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The Go Girl, No Girl

Review

By Jessica Matthews

�No, no, no,� Craig shouted. �I�m not doing it.�
�But we need you,� Kate replied.
�I don�t want to fall out but what part of �no� are youhaving trouble with?� Craig turned to walk away. �Ican�t. I�m not, so that�s it. Subject closed.�
The door slammed, followed by the squeal of angrytires as Craig�s elderly Miata left the car park.
�Well, that went well,� Gary said. �What do we donow?�
�I�ll think of something,� Kate replied. �I can usu-ally get around him.�
�You�d better,� Gary said. �We can�t have �The GoGirl, No Girl Review� without a star performer.�
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�I wish we hadn�t been talked into this,� Kate said.��A sure fire winner," the agent said. They let us takeover the bar, do all the publicity, and then they tell usthat they can�t supply the performers. We�re on ourway to bankruptcy.�
�It�s not that bad. Something has to turn up.�
�You said that last week and what did we get?�Kate asked. �A pantomime dame who looked like theback of a horse, two ton Tessie from Albuquerque,and a couple of chancers with big egos and bigger ex-pectations of what we could pay.�
�But we�re not bankrupt yet.� Gary tried to be opti-mistic.
�Maybe not yet, but unless we do something quick,I can hear it calling,� Kate said. �There must be sometalent out there. I�d better go find it, otherwise we�resunk.�
�How do you propose to do that?�
�I have no idea,� Kate admitted. �But there must bean answer. I�m going to save this darn business if it�sthe last thing I do. I need to get on the internet. Theremust be something out there. I need to know how tofind it.�

* * * * * *
�Is that Daniel?� Kate hoped she�d called the rightnumber.
�Yes, who�s calling?� he answered cautiously.
�I�m Kate from �The Go Girl, No Girl Review� and I�mhoping I�ve found the right Daniel,� she said. �I thinkyou choreographed some cabaret shows a few yearsback.�
�Yes, that�s me.� He was not very forthcoming.
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�I need to get a choreographed drag show at myclub in a few weeks� time. I wondered if you mighthave an opening in your schedule,� she asked.
What are you offering?�
�Well, that�s the problem.� Kate�s heart sank. �Ihave to explain. We contracted for a show, paid ourfees, and then they�ve absconded. We�ve no moneyleft and no show.�
�Sounds like you�ve no chance either,� he replied.
�But you�re not working at the moment. Youcrashed and burned after you fell out with Girls In-corporated a couple of years ago. The way I heard it,they said you�d never work again.�
�So you heard all the calumnies they heaped onme. It was a lousy cast. Not even Busby Berkeleycould have made them into an act.�
�And your drinking proved that?� Kate snapped.
�No need to go there. I think this conversation isover.�
�No, please hear me out,� Kate begged. �We�ll offeryou accommodation while we get it all together andthen we�ll pay you a percentage of the receipts whenwe get the show running. Imagine if it all comes to-gether. You�ve got a show, you�ve got your reputationback, and who knows where that could lead?�
�Keep talking,� Daniel said. I think you need toknow I�m dry this last couple of years. I�m tempted byyour offer. What sort of cast do you have for me towork with?�
�I don�t have any right now,� Kate admitted. �I wantyou on board, then it might help me to recruit somegirls better than TwoTon Tessie from Albuquerque,and we�ll have a show.�
�Tell me that wasn�t her name.�
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�No, it�s just an accurate description,� Katelaughed. �Seriously, we need some girls, and I�m onmy way to recruit them. How can I fail? I�ve the powerof Google, and total desperation to help me.�
�I�ll give you a try,� Daniel replied. �I admire youroptimism, and I�ve nothing to lose anyway.�
�I hoped you�d see it like that.� Kate told him whereto find the theatre and rang off.
She rang Gary. �We have a director,� she told him.�He�s been through it, but he could be great. Now all Ihave to do is find the girls for him to work with.�
�And where are you going to find them?�
�I don�t know yet,� she replied. �But I�m going to.�

* * * * * *
College doesn�t really equip everyone with a lot ofinterchangeable skills to make a living in the modernworld, and not everyone can settle of routine work inan office or call center. For some, the lure of the openroad calls; for others, it�s the bright lights of the city.Some feel that they don�t fit in anywhere.
Harper Poole didn�t set out with a name like that,but he decided it was as likely to get him noticed asthe one he was born with. He drifted through college,drifted through a couple of jobs and then decidedthat he�d do anything to avoid the drudgery of a bor-ing day job.
He cashed his meager savings and sold all that hecould. He decided what was essential and packed hisrucksack to head out to the coast. There was nomoney for tickets, so he decided to make it an adven-ture and hitch his way. He didn�t get as far as hehoped before his funds for living expenses ran out.
Ending up in a lakeside resort, he saw a sign out-side a cabaret bar that had clearly seen better signs.�Acts Wanted,� it read. He pushed at the front door
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but it was locked. He walked round the back and sawa van.
�Let me help you with that,� he said to a sweatingman in overalls who was struggling to unload a cou-ple of big storage trunks.
Harper dropped his rucksack which contained allhe possessed, and took some of the weight.
�Sure be grateful,� the man replied and togetherthey heaved and grunted until the trunks were in therear of the building.
�I haven�t seen you before.� He rolled up his sleevesand held out a hand. �Jasper Fulbright, proprietor,cook and bottle washer at this fine establishment.�
Harper took his hand and introduced himself. �Itsaid you were looking for acts on the notice outside.�
�And are you an act?� Jasper asked.
�I play piano, and sing a little. I did a lot in college;plays, shows, dances, cabaret, did a bit of everything,even fixed the costumes.� Harper embellished thetruth shamelessly but he needed a job right now.
�Okay, we got a piano in there, I need to get mybreath back, and then I�ll hear you. It�s the least I cando after you helped out,� Jasper said. �Are you stay-ing in town�
�I only arrived today,� Harper replied. �I got a lift ona truck, and dropped off here. Here is where themoney ran out.�
�You�re in the middle of nowhere in particular,�Jasper said. �Most kids head out of town when theyget the chance. This is the entertainment hot spot ofthe County. I get a country band in every month ortwo and the place really rocks. The rest of the time,it�s a few locals and a bit of passing trade.�
�But this place is quite grand.�
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�It was when the mines were open, but they closeda decade ago and most people who could, left forbetter jobs. Now it�s a small town in the middle of no-where in particular.�
�I haven�t had time to look round.�
�You�ve seen it already,� Jasper said. �Let�s hearyou play.�
He led the way through a door, then some doubledoors, down a short corridor, and then they were on alow stage with dusty curtains open halfway, showinga dimly lit bar with a small dance floor and seats andtables at the side. Harper walked to the piano, satdown and played a few chords.�
�When was this last tuned?� he asked as he ad-justed his seat.
�I can�t rightly remember,� Jasper replied, helpinghimself to a drink from the bar. �They never listenanyway.�
Harper flexed his fingers and started to play �Ex-actly Like You.� The old favourite was his openingnumber whenever he got a chance, and he startedrunning through the melody. The old piano rattled onunder his fingers, out of tune, but not too badly.
After running through, he started to sing. He sangit sweetly and plainly, exactly as the song had beenwritten. No trills or R&B effects, just the simplewords, enunciated clearly.
He changed a few chords and slipped into �Some-one to Watch Over Me� and finished with �As TimeGoes By.�
Jasper applauded. �Where did you get that singingvoice? It�s real high for a guy. If I�d closed my eyes, Icould have sworn I was listening to some blonde cab-aret singer in a slinky black dress, cigarette holder,long gloves, and dangling earrings.�
�I can�t help your fantasies,� Harper replied.�That�s the voice I have.�
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Jasper scratched his head. �You play really well.I�d like to use you, but I can�t do muchmore than giveyou somewhere to stay and feed you. You�d get de-cent tips off the audience and if you waited on at thebar, I�d pay you minimum for that. Do you want tostay for a week or two?�
�How many days do I work?�
�Thursday evening through to Sunday lunch andI�d expect a bit of help around the place on the otherdays. There are rooms out back that haven�t beentouched in years that need clearing out and youcould bed down in one of them if you like.�
�I like the idea of staying a while,� Harper said. �It�llbe good to rest in one place, get cleaned up, andthink what to do next.�
�Okay, you wait tables through to ten, then you doyour cabaret on Thursday through to Saturday,� Jas-per said. �Play an hour or so, or until the audiencestart to throw things.�
�Are they likely to?� Harper was against violence,especially when directed at him.
�I�m only joking,� Jasper replied. �Play an hour andthen go back to waiting tables. The more they drink,the better I�ll be able to pay you.�
�What if they want more?� Harper asked.
�We�ll worry about that when it happens. I�ve got toget some supplies from the wholesale,� Jasper said.�I�ll get you a key and you can come and go as youplease. I�ll introduce you round on Thursday.�
�Which room should I use?�� Harper asked.
�Take any you like,� Jasper said. �They�re olddressing rooms, wardrobe and storerooms fromwhen this place was busy. Make yourself comfort-able.�
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* * * * * *
�Kate, it�s so lovely to see you.� Diane hugged herand then they went to sit in the conservatory at theback of the house. �How are you doing with the oldshow bar? I heard you and Gary took it on. I hopeyou�re going to make it fun again.�
�It�s more of a millstone than a flying success rightnow,� Kate confessed. �I�ve a show director ready andwaiting, just no show for him to produce.�
�I�m sure you�re planning something spectacular,�Diane replied. �I know you, you�re never withoutplans.�
�I have plans, just no one to fit them,� Kate con-fessed. �I asked Craig, but he took offense.�
�He�ll come round.� Diane rang a bell and a fewmoments later a maid appeared. Kate looked at herfriend in puzzlement.
�This is Gerald,� Diane said. �Curtsey for Kate.��
He did so rather elegantly, or as elegantly as a boycould, dressed in full maid�s uniform and wearing ri-diculously high heels.
�I�m training him,� Dianne said in response toKate�s raised eyebrows. �He confessed a liking forwomen�s things and I�m exploiting it. You like it, don�tyou?�
�Yes madam,� Gerald replied, curtseying again.�Shall I do tea now, madam?�
�Yes,� Diane said, and he left the room.
�Honestly, Diane.� Kate held out her hands. �Idon�t know where you get them from.�
�He came to me, after I�d given a talk. We dated acouple of times and when he let me put him inmakeup, I decided I could use him. Despite appear-ances, he�s fun when we�re alone.�

Page - 8

GO GIRL, NO GIRL BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



�I always knew you understood the importance offun.�
�Not only fun, but trust funds too. He has a greatone, with full powers which he�s kindly assigned tome, access unrestricted. We can�t touch the capital,but the income is fabulous. I�ve become his trustchairman. There�s irony. Who�d have guessed thatmy accountancy qualification would ever be useful?�
�Is he a lesbian? I mean, if that could happen.�
�Of course not. He�s straight, but dresses femalefor me,� Diane replied. �It�s a bit like having a bestgirlfriend, so gentle, but with a penis when I needone.�
�How does that work?�
�I don�t know but it works for me, and he doeswhat he�s told. He�s going blonde when his hair�s a lit-tle longer, then he�s getting implants.�
�Isn�t that taking it too far?�
�I don�t think so,� Diane said. �I always fantasisedabout having a male wife to cook and clean, and tolook pretty for me. He came along, and with a littlecoaxing he�s turning out rather well.�
�But he�s still a he?� Kate said.
�When we�re finished he won�t look like a he, how-ever hard he tries, but the important bits will still beworking.�
�Does he know that?�
�I�m sure he does.�
�Gosh. Does he want a job at the show bar whenhe�s complete?� Kate almost begged.
�I�ll tell him that�s what he�s going to do,� Diane re-plied. �It�s no good giving him choices. There�s got tobe one person in charge of any relationship and it�salways me.�
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�We really need him,� Kate admitted.
All you have to do is tell me where and when. I�vedecided he�s going to be outrageously glamorous any-way, so he might as well be a show-off in a show bar.�Diane laughed at her joke.

* * * * * *
Caspar hated his name. �It�s nasty and soundsbrutal,� he told his stepfather. �I don�t know why any-one would give their child that name.�
�Maybe your father didn�t like you either. Did youever think of that?�
�My mother loved me.� Caspar held back the tears.�I wish she was still alive.�
�But she isn�t. And the sooner you�re able to lookafter yourself, you�re on your own.�
Caspar went to his room. �There�s no point in hav-ing another row,� he told himself. �It�s better to dig anescape tunnel. I can�t stay here.�
He knew he was different from about five years old.He never wanted the rough and tumble, the toy guns,or the bruises he inevitable got from ball games.
�You�re just like a girl,� they�d tell him. He saidnothing but deep inside his heart, he would agree.
It wasn�t too bad at his first school. The teacherslooked after the children and seemed to take specialcare of him; as he grew older, he knew he identifiedwith the girls more and more. He joined their gamesand learned their special language. He wondered ifhe was really one of them.
High school got harder and harder. He stayed withthe girls but the boys used him as a punching bag,and worse when he was older. He was beaten andused brutally until he gave in and let them use himfor their sexual fantasies. It was easier to suck a cockthan be beaten for refusing.
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The more he gave in, the more he was expected todo. The girls sympathised with him, but couldn�t savehim. The boys were unspeakably cruel.
After his mother died and he was left with a stepfa-ther who hated him, his thoughts turned to escaping.The staying factor was that he didn�t know how.
It all came to a head one Saturday night. His step-father came home more than a little over-served fromthe bar.
�Come down here, you little fag,� he shouted upthe stairs. �I�ve heard what you do for the jocks; youcan come and do it for me.�
Caspar felt a tear of terror rising in his eyes butthen a new resolve shimmered through him. �I�m go-ing,� he resolved.
He collected all the money he had concealed in hisroom. It didn�t amount to much, but it was a start. Hestuffed what clothes he had into a holdall andgrabbed his coat.
�Get down here,� came a bellow from below.
�I"m coming,� he said sweetly. �I�m a bit embar-rassed, can you put the light out and get ready withyour pants down?�
�Hurry up.� The voice came from the living room asCaspar crept to the top of the stairs and starteddown.
Taking a deep breath, Caspar hurled himself downthe remaining steps, struggled with the lock on thefront door, and hurried out into the night. He heardhis stepfather shouting and guessed he fell as hestruggled to pull his pants up.
Caspar ran into the night, and ran and ran until hehad no breath left. �What do I do now? I can�t go backever.�
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He walked the back roads, heading for the freightyards, a half-formed plan to hide and hitch a lift any-where.

* * * * * *
Left alone, Harper explored the theatre. In front ofthe bar was an admission desk that looked disusedand double doors which would open to the street.Posters, mainly home-made, advertised a few gigs. Aprice list and menu � drinks and burgers only � waspinned to the doors. He walked back through themain area, over the stage and began to explore thebackstage areas.
�This must have been quite a place when it wasnew,� he thought to himself. �These dressing roomswere designed for quite a cast.�
He saw rooms with bright lights andmirrors on thewall, a counter and hanging space. Two were biggerthan the others; he chose one of them with afull-length couch and bathroom to be his temporaryhome. He left his rucksack there and went to explorefurther.
The old wardrobe room was obvious. A sewing ma-chine, a long table and an ironing board were stillthere. Racks of clothes under dust sheets werepushed against one wall.
Small dressing rooms held packing case afterpacking case; big ones, small ones, others like hugecabin trunks. Some had labels with faded names andaddresses of theater companies which must havepassed through. Where there were dates, none weremore recent than ten years ago.
�I wonder what these can be,� Harper asked him-self, trying the fasteners on one of the more accessi-ble cases.
�Whatever they are, they�ve got good locks,� he de-cided after trying several without success.
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He switched on the lights, nothing happened. Thebulb remained unlit and in the fading light there waslittle to do. He walked back to his chosen room, ate afew biscuits from his rucksack and settled down for along and dreamless sleep.

* * * * * *
Although he wasn�t a professional piano tuner, hehad a good ear and an electronic tuner. The pianohad to sound better. A visit to the local auto shopproduced a wrench that could double as a tuningkey. Several hours later, it was making a soundnearer to the norm.
�Hey Harper, when are you going to start the re-hearsals?� Jasper returned from re-stocking the bar.�I�m tired of that one-note samba you�re playing. Thecustomers will be coming in on Thursday. You got tohave something ready for them. What am I payingyou for?�
�You�re not paying me, remember?� Harper re-plied. �And without tuning, whatever I do isn�t goingto sound great.�
�You sounded good to me when I hired you.�
�You must have cloth ears,� Harper replied. �I wasin tune, but the piano was nowhere near.�
�Okay, you win, but please make sure you�reready. I�ve been telling people you can do the good oldstandards and play a good soft lounge jazz.� Jaspercoughed with the exertion of lifting another crate ofbeer. �They�ll like the change from those noisybands.�
�And you�ll probably get an easier class of cus-tomer too.�
�As long as they spend, I don�t care.�
Harper sat at the keyboard and started to play.�Autumn Leaves� was followed by �You�ve Got aFriend� with rippling chords as he changed keys be-
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tween the songs. He paused, thinking what to playnext.
�That�s really good.� Jasper clapped. �Did anyoneever tell you you sound like a girl? You sing muchhigher than you talk.�
�I have been told that before,� Harper admitted. �Itry to sing lower. I even tried to sing like Tom Waitesbut it doesn�t work. The voice goes where it�s comfort-able.�
�I still get the image of the slinky black dress whenI close my eyes and listen.� Jasper came round to thefront of the hall. �Did you ever try that?�
�What do you mean?�
�The dress and all,� Jasper replied. I bet you couldlook real good and get better tips too.�
�Oh sure. I could grow a pair and strip for an en-core,� Harper scoffed. �Don�t be silly. It would be a di-saster.�
�Okay, only sayin�, that�s all.� Jasper turned andleft him to his rehearsal.
Harper ran through a few more standards, a fewold popular hits, and tried a bit of country too. �I�mgoing to have to study a few more lyrics,� he told him-self as he hummed where the words failed.

* * * * * *
Casper woke to the sun shining into the busheswhere he had spent the night. There was a bustlearound the freight yard with wagons and trailers be-ing hitched and loaded; tractors pulling containershere and there. He edged closer and, taking a chance,ran up to a container, hauled himself in, and hid be-hind the pallets. An hour or so later, the doorsslammed shut and the motion told him that he wason his way.
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�You can come out now, before I send the dog in toget you,� a voice called after the truck had stoppedand the door was opened.
Casper sighed. �Okay, please don�t hurt me,� hecalled as he stood and picked up his holdall.
�You�re only a kid,� the trucker said when heemerged.
�Where�s the dog?� Casper asked, blinking in thelight.
�There�s no dog, but it got you moving. I saw yousneaking in before I set off,� the trucker said. �Theycall me Jock. I figure you oweme some explanation.�
�I�ll tell you over breakfast,� Casper said. He heldout his hand to shake. �I�m Cas� Casey.�
�Is that a boy Casey or a girl Casey?� Jock asked,taking his hand.
�Can�t you tell?� It was as if a light bulb was sud-denly turned on in his head. �I�m a girl Casey.�
Casey told his story over breakfast. �Are you goingto turn me in?� he asked afterwards.
�No,� Jock replied. �You want to take your chance,and I don�t mind the company. I�ll drop you before Iget to my next depot. I can�t get caught with anyonein the cab there.�
�That�s so good,� Casey replied.
�If I�m going to be a girl Casey, I�d better sound likeone,� he thought.
The day passed easily if monotonously as therhythm of the wheels rolled them across state linesand past strip malls. They talked and Casey foundhimself revealing more than he intended. After din-ner in a truck stop, they went back to the cab andparked round the back.
�You�re not really a girl, are you?� Jock asked.
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�No.� Casey started to shake with fear.
�I guessed from all you told me,� Jock said. �Iguess you�ve decided that you�re going to be one.�
�I know what to do, if you want me to get into thebunk with you.� Casey tried to sound more confidentthan he felt.

* * * * * *
�Gary, we need some more advertising.� Katepaused in her work, clearing and cleaning the showbar. �So far all we have is Diane agreeing to send Ger-ald over when she�s finished changing him.�
�I already thought of that,� Gary replied. �I stillhave some contacts. There�s a press release alreadygone out, and I�ve arranged with a couple of kids fromthe high school to work Facebook for us. They�re go-ing to get us onto every page they can find that mightbe relevant to the Review.�
�High schoolers?� Kate raised an eyebrow. �They�retoo young, we�ll get into trouble.�
�Relax. These are computer age kids; they knowmore about the internet than we�ll ever know,� Garyshrugged.
�Are we paying them?� Kate asked.
�Not as such.� Gary hesitated. �We�ve no money forthat. I promised they�d get a look in at the showswhen we�re up and running.�
�But they�re underage.�
�I thought of that too,� Gary replied. �I put them onthe cleaning rotation so they can stand about andwatch the rehearsals. here won�t be a problem.�
�I hope you�re right.�
�It�s the best I could do, bearing in mind that we�veno money,� Gary said. �I�ve been hearing from agents
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wanting us to pay their acts, but the money theywant is too much of a risk.�
�Agreed, we have to keep costs down,� Kate re-plied. �I only hope we can attract girls who won�t putthe customers off their drink.�
�I promise we won�t be hiring any Two Ton Tessies.Even if I have to put on a dress myself.�

* * * * * *
He left the piano feeling satisfied, both that itsounded better, and that he had refreshed enoughsongs in his mind to be able to play for an hour ormore.
Remembering his explorations of the previous eve-ning, Harper went in search of replacement lightbulbs and worked his way through the back of thetheatre, changing and checking that all were work-ing. It was dusty work and his nose and eyes were ir-ritated as he worked.
He searched again and found a cupboard that did-n�t appear to have been opened in years. A fadedoverall with a flower pattern hung on a hook behindthe door. There was an old vacuum cleaner, a bucketwith some cloths, and a liquid cleaner inside.
�So I�m singing for tips, waiting for minimum. Iwonder if I could get paid for cleaning as well?� hewondered as he carried his finds into the first store-room.
He sneezed. ��his is awful.� He rubbed his eyes asthey watered.
A couple of hours� hard work and the room lookedreasonably clean. He decided to do the same with theother storeroom. He reasoned that as he was so dirtyand sweaty, he might as well do it all at once.
�I�m pleased you took my advice,� Jasper laughedas Harper carried the equipment back. �It looksgood.�
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�I have no idea what you�re talking about.� Harperwas too tired to be polite.
�The makeup and the dress,� Jasper replied. �Youforgot the heels.�
�I still have no idea�� Harper began, but thenlooked in the mirror behind the bar.
�See what I mean?� Jasper pointed.
Harper looked again. His eyes were ringed withblack from the dust and dirt he�d been moving. Theoverall hung loosely over his thin frame. His hairhung lankly over his ears; one side stuck to his chinwith sweat and the other side was tucked behind hisear.
�You think I�ve dressed like this deliberately?�Harper asked. �I haven�t and I�m not going to do theslinky dress. This is what it looks like to be cleaningout your filthy backstage for an afternoon.�

* * * * * *
Casey squeezed himself into the tiny sleeping plat-form over the cab, stubbing his toe as he climbed.Jock was already there, lying on his back. Caseyknew he was naked under the thin sheet. He swal-lowed hard to suppress his fear, and tried to thinkpositively.
�Is this your first time?� Jock asked.
�No,� Casey replied truthfully. �It�s the first timeI�ve wanted to do it. Before, I was always threatenedor beaten. They didn�t like memuch at high school.�
�This is the real world,� Jock said. �There are a lotworse things out there.�
�It can�t be worse than my stepfather.� Caseyshuddered at the memory as he got under the sheetand felt Jock�s skin next to his own.
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He reached down and felt the hair under his fin-gers as they moved towards Jock�s erection. His fin-gers gently scraped upwards and he heard Jock gaspsoftly. His fingers wrapped around the shaft and hestarted to massage the skin, softly at first, then grip-ping more firmly.
He knew what he had to do next and began tocrouch, moving his head downwards, running histongue down Jock�s chest as he did so. His hand ran�round the tip of Jock�s erection, then suppressinghis feelings of doubt, he moved his head furtherdown. The scent of Jock�s body was heavy, sweatmixed with a lingering remnant from the last showerhe�d taken.
Casey ran his tongue around the tip a few times.He took a deep breath and allowed the head to enterhis mouth. His tongue flicked across it as he releasedit again. Moving into a better position, he tried again,sucking the shaft deeper into his mouth, suckingand moving up and down. His hand massaged theshaft below where his lips could reach.
Casey worked up a rhythm, sucking and breath-ing, squeezing and massaging. He guessed he wasdoing it right from the way Jock sighed and gentlyrubbed the back of his head.
Casey felt stiffening. He knew what was comingand braced himself. �Don�t gag.� Those were thewords running through his mind. �Don�t gag.�
A flashback to the last beating at school whenthey�d taken him behind the sports hall and held himon his knees; slaps around his ears, punches in thekidneys, made sure he�d do what they wanted. Whenhe spit it out, they rubbed his face into the mess.
The feel of the liquid hitting the back of his throatwasn�t as awful as he�d feared. Maybe school had pre-pared him for this. It ran down the back of his throat;warm, salty, yet with a taste he could take now. Hefelt it subsiding and bent up, leaving hold for theshaft. He wiped his chin where it was wet and satback.
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�I guess you�ve earned your ride,� Jock said asCasey lay back beside him. �I have to drop you offsomewhere tomorrow.�
�Could I buy some clothes and change in the cabbefore you do?� Casey asked.
�There�s a supermarket beside the next truck stop.You can get most things there, then you have to getout at the next town. It�s not the big city, but it�s asfar as I dare take you.�

* * * * * *
�I�m Gretchen,� the girl said when they met onThursday evening. �You must be Harper. I�m thewaitress and I�m really pleased to meet you. It�s beentoo much work for me on my own.�
�I�m the cabaret,� Harper replied. �I�m only thewaiter for part of the shift.�
�All but an hour, Jasper says,� Gretchen replied.�Not that I mind. If I�m onmy own, I�ll get all the tips. Ihope you keep them in the place and they spendmore.�
�I�ll do my best,� Harper replied. �I need them tostay too. I need all the money I can get in my tip jar.�
�Okay, here�s how we�ll divide the room when we�reboth working it.� Gretchen indicated a fair split of thetables. �I�ve a good feeling about this. I�m going to getchanged. Jasper wants us in all black, with a cleanwhite apron.�
�He never said anything,� Harper replied.
�Don�t worry, you�ve got black jeans, all you need isa T-shirt and the apron. I�m sure there are a few be-hind the bar.� Gretchen leaned over the counter andpulled out a bundle. �They�re a little short, more forme than for a barman, but it�s all we�ve got.�
�They�re a bit feminine,� Harper started to protest.
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�They�re all we�ve got for today. You can buy yourown tomorrow, if you get paid,� she replied. �You�llneed the pocket for bottle opener, corkscrew andchange.�
She winked and walked out back. She returnedwith her dark hair piled up untidily, red lips and veryblack eye makeup. Her dress was very short andflared; her heels were higher than he�d ever seen, butshe walked so gracefully across the floor, hips sway-ing as she did so.
The first customers arrived, greeting her by name.They took their places as if the seats had their nameson the backs.
�I�ve got help tonight,� Gretchen indicated him.
They looked briefly, as if they had no interest. Thejukebox started, a few more came in, and tradestarted slowly.
�They�re a bit lively tonight,� Gretchen said as thetwo stood together at the bar an hour later, waitingfor Jasper to fill their orders.
�I think you�re busier than I am.�
�That�s because they know me. I know theirnames, their wives and girlfriends. You�ll get there,but it takes time for a new face to fit around here.�
Jasper handed over the bar to an elderly woman.He wondered if this was Mrs. Jasper but didn�t ask.He heard his name over the public address as Jasperalmost shouted into a microphone, which hissed inprotest. He walked to the piano to no applause, andbegan to play.
Fly Me to the Moon was first up, followed by somefamiliar standards. The background noise quieteneda little, which meant someone was listening. It was agood sign and he hoped his tip jar was reflecting it.He upped the tempo, and played a few Billy Joelnumbers.
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Before he knew it, Jasper was tapping him on theshoulder. �Time�s up,� he said, before taking the mi-crophone and announcing the end of the show.
There was a polite ripple of applause as Harper leftthe stage. He recovered his apron and carried onserving as the jukebox got louder, and the customersdwindled away.
�You sounded really good,� Gretchen told him af-terwards. �You sing really high though. I thoughtsome girl had come in to sing. Some of the regularswere paying attention too. That�s more than they dofor most of the bands that come here.�
Friday and Saturday night followed. It seemed thatHarper never got a chance to rest between waiting onthe tables and the piano. He was easier now and al-lowed his fingers to take their own course as synco-pation and improvisation seemed to tumble from hisinstinct to the keys.
�Can you play for Sunday lunch next week?� Jas-per asked. �It�s been requested.� He nodded towardsa table at the back.
�Who are they?� Harper asked.
�Better not to ask,� Jasper told him. �They ownmost of everything round here and they get what theywant, including you on Sunday.�
�Are they paying?� Harper said.
�If you�re good, they�ll let you stay for a while.� Jas-per nodded meaningfully.

* * * * * *
Kate and Gary took a night off. A meal in a fancyrestaurant was planned, then a nightcap in a barthey knew, before taking a cab home.
It didn�t happen quite like that. On the way to thebar, the noise of an upstairs club blared out over thestreet. Kate looked at the posters outside and pulled
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Gary to the entrance. The doorman looked them upand down before admitting them.
It was noisy and badly lit. The music blared tooloudly and when they got into position, they couldsee a drag queen cavorting to the record. It wasn�t agood drag queen. Too large and too masculine to ap-proach anything feminine, but the patrons handedher bills. She stuffed them into her bra, which al-ready threatened to burst under the weight of her im-plants.
�Not good,� Gary shouted above the noise. �Let�sgo.�
�Buy me a drink,� Kate said. �I want to see thecompetition for the show bar.�
�If I must.� Gary signalled a waitress dressed like abunny girl who sashayed across to their table, andordered.
�She could have shaved,� he whispered to Kate af-ter their drinks were delivered. �And I think I boughtshares in the place, with the price of these drinks.�
�Think of it as research,� Kate replied.
The recording finished and a quieter one followed.The next drag queen slinked rather than walked ontothe stage. Her hair was an exaggerated blonde wig,which curled down over the shoulders. She placed aglitter-covered bucket on the edge of the stage, pulleda twenty out of her cleavage and placed it instruc-tively inside.
She was slim and moved elegantly on oversizedheels. Her legs were shapely under a flared skirtwhich rose as she swirled the hem. She moved slowlyto the beat, reaching to the standing audience infront of the stage, never touching and never allowinganyone to touch her.
�She�s good,� Kate almost shouted to make herselfheard.
�Better than the rest,� Gary said grudgingly.
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Her cleavage was generous and obviously a falsebreastplate. The chunky necklace she wore did apoor job of hiding the join where it met the neck. Shemimed well, with a sneer. She seemed to regard theaudience with contempt.
They loved it and the bucket filled with notes. Katetook a business card from her bag, wrapped a fiftyaround it, and dropped it inside.
�We could use her,� she said.
The music changed. The next act was anotheroversized performer. They left.

* * * * * * *
�Well, how did your first week go?� Gretchenasked, still counting out her tips for the week.
�Not as good as yours,� Harper replied, pointing tothe money he had already counted.
�Okay, but you don�t have to wear a short skirt, getyour ass felt and keep smiling,� she said. �SometimesI think it�s conscience money, but then I know theydon�t have one.�
�Is it worth it?� he asked.
�Sure is.� Gretchen put the cash into her purse.�It�s the only job in town that pays above minimumwage.�
�Maybe they�ll get more into the music,� Harpersaid. �That might get me better tips.�
�Maybe you should get a short skirt, you�d be mak-ing lots more than you did,� Gretchen laughed as shewaved and walked to her car. �Tits and ass neverfail.�
�She�s right,� Jasper said, handing him a few dol-lars. �You should try it. Maybe for Sunday lunch?� heasked.
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* * * * * *
As Harper was taking a deep breath and enjoying abreak after the weekend, Craig was wondering if he�dbeen a little hasty. After all, what Kate and Gary hadtaken on was nothing if not brave.
The old show bar had been a place he�d enjoyeduntil recently when it had turned from a safe placeinto a rough house. That�s why it had been closed bythe County and sold off. If it could be brought backinto use, it could be fun.
�But do I want to be part of it again?� he askedhimself as he reached for his cell phone and calledKate.
�Hi, Craig,� she replied cheerfully. �I�m sorry if Iupset you.�
�It�s okay.� Craig took a deep breath. �I think I washasty. I thought I�d got past all that but you�ve mademe think about how much I used to enjoy dressingup and being someone else.�
�You used to be such a perfect girl.� Kate detectedthat he could be persuaded back, and encouragedhim to talk more. �I loved the way you�d be Dotty, theblonde bimbo one day and then you�d be Lavinia, theprofessor of women�s studies, the next time I sawyou.�
�Those were the days,� Craig agreed. �I haven�tbeen either of them for over a year. I used to be able toslip into either character as soon as the wig was on.�
�You could always handle the audience too.� Katewanted to keep him talking. �It�s a rare talent to beable to improvise so well.�
�It didn�t seem difficult,� Craig replied. �It wasn�tme anyway. The girls took over as soon as I was outthere.�
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�I loved the way you could stay in character too.�Kate really wanted him to feel good about returningto perform. �It was amazing to be with you.�
�It was fun,� he agreed. �It�s because I decided tomove on. I thought being a serious actor was going tobe easier and more respectable.�
�Surely having an audience is good too.�
�Of course, and I didn�t do too well as a serious ac-tor. Too many auditions and too few callbacks. Per-haps being what I am should be enough.�
�We�d love to have you back,� Kate insisted. �Whynot do a couple of days and see how you feel?�
�You�ve persuaded me.� Craig knew he was goingto agree when he�d picked up the phone to call. Nowhe felt good once he had done it. �I�ll be in touch.�
�We�re only opening the bar on weekends, Fridayto Sunday,� Kate said. �Any other time you want any-thing, call me.�

* * * * * *
Craig had lived alone most of his life since Motherhad died a few years back. He drove out to the smallframe house he�d inherited and, taking a deepbreath, he opened a roomwhich had remained closedfor the past year since he�d metaphorically hung uphis heels.
�I wonder what Dotty would look like today,� hethought, peering into the mirror. �That laser treat-ment was worth it.� He felt his smooth chin, andstared critically to see if there was any moustacheshowing. �Smooth as a girl,� he laughed to himself.
Drawing the blinds, he opened the closets and in-spected his wardrobe. As Dotty and Lavinia, he�d di-vided them into separate areas. Their clothes andshoes, their makeup and wigs were carefully stored.They may have been two sisters as he played withtheir images, but they never shared anything.
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�You�re both a bit behind fashion,� he said when heinspected their clothes. �Not too bad though.�
He took out Dotty�s favorite dress and held itagainst his slim figure. �You�re not too out of datewith this,� he decided.
�Lavinia always was a bit conservative and behindfashion,� he thought as he turned to the other sectionof the closet. �She�d look okay quite easily.�
He opened another cabinet and looked at the wigson stands staring blankly out as if blinking in thelight. �You need a good hairdresser, both of you,� hechided them as if they were able to hear.
He walked through to his tiny office and turned onthe computer. A few favorite websites were stored. Heplaced a few orders to update his makeup case, thenchecked to see if places he�d not used for a year werestill open.
He pulled his phone from the back pocket of hisjeans, and made a call. �Are you still able to stylewigs?� he asked, then listened. �I�ve some to drop offin the morning. I want them re-styled, and set firm.I�ll go through styles with you in the morning when Idrop them off.� He gave his thanks and ended thecall.
�It seems as if I�ve made a decision,� he said tohimself. �Maybe Kate knew I would.�
He reached for his phone again, and fingered downthe contacts.
�Can I make an appointment?� he asked. �It�sCraig, err, Dotty.� He listened. �No, I�ve been away fora while. Can you fit me in on Friday, please?� Hewaited for a reply. �Yes, that�s great, last customerlike I always used to be. I�ll see you then.�
He gathered the wigs carefully,and placed them intwo special cases. He loaded them in his car, lockedthe house, and set off.
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* * * * * *
Casey hurried round the super store. He knew hischest was 36 and waist 28. He studied the size chartsand the confusing array of clothes around him. Heselected a bra and panties, matching in a deep rosecolour. Black knee-high stockings went into his bas-ket. His hands felt the fabric of the dresses.
�Soon,� he promised himself, and walked over tothe jeans section.
This was easier. He took two pairs; one said it wasskinny, the other was boot cut. Two T-shirts and anover shirt followed, with a furry collared zip jacket.He crossed to the shoe section and sat to try someballet flats, which fit him fine. A cheap pair of bootswith a chunky heel, and he was done there.
From the toiletries aisle, he picked a body sprayand some eye makeup pencils, then black mascaraand a pale gloss lipstick. He looked through the restof the displays, checked his cash, and decidedagainst anything more.
�How do I get through the checkout and explain allthis?� he thought.
He walked up to the cashier and loaded his selec-tions onto the conveyor belt, as the customer in frontwas being dealt with. He closed his eyes in silentprayer and it became his turn.
�Cash or card?� the cashier asked him, totally un-interested in what he had bought.
Casey handed over the cash, bagged his pur-chases, and went out to re-join the truck.
He changed clothes as the truck returned to thefreeway. If anyone was watching, he didn�t care. Hestruggled into his first bra and felt the lightness ofthe panties. The skinny jeans hugged his legs fromcalf through hips to waist, and the boots slipped eas-ily over the stockings. The powder blue T-shirt
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showed the outline of his bra, even though there wasnothing in the cups.
�They�ll think I�m underdeveloped,� he thought,making a ball out of some tissues to make it look as ifthere was something there, no matter how small.
He packed his old clothes and shoes into the plas-tic bag in which he�d carried his new ones. �Goodbyeto Casper,� he thought. �And goodbye to the old life.�
�Here�s where you get out,� Jock said, pulling tothe side of the road on the approach to a small towncentre.
�Thanks for everything,� Casey replied, climbingdown from the cab. �Please can you throw away thestuff I�ve left?�
Casey stood and looked round as the rig pulledaway. �I�m a girl now.� The thought hit hard. �Every-thing I had is gone. This is a new beginning.�
A feeling of panic came suddenly. He forced him-self to walk away from the road and into the town. Hepulled his cell phone from the bottom of his ruck-sack.
�If I switch it on, will they be able to track me?� hewondered. �But no one will be bothered anyway, andI�m on the main road through so it won�t revealmuch.�
He clicked through to Facebook. No one seemed tohave missed him, and he thumbed through a few fa-vorite pages.
�The Go Girl, No Girl Review.� He saw the headlineand read on. He clicked a link and then looked atGoogle Maps. �It�s only about fifty miles away. I�llhead there. They can only tell me to get lost.�
He turned back to the highway, turned off thephone, and stuck out his thumb.
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* * * * * *
Monday was quite a relief for Harper. The weekendwas over and he planned to try out some new songs,and tune the piano. He ran through the music and itfelt as if it easily fitted his fingers once again. Theonly study was to get the words into his mind. Theimage of playing without the music in front of himwas all important.
Rehearsal finished for the day, he made a start onclearing the storerooms. Now that they were lit, hecould work into the evening. He hauled the cases andboxes down from their stacks and looked for keys.There were none, but it didn�t matter. He knew howto pick the locks. Old as they were, with a little pa-tience and a lot of penetrating oil, he had no doubtthat they would open.
He waited for the oil to seep through the agedlocks, then with a fine pick he started opening lockafter lock, resisting the temptation to open the casesuntil all were ready.
He heaved the first into a space and sneezed as thedust irritated his nose. �What have we here?� Hestarted to unpack. �Aladdin�s lamp perhaps, a scimi-tar, it looks like some more props from an old pro-duction.� He looked at a stuffed parrot. �Probablyjunk,� he surmised.
The next case held some old fashioned militaryuniforms. �The Ruritanian Guard, perhaps?� Herummaged to the bottom and pulled out imitationguns in crackling leather holsters that split with agewhen he touched them.
�Have you found any antiques?� Jasper poked hishead round the door.
�There�s a lot of rubbish,� Harper replied. �What doyou want me to do with it all?�
�If it�s no use and you can�t sell it, put it in thedumpster out back. �Jasper sneezed and sneezed
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again. �If you get through it all, you can sell anythingworth it and keep the money.�
�That�s decent of you,� Harper said sarcastically.
�No it�s not.� Jasper wiped his eyes. �I let themstore it a couple of years ago; �for a couple of weeks,�they said. Now I don�t think they�re coming back andyou might as well clear the space.�
�It�s a lot of things for eBay.� Harper waved hisarms round the cases.
�I don�t care what you do as long as the space getscleared,� Jasper said. �If it doesn�t go, it�ll attractmice and who knows what else.�
Harper worked on, opening case after case. Moreprops and uniforms, oriental costumes and Japa-nese robes appeared, all dusty and some stale andtattered. The last few which had been stored under-neath all the others seemed to have come from a dif-ferent source.
�Dresses and ball gowns.� Harper lifted them rev-erently and laid them aside. �I wonder if Gretchenmight like any of these,� He thought. �These lookmore modern and less like old theater pieces. It�s likesomeone�s packed up all their clothes to move andforgotten them. And this case is full of shoes inboxes. Whoever she was, she had size 11 feet. That�smy size too.�
The last case was a real jumble. There was a hugebox of cosmetics, another of accessories of all kinds.The scents were really feminine and perhaps a bitoverpowering. The paste and costume jewelleryranged from the tasteful to the bizarre and really ec-centric.
�I wonder if this is what Jasper would like me towear.� He held a long black silk gown against hisbody and twirled, watching the skirt flare out. ��Titsand ass,� Gretchen said. But would they improve mytip jar if they knew it was me showing them?�
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He packed up for the night, intending to talk toGretchen about it all when she came back.

* * * * * *
Craig collected his wigs from the hairdresser. �Areyou going back to performing?� the woman asked.�They�re such good quality and easy to work. I�ve up-dated the styles like you said. The blondes are fun;the darker ones are more formal and serious, withone exception.�
�I thought they were all similar.� Craig handedover the dollars. �Did I mix something up?�
�No, but there was a longer one and I couldn�t re-sist finishing it a bit more full,� she said. �It�s the lastone in the case, with the net protecting it.�
�I�m sure it�ll be fine,� Craig replied. He loaded thecar and drove back home.
Once there, he couldn�t wait. The urge to dressagain was burning. He wanted to assure himself thathe could still do it after a year of abstaining. He show-ered and saved his legs, then with mounting excite-ment, he began to dress.
The bra around his chest felt good and the weighton his shoulders when he dropped breast forms intothe cups sent a shiver through him. He felt the grip ofthe gaffe as he tucked inside it, then panties andtights followed.
�I haven�t lost it,� he mused as he saw himself inthe mirror. He struck a pose and held it, remember-ing how it felt to play the girl�s part. With a deep sigh,he stood, thinking whether he wanted to carry on, yetat the same time, knowing that he couldn�t stop.
�Lenses,� he decided.�I think I left them in thebathroom cabinet. I wonder if my eyes will still toler-ate them.�
He washed his hands carefully and with a risingsense of excitement, looked inside the case. �I didn�t
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remember these properly,� he thought. �Blue circlelenses in an almost natural colour to look so brightand appealing. I bought them specially to be se-duced.�
He slipped the first one in, blinked and held stillwhilst his eye filled with tears. He blinked again andheld the second poised on the tip of his finger, thenslipped it in too.
�They look better than I remember.� He sat backfrom the mirror, taking time for his eyes to settle. Andthen he started to do his makeup. He knew what todo; contouring carefully and taking his time.
�I really missed this,� he thought as his fingersworked their old familiar magic.
He loved the process of makeup. Changing a dulland uninteresting male face into an attractive femaleone was a fascination which had got him into perfor-mance in the first place. The fact that he felt morecomfortable as a girl had taken him by surprise atfirst, but now it was part of his life.
He�d tried to overcome this desire. He�d tried hardand struggled. The temptation, when it came, pro-voked him into harsh words to Kate, which he nowregretted.
He decided on smoky eyes with neat lashes, con-trasting with paler lipstick and carefully curvedbrows. As he worked, he realized that none of hisskills had left him, and a lightness of feeling grew asthe maleness disappeared.
Dressing had been quick and easy; the simpleblack dress he�d paid so much for, and then theheels; five inches and sleek. Only one thing remainedas he pulled the wig cap over his sparse hair.
�I remember this one.� He looked for a few mo-ments as if daring himself to put it on. �It�s Lavinia�sfavourite.�
He took the longest wig from the case and removedthe net. He fluffed it out and then bent to fit it into
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place. With a toss of his head, the hair fell over hisshoulders. He felt the old familiar excitement as helooked in the mirror. With practiced skill, he appliedspirit gum to the lace front, then patted the wig se-curely into place.
�Lavinia�s here for sure, I think,� he said with ap-proval. �All dressed up and nowhere to go.�
He reached for his tablet and went to Facebook.�The Go Girl, No Girl Review� he read.
�I�m going to call them. I think Kate was right, Iwas hasty.�

* * * * * *
Harper�s next rehearsal went like a breeze. Thewords had slipped into his mind and followed thechords without hesitation. He upped the tempo andstarted to swing, then rattled off a few old rock androll standards just because he could.
He finished with a run right across the keyboardand was startled by whoops and cheers from theback of the bar.
�You have to do that on Saturday.� Gretchen ap-plauded. �I�ve come to look through the dresses andstuff you told me about.�
�Sure you have to sing those numbers. I insist.�Jasper added. �But can�t you sing lower? I keep imag-ining a girl up there, then I get real disappointedwhen I see it�s only you.�
�What do you want me to do?� Harper said sarcas-tically. �I can�t grow a pair overnight.�
�Maybe you could buy some.� Jasper walked outlaughing at his own joke.
�Not on the money you�re paying me,� Harpershouted to his back.
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�But maybe you could pad a pair out,� Gretchensaid thoughtfully.
�Don�t be silly,� Harper replied. �How could Ichange from waiting tables to being a showgirl be-hind the piano?�
�Don�t be a waiter, be a waitress. Tits and ass willget you anywhere.� Gretchen wagged a finger underhis nose. �It�s the way to bigger tips.�
�And do I have to get my ass pinched as well?� Hesnapped back.
�If you squeal, it embarrasses even these guys inour audience. They tip to say they�re sorry, and ifthey don�t, then I spill some of their beer over them.They soon learn.�
�Seriously, do you think I could get away with it?�Harper asked.
�You don�t have to get away with it.� Gretchen heldhis chin and turned his head from left to right. �Getthe dress. You can pad the figure. A bit of confidencewill take you a long way.�
�But I�m still going to look like a boy in a dress,�Harper protested. �They�ll laugh at me, they won�t lis-ten and I can�t see the tips flowing.�
�You�re being negative,� she told him. �Try it, buttake it seriously. Don�t be a boy in a dress, be awoman. Be feminine. Exaggerate the image andmake them accept it.�
�I don�t know how I could do that.�
�It�s easy. If I can be a woman, dumb as peoplethink I am, then I�m sure you could be one too,�Gretchen said.
�But you were born to be a woman.�
�Maybe you were too.� Gretchen laughed at thethought. �With a bit of study, and a lot of enthusiasm,
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you could be too. You�re half way there. Your singingvoice could fool anyone.�
�I�ll think about it.� Harper said.
�Don�t think. Do it.� Gretchen replied. �Now is thetime. The audience has seen you once or twice. Mostof them weren�t listening or looking carefully.�
�Gee, thanks,� Harper replied.
�They�ll look again if it�s a girl up there, especially ifshe looks the part,� Gretchen said. �They�ll look andremember. Think about it.�
She blew him a kiss and went to look at thedresses out back.
�I can help you, if you�d let me.� Gretchen fingeredthe black silk dress. �This would look fabulous. Darkhair, long dangling earrings, dark eyes, and Jaspermay even give you a raise.�
�As long as that�s all he wants to give me,� Harpersaid.
�Seriously, I�m good with makeup, and there areenough cosmetics in those old packing cases.�
�Okay, maybe try it out next week, when the bar�sclosed.� Harper gave in to her enthusiasm. �No prom-ises.�

* * * * * *
Gerald had learned that to please Diane, he had todo what he was told. He didn�t mind. Life was excitingand he was turned on by the challenge of both beingconstantly embarrassed, and not allowing anyone tonotice that he felt so.
�You like being turned into my plaything,� she hadtold him when their relationship was starting, andsure enough, each challenge, each additional humili-ation, fed into his need to serve her. He tried so hardto appear like a normal woman, but she wouldn�t al-
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low it to be perfect. He had always to be a mandressed up.
�May I ask what Kate was talking about, madam?�he asked. �She mentioned a show bar.�
�She did, Gerald,� Diane replied, holding out herglass for him to replenish. �She wants some femaleimpersonators to take part in their show.�
�And could I be part of the plans?� he asked.
�I think you may,� Diane replied. �Of course, yourfemininity will have to be improved before you�re goodenough. The audience must wonder, but never reallyknow.�
�I think I may enjoy that, madam, if you would al-low it.�
�It rather appeals to me as well,� Diane replied. �Imay advance your changes. I do like the idea of givingyou real breasts and making them impossible for youto hide, even if I chose to dress you as a man.�
�You wouldn�t do that, madam, please.� Gerald felta pang of fear run up his spine. �I don�t mind beinghumiliated as a girl, but please don�t make me dressas a man with breasts.�
�I�m not sure I get the difference,� Diane replied.�But I have no plans for you to become male again.�
�Thank you, madam.�

* * * * * *
�Hi girls, I�m your five o�clock appointment.�Lavinia waited at the reception desk.
He took a deep breath in. The familiar scents of thenail salon filled his senses, reminding him of howhe�d enjoyed it all so much.
�We haven�t seen you for ages,� the techniciansaid. �You look like a million bucks.�
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�I haven�t been around,� Lavinia stated without ex-planation. �I decided to come back, and pick up moreor less where I left off.�
�We�re pleased to see you,� the tech replied. �Yourusual, or have you decided to change?�
�I think something conservative for today. Frenchmanicure, understated and medium-length please.�
�Do you prefer gel or acrylic?�
�I think gel is more comfortable,� Lavinia replied.
He sat and waited, then sat and watched as thenails appeared on the ends of each finger. It was al-most magic as they brushed into shape and grewagainst the forms on each finger. He felt a slighttightening under the lights as they hardened and aformerly familiar sequence of colour and topcoatsealed the finished product.
When all was finished, he checked his makeupand hair, catching sight of his once familiar nails ashe did so. He turned, confident that he looked as fe-male as any other girl in the street. He collected hiscar and drove to the show bar.
�Craig, is that you?� Gary blinked and lookedagain.
�It�s Lavinia,� he replied, modulating his voice tosomething approaching a feminine pitch.
He moved into the light. �I�ve come to say sorry toKate,� he purred. �I was a little rude and hasty when Ileft last time.�
�You stormed out in a cloud of dust as I remem-ber,� Gary replied.
�I wasn�t myself.� Lavinia crossed the room to-wards him, her dark brown hair swinging in timewith her hips, each heeled foot carefully placed infront of the other. �I�m usually a pussy cat, not ascreaming bitch. I�m sorry.�
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�Apology accepted,� Gary said. �I�m sure Kate willunderstand.�
�I so wanted to see her. Please would you tell herthat I�m available now?� he purred again, turned andblew a kiss as he left.
Gary found his phone and called Kate. �One ofyour wishes has been granted,� he told her.�Lavinia�s been by to say she�s willing to work here.�
�And I bet Dotty�s not far behind,� Kate laughedwith delight. �That�s good news.�

* * * * * *
Harper thought about what Gretchen had said. Itmade a bit of sense, so he followed her.
�I was thinking about what you said back there,�he began. She looked at him, waiting for him to saymore. �I mean about being a woman.., well, dressingas a woman. Do you think I could get away with it?�
�Why would you want to get away with it?� sheasked��Let the audience play along with the image.You�d have more fun being obvious. Be a trannie, or afemale impersonator. Don�t say it out loud to the au-dience, but be whatever you want.�
�You mean I could get away with it.�
�You can be anything.� She held a dress againsthim, the same black silk number he�d picked up be-fore. �Dress and act the part. Put your mind to it. Thepower of being a woman is in having the right atti-tude.�
�But attitude isn�t going to increase my tips,� hesaid.
�Okay attitude with heels, makeup and all the littlethings that girls do that men would never do.�
�But surely that�s too much to learn?� he asked.
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�No it isn�t, don�t be negative. If you dress for thepart, you�ll find that you�ll be acting and speaking thepart too. You�ll become feminine simply because youhave to look your best. The dress, the hair and thebody language will come together as you get into it.�
�I don�t have to kiss Jasper, do I?� They looked ateach other. He kept a straight face and then theylaughed together.
�Don�t discount that you might want to kiss some-one, but if it comes, let it happen,� Gretchen replied.�Do whatever you�re comfortable with.�
�How come you know so much about all this?� heasked.
�I wasn�t always a waitress,� she replied. �I used towork in a theatre and in college, I did the dress andmakeup for the theatre group. I was really stagestruck, then I had to come back to help the family.�
�Do you miss it all?�
�No, I have a little regret, but I�m taking over thefamily farm, which is what I always hoped wouldhappen. My brothers didn�t want to leave the city.�Gretchen looked at him. �No more questions. Get intothe dress and let�s see what we can make of you.�

* * * * * *
�Is Kate here?� The boy looked nervously round theshow bar. He was skinny and undersized.
�She�ll be back soon,� Gary said. �I�m her partner,can I help you?�
�She left her card the other night. I guess shewanted me to call her, but I thought a ride out thisway might be better,� the boy said. �I remember thisplace. Are you going to open it again?�
�We might, if we can get something together.That�s what Kate�s researching right now.�
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�I was performing, miming in a club,� the boy ex-plained. �I found a fifty wrapped around her card.�
�I remember,� Gary replied. �We thought you hadsome talent. Kate hoped it might get you to call.�
���m new at this. Dressing and miming is the clos-est I�ve got to a job. I always wanted to be a girl. I wasseduced by the thrill of it all and my headmaster�sson when I was away at boarding school.�
�Did he, err��
�I was very foolish, I know that now. It was good fora while, then when everyone knew, I was expelledfrom school, disowned at home, and ran away to jointhe circus. There wasn�t any circus so I ended up do-ing drag.�
�Kate probably wants you in our drag show,� Garyreplied. �This is a show bar, or it will be when we get itopen again.�
�I can do that. I want to move on. That place is tootawdry. I�ll go down if I stay.�
At that moment, Kate breezed in. �I recognise you;don�t tell me, the blonde in the drag bar.�
�Guilty. I�m Rowan.� They shook hands.
�So how would you feel if there�s a spot here?� Kateasked after they�d recapped the conversation.
�I�d love it,� he replied.��But I haven�t got muchstuff to use. I need some costumes and things.�
�We�d probably be providing some, and there�s ac-commodation above the bar if you need it.�
�Can I move in tomorrow? I could help clean upand tidy the place. I�m a good worker and I�d do it forfood and somewhere to stay. I wouldn�t ask, but I re-ally want away from the club. It�s awful, and I�m be-ing forced into things I don�t like. I�m not a prosti-tute.�
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�In that case, welcome on board,� Kate said. �Youcan move in as soon as you�re ready.�
�So it looks like we have our first new girl,� Garysaid when Rowan had gone to look at the rooms up-stairs.
�And our show director too,� Kate reminded him.�Daniel called to say he�d be here by next weekend.You said Lavinia was with us.�
�Pity that Lavinia and Dotty can�t be onstage to-gether,� Gary said. �He�s going to be with us but onlyas one at a time.�
�Then I need to tell you about Gerald too,� Kate re-plied. �He�s Diane�s latest project.�
�So if we can find another couple of ladies, we�ll beable to rehearse and open?� Kate asked.
�I can have the place ready to go when we haveenough people to staff it,� Gary replied. �We needsome bar staff, and a waitress or two.�
�We can ask the girls to double up on that,� Katesaid. �We can tell them it�s only to get us started.�
�Okay. if they agree,� Gary replied. �All we need issome wet stock behind the bar, and we could be go-ing anytime soon.�
�I�ll get on it.�

* * * * * *
Harper sorted through the dresses. He put a pile toone side, to be discarded if Gretchen thought theywere past the point of rescue. The rest he sorted ac-cording to size and hung them on racks he found atthe back of one of the storerooms.
�Not many of these are my size.� Gretchen lookedthrough them carefully when she arrived the follow-ing Thursday afternoon. �These on the other handare your size. Have you tried any?�
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�Of course not.� Harper blushed. While it was truethat he hadn�t tried any, he�d looked at them veryclosely.
�With the proper underwear and a bit of padding,these would suit you fine,� she said. �The little blacknumber would make Jasper have an orgasm all byhimself.�
�It may, but I couldn�t,� Harper protested.
�If you couldn�t, why did you put all these to oneside? You knew they wouldn�t fit me.�
�They were good quality,� he said lamely.
�Let�s cut to the chase here,� Gretchen said. �Youdecided these were the ones that would fit you. Youguessed that I�d help you with the bits that you don�tknow about, and you guessed that you�d like to pre-tend to be a girl.� She put her hands on her hips anddemanded him to deny it all.
�Let�s just pretend you�re right,� he said hesitantly.�Is that something you could do?�
�Yes, I can do that,� she replied. �It�s paint andpadding. The right clothes, the right body languageand you�re there.�
�I think I want to do it,� Harper admitted. �I reallyneed your help. If I�m singing and playing seriously, Idon�t want to look like some kind of bad joke.�
�I�m sure we can change you into the sort of girlyou�d love to be seen with,� Gretchen said. �I under-stand what you mean. If the music is good, the visionthat goes with it should be good as well.�
�What do I have to do?� he asked.
�Get your ears pierced for a start,� Gretchen said.�There�s a hairdresser one block south. They�ll do itwhile you wait.�
�They�d have to do it while I wait,� Harper laughed.�I couldn�t leave my ears and collect them later.�
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�Don�t be silly. I mean you don�t need an appoint-ment. Go on. Do it now.�
Harper did as he was told.

* * * * * *
Daniel arrived and looked �round the theatre. Heinspected the stage and the lighting, the curtains andthe backdrops.
�Old and creaky, but it should all work,� he de-cided. �The stage floor could do with some attention.There�s a loose board and the color is uneven.�
�I�ll get onto it,� Gary replied. �How is your accom-modation?�
�I�ve moved in across the street,� Daniel replied.�It�s better to keep a bit of distance since they�re allgoing to hate me when we get into rehearsal. I rentedan apartment for a few weeks, renewable if it�s worthstaying.�
�But we haven�t got all the cast yet,� Gary admit-ted. �Rowan and Craig are somewhere around; Ger-ald will be here whenever Kate asks, but we�re stilllooking for a couple more.�
�That should be enough to start,� Daniel said. �Thestage isn�t big enough for a full extravaganza. Get thegirls lined up for Monday noon. I want them to arrivein drag. Let�s see how natural they can be before westart.�
�One of them is living here,� Gary said.
�OK, so tell him to get dressed, go downtown andwalk round a couple of blocks first,� Daniel replied. �Iwant these guys to be natural women before westart.�
Gary called Craig and told him.
�Does he want Lavinia or Dotty?� Craig asked.
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�He said natural, so Lavinia would be a better bet.�
�I guess you�re right.�
Rowan took the news with apparent delight. �I cando that,� he replied. �It�s great to walk �round as awoman and get all the stares.�
�Isn�t that scary?� Gary asked �I mean, it must bechallenging at least.�
�Sure it is, but its fun,� Rowan replied. �It�s how Iknow what I�m doing is right.�
�Kate, can you call Diane?� Gary shouted from theoffice door. She came and he told her what Danielwanted.
�I don�t know what you�re afraid of,� Kate told him.�There�s nothing wrong with calling Diane.�
�She always makes me feel like she�s looking forher next plaything,� Gary replied. �I don�t think shelikes men at all.�
�She�s only a little eccentric,� Kate said. �And she�snever done you any harm.�
�That�s why I�m worried,� Gary replied. �You neverknow what�s coming next.�
�I�ll go and see her,� Kate decided. �I need a fewhours away from this place.�
She pulled into the drive and walked to the door.She pulled the bell and waited a few moments.
�Good afternoon, madam. Miss Diane is in the li-brary.�
�Gerald?� She looked at him closely. �Is that you?�
She took in the figure who answered the door. Shewore a summer dress, with a scooped neck revealingmore than a little cleavage. A small stone on a chainglittered between the tops of her generous breasts.Her blonde hair was pulled back in a high pony tail,
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which tumbled to her shoulder blades. Her makeupwas simple; black rimmed eyes and a hint of lip gloss.Three small stones glittered from each ear lobe. Hernails were of business length and deep crimson withglitter embedded towards the tips.
�I am myself.� Gerald stood back and waited forher to enter.
�You�ve changed,� Kate said. �It looks good onyou.�
�Thank you, madam,� he replied. �I�m sure MissDiane will describe what has happened.�
�Tea for two, Gerald,� Diane said over her shoulderas she hugged Kate in greeting.
�He�s different,� Kate said at once.
�If you mean he�s had breast implants, a nose job,a bit of work around the eyes and chin, he might havechanged a little.�
�A little?� Kate laughed. �I�d say that�s rather a lot.�
�If he�s going to go into show business, he�s got tobe as perfect as I can make him,� Diane replied.
�Does he like it?� Kate asked. �Surely he�s objectedor threatened to leave?�
�Not at all,� Diane replied. �We discussed it allcarefully. He didn�t want his breasts to be ridicu-lously large, so I allowed him to have them smallerthan I would have chosen. At least, that�s what hethinks.�
�How big is he?�
�He�s a big C, or at least that�s what I tell him. He�sactually a D cup.�
�And you got away with that?�
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�Once they�re in, there�s little he can do. He wantedthem to look as natural as possible too, so I sent himto research it and get the best.�
�I was surprised when he came to the door,� Kateadmitted. �I wondered if it really was him.�
�Who else could it be?� Diane indicated the tableas Gerald retuned with a tray. �I told you that I�d bechanging him, and best of all, his trust fund paid forit.�
Gerald poured tea and handed cups to each ofthem. �Will that be all, madams?� he asked, and wasdismissed.
�You�ve not come simply to take tea with me,� Di-ane said.
�No, we�d like� that is Daniel our choreographer,would like him at the bar, dressed as if he were goingshopping with the girls on Monday at noon. He�d liketo get an idea of what he can do with them.�
�He�ll be there,� Diane replied. �Can I come too?�
�I think Daniel wants him as natural as possible,�Kate said. �I don�t think that he�d like the idea thatyou were looking over his shoulder.�
�Okay, I get it,� Diane replied. �You shall have himat noon on Monday. I�ll send him shopping first. He�llbe on his best feminine behaviour. Will that do?�
�That sounds perfect.�

* * * * * *
Harper was idly playing a few chords. He wasthinking about the dress, and the way Gretchen wasencouraging him to wear it.
�Maybe she�s got a thing for boys dressed as girls,�he thought.
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He hummed a tune over the chords, then it beganto roll. He imagined the pain of a rejected lover,maybe for dressing up, but it could have been aboutanything. The verses formed in his mind, then themiddle eight. He hummed it through again, thengrabbed a pencil and piece of paper to write bits downbefore he forgot them.
He kept the paper with him all day, jotting downnew couplets as they came to his mind. He went backto the piano and sang it, tentatively at first, and thenlouder, pushing it up into an emotional ballad.
�Wow that�s great,� Gretchen was clapping fromthe back of the bar.
�How long have you been there?�
�Long enough to hear the whole rehearsal,� shesaid. �But I don�t recognise that song. It�s such astrong one, I feel as if I should know it�
�You don�t know it,� Harper laughed. �I haven�t fin-ished it yet. That was the first run through. If I�dknown you were there, maybe I�d have played some-thing else.�
�I bet you wouldn�t.�
�Probably not,� he admitted. �It�s the best idea I�vehad for quite a while.�
�You should send it somewhere.�
�Where?�
�I�m sure you know someone; a producer; a pub-lisher; but send it.�
�I need to finish it first, then record it properly, andmake a proper notation for it,� Harper said. �There�s alot of work between writing a song and getting some-one to pay attention.�
�I loved it.� Gretchen came to the piano and puther arm round his shoulder. �Please play it again forme.�
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He played it again, a little faster this time.Gretchen seemed to ease herself closer as he played.When he finished, she kissed him on the cheek. Ittook him by surprise.
�Did you mean that?� Harper turned to look her inthe eyes.
�What? This�
She moved closer, put both her arms round hisneck and pulled him closer. They kissed this time, lipto lip, tongue to tongue.
�I thought you�d never get round to that,� shewhispered as they pulled apart.
�Me neither,� Harper said.
�You�ve no chance now,� she told him. �You are go-ing to be my best songwriting, piano playing girl-friend.�
�I haven�t agreed,� Harper started.
�Maybe not, but I�ve decided.�

* * * * * *
�At least it�s a start,� Kate said as they stood at theback of the bar and watched as Daniel talkedthrough a few moves with Rowan, Gerald andLavinia.
Lavinia was the sophisticated brunette, and todaywas too stiff and haughty to take direction. Gerald,for once away from Diane�s direct influence, waswooden and unresponsive. From the back of the bar,Gerald looked the perfect lady.
Rowan was altogether different. He was dressed asa boy, yet the girlishness in his posture camethrough. He was probably the most feminine of thethree. It showed in his willingness to take directionand to follow every exercise Daniel gave.
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�I think Craig should have let Dottie out,� Garysaid. �His Lavinia is too sophisticated. It needs to belooser and a bit off-the-wall.�
�That�s the problem with him having two alteregos,� Kate agreed. �I don�t know how he does it butit�s as if there are three personalities inside his head;two girls who are poles apart and Craig himself.�
�I can see Daniel getting frustrated,� Gary replied.�I know our stage is only small, but it would lookbetter with more people up there.�
�I think we need more advertising,� Kate said. �Iwonder if going to more bars ourselves might help.�
�You mean we should poach some acts from otherbars. We�ve no money to pay the ones we have, letalone more.�
�We need girls whatever you say,� Kate shot back.�If we get the right people, they�ll fall into place, andwe�ll find a way to pay them.�
�Okay, you�re the boss,� Gary agreed. �We�ll do it,after all, how much more bankrupt can we be?�

* * * * * *
Harper dressed as Gretchen told him, �Start withthe underwear and everything will follow. Don�t thinkyou can use boy things under that dress.�
He did as he was told and remained passive whenGretchen fastened a bra behind his back. He sat andallowed her to roll tights up his legs, dark and glossy.
�You�ll have to get those legs waxed,� she said. �It�sa good thing that the dress is long. You couldn�t wearanything short with all that hair.� She held the dressfor him to step into, and he heard her close the zipperat the back. He sat as she fastened the ankle strapsof matching shoes with slim heels.
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�I feel really wrong,� Harper said as he stood infront of the mirror. �And I can hardly walk in theseshoes. How do you do it?�
�Practice,� Gretchen told him. �You�ll soon bewalking so easily that you�ll forget how high theyare.�
�I hope you�re right,� Harper replied. �I don�t thinkthis is going to work though. I�m going to get changedback.�
�Oh No.� Gretchen pulled him back. �You prom-ised and you�re nowhere near finished.�
�Okay.� Harper gave in and sat down. �I�m in yourhands, do your worst.�
�Nails first,� Gretchen said, taking his hands oneafter another. �How did you let them get into thisstate? They�re awful.�
�I�m the one that�s been working around here,� heprotested. �It�s been days of struggling with old locksand seized-up hinges. What did you expect my handsto look like?�
�Better than this.� Gretchen started to work onthem. �I�m going to stick basic false nails over them tohide all the damage.�
�Don�t go overboard,� he cautioned. �I have to beable to play when you�re finished.�
�Don�t worry; I�m only feminising your hands, notparalysing them.�
Harper watched as she worked quickly, one nailafter another. Plain French manicure, not too long,yet differently feminine. It was, he thought, such achange from so little work. He looked at the newnails, thinking for the first time that his hands lookedlike those of a girl. Maybe there was something to thisafter all.
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�That�s better. Do you want to watchme working inthe mirror or shall I cover it and do the big revealwhen I�ve finished?�
�Do I have a choice?�
�No, I�m going for the big reveal.� Gretchen coveredthe mirror with a large sheet. �I think this will be eas-ier. I won�t have to answer questions as we go.�
She put a cape over his shoulders, then looked athim intently, studying the shape of his face.
�You don�t shave much, do you?� she said. �Butyour eyebrows need some attention.�
�Ouch.� He felt the first hairs being plucked.
Gretchen worked steadily, plucking and checkingthe shape of the first one.
�Are you leaving anything there?� Harper pro-tested. �Remember, I have to live with this after-wards.�
�No one will notice,� Gretchen said. �It�s not as ifanyone knows you here anyway.�
�That�s not the point.�
Gretchen turned to the second brow, plucking asfiercely as she had at the first. She looked and com-pared, then plucked somemore, this time working oneach side, comparing and shaping.
�You must be done by now,� Harper complained.
�Less brow opens up the eye; with makeup, they�lllook bigger and of course, more seductive.�
�I don�t want to be seductive.�
�Oh yes you do,� she replied. �Remember the tips.The guys react to basic senses. Look right and they�llbehave right.�
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Gretchen started to cream his face, moisturisinggently, then started with colored sticks of founda-tion, blending and shaping, then powdering it alldown so that his complexion was even and smooth.
He felt the drag of a pencil as she drew over hisplucked eyebrows. �I thought you�d left some,�Harper protested.
�Of course I have, this is to define the shape andmake your brow line more prominent.�
When she was satisfied, she started on his eyes.Shades of shadow were brushed over his eyelids, andthen a darker one close to his lid edge.
�I have no idea what you�re doing. I can see thecontainers and the colors, but that�s all,� Harpersaid. �Can I look yet?�
�No. Wait until I�ve finished.�
He could see her take a pencil-like wand and felt itbeing drawn along his lid close to the edge. �Don�tblink, and look upwards,� she told him. The pencilstroked along the under-lashes The process was re-peated with mascara on the lashes.
�If you�re going to be Jasper�s fantasy, you�ll needfalse lashes too.� Gretchen rummaged through themakeup container. �There are some here, I know it.�
�Do you have to do all that?� Harper grumbled.�It�s been over an hour.�
�I�m enjoying it,� Gretchen replied. �I want to do itwell. I�m not going to stop halfway.�
Harper watched as she applied some glue from atube to the lashes she found. �They look far too longto be real.�
�We�re not going for reality here. They have to seeyou when you�re behind the piano, and you have tolook like you belong there.�
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Harper opened and closed his eyes as he was in-structed. She applied one, then the second, correct-ing the position carefully. He felt the strange weightof the lashes on his eyelids and blinked a few times.More mascara blended the lashes to his own.
�Now the lips.� Gretchen looked at him intently.�Are you going to be blonde for Jasper?�
�Since you�ve gone this far, I might as well do thewhole fantasy,� Harper replied.
�That determines how I do your lips.�
She pulled her face, expecting Harper to follow. Apencil outlined his lips, then a lipstick followed.
�It�s almost a nude colour,� Gretchen said. �It�s ashade darker than neutral, and really shiny. Ithought of using a matte one, but when you�re at thepiano, matte would be lost.�
�Are we done?� Harper was getting impatient.
�Not until we get your wig on,� Gretchen replied.
She turned, went into a cupboard, then turned,shaking out a pale blonde wig.
�How long is that?� Harper asked. �I�ll get tangledup.�
�Maybe that would be good,� Gretchen replied. �Amessy blonde hairdo always has its attraction.�
She held it over his head. �Now put your handswhere the temple will sit and we�ll lower it into place.�
He did as instructed and felt the weight of the hairas Gretchen adjusted the way it covered his head.�There are some small combs inside to secure it,� shesaid, pulling them into place, then with brush andcomb teased bangs over his forehead, finishing offwith a long spray from an aerosol.
�Are we done?� he asked.
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�Almost.� Gretchen turned and fumbled in adrawer. �You have to wear the dangling earrings.�
�How could I have forgotten?� he said as he turnedhis head to allow her to remove his studs, and replacethem with these silver creations which looked as ifthey�d touch his shoulders.
�Now are you ready for the big reveal?� Gretchenheld one end of the cloth covering the mirror. �Heregoes.�
Silence; Harper turned and turned back, watchingthe girl in the mirror as she raised her hand to touchher face at the samemoment that he raised his hand.
�Is that really me?�
�Who else could it be?�
�Okay, I guess I need to play the piano right now,only while I get over the shock.�
Harper stood and took careful steps in his newheels. He sat the keyboard and ran a few chordsslowly. �Love is the Sweetest Thing� rippled from hisfingers, slowly the first time, then as a softer jazz ver-sion, and finally with a boogie beat. Song followedsong, as if he dare not stop.
�Hey, did we get a new piano player?� Jasper�svoice called in the pauses between songs.
�You got your wish,� Gretchen told him. �That�sHarper, doing what you wanted.�
�Well, I�ll be darned if I wasn�t right.� Jasperclapped. �He looks the part now as well as soundingit. How�re you going to get him from waiting on tablesto being a girl at the piano?�
�I think you�ve gained an extra waitress,� Gretchensaid. �There�s no way he could do a quick changefrom boy to girl; it�s not like changing a dress or ashirt.�
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�I guess not,� Jasper said thoughtfully. �And Idon�t have to pay more anyway�

* * * * * *
Dottie came to the next rehearsal. She�d turnedinto a blowsy blonde in a red dress just the right sideof decency; red heels, red lips and red nails, and thedarkest of eye makeup.
Loud and eccentric, clearly a man in a dress, butonly just enough �man� to fool most of the audience, ifone had been there. It was the voice and the bodylanguage, not the appearance. This was the Dottiethat Kate and Gary remembered. Daniel hadn�t beenprepared for this onslaught of quasi femininity.
�Can you calm down and take direction?� Danielshouted at one point in their rehearsal.
Dottie looked at him and with a sigh, she sashayedacross the stage, swaying her hips and smiling as ifthere was an audience waiting to share a secret.
�Darling, this is as calm as I get.� Dottie strokedher fingers under his chin. �You may have to think ofa way of calming my nerves,� she purred and slowlystroked the crotch of his jeans, holding eye contactall the time.
�Okay,� he spluttered, moving backwards andturning away. �I�m the director here.�
�And you�re doing a wonderful job, darling.� Dottieblew him a kiss. �I have performed before you know,both in public, and in private. If you ask me nicely,we could do the private audition later.�
�What�s she been drinking?� Gary whispered toKate as they watched from the back of the bar.
�Nothing at all,� Kate whispered back. �That�sDottie. That�s why we need him.�
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* * * * * *
�Hey, you hurt me.� Harper slapped the hand thathad pinched his rear. �That�s not polite.�
�So spank me,� the elderly customer grinned asHarper placed a beer mat, then a glass, in front ofhim.
�That�s an extra charge.� Harper held his traylower so that the tip jar was in front of his nose. Theold man laughed and put a folded twenty in.
�Can I get spanked for so little too?� one of theother guys at the table chipped in.
�You never know your luck in a draw,� Harperpouted, and walked back to the bar.
�What�s got into you?� Gretchen asked as theystood back against the bar, waiting for the next or-ders. �You�re playing these guys like you�ve been do-ing it for ages, not hours.�
�Nothing; I feel different, as if I�m playing a part,�Harper replied. �It�s all an act, but I am enjoying it.I�m getting to like the attention. Do you think theyknow?�
�If they do, they don�t care,� Gretchen replied. �I�mbeginning to regret putting you into a dress as shortas mine.�
�I�ve lost count of how many times I�ve felt a handup my skirt.� Harper smoothed the material down.�Is it like this all the time?�
�Mostly,� Gretchen replied. �Remember the rule;tits and ass for tips.�
�I have to get ready to play,� Harper said.
�I�ll come and help you change into the dress,�Gretchen replied. �It should only take a moment. I�mso pleased you decided to go with the full makeupearlier.�
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�I�d quite forgotten I was wearing it.�� Harperslipped off the short dress and stepped into the longblack silk number. �But I�m very conscious of theseearrings swinging as I move.�
�Make them swing,� Gretchen giggled. �Play up thegirl stuff for all it�s worth.�
She gave a play slap to Harper�s ass as he walkedout towards the piano.

* * * * * * *
�How soon do you think it will be before we haveenough to open?� Kate asked Daniel after another re-hearsal.
�We really need another girl to lift it, Daniel re-plied. �Gerald is absolutely perfect when you look athim. There�s no chance that he�d ever be mistaken fora boy. He�s got the figure and the poise. It�s amazing.He�s a novice as far as being onstage is concerned,but I think he�s getting there.�
�Diane wouldn�t let him be anything less than per-fect,� Kate replied. �She�s very strict.�
�What about Rowan?� Gary asked.
�He�s a mystery,� Daniel admitted. �Have youchecked that he�s legal? Is he old enough?�
�He showed me a driving permit,� Kate said. �I as-sume it was correct.�
�It�s as if he decided to be female all of a sudden,�Daniel replied. �Every day, he�s changing. Dottie maybe to blame for party of that, she�s been teaching himhow to walk with a wiggle. I see them huddled to-gether in breaks.�
�I thought I�d seem some of the clothes he�s wear-ing before,� Kate said.
�Probably from Dottie,� Daniel nodded. �They�redifferent heights, but more or less the same build.�
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�Except that Rowan hasn�t got any tits,� Gary in-terrupted.
�Padding can fix that, at least at a distance,� Dan-iel said. �He�s learning fast.�
�Do you think he can do it in front of an audience?�Gary asked.
�I�m as sure as I can be of that. He�s very ladylike.Dottie is the exact opposite and I�ve worked up a fewroutines to play them off against each other,� Danielsaid. �They may be old routines, but these guys have-n�t done them before.�
�Dottie�s outrageous,� Gary interrupted. �How didyou get her to be so compliant when you were tellingher what to do?�
�That�s a secret,� Daniel replied.
�Could it have something to do with the lady youwere seen drinking with last night?� Kate asked. �Ithought she looked a lot like Dottie.�
�I said it was a secret.� Daniel blushed as Dottiecame to join them, pulled him close and kissed hischeek. There wasn�t room for a cigarette paper be-tween them.

* * * * * *
Harper made it swing. He played and pouted,stood and walked across the stage a couple of times,taking the microphone and telling stories about thesongs. Gretchen watched in admiration.
�Girl, you really got them.�� Jasper clapped asHarper finished the set and left the stage after longand loud applause.
�Quick, get changed,� Gretchen hissed. �I can�tcope with it. They were quiet while you were playing,but now everyone�s calling for more.�
�I�ll grab a tray and get serving.�

Page - 61

RELUCTANT PRESS



�But your dress��
�They know who I am now, so it doesn�t matter,�Harper replied. �Besides, this long dress may protectme from hands wandering up my thigh.�
�Okay, your decision.�
Harper reached behind the bar and squirted per-fume, too much perfume, over his neck and dress. Hereached for a tray and set off. His progress wasslowed by congratulations from the audience. Hetried to work as fast as Gretchen, but it was impossi-ble not to say something nice in return. His tip jarwas filling fast and he had to take some notes outwhen he returned to the bar for yet another round.
�You�re doing well.� Gretchen nodded towards themoney.
�Can we share?� Harper asked. �I think you�reworking faster than I can.�
�I think you earned it,� Gretchen replied. �If weswap sides and you go �roundmy tables, I think you�llget a lot more.�
�We must share,� he insisted. �After all, you got meready, and Jasper�s paying me to play.�
�If we don�t move quickly, neither of us is going toget much.� Gretchen gave him a playful slap, and apush towards the crowd.

* * * * * *
�Shona, what are you doing here?� Kate gasped asa figure from her past came into the bar.
She was expensively dressed from the heel of hershoes to the scarf at her neck. Makeup subtly dis-guised her age, and her russet hair was glossy andperfectly in place.
�Can�t a girl look up an old friend?� Shona replied.
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�I never thought I�d see you again,� Kate saidsoftly, taking her hand. �You and I didn�t part asfriends. I felt betrayed when you changed.�
�We didn�t part on the best of terms, I agree, butthat was in the past. I hope we�ve grown up sincethen.� Shona looked �round. �Aren�t you going to in-troduce me?�
�This is my partner Gary.� He went to shake herhand, but Shona pulled him into an embrace.
�Shona and I used to be close, when she was Si-mon,� Kate explained.
�Very close,� Shona laughed. �It was when Simondecided to become Shona that we parted.�
�Oh, so you�re�� Gary looked from Shona to Kate,not quite knowing what to say next.
�Yes I am, and I was.� Shona swirled her dressaround her legs and sat down dramatically. �I had todo things that Kate wasn�t happy to live with.�
�You�ve changed a lot,� Kate said. �I didn�t want tolive with a female partner, so when you� err� didwhat you did, it was time to part.�
�I know, I felt it too.� Shona held up her left hand,the rings glittering. �I have no regrets.�
�Whatever happened to you?� Kate asked. �I neverheard anything of you. I worried for a while, but youdisappeared completely.�
�I left town, then left the country,� Shona said. �I�llgive you the shortened biography. It says I met anolder man, married well, into old money. We livedwell and happily until he died suddenly. Now I�m amerry widow.�
�You married?�
�Yes, we lived abroad, where equal marriage hasbeen possible for years,� Shona replied. �It was a fairytale wedding too. He wantedme to have everything.�
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�What brought you back?�
�I wanted to see old friends, to mend a few fencestoo,� Shona said. �I�m a free spirit now. I�ve a decentincome from my husband�s property and invest-ments. I can do what I please.�
�That must be comforting,� Kate replied. �You al-ways said that you were never intended to be poor.�
�Did I?� Shona smiled knowingly.
�Well, you�re welcome.� Kate looked from Shona toGary.
�Yes, any old friend....� he said, not really knowingwhat to make of it.
�Now you must tell me all about this place.� Shonatook Kate by the arm and they walked towards theexit. �What plans do you have?�
�Great plans, but no money to develop them,� Katesaid. �I�ll tell you all about it.�
�I�ll be your silent investor,� Shona replied.�Money�s only worth what it can buy. I owe you, Kate.You were always kind, even when I was being cruel.�

* * * * * *
�Jasper�s dead.� Gretchen came into the bar in astate of shock. �Collapsed and died without warningin the bank.�
�I can�t believe it!� Harper replied. �He was fine thismorning. We talked a little about this place finallymaking money.�
�I�d guess it won�t be doing so for much longer,�Kate replied, as the telephone started to ring.
She took the call and listened, saying little. Sheturned to Harper. �That�s it,� she said. �The bank hasappointed a receiver, we�ve three days to pack up andget out. We can�t open anymore.�
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�What do we do?� Harper asked. Gretchen notedthat he said �we� even though her mind was racing.
�We move all the stuff that we can use into myapartment,� she said.
�I�ve never been there,� Harper said. �How muchroom is there?�
�Enough for all your girl things,� Gretchen saidpointedly.
�You mean I�m going to need them?� he asked. �Ithought this was only a job until something bettercame up.�
�Maybe, but have you thought how much you weregetting as a girl,� she asked. �It probably beat any-thing you were getting before.�
�Well, yes,� Harper admitted. �But I don�t knowhow long I can keep it up.�
�You can keep it up � and I�ll forgive the pun � foras long as you want,� she replied. �I�ve seen a flyer orsomething. Leave it with me for a few days; mean-while you stay female all the time.�
�Why?� Harper asked. �Surely that�s more troublethan it�s worth.�
�No it isn�t.� Gretchen wagged a finger at him.�Trust me. �I want you to learn to be female whenyou�re not preforming in the bar. We�re going for nat-ural here. I have an idea.�
�re you going to share it?�
�I�ve seen something somewhere,� she replied. �Ithink it was called �Go Girls� or something like that.I�m going to find them and then give them a call.�

* * * * * *
�So tell me again.� Gary leaned back in his seat.�She really offered to invest in this place?�
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�She said so,� Kate replied.
�Do you believe her?�
�No reason to doubt what she says,� Kate replied.�She never used to joke about money and now itlooks as though she has plenty.�
�Why doesn�t she simply buy us out?�
�She�s no interest in running the place,� Kate re-plied. �She wants to sit back and watch.�
�And interfere,� Gary snorted. �I remember my olduncle saying that the worst ship that ever sailed wasa partnership.�
�I don�t think she will,� Kate said. �But bearing inmind we need the money, and it�s being offered withno strings, I vote we take it, and as I�m a woman andtherefore have more votes than you, I think that set-tles it.�
�Girl Power?� Gary asked.
�Absolutely,� Kate laughed. �What can we lose? Weget the money we need to make the opening lookgood, and to pay people. The alternative is sittinghere scratching our heads to think what we can do toget the money.�
�Okay, we accept,� Gary replied. �Now all we needis some more cast members�
The telephone rang and Kate answered. She lis-tened for a while. �Yes, you have the address right,�she said. �We�ll expect you in a few days.�
�I think we might have another girl on her way,�she said.
�Why don�t you stay and have a drink with us afterrehearsal?� Dottie asked as she and Rowan linkedarms. �It�s quite safe and you�d be really welcome.�
�I�d love to get some tips from you,� Rowan added.�You always look so cool.�
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�I really can�t,� Gerald said. �My mistress will bewaiting for me. I have so many things to do at home.�
�Another time then; please promise you�ll come,�Rowan replied, then stood to watch as Gerald walkedto a black limousine where a chauffeur waited withthe rear door held open.
�One day, we�ll find out,� Dottie said, taking Ro-wan�s arm and lead towards the bar across the road.
�I can�t stay long,� Rowan insisted. �I�ve got to findanother room. The landlady says I�m too much of arisk to stay there much longer because people are be-ginning to talk about me.�
�What nonsense,� Dottie replied. �You can comeand stay with me.�
�Do you have a spare room?� Rowan asked.
�Only a small one but I�ve a huge bedroom, bigenough for two,� she replied. �Seriously, you�re wel-come to the spare room. Pay me when we get paid, ifwe ever do.�
�I�ll get a cab and collect my things,� Rowan smiledin relief.
�No, we�ll take my car. It�s behind the bar.�
It didn�t take long to pack up and load the car. Ro-wan had arrived with next to nothing and had onlyaccumulated a few things; enough to fill her ruck-sack and a holdall. In no time at all, they were inDottie�s place.
�Let�s have a drink to celebrate my mew roomie.�Dottie waved a bottle of wine in the air.
The cork popped and bubbles fizzed all over theplace. Rowan tried to get glasses underneath, andgiggled as it spilled all over. They drank, then anotherbottle appeared.
�What I don�t understand is why you live alone,�Rowan said.
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�I never found anyone to stay with,� Dottie replied.�I mean how anyone could cope with me is a mystery.I�m Craig, I�m Lavinia, and I�m Dottie. I change withthe weather.�
�I think you�re pretty wonderful,� Rowan blushed.
�Poor child." Dottie hugged her closely. �I�m afraidif you say things like that, I�ll be unable to resist tak-ing advantage of you.�
�Maybe I want you to take advantage of me.�
�Maybe I will.� Dottie pulled Rowan close and theylooked into each other�s eyes. �Shall we play at beinglesbians?� she said.
�I thought you�d never ask.�
�Let�s dress for the occasion.� Dottie stood andpulled Rowan to his feet. �I�ve a nightdress that I�vebeen saving for a special occasion, and anotherwhich would look just divine if you�d wear it for me.�

* * * * * *
�You�re coming with me?� Harper asked as they satin Gretchen�s old station wagon.
�I wouldn�t miss it for the world,� she replied. �I�vegot great faith in you, and I don�t want to let you goanyway.�
�You never said anything,� he replied.
�I was afraid of scaring you away.� Gretchen putthe car into drive. �The more female you became, themore I wanted to touch you.�
�That sounds like a serious start,� Harper blushed.
�And you�d never manage without your dresser,makeup artist, hairstylist and all-round good friend,�Gretchen said.
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�That�s probably true,� Harper admitted. �Howmany years does it take to be able to deal with falselashes anyway?�
�More than you have to spare for this job.�
�Are you always this forceful�
�Now I know what was missing in my old relation-ships.� Gretchen looked at him. �I wanted somethingmore exciting. Being a waitress isn�t the greatest jobin the world, but being with you in a Review barsounds better and better.�
�They may not like me,� Harper said. �Have youthought of that?�
�They�ll like you.� Gretchen stroked his knee. �Ifthey don�t, you can change into someone they willlike. After all, it�s a Review bar. They said they wantfemale impersonators, not drag queens, and I reckonyou fit that description.�
�Well, we�ll find out in a few days.�
�And we�ll know when we get there in seven days, ifwe�re going to stick as an item.� Gretchen grinned athim. �I booked us into a spa for a couple of days onthe way.�
�Why are we going to a spa?�
�I thought you could do with a few beauty treat-ments before we arrive,� Gretchen replied. �I�m goingto have the same.�

* * * * * *
�Have some more fizz.� Dottie passed the bottle toRowan, as she took off her wig and fluffed out herhair. �You are so lucky in having hair like that.� Sheran her fingers through Rowan�s shoulder-lengthhair.
�It�s not a great color,� he replied. �I love the wayyou can change from day to day.�
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�It�s true, the wigs help me change. Dottie is al-ways some shade of blonde. You haven�t met Lavinia,have you?�
�No, I know she�s your other girl.�
�She�s always a brunette, and much more seri-ous.�
�I can�t believe you�d ever do serious.� Rowanleaned across suddenly and kissed Dottie on the lips.
He pulled back and smiled. He put his finger to hislips and looked down, then kissed the finger andpressed it to Dottie�s lips. They kissed again, andDottie felt an old familiar surge running through hersenses.
�What have we here?� she asked, grasping his pe-nis and stroking it, feeling stiffening.
She shifted her position, turned Rowan onto hisback, and gave it a tentative lick. She came up to kisshis lips again.
�I like the taste of your lipstick on my lipstick,� Ro-wan said. He felt down to where Dottie�s penis stoodready, thick and hard.
�Now you�ve found it, you�d better kiss it.� Dottiepushed his head downwards.
As his lips touched it, she took her hands on theback of his head and, kneeling over him, forced it intohis mouth. He gagged and then withdrew. Gently,she pulled him back and touched his lips. Theyopened but Dottie held still, waiting for him to makethe next move.
His tongue came out and flicked across the tip afew times, then gently he took the tip into his mouth.He did it again, and again. Dottie took her hands tothe sides of his head and gently began to make himtake more into his mouth. She drew him back andthen forwards a little more.
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She set a rhythm going, coaxing him and moaninggently as if to tell him that he was doing the rightthing. She took her hands away and reached aroundto his rear cheeks. He didn�t stop licking and suck-ing.
Gently, her fingers moved forwards until she foundthe entrance to his anus. This time he froze andmoaned. She explored a little further, gently andslowly, but not losing contact. He seemed to accept it,so she explored a little further, entering with one fin-ger.
�Are you going to come into me?� he asked, thequestion taking her by surprise.
�I think you�re too tight,� Dottie replied, but sheknew she wasn�t going to stop now.
She thrust her hips forwards, pushing her penisinto Rowan�s mouth before he could answer. One byone, she raised his legs to her shoulders, so that heravenue of entry was clear. She knew it might havebeen easier to get him onto his stomach and do itdoggy style, but she wanted to look into his eyes asshe took him. She wanted to see what happenedwhen the realization that he�d been entered and usedpenetrated his mind.
�I�m going to try and lubricate your opening,� shesaid, taking her hands away and reaching for some-thing from the bedside drawer. �It�s only oily jellystuff,� she assured him as she applied some to herhand and rubbed it onto her penis.
�It�s cold,� Rowan giggled as she rubbed someacross him and slipped her finger inside, then two.
She worked them back and �round gently then ap-plied more lubricant and carefully pushed three fin-gers into the hole. He didn�t protest. He didn�t go rigidin shock. She pushed a little harder and hemoaned.
Taking that as her cue, Dottie pushed the head ofher penis into the hole. He stiffened as it went in justas far as the tip. She waited and slowly rocked backand forward, ever so slightly and ever so gently. It
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had been a long time since she�d done this and it felttoo good.
Rowan�s breathing came in short pants as he heldhimself so tense against the intrusion. Dottie knewthat this was a crucial moment and she held her pa-tience. Sooner or later, he�d have to relax a little,maybe breathe normally or even speak.
She waited, feeling his breathing slow a little. Stillshe waited, judging her moment. Once he relaxed,she�d be further in. She held her hands against hischeeks, letting the fingers run down to his chin; thenwith her nails, she softly scratched the area underhis chin. His breathing softened.
�That tickles,� he said. When his voice started, themuscles relaxed and Dottie pushed hard.
Rowan�s eyes opened wide in horror and in shockat the pain of the intrusion into his passage. Dottiefelt the muscles contract once again. It was past thepoint of no return. He couldn�t clench his musclesnow to keep her out. She was in and gently pushingfurther inside him with each rocking motion of herhips.
Rowan�s eyes opened in disbelief or realization ofwhat was happening. At that moment he knew he�dnever be the same again. He looked into Dottie�s eyes.She smiled at him, reassuring him that she knewwhat she was doing and telling him that she was incharge. He was under her, and she was going to haveher way.
He moaned and turned his head from side to side.He wriggled a little, impaling himself a little further.Dottie felt the slight motion, but held still. She wasgoing to control this, and make sure he knew it.
Dottie pushed further and harder now. She wasinside the boy and no resistance could change that.She waited for a slight relaxation, shifting his legshigher on her shoulders and then she started to pushand push again. She felt her ball sac touching theskin on his thighs and relaxed, allowing him to gethis breath.
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His eyes looked into hers now, pleading or wantingmore. He pushed himself further against her andthen she took over. Showing no mercy, she began tothrust and withdraw slightly, then thrust again. Overand over again, she did it. His head was turning fromside to side, with soft moans escaping from his lips ateach breath. His eyes were open but unfocussed asstill she thrust.
She intended it to go on longer, but the climax,when it came, hit her in a rush. She could feel thethickening and the extra stiffening. She pushed asfar in as she could and waited for the ecstasy and thetriumphs of exerting her will over his, making herinto his woman whether he intended to allow it ornot. He could feel himself pulsing and pumping in-side.
Rowan moaned again, a long low drawn-out gaspof pleasure, and sticky liquid spurted from his ownpenis across his taut stomach. They linked hands asRowan seemed to come out of the trance into whichhe had slipped. Dottie could feel his muscles reject-ing her penis as she shrank, and slipped away andout.
They linked hands and remained in position for afew minutes, looking at each other wordlessly, buttheir eyes were saying all that needed to be said.

* * * * * *
�I guess it�s now or never,� Casey thought as he ap-proached the bar.
He�d tried to dress and act as much like a girl as hecould. He knew it was clumsy, and he�d had to runaway fast when a group of teenage boys shouted athim and started throwing rocks.
�If I can keep my nerve, maybe they�ll take me on.�He travelled less in the day and more at night.
Some truckers were genial and kind. Occasionallyhe got to eat in the truck stops, or the drivers would
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give him their leftover sandwiches or pizza. He�d got-ten used to paying in blow jobs, holding his breathand spitting out onto the roadway.
He knew he didn�t smell good and had no clothesto change into; only the determination to get awayburned in his psyche. He kept going.
He learned to look in dumpsters along the way.Usually it was awful, stinking and fetid, but occa-sionally there were clothes he could use. Sometimesthere were things he could sell to the junk shopsalong the highway. If he couldn�t sell stuff, he couldbarter for a shower.
�If I lose much more weight, I�ll be a skeleton.� Helooked in the mirror after showering on a mobilehome camp. The warden�s wife had taken pity onwhim when she found him sheltering under a vehicleas the rain fell. She fed him for a few days while thewarden was away.
�I thought I saw some kid hanging around thecamp. He�d better be gone before I catch him.� Caseyheard his words, harsh and threatening as he left theshower block.
He gathered his rucksack, with clean clothesthanks to the warden�s wife, who�d treated himkindly and asked no questions, even when hismakeup was obviously amateur. That was before helearned to stick with mascara and eyeliner pencilsonly.
As the days passed, his destination came closer.He didn�t know what he was going to say when he gotto the Review bar. He practised his speech over andover, changing it each time.
He wondered how many blow jobs it took to be areal girl.
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* * * * * *
�There�s only one bed,� Harper stated the obviousas they entered their room.
�And why do you think that is?� Gretchen took himby the hand. �I want to find out if this relationship isgoing to work.�
�But we�ve only known each other for a few weeks.�Harper pulled away. �It�s not even as if we were dat-ing.�
�You�re such an insensitive pig when you�re a boy,�Gretchen replied. �I much prefer it when you�re fe-male. It seems to bring out the best in you.�
�But I�m only pretending,� he complained.
�And you were doing very well. If your tip jar hadn�tfilled so easily, we couldn�t have afforded this trip.�
�It�s a really nice place.� Harper changed the sub-ject.
�And we�re going to enjoy it,� Gretchen replied.�What better way is there for girlfriends to spend acouple of days?�
�Girlfriends?� Harper caught the word.
�Yes, we�re booked in as two girls. We�re having thesame treatments, and when you leave here, I don�twant you to ever think of being a boy again,� she toldhim.
�I didn�t sign up for this.�
�No, maybe you didn�t,� Gretchen said. �But I�mgoing to manage your career, and you�re going to dowhat you�re told.�
�I haven�t got a career.�
�Wrong. You didn�t. Now you do. You�re a femaleimpersonator, musician and entertainer,� Gretchen
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replied. �It�s an opportunity that�s too good to throwaway. If the Review accepts you, it�s steady work. Wecan build a future on that.�
�A future?�
�Do you have to parrot everything I say?� Gretchenscolded. �Yes, a future together. I�m looking forwardto it. Now let me do your makeup and we�ll go for din-ner.�
�Do I have any choices?� Harper asked.
�Sure you do. You can leave here as a strawberryblonde, or an ash blonde. I don�t think platinumwould suit you.�
�What am I going to be for dinner?�
�You choose,� Gretchen said. �I fancy being se-duced by a mysterious brunette when we come backto our room.�
�I thought you said blonde?�
�That�s for when we�re leaving. For now, we havewigs.�

* * * * * *
�He�s changed,� Daniel said. �See the way he�smoving� Something�s happened.�
�Could it be because he moved in with Dottie?�Kate asked innocently.
Daniel looked at Rowan and turned to Kate. �Iguess he�s discovered what a girl really does. Nowlet�s see if we canmake himmove like that onstage.�
�What are you going to ask him to do?�
�I thought we�d start him off with lip syncing,�Daniel replied. �He can do the ensemble bit at thefront of the show, then come back at intervals with
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changes of wig and dress to do simple mimes. Whenhe gets good and confident, we�ll move him up.�
�Okay, so what about Gerald?� Kate asked.
�That�s a difficult one.� Daniel rubbed his chin.�Physically, he�s perfect. He has the breasts, the legs,and the figure. He can walk in the highest of heelsand make them look elegant.�
�So he�s got a lot going for him,� Kate said.
�Yes. He can do his own makeup and hair andthere�s never anything out of place, but he never re-ally looks as if he�s enjoying it, or playing a role. Everygood actor is a player, that�s why they were calledthat in the olden days. I wish he�d loosen up.�
�Do you want me to speak to Diane about it?�
�Would you please?� Daniel asked. �He�s too beau-tiful to lose, but there�s not much I can do with himexcept leave him still to look beautiful.�
�Don�t look now,� Kate whispered. �Here comes aproblem.�
Lavinia walked across the floor, looking as perfectas ever. �Daniel, I wanted to discuss Dottie�s part. Idon�t think she�s featured as much as she should be.�
�I�ll leave you to talk.� Kate exited quickly.

* * * * * *
�Well, we�re here at last.� Gretchen pulled into thelot behind the bar and turned off the engine. �Let�slook inside and then we�ll find somewhere to stay.�
�Do I look okay?� Harper asked. �I wish I hadn�t letyou talk me into this ash blonde hair. I feel as if ev-eryone�s staring at me.�
�If they are, it�s because you�re really attractive,�Gretchen replied. �Guys like girls that look like youdo.�
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�But I couldn�t pass as myself with this hair.�
�But you are yourself all the time,� Gretchen re-plied. �You�re female now and this is how you look.�
�I still feel so self-conscious.� Harper held a mirrorup and patted his hair into place.
�Don�t worry, even if your hair looked messy, itwould still be a signal to every red-blooded male, andyou�d still get noticed. Ignore it or take it as a compli-ment. Try waving and smiling if you get a wolf whis-tle.�
They locked the car and tried the door. It waslocked, so Gretchen rang the bell. There was no an-swer, so she leaned on it, and held it. �There must besomeone here. The lights are on and I can hear mu-sic.�
�Maybe they�re not hiring,� Harper said as the dooropened and a very pretty girl stood there.
�Hi, we�ve come about the job,� Gretchen said.
�You�d better come and see Kate. I�m Rowan and Ijust work here.�
�And are you in the show?� Gretchen asked.
��Sure, it�s my first one.� He blushed under hismakeup.
�It could be mine too,� Harper said.
�Really, but you look so classy.� Rowan took themthrough to the main room where Daniel was puttingGerald and Lavinia through some moves.
She introduced them and left to watch from theside of the stage.
�What you need is some music,� Gretchen toldKate after a few preliminaries. �Here I have Harperwho�s able to play anything with keys, and when hesings, he sounds like he was born female.�

Page - 79

RELUCTANT PRESS



�That could be something we might use,� Kate re-plied, beckoning for Daniel to join them. �Are yousure he�s not female? Sorry, that sounded silly.�
�He wasn�t female when we were in bed last night,�Gretchen replied. �We stayed at a Spa and Hydro forthe treatments as we drove out here. He wanted tolook his best.�
Daniel laughed at the conversation as he stood be-side them. �I think you�re right. Some live musiccould liven up the whole thing. I guess we�d betterhear what you�ve got to offer, if that�s okay with themanagement.�
�I�m happy,� Kate replied, �but we don�t have a pi-ano or anything.�
�We have a keyboard in the car. It could plug intoyour sound system maybe?� Harper spoke for thefirst time.
�I�ll send Daniel and Gary to get it,� Kate said. �Ilove your nails and I�d hate for them to be broken car-rying it.�
�Gretchen said I had to have them,� Harper re-plied. �She expects me to be perfect. She�s prettyscary when she gets an idea into her head. I�m reallyglad she doesn�t expect me to date boys.�
�Not much fear of that.� Gretchen was in earshot.�You�re too precious.�
The keyboard was set up and plugged in. A fewnotes through the loudspeakers said it was working,then a microphone on a stand was produced.
�You�ll need to mix the voice,� Harper said to Garywho stood behind the control desk. �A bit of reverb,maybe trim the mid-range, and see how it sounds.�
Harper played a few scales and then ran them intoan improvisation of jazz chords, turning into �EveryTime You Say Goodbye� and �Dancing in the Dark� be-fore hitting everything hard with �Thunder Road� and
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finally a boogie piece straight out of the Scott Joplinsongbook.
�You�re hired.� Shona arrived backstage. �I don�tcare what you want for a fee; you�re not leaving with-out a contract.�
�I guess you�re hired.� Daniel shook his hand. �Wewere going to get Rowan to do some lip-synch stuff. Ifshe could learn the words, could you play the modernstuff as well?�
�I can play most things, but some of the pop hitsare impossible on a piano,� Harper replied. �If youwant all the effects, I can�t do it.�
�Okay, but could you play most of the power bal-lads and anthems?� Daniel asked.
�I guess I could sit here and play background foryour whole show, then sing a few numbers myself.�Harper felt suddenly confident in this company.
�I think we can work with that.� Daniel shook hishand again.
To the side, Harper noticed Shona and Gretchendeep in conversation.
�I�m the new wardrobe mistress,� Gretchen toldhim later. �I�m in charge of costumes, hair, makeupand anything else, or maybe I just have to do a bit ofeverything else. It doesn�t matter, we�re here, we�retogether and it�s going to be fun. We�re not in Kansasanymore, Toto.�
�Kansas?� he asked.
�You never saw The Wizard Of Oz, did you?�

* * * * * *
�I found him in the alcove where we keep the cans.�Gerald stood over Casey who was shivering andlooked feverish. �I don�t know who he is, but he needshelp.�
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�I wonder if he�s been there all night,� Gary asked,and together they helped him to stand and halfwalked, half carried him inside.
They took him into one of the old storerooms andmade him as comfortable and warm as they could.Kate was summoned to look at him as soon as she ar-rived that morning.
�Please don�t send me back,� Casey said over andover as Kate tried to get some sense out of him.
�I think he�s cold and exhausted more than any-thing,� Kate said. �He�s scared of being sent back, butI don�t know where to. I think we should keep himwarm and feed him when he can eat. Maybe then hecan tell us what he�s frightened of.�
�Okay, you know best,� Gary replied. �I wouldn�twant him to die on us.�
�I don�t think that�s likely,� Kate replied. �There�ssomething else about him that struck me. He�s wear-ing traces of makeup, and the clothes in has pack areall female.�
�Do you think he was heading for here?� Garyasked.
�Could be,� Kate replied. �We got a good bit of pub-licity, it�s possible that he thought he�d be safe here.It can�t be easy being a boy in girl�s clothes whereverhe came from.�
�Schools can be really cruel if you don�t fit in,�Gary agreed. �I wonder if he�s running away fromsomething awful.�
�I have no doubt he�ll tell us in a few days,� Katesaid. �I�ll ask everyone to keep an eye on him.�
�How are you feeling?� Kate called back to see hima couple of hours later.
�Better, thanks,� he replied. �I�m so tired, but itwas worth it all to get here.�

Page - 82

GO GIRL, NO GIRL BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



�You�d better tell me a little,� Kate said gently. �Wehave to decide what to do with you.�
�Okay, here goes.� He took a deep breath. �I�mCasey and I�m going to be the best girl you have here.I know it sounds wrong, but I had to get here.�
�It sounds like you had to get away from some-thing,� Kate said.
�I�m not telling where I�m from, so you can�t sendme back.� He wiped away a tear. �It�s been awful be-ing me. The boys hated me and made me do things;my stepfather was trying the same thing, so I ran.�
�What did your mother say?� Kate asked inno-cently.
�Mom�s dead.� He burst into tears. �She under-stood me, but since she�s been gone, I�ve had no one.It got too much. I ran. Please let me stay. I�ll do any-thing.�
�Okay, but you have to tell me that you�re oldenough and the police aren�t looking for you for any-thing criminal.�
�I�m old enough all right,� he sobbed. �You shouldhave seen what they made me do. And I�m not a crim-inal.�
Kate hugged him as he sobbed. �It�s okay,� shesaid softly. �You can stay. Don�t worry, we�ll findsomething for you to do.�
�I mean it. I�ll be your best girl.� He tried to smile,but the sobs came thick and fast.
Kate held his hand until he relaxed. She strokedhis hair and, eventually, he seemed to sleep.
�Rowan, would you sit with him, please� Be gentle.He seems to have had as bad a time as anyone.� Katewent to find Gary, to tell him that they had acquiredanother member of their little band.

Page - 83

RELUCTANT PRESS



The next days were full of activity. The bar had toopen soon and everyone was seized with a new senseof urgency.

* * * * * *
�I�m so grateful for all the care you�ve given me.�Casey had recovered fast. �I feel so much easier nowthat I�m here and I can be myself.�
They were dressed identically. Gretchen had beenasked to make them look �like moppets� with curlyblonde wigs, spiky eyelashes, with exaggerated blackeye makeup and red lips. They were all in white,short dresses and heels, for a duo piece on the stage.
�Have you forgotten that we�re showgirls?� Rowanlaughed. �We have to play a part on the stage other-wise Daniel�s time will have been wasted and the au-dience won�t come.�
�Yes, but I�m a girl now,� Rowan replied.
�As much as I am,� Rowan teased.
�Yes, it�s makeup, padding and wigs, but I don�tcare. I feel good about it all.� Casey pirouetted in theway that Daniel had been teaching.
�Come here,� Rowan said, catching Casey�s eye asshe stopped.
As if attracted by magnets, they came closer.Casey�s eyes said the same things as Rowan�s eyeswere saying, as if to give permission. They kissedsoftly, then as if shocked by what they had done,broke apart, but their arms were still around eachother.
They held each other�s gaze, wordlessly, then cametogether again, lips to lips, tongues exploring eachother as if in a mock contest. They paused briefly forbreath, then couldn�t wait to kiss again.
�Come to my room,� Casey whispered.
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�It�s complicated.� Rowan looked over his shoul-der.
�For goodness sake, go,� Craig�s voice came fromthe shadows. �Dottie won�t mind.�
With a glance back, Rowan allowed Casey to leadhim from the bar.
Once alone, the magnetism exerted itself oncemore. They tumbled together onto the makeshift bedwhich Casey had been using, hands exploring,tongues playing, in an avalanche of lust.
As if choreographed, each found a hand graspingthe other�s penis. Massaging gently on the immediategrowth. Rowan broke the kiss first to take Casey inhis mouth. Casey followed so that they were en-twined together. They licked and sucked, together.
�I don�t know what to do next,� Casey whispered.�But I want more.�
�I want to be careful,� Rowan replied.
�I don�t care.� Casey sucked his penis harder.��Itwon�t be the first time, so I know what to expect.Please understand. It�s the first time I�ve reallywanted it to happen. Please don�t refuse.�
Casey turned over so that his bottom was pre-sented to Rowan, his knees taut, and his head rest-ing low on his elbows.
�Do it,� he said. �I don�t care how much it hurts. Iwant you to do it. Take away all the badmemories I�vehad to live with. I�ve dreamed of it being with some-one I wanted.�
Rowan knew what to do, even though he hadplayed the submissive role before. He touched andstroked. He used saliva to lubricate his fingers andfound an unresisting response as he exploredCasey�s offered promise.
As he moved one hand in and out, expanding fromone finger to two and then three, he gathered more
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saliva and used his other hand to spread it over hispenis and around where his fingers were working.
He touched the tip to Casey, who moaned andpushed back. Rowan felt resistance and allowed him-self to be pushed back so as not to hurt.
He added more lubrication and then pushed for-ward again. Casey seemed to dissolve into an animalresponse as he pushed back again. The resistancewas tight. Almost by instinct, Rowan slapped Caseyhard on the buttocks. The shock worked. He relaxedand Rowan felt himself slipping inside. It was tight,but he was inside.
He felt his sac against Casey�s flesh, and held still,feeling as if he were held there, being sucked furtherin. Casey�s breath was coming in gasps; the soundone of pleasure rather than pain.
Rowan felt a surge of energy and began to move,gently at first, back and forward, feeling his sacbump into Casey. They he was moving faster andfaster, strongly, the animal taking over from the ra-tional.
Casey groaned in pleasure again, they both felt thestiffening as Rowan held himself rigid, then beganpumping and pumping, shooting himself deep in-side.
�You�re shrinking,� Casey giggled as he collectedhis breath after a few moment of panting uncontrol-lably. �I think we should do that again. I really needto make sure it was as good as it felt then.�

* * * * * *
�I think you�ve just lost a boyfriend,� Daniel said toCraig.
�Maybe I have,� Craig replied. �But maybe it does-n�t matter. I think you need to wait around a whileand see what happens.�
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�Maybe I will.� Daniel ambled back to a table infront of the stage where he had been working on hisnotes and directions for the show. He rubbed hisforehead and settled to a list of scenes rehearsed andscenes yet to be incorporated in the show.
He noted ideas for the future too; it was no usehaving a static show in such a small venue. It had tochange constantly to keep the audience coming backfor more.
�I think you�ve done enough work for today.�Lavinia sat beside him and took the pen from hishand. �You need someone to help you relax.�
Lavinia slipped into the chair beside him andpulled it close. Her makeup was flawless and over-stated. The eyes were dark and fringed with thicklashes. The lips pouted lasciviously, the tongue flick-ing across her lips as if hungry to touch somethingmore.
�And are you the girl to help me?� Daniel knewwhat was happening.
�I am,� Lavinia replied. �I need a man like you tohelp me too.� Her eyelashes flashed again, telegraph-ing their own signal.
She moved closer. �They are children. I need aman.� �
Her perfume filled his senses and he knew thatthere was inevitability in her intentions.
�I think we�d better go to dinner.� He took herhand. �There�s no need to rush this.�
�I�d rather you took me slowly,� Lavinia replied.
�Sounds good.� He leaned towards her and gentlytouched lips to lips.
�� figured you need me, rather than Dottie,� shewhispered. �Dottie may be better for the show, butI�m better in bed.�
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�And do you think I�m man enough for you?�
�Darling, I know you�re the man for me,� shepurred.
After dinner, they walked unsteadily through thestreets.
�I think I�ve had a little too much to drink to goback to my place,� Lavinia said.
�Don�t youmean that you�ve told Rowan and Caseythat you won�t be back tonight?�
�Darling, you can always see right through me.�Lavinia pulled him closer and kissed him. �Maybe Ineed you to give me a little time to be myself as well.And I want to be seduced tonight.�
�Really?� Daniel asked.
�Don�t be an ass, dear.� Lavinia kissed him again.�Don�t pretend you don�t know what I want, and don�tpretend you don�t know what to do.�
�I can work it out.�
�Just in case there�s any doubt, I want it slow,long, hard and messy.� Lavinia put his hand againsther faux breast. �And I want to be treated like a reallyspecial lady.�

* * * * * *
�Have you thought what we�re going to do aboutbar staff?� Gary asked.
�I�ve been giving it a lot of thought,� Kate replied.�I�m putting it on Facebook tomorrow. I hope we�ll geta response.�
�I�m sure we will,� Gary replied. �But have wethought about how it�s going to fit with the style we�retrying to create?�
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�Gretchen has said that she�ll supervise the bar,�Kate replied. �I want our waitresses to be female im-personators too; no drag queens, and nothing outra-geous. I�ll set up auditions for the most likely and askthem to come as if ready to work, so we can see whatthey�re like.�
�That sounds sensible,� Gary replied. �No Two TonTessie from Albuquerque.�
�Yes, I�ve heard that name before,� Kate laughed.�We�ll be giving them uniforms to wait on the tablesanyway. I thought all black, short skirts, tight tops,heels. Let�s give the customers what they expect.�
�I don�t think we can lose money by doing that,�Gary said. �They want what they expect. We can�traise the tine, and I don�t think we should try.�
�We�re in this market,� Kate agreed. �We�ve got tofit into our niche.�
�Harper told me about his previous experiences,�Gary replied. �He survived with little more than a bitof groping. How do we deal with that?�
�I think we have to accept that we�re not in a politi-cally correct environment,� Kate replied. �Much as Iwould like to say that our staff won�t get anything likethat, I can�t.�
�I guess we have to know where our boundariesare as an organization,� Gary said thoughtfully.
�I think that we should rely on our staff to tell uswhen and if something�s getting out of hand.�
�We�ll probably need a couple of bouncers on thestaff for security,� Gary said. �Are they to be femaleimpersonators too?�
�I can�t think of any reason why not,� Kate replied.�I�ll add that to the post.�
�It was only a thought,� Gary called after her.
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* * * * * * *
�I can�t believe how they�re shaping up,� Danielsaid a couple of days later. �When you consider thatthey�ve never met before they came here, and theyhaven�t been to stage school. It�s amazing.�
�Okay, give us the run down,� Gary replied.
�First, the music. Harper can play anything, andhe can sing too and when there�s nothing happeningon stage, he can improvise. He looks good too. I�vemade sure that we set the stage out so that the audi-ence get a good look at him as well.�
�Okay, so the difficult bits,� Kate said. �Whatabout Gerald?�
�I don�t know what you said to Diane, but he�s loos-ened up and opened up to the rest of the girls,� Dan-iel replied. �He�s never going to be as natural as I�dlike, but he�s learning how to act the part. I�m happywith that. I might use him more as a mistress of cere-monies. I think he could handle hecklers, given theopportunity and a free hand to be rude to them.�
�Rowan and Dottie seem to have changed,� Katesaid. �I thought they were joined at the hip, but Ro-wan and Casey seem closer��
�I think you�re being tactful here.� If Daniel was ca-pable of blushing, he would have blushed in thepause in the conversation.
�I have no idea what you mean,� Kate replied.
�Okay.� Daniel shrugged. �I think we have theirparts well underway.�
�Oh no; you don�t get away without explaining thatremark,� Kate insisted. �What have I missed?�
Daniel took a deep breath. �Rowan and Caseyseem to be in a good place. They�re inseparable, andthey support each other. Their places are well-re-hearsed and ready for an audience.�
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�And Dottie?� Kate asked.
�Dottie knows her lines and her songs,� Danielsaid.
�There�s got to be more.� Kate pressed for an an-swer.
�Okay, Lavinia and I have an understanding.�
�You have an understanding?� Kate asked �As insex together?�
�You may ask,� Daniel smiled, �but I couldn�t pos-sibly answer. It may embarrass a lady.�
�Okay, so you haven�t answered.� Kate winked. �Sowhen do we open?�
�Give me a few days and I�ll be able to answer,�Daniel replied. �I don�t want to bomb if we open toosoon.�
�If we don�t start getting money in, we won�t beopening any time at all,� Gary said angrily, thenapologised. �We need to have some money coming in;otherwise we�re all going to be back on the streets.�

* * * * * *
�Good evening, girls.� Kate was at the audition forthe waitress and bouncer jobs. �We�ll see the wait-resses first. Casey and Rowan are going to come onstage in the uniform which we�ll expect you to wear atall times when you�re working here.�
The stage curtain opened, soft music played, andthe girls entered from separate sides. Kate did a dou-ble take. They were like bookends, one brunette, andthe other blonde. Their tops were different; one washigh neck, the other cut low. Rowan had a short �Aline� skirt, Casey wore tight shorts. Both wore blackstilettos.
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They crossed and turned, then did a short two steptogether. They twirled, bowed, then the curtainclosed again. There was a ripple of applause.
�Is the black uniform compulsory?� one hopefulasked.
�Yes, but individual variation will be allowed,� Katereplied. �It has to be all black but a small decorationis allowed, as long as black is the main color.�
�Are trousers allowed?�
�No, but you may wear shorts, as long as they�replain black,� Kate replied. �And the heels have to bereal heels, not flats on wedge soles. We�ll allow bootsas long as they have heels.�
�What about hair and makeup?�
�Hair or wig has to be believable, properly femi-nine; long or short. Remember you have to work in itfor eight hours or more,� Kate replied. �Same goes forjewellery. You can wear anything as long as it�s taste-ful and doesn�t get in the way as you�re working.�
There was a buzz of questions. �We�ll tell you ifyou�re wearing something wrong.� Kate waved for si-lence. �Remember the basic rule is feminine, notshocking.�
�Okay girls, take a seat, we�ll call you one at atime,� Gary said.
Gary, Gretchen and Kate interviewed the bar staff.Daniel and Shona took the door staff. They met laterto compare notes.
�I think we did well,� Kate said �We have two inparticular who look great and have done the job be-fore. A couple of others are willing to be on call if weneed extra.�
�We got two door staff,� Shona said. �They reallychose themselves. Both looked good, not at all mas-culine, and better, both had some martial arts quali-fications. I�d bet the smaller one could stop an ox.�
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�We did agree that we would think about varyingtheir dress if it seemed impractical for work,� Danieladded.
�Okay,� Gary said. �Now all we need to do is open.�

* * * * * *
�Okay everyone, listen up,� Kate shouted to gettheir attention. �I�ve asked you all to be here now be-cause I want to lay down some ground rules. We openthe day after tomorrow. The press are invited, al-though I don�t know if any will come. I need to be surewe all know our responsibilities.�
They were all there. Casey clung to Rowan. They�dtaken to dressing as alike as they could all the time.Their hair was the same colour and as far as possible,their makeup was done to make them as identical aspractical. They had become inseparable.
Lavinia and Daniel stood to the side. Lavinia was-n�t part of the show, although her alter ego Dottie wasin several scenes. Since she took up with Daniel, themore dominant Lavinia was Craig�s usual identitywhen he was off stage.
Harper and Gretchen sat together at a table infront of Kate with Shona who was listening intently.Diana and Gerald sat at a table beside them.
�First, the ground rules,� Kate announced. �Younever ever give any indication that you�re not realgirls. Is that understood?�
There was a murmur and some nods as they lis-tened.
�That means, hair, makeup, and dress at alltimes,� Kate continued. �Gerald, I know you can�t ap-pear without breasts, but for the rest of you, thatmeans you wear falsies at all times, without excep-tion, unless you follow Gerald and get your own pair.�
�I�d like that,� Casey interrupted. �Any chance of aloan to get them?�
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�See me afterwards,� Kate continued. �You can�tever appear out of character. Let them speculate, butalways remain feminine and girly.�
�What about me?� Gretchen spoke up, provokinglaughter.
�Let me clarify,� Kate nodded at Gretchen. �You�reall expected to maintain a feminine hair color andstyle. It doesn�t matter if you�re wearing wigs onstage. It�s the total effect we�re concerned about andthe effect when you�re off stage.�
�Okay, I give up,� Gretchen said to more laughter.
�You�ll all pay attention to the little things that gowith being girls,� Kate said. �That means heels, jewel-lery, earrings in particular, and nails. I have ar-ranged for a nail technician to see you all every Fri-day. You�ll all have the same style and they�ll changeweek by week.�
�I love having my nails done,� Casey said loudly.
�I need to be able to play the keyboard.� Harperheld up his hands.
�Well, make sure you can play before the techni-cian goes, but you�re not exempt,� Kate replied.
�There�s a contract starting to keep our wigs styledand fresh each week. They�ll take your instructions ifyou have any problems. Daniel will have the final sayas to what goes.�
�That�s going to be fun,� Rowan said to Casey. �Ihave plans for you.�
�Oooh, lovely!� Casey giggled and looked conspira-torially at him.
�And hairdressing is compulsory every week,� Katecontinued. �You�ll have some choice, but whateverDaniel tells you is compulsory, if the show demandsit.
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�We�re opening Thursday week, then onwards,Thursday, Friday and Saturday evenings, from six tothree initially. We�ll see how it goes and decide if weneed to change or if we can open more. It depends onthe takings.�
�Is that it?� Gerald asked.
�No. I think I�ve got to say that the success andreputation of this place depends upon everyone, fromthe door to the floor show. We don�t need a sleazy rep-utation; we need one for entertainment, safety andfun. We�re always on show in a place like this, so let�smake it good.�
�Well said.� Gerald again. �Is that it this time?�
�Yes, it�s everything I can think of right now,� Katereplied. �The success of this show bar rests on us all,and I know you�ve all worked so hard to get us to thispoint. We�re opening at last. Let�s make it a greatopening.�

* * * * * *
�I think you need to read this.� Gretchen held outher tablet computer to Harper.
He took it gingerly, and read. He looked up at herand then read it again.
�Is this for real?� He asked�
�I think so,� Gretchen replied. �It�s where I sent therecording.�
�What recording?� Harper�s eyes opened reallywide.
�Your song,� Gretchen replied. �I plugged my padinto the output from the sound system when youplayed your song. I emailed it to a girl who was at col-lege with me, and she loved it. She knew somebody,who knew somebody, and I guess that�s how it endedup there.�
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�They�re a big publisher,� Harper said. �And theywant my song.�
�And they want to pay you.�
�I guess I need an agent to handle this.�
�That�s where my friend comes in.� Gretchen tookher tablet and flipped through a few screens. �Readthis one.�
�If it�s for real,� Harper started slowly, �and I don�tneed to pinch myself to see if I�m really awake, it�samazing. Your friend seems to have appointed her-self as my agent; she�s sold the song already. I keepcopyright, and she gets a share of royalties if the songgets recorded.�
�Is that good?� Gretchen asked. �You�re not mad?�
�Not at all.� Harper shook his head to clear hismind.
�Then you�d better read this one.� Gretchen tookthe tablet again and flipped through some morescreens.
�She�s sold it already,� Harper said. �And it�s goinginto a movie.�
�Does this mean you�re rich?� Gretchen asked,then frowned. �Will you still love me when you�re richand famous?�
�I don�t think I�m going to be famous,� Harper re-plied. �It�s the song they want, not me singing it.�
�But what if someone famous sings it?�
�Then it will sell more than if I sang it,� Harper re-plied. �I hope I can write more.�
�All we have to do is wait and see what happens,�Gretchen said.
�Meanwhile, we got a show to do here.�
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�And that song has to be in there,� Gretchen mim-icked, pretending to hold a cigar. �You may be un-known today, but you�re gonna be a star tomorrow!�

* * * * * *
�Okay everyone,� Kate said. �Gather �round. We�reopening in a few minutes. I want to thank you all foryour hard work. Let�s make it a good one.�
�They all look good,� Gary said to Kate as theywalked back to the door to welcome their first audi-ence. �If I didn�t knowmyself, I�d say we have a cast ofgood-looking young women here.�
�I think they�re great,� Kate replied. �I wouldn�t besurprised if we get accused of using real girls, insteadof these boys.�
�I hope all the advertising worked,� Gary said.
�I got the Facebook kids on the job, and sent outsome flyers,� Kate replied. �I put a coupon offer onthe page too.�
�Good luck, guys.� Gretchen hugged them bothand went back to the bar where her waitresseswaited.
�Are we all ready, Daniel?� Gary called as their di-rector came from backstage.
�Ready to roll,� he replied.
The lights went down and soft jazz played throughthe speakers. The atmosphere would be fine whenthere were people there filling the place. It was likeholding a party and waiting to see if anyone came.
They almost held their breath, then the first cus-tomers arrived. They could hear the girls at the doorgreeting them, then came into the bar. A waitress ap-peared with glasses of sparkling wine for the first few.Those first few were followed steadily until the barwas looking good, with plenty of people. The wait-
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resses ran between bar and tables. It was lookinggood.
The curtains opened, and there was Harper at thepiano. He looked gorgeous in a long black dress withlong dangling earring which Gretchen had given himfor luck. One-by-one the girls came on, each gettingapplause.
�It�s looking good.� Diane put her arms �roundtheir shoulders and then whooped loudly as Geraldappeared, taller than the rest and moving elegantlyinto a soft shoe shuffle.
�You�ve packed a lot into our tiny stage,� Gary saidto Daniel when the halfway intermission came.
�Maybe too much,� Daniel admitted. �I shouldhave held some material back for the next one.�
�What next one?� Kate had been listening.
�I intend to have half of it changing each week,�Daniel replied. �Lavinia�s been writing with me.�
�In between other things?� Gary asked.
�You could say that.� Daniel blushed a little. �Weseem to have hit it off and there�s good materialthere.�
�I hope we can hold the team together,� Kate said.�Gretchen�s been telling me about Harper�s song get-ting published.�
�I heard that,� Gretchen butted in. �If he makesmoney, we�ll still be here. This is where he got the in-spiration.�
�And I�m still your silent investor.� Shona joinedthem. �You seem to have been running a datingagency here as well as a show bar. Everyone seems tohave paired up. Maybe you can fix this lonely oldwidow up as well.�
�I�m sure we can,� Kate hugged her tightly.

Page - 99

RELUCTANT PRESS



* * * * * *
Sunday was Party Day for the cast and staff. Theygathered in the bar for drinks, and nibbles. Therewere perfumes and handbags, party dresses andhigher heels.
�I think we�re outnumbered, boss,� Daniel whis-pered to Gary.
�Don�t get any ideas.� Dottie watched Daniel enjoy-ing the spectacle. �Lavinia�s got something plannedfor you later.�
Then there were speeches and flowers, streamersand toys. Harper played his song, then a couple ofothers he�d written.
They played games, voting for the leggiest, the big-gest scene stealer, the longest eyelashes, the highestheels, the best revealed breasts, so that everyonewon something, or didn�t care if they hadn�t.
And they all toasted the success of �The Go Girl, NoGirl Review�.
###
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