
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going to make it work. The money was rolling in and I would soon be very rich. Then Cally and I could leave The Ravalolas and set up as a singing duo. I often talked to her about that plan and she seemed keen; thats what kept me going through those long, dark days. I penned a follow-up to Baby, You Got Me (Right Where it Hurts!) and we recorded it. Again, Cally took the lead vocal and joint song-writing credits even though it was my song. I had written the music and lyric while Cally was out partying. 

By this time we had moved from our awful bedsit and into a lovely flat; we were still together though sex was as about as regular as Christmas. I felt a certain distance had come between Cally and me. Anyway, the next single was called, Sittin, Waitin Listenin

and was written about how I felt when Cally was out and I was in the flat on my own, listening for her key in the lock and missing her. I was lonely in the flat but I also felt uncomfortable at home. You see, alone of an evening I ditched the female garb and pulled on my normal clothes and, apart from the hair, looked (almost) male. What if a photographer came and knocked on the door and took pictures of me? What if the curtain wasnt drawn and they caught me with a telescopic lens? What if a fan knocked on the door? 

Anyway, the chorus of the song went, 

Sitting, waiting, listening for your key in the door, Sitting, waiting, listening for you to say you love me more, Well always be together; I know its true, 

Even though right now, Im feeling pretty blue. 

When Cally came back from this party or that premiere and I told her of my concerns, she didnt seem at all bothered. 

Oh, I dont know, Sam, youll just have to take more care and dress as a girl all the time, was her usual response. 

Feminist Cally was now a beautiful blonde who loved nothing more than going out in high high heels, mini skirts and dresses and shaking her hips in front of the cameras. I couldnt believe how easily she took to being a pop star and how quickly she overcame any resistance to her artistic integrity being compromised . Meverick knew all this of course. Pound, Yen, Euro and Dollar signs along with a large dose of celebrity make the most reluctant artist lose their inhibitions. 

When Sittin, Waitin, Listenin was released, it rocked to Number One on both sides of the Atlantic  we were now international stars! 

Sam, you need to get out more, Meverick said to me one day. 

How do you mean?

Fiona, Vanessa, Helen and Cally are all out there going to premiers and parties and youre sitting at home moping. The press has dubbed you the missing Ravalola  youve been called the Sulky Lola  and people are asking where you are? Did you know a womans magazine has voted you Best Dressed Lola?

I didnt. 

Meverick continued. You need to get dressed up in a pretty frock and go out and enjoy yourself  this fame wont last forever.
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I cant.

Why not?

You know why not! I hollered. 

Your cock? Is that it? Look, if youre worried about that little thing, Ill assign Sash to you 24/7. She can help you dress and do your makeup and she wont say a word. Shes as discreet as Tommy.

Who the hells Tommy? I fired. 

Meverick laughed. He was the deaf, dumb and blind lad in the Whos rock opera. Im guessing he was pretty discreet.

And so that was that. Meverick sent Sash over to stay in the flat with Cally and me. To re-enforce his point about me being a part of The Ravalolas 24/7, parcels of clothes were delivered to our flat which included nightdresses and skirts and blouses and casual feminine attire. Sash unpacked it all and hung it up in our long glass wardrobes. There was no escaping my role as a woman  not even in my leisure time. 

Over the next few weeks, Meverick made it clear that he wanted us to tour. The backing band that had played on the first single were to be our band permanently. Meverick squirrelled us away and we rehearsed with the band. One of the members of the backing band, a guitarist called Tony, a tall, thin blond lad, had a soft spot for Cally. What kind of took me back was he chatted her up in front of me! I realised that my role was that of a female and neither he nor anyone else knew any different! Though Cally knew I was a guy, she no longer seemed to care! I felt really despondent. 

What really annoyed me was that Cally seemed to reciprocate when Tony flirted; at home she would say it was just playful but I knew it was more serious than that. A few days into the rehearsal schedule for our tour, I happened to walk outside to see Callys arms around his neck and the water bottle she held hanging loosely from her hands, tapping gently against his back. They were fully engrossed in each other, speaking softly and giggling. Then, to my horror they kissed, French kissed  right there in front of me! 

Cally, I shouted as if I was a school mistress to an errant child. They both turned. 

Tony looked puzzled for, to his eyes, in front of him stood a flat-chested girl in white trousers and a T shirt. 

Dont bother me now, Sam, Cally said petulantly. To reinforce the point that she was no longer interested in me, she went back to kissing Tony. 

I turned and walked away, my eyes spitting tears. It was too much. Too much to take. I pushed open the door of the ladies toilet and collapsed on the floor. 

I dont know how long it was before Vanessa found me. She knelt down in front of me, stroked my hair. 

I guess you realise that Tony and Cally are an item? she said softly. She knew. 

I nodded slowly. 

Its been going on behind your back for some months  we didnt want to tell you 

we thought you would realise�
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I didnt, I said wiping away a tear. 

If its any comfort, we all think Callys been a bitch to you.

Thanks, I said sarcastically. I stood up. Across the room, the mirror reflected the black marks of my mascara which had run down my cheeks; my hair was dishevelled and unkempt. I looked pale and gaunt; I hadnt eaten a proper meal in months. My skin was sore through constant shaving; the powder Sash dabbed onto my face every day courtesy of an account with Charles Fox makeup artists had begun to wear off. I looked bedraggled. 

I was neither male nor female, I felt like a freak. 

Theres plenty more fish in the sea, Vanessa said. 

Yeah, male ones. How am I ever going to find another woman when Im looking like this? I held up my hands. 

This wont last forever and then youll be able to go back to how you were. I know it seems hard on you but Meverick� well�hes just ace� he really is a star- maker� hes done so much for us and I know he wants to keep you in the band. Youre so important to us. You write the songs. I know Cally tried to take the credit but we all know its you.

That night I had it out with Cally. I told her it was me or him. She just laughed, 

Come off it, Sam, you know theres no future for us. Look at yourself. Youre a girl. 

Im a girl.

I felt physically sick. At last, I really began to realise the awful situation I was in. Cally went on to explain that she could no longer date me or be seen out with me as we would look as if we were gay and lose out female fan base. There was also the small issue that she didnt find me attractive anymore; making love to me was like making love to another girl. 

No, the relationship was over. She didnt want to hurt me but there it was. A few days later, Tony came and picked up her things and she was gone. There was just Sash and I left in the large flat. 

The following day, I went to see Meverick and told him I was leaving the group. By this time, we had had two Number Ones and our album was due to be released to coincide with the start of our UK tour. Mevericks reaction? He just smiled. 

But you cant leave, Sam, Meverick said. Did you not read the small print of the contract?

I skimmed over it. Why?

In the contract, it says that if any member of the group leaves before the set-up costs of launching the group have been recouped, then the set-up cost remaining become pay-able by the departing member.

So what? Ive got money. How much will that be? I even opened my hand bag and removed a credit card from my purse (yes, I was that naVve). 

Meverick leaned across his desk. Well, I dont have an exact figure right now, but Ive paid for studio time, a backing group, a producer, publicity, costumes, hotel rooms, rehearsal studios, makeup artists  not to mention Sash being assigned to you 24/7 due to the slight problem that youre a gal that needs a shave and therefore needs constant make-up. 
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I dont think youd get much change out of $500,000  and thats probably a pretty conser-vative estimate.

I was shocked. Id no idea.

No one ever does, Sam, no one ever does. But its standard practice in the music biz for the launch fees to be paid back once the band makes it. And let me tell you this, Sam, we have put a lot of effort into The Ravalolas  a lot of effort.

So I cant leave?

You can leave but if you do, youll have made next to nothing and will be paying off the debt for years to come and for what? Meverick sat back in his chair. The Ravalolas are really big now. International. Youre raking it in. Be reasonable, do the album, the tour and a third single and then revisit this wish to leave the band. The Ravalolas have a sell-by date just like any band. The clocks ticking. Soon youll be history and the split will come no matter what. It might be your fault or Callys fault or Vanessas or Helens or Fionas but take my word for it, the group will break up. Then what? Well, I have long term plans to pluck you from the group and send you off on a solo career. So just play ball for now, will you?

I left Mevericks office a happy man� or should that be woman? All I had to do was sit it out, then Meverick would re-launch me as a male solo singer. It may have been an unusual road to success but a road to success it certainly was. 

Over the next few days, as we rehearsed, I cold-shouldered Cally and kept slightly apart from the others; after all; they had all known about Cally and Tony and not one of them had had the decency to tell me. I got on with the job at hand, I performed, wrote songs, rested. I just had to stick with being a girl for a short while. Anyway, I was sure that one day the press would dig into my past and find out that I was a man, then my cover would be blown and I could reveal myself to the world, apologise to the fans and set myself up as a solo singer. I could be like a David Bowie  a gender-bending singer and songwriter whos fooled the music world. Wow, I really was going places! 

After weeks and weeks of rehearsing, at last it was the night of the first show; it was a sell out. I nervous but I felt confident that we were a polished, coherent group, which de-spite our differences really did gel together well � on stage at least. Off it was a different story: each of us had our own hotel room and an individual limo to take us to the arena (I wouldnt go anywhere near Cally, except on stage. Vanessa and Fiona didnt get on so in the end Meverick gave us each a separate car to stop the bickering). 

I knew there was to be a lot of dress changes on stage but I was shocked when Sash arrived with a gold lame dress which I was to wear for the first number. I had been hoping for trousers. Still, ever the professional, I put the dress on and Sash helped me get ready. 

Sash dressed me in the tight, long gold dress and my hair, which had grown, was put up and my makeup was applied. Then the limo arrived and took me to the arena where I met up with the rest of The Ravalolas. We all laughed as we saw each other. We were all wearing identical dresses! 

Wheres the rock chick image now, Cally? I asked. 
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She poked her tongue out but I must admit that with her long blond hair flowing down her back and her tight-fitting dress, she looked every inch the diva. Some of my old lust for her came flooding back. I longed to place my hands on her waist and squeeze her, longed to feel her warm breath on mine� but it wasnt to be� Tony and the rest of the backing band soon surrounded us and I could hear the warm-up act finishing their last number. 

Tony and the boys took up their positions. Then, with great fanfare, we were on stage. 

We stepped into the light, the dress felt tight against my legs, the bodice constricted my chest, the high heels hurt my ankles. I was on stage in front of thousands, a boy masquerading as a girl. The drummer started tapping a beat on the drums a slow tempo, four beats to the bar; a strobe light circled over the exited audience who waved and shouted and screamed. There were flash lights from the audience as they took pictures. The five of us stood together, looking out across the sea of faces as the strobe light whirled around, lighting up different areas of the audience. 

Cally took the mike and moved towards the front of the stage, the rest of us formed a line behind her. Then, to the beat of the drum, she started to sing. Tonys guitar crackled and sparked into life and the bass came in to play. Cally started to sing a song off our forthcoming album; the audience screamed and the volume increased. Vanessa, Helen and Fiona and I sang the back-up vocals and moved in time to the rhythm of the music, keeping our hands to our sides and snaking our hips as wed been taught. The dress felt so tight against my body, so constrictive against my legs. When I looked at Helen and Fiona and Vanessa or the backside of Cally I knew that I was dressed in the same manner and a strange feeling of arousal came over me. Maybe it was the adrenaline and the heightened nervous state that I was in; maybe it was because I felt so cocooned in the dress, I dont know, but I felt almost euphoric. That euphoria brought about a kind of arousal in me. A revelation occurred that night: for the first time, I actually liked the fact that I was wearing a dress! 

The strobe lights spun onto the audience and suddenly they were on their feet ap-plauding and screaming and shouting  not isolated shouts and screams but the whole audience. We were live. It was electric. Id never felt anything like it. It was a drug, all those people shouting our names and willing us to do well, taking in every movement we made, every sound. Then the number came to an end and Cally was shouting, 

THANK YOU! THANK YOU! over the P.A system. The backing band started the intro to the next number and suddenly we were singing again. In harmony. In tune. 

Callys strong voice beat out the lead, Helen would move away to a conveniently placed keyboard to add a few chords which really made the audience go wild, Cally would hit a high note, Tony would do a guitar solo or Fiona or Vanessa or I would sing a couplet and the audience would shout our names and scream. We were stars! 

Then we were off stage and our dressers took off the gold lame dresses and on went the Fifties style dresses which we had worn on the set of the television programme Stars Arrive when we launched our first single. Then we were back on stage and singing Baby, You Got Me (Right Where it Hurts!). The applause and the screams after that number were really deafening  it was the song the public loved the best and the song that had made us so popular. Next, we launched into our third single, The Earths Not Gonna Turn Anymore (Since You Left Me) which had been released to coincide with the start of the tour. It Page - 24
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was a song I had penned but, out of a false loyalty to Cally (and Mevericks instance), once again I had given her joint writing credits. This time we all took a turn at being lead vocal. 

When each of us took over, a cheer arose from the assembled throng. 

Then it was another song off our new album, a cover of Blondies Sunday Girl which Meverick though would be right for us and was eyeing as a potential single. It was on our tour play list so we could market test it with the fans. Meverick, as usual, was not far off the mark, the fans loved it and it was the right song for us. Then, we went off stage again to change into another costume, another couple of songs, another costume, a medley of Motown and then another costume change and the finale. That first gig was over quicker than I knew  it was like riding a roller coaster ride. It was exhilarating and exciting and scary all at the same time. 

After the concert, the others went to a party but I went back to the hotel with Sash. After Sash had taken off my makeup and gone off to bed in her adjoining room, I pulled on a night dress. As I lay awake on the clean starched white sheets, the whole performance ran through my head. I thought about the changes of costume and the fact I had convinced everyone I was a girl. I played with my cock; it was bizarre to think that it spent so many hours each day covered in silkily lingerie and pretty dresses. I knew I was beginning to like dressing as a girl. Was this how a transvestite felt? 

Sometimes, alone in the flat I had once shared with Cally, I had gone online and looked up stuff about trannies as they liked to call themselves. I even entered a few chat rooms and put out some posts. I was nervous as I didnt want to expose myself, so I made out that I was a regular guy whod just started dressing. I even managed to get a few tips on dressing and looking the part. It was weird. I had never ever thought about wearing womens clothes before I had met Meverick. Then he had come out with this bizarre, won-derfully madcap idea and somehow I had fallen for it. I knew I was beginning to get turned on by wearing female clothing. There was something so safe about wearing womens garb, something protective, yet exciting. I was becoming a transvestite, I knew that  perhaps I had always been one? 

I had even gone online and ordered some magazines with photos of transvestites in them and I had ordered some fiction books from a company called Reluctant Press in the United States. I found I wanted to read up on trannies and look at pictures of them. I wanted to know that I was not the only one who did it, though my story was undoubtedly one of the strangest trannie stories ever told. 

Anyway, that night, after that first gig, I got the stash of mags and books out of my case and flicked through them. For the first time in my life, I became sexually exited by the thought of wearing womens clothes. Lying in my bed in that five-star hotel room, I thought about the dress changes I had made and masturbated before falling asleep. I slept better than I had ages. 

The tour went really well and I began to follow the rest of the girls to the after show parties. It was strange getting chatted up by handsome males  dancers, film stars, foot-ballers  they all wanted a piece of the action  they all wanted to be photographed with us. It was all very strange. I met many big stars like Tom Cruise and Victoria and David Beckham. Becks told me I was really attractive in that shy faced way of his. Every single person I met treated me as though I was a woman. 
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I was at one such party and the drink was flowing when Meverick approached, 

You dont think about being a guy now, do you? Meverick said. 

No, I replied quietly. 

Good, Ive booked you for a boob job, Ive told the press. At the end of the tour, youll go under the knife. And with that, Meverick disappeared into the night. 


Chapter Four

Our tour moved on to Europe and Cally and Tony seemed to become closer. By this time, I was living full-time as a girl, getting up in the morning, getting dressed and, with Sashs help, leaving the small mews house I had bought after Cally and I split up, dressed as a woman. The house afforded a lot more privacy than the flat as there were large gates at the end of the mews which meant photographers (and fans) could only see the house side on and so could not point their cameras at the windows. 

In between touring, I took driving lessons and quickly passed my test which enabled me a large degree of independence; I bought a small mini coupe and was able to park right outside my door. That meant I could come out the front door, get into my car and drive off. It was excellent. 

When the tour finally ended, I got into a routine. Each morning, I d slip into silky pant-ies, stockings and a dress or a skirt or leggings. Meverick said that all the girls had to look the part even when shopping in the supermarkets just in case the paparazzi snapped us so that was how it was. I dressed, and Sash did my hair and applied makeup. 

Sash and I started to become quite close and I confided in her about my anxieties and how I felt trapped by the female part I was playing. As she plied my face with a makeup sponge and cosmetics, I chatted to her and received in return her Oriental wisdom. I was surprised to learn how old she was  forty-one  and that she had two sons from a former relationship. I knew Sash liked working for Meverick and especially enjoyed her role as my dresser. When I had left the flat, I asked her to come with me; she had her own room in the mews house but it was hardly an employer/employee relationship. For one thing, Meverick dealt with her wages and for another, she was just so damned good to talk to. 

Not only was she my dresser, she also became my cook, my P.A., my cleaner and ulti-mately� well, you will see. 

As Ive said, the U.K. tour spread into a European tour, then, when we finished with that, we had a bit of time off, more rehearsals and then over to the States we went for a U.S. tour. There were a lot more hotels, a lot of time spent on the road in our large coach, a lot of time together. After a while, my initial excitement about being on stage faded and it all became quite boring� well, perhaps not boring but monotonous. I longed to be in one place all the time, have my meals at set times and not have to sit on that lousy coach touring from city to city visiting places but never really seeing them; being a pop star is not all its cracked up to be. 

Another problem was that all the other girls had found boyfriends and I had no one. I had my admirers but I tried to keep to myself to myself; I read a lot, phoned Sash to ask her how things were going at home and wrote new songs for the group (which Meverick Page - 26
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requested be jointly credited to Cally. She, apparently insisted on this and Meverick wanted to keep the peace in the group, knowing how hurt I had been by her). 

Sunday Girl was released as our fourth single, went to Number One and we finished off the year with yet another short tour of the U.K. We seemed to be always on the go; touring, radio and TV interviews and promotions and singles and recording. I thought about Mevericks words about me having a boob job when we finally finished touring. Did he really want to make me into a girl? There had been pieces in the press about me having a boob job; fans even wrote in with the dimensions they desired me to have! It was as if I was public property. It was very surreal. As we came off stage after our New Years Eve concert, I breathed a sigh of relief. The tour was finished  I was now free to leave the group once and for all. I had a meeting with Meverick a few days into the New Year, 

Well, Meverick, Ive seen out the tour. Weve released an album and had four Number One singles. Im off. Im not going to hang around and have a boob job and become a girl, thats for certain.

Meverick laughed. Well, The Ravalolas have certainly made back their set-up costs and then some, so you dont owe any money, but are you really going to leave all this?

He made a sweeping motion with his hands. 

Yes. Im a boy, not a girl. I need to go back to my original gender. To be honest with you, all this touring, the constant publicity, its not me. I just want to go back to being a normal Joe.

Meverick guffawed. Im afraid, Sam, that just isnt possible.

Why on earth not? I said, quite annoyed by his tone. 

Sam, sit down, I think its about time I told you a little story. At the end of it, you will understand why you will always be a girl, a good-looking one at that.

Meverick told me a story about how he had lost his wedding tackle in a school boy accident when he fell on some railings. As a result of the accident, his penis had been re-built but he was unable to conceive and got very little pleasure from sex. While his mates had been out chasing girls and playing pool, he sat at home and played his guitar. He had dreams. He wanted to be a rock n roll star. He would be famous. He could sing, write his own material, he had a good ear for a commercial song. 

He went to a studio, made a recording of himself with his first pay packet and sent it to record companies. They invited him to audition  and there was where it all went wrong. 

He did not look the part. His skin was pockmarked with acne and his back was hunched. 

Every audition ended with Thanks, but no thanks. His dream was dashed, his hopes smashed, his ambition quashed. He did odd jobs for years, helped out around the record companies as a tea boy and a runner, knowing all the time he could write better material than the groups he served, knowing he had a better voice than the squeaky clean kids who sang their pop songs in the recording studios and got Number One hits. 

Maverick paused and poured some drinks for us both. Then the Punk scene exploded and I saw my opportunity, I joined a group and became lead singer. We werent hugely successful but we sold a few records. As a result of my brief flirtation with fame, I was able to set myself up as impresario. I started looking for groups to manage. It happened Page - 27
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quite by accident. We were doing a university gig, I saw this group play. They had no manager so I took them on. They had a couple of hits. After that, I found that I enjoyed finding new talent, nurturing it, taking them to the top.

So what appealed to you about us? I asked. 

You, Sam. I knew you were a guy the moment I saw you on stage so I hatched a plan to take revenge on the record industry for their rejection of me. You were the pawn in my game. I set about creating a ultra-feminine group which would take the music world by storm. Only thing was, one member was a guy. Perfect.

I looked out the plate glass window onto the street below, people hurried by, busied themselves in their small worlds while nine floors up, mine had just been turned upside down. I had been a means for Meverick to gain revenge on the record companies... 

When you came to me and told me you wanted to leave and I said you couldnt because you would have to pay back the investment costs, I was talking bullshit. The record company paid for everything. I got them to invest in an allgirl group that contained a guy! He laughed out loud. You have to admit, its genius! Sweet revenge. If anyone found out, the record boys would be furious but would not be able to do anything about it.

I took a slug of my whiskey. But Im the one who has been had!

No, Sam, youve had a good time, youve made money. And sure, yes, one day the press, the media will find out  theyre bound to - theyre already sniffing about, looking into your past. Thats why I told the media you were going to have a boob job. At the end of the day, youve made money out of the suckers at Arch Records just as I have.

Why do you say I would never go back to being a normal Joe then? I asked. 

Meverick smiled. Youll go back to being a normal Joanne, but not a normal Joe. 

Youve tasted silk knickers around your crotch, the smoothness of the dress on your waxed legs, the powder brush sweeping blusher on your cheeks. You have tasted femininity and once tasted, the genie cannot be put back into the bottle. No Sam, there will always be a side of you that looks in the mirror at your skinny twenty-two-year-old male body which women do not find attractive and you will think to yourself, with help, I can be a beautiful woman.

Maverick was right, I did sometimes look at my scrawny frame in disbelief that once dressed in a lovely slinky dress, it was transformed to that of a sexy woman who fans wrote to and screamed at and asked to marry. I knew in my heart of hearts that I had become a transvestite. I now routinely asked Sash what I was to wear and sometimes requested a skirt rather than trousers. I was hooked. Just as Cally had sold her principles and become hooked on fame, so I had become hooked on womens clothes. 

Meverick got up from his desk and stood, staring out the window, his arms folded. 

When I was young, I visited prostitutes. Then, quite by accident, I met a Brazilian prostitute who was a pre-op transsexual; under her skirt was a male organ  a large male organ. He turned back into the room and faced me; I was transfixed, Id never heard him speak so personally before. I cannot tell you how that excited me, the effect that encoun-ter had on me was incredible. Maybe it was because she was an outcast like me; maybe it Page - 28
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was because the huge cock was like a deformed growth on an otherwise immaculate female body. I dont know why. All I know is that from that moment on, transvestites and transsexuals fascinated me. From that moment, on I yearned for trannies.

I was shocked. Id never seen Meverick with a woman and now I knew why. 

Meverick became business-like. Anyway, you cant leave now; theres a big awards do in London on Friday and you must attend that. Afterwards, well, think about it, Sam. You owe me nothing. Its your decision.

For the awards ceremony, I wore a beautiful electric blue evening dress with high-heeled sandals. The dress felt fantastic. It swished around my legs and felt tight against my chest. A Rolls Royce picked me up from my house and took me to the awards ceremony where I stepped out onto the red carpet. Fans cheered and cameras clicked. I was a star! It felt so nice to

tread the carpet with Helen, 

Vanessa, Cally and Fiona 

though we had all gotten out of

different cars! 

Inside the auditorium we

were treated to a standing ova-

tion when we took our places. 

We picked up loads of awards

that night: Best Single, Best

New Group, Best Girl Band. It

was incredible. At one point, I

was on stage giving a speech in

my husky male voice. It felt so

odd, part of me wanted to say, 

Listen, Im a guy! and shock

the audience and the millions

watching at home. There was

no way I could do that, no way. 

But I knew my time with The

Ravalolas was coming to an

end. 


Chapter Five

But it wasnt me that left

the group first. No, that honour

fell to Cally. A few days after

the awards ceremony Cally

dropped her bombshell. Thats

not strictly true. We  that is

Fiona, Vanessa, Helen and I -

read it in a tabloid newspaper
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first. When we all met up in the recording studio, we questioned her about it  or we would have done if shed turned up. Instead, we questioned each other. We all knew it was true. Helen sat cross-legged on the floor, reading and re-reading the headline; Ravs Rage as Cally Walks Out  Im quitting, says Cally, and theres no turning back.

Over the next few days, the picture began to become clearer. Tony and Cally had formed a new group with her as the lead singer; they had gone behind Mevericks back and signed a record deal with a new label. The executives at Arch were furious; Meverick was blamed for not keeping a tighter rein on Cally. Worse was to follow. We were contracted to do another series of European gigs. I knew I couldnt leave and let the girls and Meverick down so I agreed to stay on. While we went into rehearsals, Cally issued a writ against me! She said Sam Norman was an ex-boyfriend and had nothing to do with the Samantha Norman in the band. She had kept his co-writing credits on the label for senti-mental reasons but now she wanted the world to know that she had written all the songs jointly credited as Norman/Holmes by herself! 

What could I do? If I challenged her, I would have to expose myself as a male. 

Meverick had also helped write the songs but had generously not sought any credit. 

Meverick and I talked it over at my mews house one evening. 

I think the best thing to do is settle out of court, Meverick said. His face was drawn, the stress was eating away at him  his first really big slice of fame had been blown by Cally Holmes selfishness. Ill talk to Arch but Im sure theyll agree. Ill have to come clean about you being a boy but there you are, I really dont think we can do anything else. 

Cally knows shes got us by the balls. If you go to court and reveal that you are the real Sam Norman, the ex-boyfriend who has been masquerading as a girl, the likelihood is youll lose. Cally will appear the more honest and reliable witness even though you will have the support of me, Vanessa, Helen and Fiona. At the end of the day, it would basi-cally be your word against hers as none of us were actually present when the songs were written. 

Youve got to weigh whether it would be worth going to court and revealing to the public that you have just taken thousands of fans for a ride by pretending to be a woman just to get back the ownership of a few songs! Even if you won the court case, I dont think anyone would have much sympathy for you  particularly not the judge! Its a lose/lose situation. Cally has been very clever. By claiming you and the Sam Norman who was her ex-boyfriend are two different people, she has placed you in a Catch 22 situation. Now, you cant really reveal who you are without getting involved in a big scandal which would result in a lot of unwarranted publicity. The press loves nothing more than a court case and everything about you would be exposed. No, youve been stitched up, Sam, no mistake.

So that was that. 

The tour was a disaster; though I had stayed on out of loyalty to Vanessa, Helen and Fiona who were really upset about Cally going, I wished I hadnt. Without Callys rasping vocals, we were lost. We took turns singing lead but Cally had really been the leader on stage and none of us wanted to step into her shoes. We just werent as strong characters or Page - 30
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singers; we all had limitations in our vocal range (especially me). Helen found herself playing the keyboards more to fill in some of the gaps but there was no disguising our in-adequacies. We were just not the same group without Cally. 

The only salvation for me came in the form of Sash who helped me on with my different outfits every night and was an absolute star, so comforting and loyal and understand-ing. During that disastrous European tour, I really grew close to her. 

When we finished the tour, Vanessa, Helen, Fiona and I were sick of each other, we had started to argue and my sexuality was brought up on more than one occasion. Then I made a drunken pass at Helen, who had just split with her boyfriend, and got knocked back, 

What do you take me for? A lesbian? she shouted. 

It hurt so much  I was neither one thing nor another; I sobbed into Sashs arms that night and told Meverick the next day that I really was quitting this time. Meverick was resigned; he could see the writing on the wall and felt it was time The Ravalolas were dis-banded. 

At the same time, I had to settle out of court with Cally which really left me out of pocket. Id spent a lot of money on cars and flash watches and jewellery and now had a huge bill to pay as well. 

When we got back to the U.K., Meverick called a press conference. Tearfully, we told the assembled throng that we were going our separate ways  three months after Cally had left the group we were to split up. We had played our final gig in Berlin. 

Meanwhile, Callys first single was released, a self-penned ballad, that went straight to Number One. Soon a second single followed and was another hit. I watched the video of her strutting around the stage in her leather trousers; the image was rockier but still feminine. I knew she was going to continue to be a star. And that made it all the worse I sat in my mews house moping. The accountants from Arch Records came up with a payment scheme and I actually had to sell some of my cars and other personal belongings! 

I was depressed, lonely and bored. Sash still did the cooking and cleaning, ironing and shopping and tried to motivate me but I just could not see any point. As far as I was concerned, my life was over and I was only 22! It was amazing how attached Id become to The Ravalolas. While I hated the touring, the publicity and the constant attention of fans and the media, I enjoyed the recording and being with the other girls. And, as Ive revealed, I liked the dressing. 

Come on, Sam, you need to pick yourself up, go solo or something. You always wanted to make it as a male singer  nows your chance! Sash would say but I would go back to playing stupid computer games. I couldnt be bothered writing songs. Someone else would just steal them, what was the point? 

Then, one night, to try to shake me from my maudlin, Sash cooked me a lovely meal and told me to dress in a shirt and trousers and shave for the occasion  things Id been reluctant to do since the break-up of the group. Id always liked Chinese food and Sash was a fantastic cook. She prepared the table with candles, sprinkled petals on the white table cloth and placed small Chinese plate warming devices on the table. 
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I was ushered into the room by Sash who was wearing a tight, white silk Chinese dress that had a round collar and short sleeves. It was long and tight and had a black tree motif on it  very Oriental. Her hair was tied back and she wore large ear-rings and full makeup. 

Id never seen Sash look so lovely  her skin positively glowed. 

Once seated at the table, she proceeded to wait on me, topping up my glass with wine and bringing in more dishes with scintillating aromas. The sauces were spicy and the duck was crispy; it truly was a feast. Sash and I chatted and laughed. Then, quite unexpectedly, at the end of the evening Sash came to my chair. I thought she was going to pour me more wine but instead she knelt before me. 

Sam, I know it is the custom for the man to take the lead but our roles are reversed. 

You are the girl and I am the protector  the man  and I love that role and I love you so much. I feel you need me. I know I need you. Sam, will you do me the honour of marrying me?

With a click of her finger, a small red box was opened and a ring glinted in front of me. 

I was shocked, confused. I laughed. 

But youre the hired help!

Her hand covered her mouth as she was convulsed in sobs. She ran. 

She wouldnt come out of her room for two days. I hit the bottle. I didnt sleep. I just had not seen it coming. Sash, my friend, my housekeeper, my dresser  a woman more than twice my age, loved me and had asked me to marry her. I had cut her down with a thoughtless remark. She was my only friend and I had killed our relationship. Dead. 

Then, one day, while I sat on the sofa nursing a hangover, I heard Sash leave her room and make her slow progress down stairs. She got into the hall and dropped something heavy onto the floor; she then went back upstairs. I came out and saw a large suitcase in the hall and Sash struggling downstairs with another. She was talking on her phone in Chinese and I had no chance to interrupt her. Once in the hall, she deposited the new suitcase next to the first one. 

Youre leaving, I said. She continued her conversation. Her hair was tied back and she wore jeans and no makeup. I stood by the lounge door, waiting for an opportunity to interrupt. At last, she finished her call. 

My son is going to pick me up, she said. 

Sash, look, Im sorry. Please stay.

NO! You have made your feelings quite clear, thank you, Sam!

I took a deep breath, Id really messed up. 

Please, lets talk about it�

There is nothing to say. Ive told Meverick that I have resigned from your employ. Im going back to the States.

I was surprised by how determined she was, how forceful her voice sounded. 

Will you at least, keep in contact with me?
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She looked at me then, for the first time making eye contact. No, Sam, it is not to be.

She paused as if thinking of what to say or do next. There is one thing, one thing I feel I ought to do before I leave though. One thing that will do you a great deal of good.

She walked towards me and took me by the wrist. Her sharp nails dug into my skin. 

She led the way into the lounge; I was behind her, being tugged alone. 

I think your mother needed to teach you some manners. Instead, the role falls to me.

She dropped down onto a dining room chair, and yanked me forward by the waist band of my trousers. Within seconds, she had my trousers undone, and the silky knickers that I had taken a fancy to wearing were revealed. I still did not realise what was to follow! 

Showing surprising strength for one so slim, Sash deposited me over her lap as if I were a naughty child. 

At least when I fly back to Los Angeles, I do so with the knowledge that you have been well and truly punished for your rudeness and ungratefulness.

As she spoke, she brought her thin hand down on my backside. SMACK. 

Sash, please, Im sorry!

SPLAT. Once again, her palm smacked my buttocks. Again and again she spanked me. 

Stop! Stop! Please!

Sash was oblivious to my protestations. I dont know how long I spent perched over Sashs lap receiving the spanking of my life but it felt like ages. After a while, she pushed me off her knee. I knelt before her, my trousers down, tears rolling down my cheeks. Sash stood up. Her next move surprised me. She stood in front of me, pulled me up to my feet, smiled, then kissed me on the lips. In seconds, I was experiencing the most erotic French kiss Id ever experienced in my life. I placed my hands around her slim waist, smelled the shampoo in her hair, felt the tenderness of her skin. We snogged like young lovers, then we ripped off each others clothes. 

Joined together, we moved to the leather sofa in the front room and made love on it. It was so much better than Cally had ever been, so much more spontaneous. When we finished, she made a call to her son, spoke in Mandarin (as she informed me) and cancelled her lift to the airport. 

Later in the evening, I took Sashs bags back upstairs and unpacked her clothes. This time, her things were added to my wardrobes and drawers and the unpacking followed a day of blissful love making. The way Sash kissed me and we cuddled and made love was so natural and unstressed  so different from Cally. Maybe it was because she was so much more experienced, I dont know. 

Sash suggested we go on holiday, so the following day we went to a travel agent and booked a self-contained apartment in Spain. We flew out a few days later for a two-week vacation. Sash was at ease in her white cotton trousers and sunglasses and I was too. It was the first time I had been out dressed as a guy for ages. Of course, no one recognised me. It was so relaxing  my depression lifted  I felt alive again. Meverick had been right: when the whole thing ended, I could return to being a normal person, only with a lot more money in the bank. One good thing was that I had not been exposed as a boy when in The Ravalolas. It was the first foreign holiday I had ever had and it was great. We sat in Page - 33
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beachside restaurants watching the sea break against the shore and Sash told me her life story. 

She was born in Los Angeles to first generation immigrants; she was educated through the public school system and left to work in a Chinese restaurant where she had had a relationship with one of the customers, a Chinese businessmen. They married; she was 20

and he was 32. He wanted her to stay at home with the children so she gave up work and had two sons  the first when she was twenty-one and the second when she was twenty-three. After a while, the marriage became loveless. 

She was bored and started a makeup course which she turned into a business  she did wedding makeup and helped a photographer who photographed models for adult magazines. Her ex-husband was very ambitious and worked a lot of hours . Finally, his job took them to London and the family relocated. The marriage ended after eight years. 

Sash pursued her makeup career on her own while bringing up her two children. The job was flexible and though she didnt earn brilliant money, she earned enough to get by. 

To make more money, she also started sewing, altering and making dresses, another job she could do from home. Then she saw an advert in The Stage newspaper, the paper for thespians. It said a makeup artist was sought. She applied and was interviewed by Meverick. 

She explained to me how odd the job seemed  it required perfect discretion; someone to makeup and dress a soon-to-be famous person who was not all she seemed. She said Meverick had questioned her on her attitude about transvestites and transsexuals with whom she had some experience in regards to makeup. She said she did not have a problem with them. She was then asked how she would feel about providing makeup and dressing one; again, she did not have a problem. Meverick offered her the job, then she discovered the truth, that I was a boy and part of The Ravalolas girl band. She was not surprised as she had deduced from Mevericks questioning that it was a secret to do with gender. 

So how come you to be in an all-girl band? Sash asked, sipping her cocktail through a curled-up straw. 

I told her the story. The whole painful truth. When I finished, Sash took my hand under the table and said, Sam, I think I prefer you as a girl.

I looked out to sea. I was wearing shorts and a T shirt. You know, Sash, I think I prefer it too.

We both laughed. In that moment, I knew I had found the love of my life. On the last night of the holiday, I got down on one knee and asked Sash to marry me. She agreed. After a shopping trip in London, we arrived at Mevericks office to show him the glinting en-gagement ring. He hugged and kissed us both and seemed really happy. Then it was down to business. 

Did you know that there are now two all-girl groups that have copied The Ravalolas? he said. 

I shook my head, No, Ive not really kept abreast of whats happening in the music industry.
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You should, Sam, you should. Ones called The Pussy Cat Dolls and the other is Girls Aloud. Would you believe it?

I told him I wouldnt. 

Meverick shrugged. Listen, Ive got an idea.

I smiled inwardly. 

Im going to relocate to L.A, Meverick said, and I want you, Sam, to come along as my P.A. What do you say? Sash can come out there too. Shes an American citizen so itll help you with immigration.

Sash was smiling broadly under the brim of her large floppy hat. It meant a chance to return home. 

Say yes, Sam, say yes, she urged. 

We could be a great team together  you and me  you know the music biz now from the inside. Ive got new ideas and I want to broaden my horizons. We can both write songs.

So I agreed. Before we left, Sash and I got married. She wore a black tuxedo with a bootlace tie and white shirt; her long black hair was tied back and she looked� well� like a man. And I wore? You guessed it, a glorious white wedding dress. Meverick gave me away and Sashs oldest son was the best man. The only other guest was her other son. We got married in a registry office; the registrar was female and quite unfazed by the reversal of roles. We went to a small restaurant for the wedding breakfast. What an odd lot we must have seemed with Sash in her tux, me in the dress, her two sons and, of course, Meverick. 

We sold the mews house. Sash went on ahead to find a house in L.A which met our requirements while I tidied up things at my end. Before the year was out, I was taking a taxi to the airport. The taxi drivers radio crackled with music; Cally was singing a commercial song. It was yet another Number One hit. She was a big star� just as she had always pre-dicted she would be. 


Chapter Six

The first house we rented in L.A was large and white and secluded with electric gates and a steep drive down to the house itself. There was a swimming pool at the rear and the beautiful manicured lawn was surrounded by palm tress. The house was built into the side of a hill so only the roof top was visible from the road and the back garden was completely secluded, Sash had chosen well. 

A week after moving in, I got up, showered and returned to the bedroom to find my clothes set out on the bed or hanging up on the door. For that first day as Mevericks P.A, Sash had chosen for me silky knickers, a black pencil skirt and a silky blouse; it was too hot for tights. The day before, I had been to a beauty salon and had my legs and body waxed. Once again, I was smooth skinned. Sash was even giving me electrolysis on my face so I wouldnt have to shave so regularly; she had set up one of the many rooms in our house as a beauty parlour where she would undertake all the treatments I required, in-Page - 35
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cluding the waxing. She was studying further to aid her in her role as my own personal beautician. 

So, on that first day, she helped me dress and applied my makeup just as she had done in the old days when I had been going on stage as part of The Ravalolas. I knew once I got to the office, I would not be under any pressure to perform. I would be on my own in the office  or with Maverick - taking calls and replying to e-mails. The job was simple; a bit of filing, a bit of photocopying. Eventually, I would fix up tours and hotel bookings and organise the publicity for the groups that Meverick planned to manage. Maybe I would even write songs for them but in the meantime I was to be introduced quite slowly to my role. 

The important thing, Meverick had explained, was that I just got used to being a working woman. 

I felt really happy. I was making choices. I had chosen to marry Sash, I had chosen to live at least some of my life as a girl, I had chosen to come to L.A and work for Meverick. 

With The Ravalolas, things had been different. 

Once ready, I slipped into high-heeled court shoes and set out with Sash. As I didnt have a U.S driving licence and was unfamiliar with the roads, she was going to drive me to work each morning. I gently eased into the car seat  Sash had chosen the car, just as she had the house. We got to the office block and, like a mother escorting a child to school on the first day, she took me up to Mevericks office. Mevericks face lit-up when he saw me; all the pains I had gone to get ready seemed to have paid off. Meverick was delighted, the idea of having a transvestite P.A really excited him. 

Welcome, Meverick said. He stood up, walked over to me and kissed me on the check. You wont regret this, Sam.

And I didnt. I enjoyed working for Meverick. Sash drove me to work every day and each morning I was dressed inn a smart skirt and heels. In some ways, we had a very tra-ditional relationship; I went to work each morning and Sash stayed at home, cooked and cleaned, washed, ironed and generally played the housewife. The only time she left the house was to go shopping or to go to her beauty course. Scratch the surface, though, and it was a very different story. Sash was in control. She organised our social life, selected what I would wear to work (in collaboration with Meverick), selected what I would wear at home and when I would be allowed to wear male clothes and generally kept me on a tight rein. I was not allowed to do anything without her say so. With the agreement of Meverick, all the money I earned went into her account. She said I did not need money and would allow me a small amount of pocket money if we were going out. It was like the relationship between a mother and child which, given the great age gap, was no great surprise, I suppose. 

Sometimes, we would go out as a normal couple. I remember the first time we went out; Sash dressed in a lovely, sleeveless tight fitting dress. I was dressed in a shirt and smart trousers that Sash had bought. It felt fantastic to have such a beautiful woman on my arm, and because we were in Los Angeles, no one bothered us about me being a toy boy as it was quiet normal to see older women with younger men or younger women with older men. We went to premieres, for meals out and to parties. Life was perfect. If I inadvertently said something that Sash didnt like, she would look at me, kick me under the table or place a hand over my mouth. 
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That was the thing I found most difficult to get used to  deferring to Sash all the time and letting her be in control. Sometimes, I admit, I overstepped the mark and I was spanked, caned or slippered. That wasnt so bad but what really took me back was the sharp, hard slap I received from her one day in the kitchen when I answered her back. 

Remember, Ive had two truculent teenage sons to deal with, Sam. I didnt take any lip from them and I wont from you.

I know, Im sorry, I said and we hugged and made up. 

That slap was the first of many. 

Then Monday would come and Sash would be hanging a pretty dress on a hanger for me to wear to work and everything would be all right in the world again. Wed go out for the evening as if we were two girls and on our return home we would make the sweetest love. 

Sash was full of surprises. One day, she picked me up from work wearing a leather dress. Rather than go home, she said we would eat out and go for a drink. After a pleasant meal, we ended up in a downtown bar where some rough looking men flirted with us both. I was unsure about the situation but Sash encouraged the attentions of one suitor and they ended up snogging in front of me. His hands creased the smooth leather that en-cased her butt and back. 

When we came home, we opened some wine and giggled at the experience as we recalled the uncouth men who had made the advances. I had never been happier. And so time passed. I got used to my role as Mevericks PA. I loved life in Los Angles. Sometimes during the summer, Id start work at 6.30AM and be home by 3.30 PM which meant Sash and I would spend the afternoon on the beach. I would be dressed not in a bikini but in a pair of mens trunks  a smooth-skinned, tanned guy with his beautiful wife. I found I transferred easily from being a woman to being a man and back again. As Meverick and Sash both knew my situation, there was no longer any pretence. And, as Meverick Enter-prises expanded and took on new staff , those I worked closely with knew I was really a guy. 


Epilogue

Sam could hear Leos footsteps echoing along the broad corridor. Slowly, the gold door knob turned. Sam pretended to be working diligently at her computer. She tried again in vain to pull down her short skirt. Her eyes fixed on the screen. Leo entered; he was wearing a white shirt and cream trousers. He looked relaxed and tanned. He moved closer to Sams desk and removed his sunglasses. 

Sam, how nice to see you. Is Meverick in?

Sam knew that Leo would know Mevericks whereabouts, would know everyones whereabouts. Sam shook her head, her blond hair moving in rhythm with the motion. Leo approached. 

All alone, are we?

Sam confirmed she was. How were women meant to deal with a sex pest? Leo got closer. 
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Have you had lunch?

Sam spoke for the first time. I cant leave the office and I didnt bring anything.

I was wondering if you would like lunch with me. Leo was now leaning over the desk. 

I cant leave the office, Sam repeated. 

What would you say if I went out and grabbed us a sandwich. We could eat right here. Does that sound good? You may be as thin as a pin but you need to eat.

Sam looked into Leos deep blue eyes. He was resistible� just. 

Look, Leo, Sash will get something for me when I get in. I really dont need anything now.

Leo sat on the desk. Doesnt your appetite need quenching now? His eyes twinkled to reinforce the double entendre. 

I suppose.

Well, why wait for the hired help to concoct something when you could have a bite with me?

Sam smiled inwardly. Hired help. Hadnt that been her expression? The one that had earned her a spanking? 

Leo was on the phone, ordering a pizza and asking her if she preferred Pepperoni. 

Twenty minutes. Yeah thats fine, he said, closing his mobile. He turned back to Sam. 

I like that top, is it PVC?

He felt it between his thumb and finger. Sam nodded. She felt nervous, she stood up. 

Wrong move. Her smooth, bare, tanned legs were exposed to Leos lecherous eyes, 

My, I can see why mini-skirts were invented. Leo released the material of Sams top and walked around the side of the desk. Come on, Sam, you know Ive always fancied you.

Sam backed off, moved towards the door. Leo was after her, his muscles tensing under his tight shirt. Dont play games, Sweetheart, you know you want it as much as me. Im sure you must get bored in that big house with just your Filipino maid to cook and clean for you and no man to look after you.

Sam stood her ground. 

Back off, Leo!

It was hopeless; he was coming at her, his tentacle-like arms entrapped her and pulled her to him. He kissed her thin lips, let one hand wander up her skirt�. 

Sash was delighted that Sam had found a boyfriend, even if it was the womaniser, Leo. 

Sash bought a tight-fitting blue dress for Sam and matching high-heeled sandals with a four-inch heel. She spent extra time on Sams hair and makeup. Leo was on time for their first date and Sam sauntered confidently down the drive wearing her high heels and swinging her handbag. Carefully, she manoeuvred herself into the seat next to Leo. Sash Page - 38
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waved good-bye to Sam. Her husband looked like a real doll; Sash felt a feeling of euphoria spread over her. She had Sam for life. He was hers. Period. 

Sam sat in the restaurant twenty miles from L.A and stared into the deep blue eyes of Leo. Since that day in the office, Sam wondered what it was that Leo saw in her. They ordered their entrees and main courses and made casual conversation. Sam looked from Leo to the deep blue Pacific, the waves crashing on the shore, the occasional cars on the cliff road. 

Youre beautiful, Leo said. Unbelievably beautiful. But tell me, how the Hell did you, an English guy, end up in Los Angles, fooling us all that youre a woman and working for Meverick?

Sam took a deep breath. Paused. It was a long story. A very long story. Where would she start? At the beginning? She closed her eyes briefly as if trying to recall how the incredible journey had come about. Then she opened them and spoke softly. 

It happened like this�


###
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