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High Kicks in High
Heels

By Jessica Matthews

The band played as they danced across the stage,
linking arms and turning as one. Lace-trimmed
shoulder straps emphasised their movement as they
shook to the rhythm. Thelz danced forwards, lifting
their can-can skirts; shaking the hems high over
their heads.

Big earrings dangled and rings flashed. Bangles
caught the light and glittered, emphasising the
movement and the sheer femininity of it all. A
iglimpse of ruffled panties and garter belts holding up
1shnet stockings was all that was allowed as the girls
danced. If there was an unsightly bulge, it was only
glimpsed for a brief moment.

They moved back and reformed into a line of high
kicks. The line split into two sections and they turned
again on their axis and came together once more. The
drums rolled and then one by one they stopped the
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high kicks and dropped into the splits. The audience
cheered, roared and whistled.

“It was worth all the pain of ballet class to hear an
audience like this." Carl gasped for breath as they
high kicked their way off the stage.

“I think you’re getting used to being a sex object,"
Matthew said, his hand casually stroking Carl’s
panty-clad behind as his dress caught on a protrud-
ing stool.

“Don’t get any ideas," Carl retorted as they took
their seats in the dressing room. “I told you that I
only took this job to save for a bigger adventure.”

“What bigger adventure could a girl have than to
be seduced by someone as beautiful as me?" Mat-
thew pouted. “I know you’d enjoy it if you tried.”

“I'm not gay," Carl replied. “I know you wish I was,
gut it’s not going to happen. I’'m here because I'm a
ancer.”

“But you suit the girls roles,” Matthew said. “You
could make yourself a star here.”

“But I’'m not going to," Carl replied. “I'm leaving at
the end of the week.”

“You can’t.”

“I have to," Carl replied. “I've been dancin§ here as
a girl for too long. I'm forgetting who I should be.”

“You should always be yourself," Matthew said.

“But I'm not." Carl pulled off his false eyelashes
and began to cream off his heavy stage makeup.
“That’s z%etter; I do like to feel clean and fresh after
the show.”

“But we always have fun here. You're the life and
soul of the party every time.”

“I may be, but it’s getting too much.” Carl started
his makeup again; softer and subtler this time so
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that he could go and mingle with the audience as
usual.

“Look at me." Carl turned to Matthew. “This is my
normal look.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“l don’t mean it like that,” Carl snapped back. ‘I
look, act, and dress as a girl more than [ do as myself.
I'm losing sight of the real me.”

“Maybe this is the real you." Matthew took his
hand.

“I don’t know." Carl shook his hand off and con-
centrated on his eyeliner. “Some days when I'm not
working here, it’s easier to stay as a girl. I put on tight
jeans and a little kohl around my eyes. | dress in a
feminine top and some sandals ang spend the day
like that. I shop, have lunch, and do it all as a girl be-
cause it’s too much trouble to clean off all the
makeup, tie my hair back and hide it under a cap, to
pretend that I look like a normal boy again.”

“But looking like a boy is so boring," Matthew said,
preening again in the mirror. “Youre such a pretty
girl and since you went blonde, the guys all stare at
you.”

“l know. I got carried away and thought blondes
have more fun.”

“It’s sometimes true." Matthew was a brunette al-
ways.

“I was dared to do it, and 1 did. It does make me feel
a little more frivolous and flighty. I'm a terrible flirt
now, which I never was before I was a blonde.”

“So where’s the problem? Find a rich boyfriend
and the world can be yours.”

“Stop it," Carl teased. “I'm not gay and I don’t want
to be playing with another cock.’
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“Who”s playing?" Matthew licked his lips. “I suck
and blow. If I'm lucky, it goes into me too.”

“I”m not like you; how many more times do I have
to say it?" Carl pretended to be angry.

“You could change," Matthew replied. “It’s fun let-
ting someone else do all the work, and they’re so
grateful when they come.”

“Ugh, I don’t know how you can stand cleaning up
afterwards.”

“It’s the price one pays for being desired.”

“Seriously though, it’s easier to buy clothes to fit in
with the audience and be a hostess when I’'m dressed
as a girl." Carl sprayed his hair as it fell to his shoul-
ders, tucking and primping a little with his fingers to
make it slightly messy.

“So what’s wrong with staying as a girl all the
time?" Matthew put on another coat of lip gloss and
pouted into the mirror again.

“That’s the problem," Carl said. “I'm too much a
girl to get a girl of my own. When [ meet my friends,
they’re mainly the people I work with. They expect me
to look like this. I socialise as a girl all the time.”

“So do I, darling." Matthew fluffed out his chestnut
waves and adjusted his neckline a little lower.

“But you’re happy having sex as a girl." Carl re-
plied.

“Not quite as a girl, I use a different entrance.”
Matthew concentrated on more mascara, and turned
to smile at Carl conspiratorially.

“Okay, you know what I mean," Carl smiled back,
touching up his eye makeup before deciding it was
perfect. “But I'm not gay. I want something else.”

“But leaving can’t really be the answer. What am [
to do without you to keep me out of trouble?" Mat-
thew asked.
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“You enjoy getting into trouble,"” Carl replied. “T've
never known how you can string along so many suit-
ors at once.”

“It’s a skill, darling." Matthew inspected himself a
final time, turned in the mirror to inspect the sides
(_an(jp decided he was ready. “You can’t really be leav-
ing?”

“Yes, it’s all planned. I’'ve a job on a yacht, and I'm

%oing with her to the Mediterranean for the summer,”

arl said. “I told you that’s what I intended. This was
only a job to fill in a few weeks.”

“But you’ll miss the glamour,” Matthew protested.

“It’s getting into your blood with each show. You’re

etting more into being a girl with every moment
ere.”

Carl pulled a face. “And your point is?”

“You love it all. I've never seen you without ear-
rings and you were the one who encouraged us all to
get our belly buttons pierced.”

“You were all too squeamish until I made you jeal-
ous.”

“l still can’t believe we all did that.”

“Maybe that’s why I”m going." Carl ran his fingers
through his stiffly lacquered hair. “It’s hard work be-
ing beautiful. I want a simpler life.”

“You'll miss this life Matthew said. “I know I”m go-
ing to miss you.”

“I've spent more time in makeup and heels that I
care to remember. It’s almost as if I'm forgetting that
I'm a boy. I look at dresses and hairdos. I swoon over
diamonds, and [ love manicures," Carl admitted.
“That’s why I'm going, before some guy wants to
marry me.”

“But think of all you've invested in becoming who
you are. The laser treatment to get rid of your beard
can’t have been cheap, not to mention the nose job.”
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“It was all done on silly impulses when I had the
gqoney,” Carl replied. “I didn’t know who I wanted to
e-”

“’And you do now?”

“Maybe not but I've got to try something else, or I'll
be an old drag queen before 1 know it," Carl said.

“But I'm really going to miss you. Please don’t go,"
Matthew begged?

“You’ll get over it," Carl shrugged. “I leave in the
morning. My friend Melissa has arranged a berth on
a private fyacht for me. I think I’m going to be at the
bottom of the pecking order, but you have to start
somewhere.”

k k k Xk Xk Xk

“Scylla Four" she was called. He’d flown down to
the Cote d’Azur and after a pleasant night in a small
hotel, he took a bus to the port.

Carl stood to admire the sleek lines as she rode
against the marina berth. He’d almost cut his hair,
but then decided to dye it nearer to has natural light
brown. He wasn’t sure that it really covered the
blonde, but he was determined to act male for a
change, and tied it back in a low ponytail.

“I’ll have to get used to being macho," he told him-
self, then remembered to put his sunglasses on in an
attempt to hide his thinly arched brows.

He checked himself to make sure he was walking
like a man again as he walked along the harbour.

She was a sailing yacht; the sort that the rich folk
have for a weekend around the keys, or sailin
through the Greek isles, and she was beautiful.
You've seen the pictures. A girl in a bikini sips an ex-
otic cocktail reclining in the sun. The rear swim deck
is lowered to allow the guests to have fun in the wa-
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ter. Dinner is served in the evening on the rear deck
as the sun slides towards the horizon.

Now, she lay lifeless at the quayside, waiting to
take to the waves and feel the salt spray in her face,
riding elegantly before the wind. The slap of water
against the hull as she floated stern to the marina
was the only sound other than the insistent cries of
the gulls circling above.

“Hey you must be Carl, you look so different. Come
aboard,” Melissa shouted from somewhere below.
“I'm glad you found us." She came bustling from be-
low and crossed the gangplank to hu% him. “I didn’t
know if you’d take the offer seriously.

“I didn’t know either," Carl replied. “But then, hiﬁh
school’s over and I've a year free to wander the world.
[ might as well start here.”

“I thought you had a job. You were in a show?"

“l was getting in a rut. It stopped being fun, and
turned into a drag." Carl didn’t explain the pun.

"Bein% my assistant steward and general hand on
this yacht could be fun." Melissa took his arm and
half pulled him aboard. “Don’t expect to be Richard
Dana and return to write Two Years before the Mast
or anything like it when you get back. We’re only sail-
ing in the safer waters of the Mediterranean.”

“I loved reading Dana," Carl replied. “How did you
know?”

“?Just a guess," Melissa laughed. “Your face told a
story all of its own when I was telling stories about
sea passages on the internet. I knew you’d be right
when you said you’d be interested in working with
me.”

“l know it can’t all be glamour and serving the pay-
ing clients," Carl said. “It must get boring when you
have to watch them in San Tropez and Cannes, but
the voyages between when you’re taking the yacht to
their (i]estinations must be the greatest fun.’
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“They’re certainly easier when there’s no spoiled
movie star waiting to be served," Melissa admitted.
“But even though the crew is smaller, the paying
punters still have to be fed and the boat has to be
maintained ready for the next charter at any time.”

“I'm not afraid of hard work," Carl replied. “I do
want to sail though. One day, I'll have one of these
yachts myself.”

“Are you sure you can spare a gap year to sail?"
Melissa asked. “You should be studying hard to get
on the career ladder first.”

“I have to have a break." Carl looked serious. ‘I
need to know exactly what I'm working for." He was
pleased with himself for inventing the gap year as an
excuse to sail.

“I'll show you where to stow your gear, then we’ll
walk through the boat," Melissa told him. “There are
usually four in the crew, including you, and we have
to keep as separate from the guests as possible. The
captain and mate do the sailing, I do the cooking and
the housekeeping, and you’re the steward, relief
watch keeper and everything else.”

“That sounds simple enough," Carl agreed.

k k k Xk Xk Xk

The captain came on board mid-way through the
next morning. Carl soon learned to keep out of the
way as fuel and fresh water were taken on board, in-
struments were checked and a long list of tasks were
ticked off in preparation for sea.

At four in the afternoon, “Scylla" slipped her moor-
ings and, under power of her twin engines, crossed
the harbour and entered the channel to the open sea.
It was a sea trial as they prepared for the first paying
customers.

“Don’t fall off and don”t get hit by the boom when
we’re under sail,” Captain Douglas gave the safety
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briefing over the intercom. “You wear your lifebelt
and lifeline when I tell you. Don’t get in my way, and
don’t assume you know anything about the sea." It
was short and sweet.

Carl wasn’t as prepared as he thought he would
be. “It’s good sailing weather," Melissa told him. “See
how the sail pulls and we seem to skim along.”

“It’s not so good for those of us who haven’t found
8ur sea legs." Carl reached for a bucket. “I need to lie
own.”

“You’ll be fine tomorrow," Melissa replied. “You'll
get used to the motion once we’re in the open sea.”

He learned later that they were under sail, tacking
close to the wind, against a current pushing them
laterally. It gave the deck a corkscrewing motion until
the motion changed as the vessel turned to ride with
the wind on the second leg of their course.

This time, the hull seemed to sing as it skimmed
the waves, surging forwards with a more predictable
motion. Finally, when the electric motors hummed to
haul in the sails and the engines started once more,
they returned to harbour and berthed as the light
was fading.

Once in calmer waters, Carl felt immediately
better. The sea air seemed to have given him an appe-
tite. When Melissa’s dinner was ready, Carl served
his crew mates for the first time.

“What are you doing here?" Captain Douglas
glt:atbbed Carl’s wrist as he placed the platter in front
of him.

“I’'m the steward’s assistant, and deck hand," Carl
stammered in shock at the rough hold. “I was hired
for the season.”

“You’re supposed to be a girl," the Captain replied.
“I asked for a girl and they said they were sending me
Carla something-or-other.”
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“There must be some mistake," Carl replied. “I'm
Carl, not Carla. It was probably a typo.”

“You can’t typo the wrong sex," the captain
grunted angrily. “I read the papers they sent. They
told me that someone was coming from a girlie show.
It raised my expectations no end.”

“I was in a girlie show." Carl didn’t elaborate. “But
there were all boys in the show. It was a nightclub re-
vue.”

“Oh, great,” Captain Douglas sighed. “It’s probably
too late to dump you overboard now. We sail tomor-
row or we’ll be late for the charter.”

“Surely no one will mind Carl being the steward,"
Melissa interrupted. “Steward, stewardess; where’s
the problem?”

“ mind, and it’s my decision,” the Captain
snapped back. “He can dress up and play along. The
customers expect to be mothered, and that’s what we
give them.”

“But [ really want this job," Carl stuttered, wonder-
ing what to say or do.

“It’s simple." The Captain grabbed Carl’s arm. “Get
into a little girl suit, Carla, or get off this ship.”

“I don’t have a little girl suit.”

“Yes you do, it’s in the crew uniform locker," the
Captain shouted. “Get into it now and don’t let me
see you improperly dressed again.”

“Don’t you think you”re being a little harsh?" Me-
lissa heard the shouting. “It’s not his fault if the ship-
ping line managed to select the wrong person.”

“Not at all." Douglas turned to her. “I asked for a
girl and Carla is either the girl I asked for or we’re
sailing without her." He glared at Melissa and then
back at Carl. “What’s it to be?”
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“I'll come as Carla." Carl didn’t want to miss the
op%ortunity to sail. He saw Melissa’s glance. “It’s all
right. No one’s going to know while we’re at sea.”

“l wouldn’t be too sure of that." Captain Douglas
leered at him. “Get him below. [ don’t want to see you
l(ﬁ)king anything like a cabin boy for the rest of this
charter.”

Carl looked him in the eye, then stepped aside
where Melissa was beckoning him to come away.

k k k Xk Xk Xk

“Carl?" Melissa knocked on the cabin door.
“It’s okay, you can come in," he replied.

She slipped round the door and stopped. Sitting at
the mirror was a slim girl with curves in the right
laces. Her hair was mousey brown, but it shone and
ell to her shoulders. She was leaning into the mirror,
ie@(‘it)rush in her hand, drawing somewhere on her eye-
id.

“Is that really you?”
“Who else could it be?" he said, turning to face her.
“Wow, you scrub up beautifully.”

“l know." Carl replied. “I came here to get away
from this.”

“You’d better explain.”

“I spent the last year in a drag revue,” Carl sighed.

“I virtually lived as a girl for most of the time. They

aid us to be as authentic as possible and it was
un.”

“So why leave?”

“I’'m not gay," Carl said. “I was living as a girl most
of the time. It was easier than changing back and
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forth. I thought I’d better get out before I couldn’t be a
boy again.”

“Why would you want to, when you can look like
that?"

“That’s what they said when I was leaving." Carl
flicked his hair, earrings glistening in the light. “I
thought [ was getting in too deep and now here am,
back again in drag.”

“You’re stunning.”

“That’s part of the problem," Carl admitted. “I
lgflo“é I look stunning. You should see me as a
onde.”

“You are blonde.”

“Not like this." Carl ran fin%ers through his hair. “I
mean as a too-blonde type of blonde. [ can vamp it up
with the best.”

“You'’ve got to do that," Melissa gasped. “I’d love to
see it.”

“I'm not sure that I want to go there again. I'm
thinking of jumping ship.”

“l can believe it." Melissa took his hand. “You
could get any man to pay attention and there’ll be
some pretty wealthy ones on board soon.”

“That’s another part of the problem," Carl admit-
ted. “I know what I can do and I did it unmercifully in
the club where 1 was paid to do it, but I never was at-
tracted to any of them. I'm not gay.”

“How can you say that?" Melissa challenged him.

“If you can look so good and act so girly, why not ex-

loit it? [ don”t believe you’re not gay. Or not a little
it gay, whatever you say.”

“That’s why I had to get away." Carl said. “I was
(sitarting to feel that I wanted to do things that girls
0-77
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“That means you were getting turned on by some
of the men," Melissa replied. “You need to admit it
and then you’ll be able to have some fun.”

“But what if I like it that way?" Carl blushed.

“Then you do it that way.” Melissa looked him in
the eye. “If you both want it, there’s nothing wrong in
?aving fun where you find it. You may even fall in
ove.”

“Don’t be silly." Carl pulled his hand away. “It’s not
what [ want at all.”

k k k Xk Xk Xk

_ “It’s not what I want,” Carl said to Melissa. “I'm
jumping ship when we get to Cannes.”

“But I thought you were happy sailing with us,"
Melissa pleaded. “Please don’t go.”

“I've got to," Carl replied. “I wanted to get away
from being a girl, and look at me." He stood and pir-
ouetted in the cabin. “I'm made up to kill, earrings,
bangles, the lot, padded bra, short skirt, and it it
wasn’t for the motion of the sea, they’d have me in
heels all the time.”

“But you’re here, in the sun. What’s not to like?”

“Me; that’s what not to like,” Carl sighed. ‘I
thought it could be so different. Anyway, I've decided.
I’'m going to hang around the Riviera for a week or two
and then I'm flying out.”

“Where will you go?”

“Maybe back home for a while, maybe to the West
Coast. I haven’t planned where. I've enough saved to
last a few months so [”m going to take a bit of a time
out.”

“It’s your life, but I”m really going to miss you.”

*hrkIhEN
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The Riviera was fun. The sun shone every day and
hanfmg around between beach and bar alone felt
good.

“I seem to have left all my worries behind,” Carl
told himself as he walked the alleys of the old town in
Nice.

He stopped to listen to a couple of buskers, one
with a guitar singing Dylan in a French accent, the
next with an accordion playing what sounded like the
traditional music of France. He meandered through
the flower market, stoppin to wonder as the bou-
quets were built from a tew blooms into a cascade of
colour to grace some extravagant home. From mar-
ket, it was a short walk to the port. A voice called his
name.

“You stayed." Melissa kissed him on both cheeks,
French style, like old friends do. “We docked last
night. Captain Douglas hasn’t stopped cursing since
you left. Your replacement is a lazy pi%, and that’s be-
ing kind. Is there any room in your lifeboat?”

“You’re thinking of jumping ship too?" Carl asked.
“I already did, but don’t tell anyone.”

She took his arm and they wandered towards the
old castle. They got coffees, short and strong, from
the bar, then sat on the grass in the sun.

“I can feel the midges biting." Melissa hit her fore-
arm and scratched.

“Elegance, dear," Carl joked. “Where’s your stuff?”

“It’s in a locker in a flea pit of a hotel near the port,
not that I've got much. Where are you staying?”

“I've rented a room for the month; I've only a few
days left and then it’s time to move on or pay for an-
other month," Carl replied. “I’m sure they’d let you
stay with me if you’d like. It'll give you time to think
what to do next.”
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“Sounds good, thanks." Melissa hugged him
again. “I promise not to snore.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep. I heard you
on the boat every night.”

“Liar!" Melissa hit his arm, then saw his face.
“Okay, joke. You can get me back later.”

Melissa collected her rucksack and together they
walked back, past the port and into the market area
which had cleared for the afternoon. Weaving their
way through the narrow streets of the old town, they
came to the building where his rented room was.

“It’s up four flights of stairs," he said, keying the
combination into the door’s security lock. There’s a
tiny shower room with uncertain bursts of warm wa-
ter, but it’s been okay.”

“I'm so grateful." Melissa followed him into the ves-
tibule and started on the stairs. “These are steep. Is
there oxygen for the last flight of stairs?”

“No but there’s a great view at sunset. [ have a tiny
balcony. You can watch and get your breath back."

“After that, we’ll go for dinner," Melissa gasped.
“My treat.”

“I know the perfect place,” Carl said. “It’s a short
walk along the promenade, and then it’s tucked away
near the town hall.”

“How’s your French?" Carl asked. “It might be use-
ful. T have about five words and they don’t always un-
derstand those.”

“I did it at school," Melissa replied. “I can usually
get by, but it’s not really been tested outside of res-
taurants and bars.”

kkkkkkk
“Seriously, what are you going to do next?" Melissa

took his arm as they walked back from the restau-
rant a few days later.
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“We could buy our own boat and take small
charters.”

“We can dream of it, but where’s the money?”

“Let’s keep it on the back burner,” Melissa replied.
“It’s something for when we’re rich.”

~ “It would be great to stay here but the money’s go-
ing to run out soon," Carl said.

“We’ll have to earn some then.”
“We?" Carl asked.

“Sure, I've nothing calling me, nowhere to go, and
I'd love to hang around with you,” Melissa replied.
“Don’t tell me that you want me to leave without
you.”

“No, I guess not but we’re going to have to hassle to
get jobs here. I looked at the rules and the bureau-
cracy is crazily complicated. Even if [ spoke French,
which I don’t, I”d find it daunting.”

h"We’ll have to look for something off the books
then.”

“Do you think they have that here?”

“They have it everywhere.” Melissa pulled him
across the road. “Look at these small ads in the win-
dow. I bet they aren’t for long term secure employ-
ment.”

“Probably not." Carl looked. “Most of them seem to
be for ladies of horizontal refreshment.”

“For what?”

“Personal services," Carl replied. “And they want
to be paid for providing them.”

“Oh, 1 was being stupid.”" Melissa laughed. “There
must be others though.”
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"Magbe not in this shop window, we’re too near the
port." Carl looked them up and down again. “Perhaps
in a more central area, there may be job ads.”

“What are we waiting for?" Melissa pulled his arm
and they set off towards the city centre.

“This hairdresser wants models." Melissa pointed
to a handwritten sign in the window.

Carl scrutinised it. “They want people to be models
for their trainees to practise on," he translated. “It’s
not a paying job.”

“What about this one? It’s in English as well as
French. “Bar staff, waiters and dancers wanted.”

“Maybe not." Carl pointed to the sign above the en-
trance. “It’s called La Femme Exotique and that
might suggest something that we”re not looking for.”

“You could dance, you’re trained.”
“But maybe I'm the wrong sex for what they want.”

“Okay, you got me there." Melissa pulled him along
the street.

“What about here? ‘La Garcon Femme’ wants ex-
otic dancers." Melissa laughed. “You said you used to
do that sort of thing?”

“And I ran away to sea to get away from doing that
sort of thing.”

“But we’re running out of money." Melissa held up
her purse. “I've only got enough for today and maybe
tomorrow.”

“I can pay the rent this week, but then I'm cleaned
out too. [ haven’t kept enough for the air fare home,"
Carl admitted.

“So any port in a storm," Melissa said, pulling him
into the front of “La Garcon Femme." Melissa noted
the number on the advert in the window as Carl
shook his head and feigned resistance.
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“l guess there’s not much else we can do." Carl
shrugged his shoulders in defeat.

*hrkIhEN

“ thought I'd sailed away from doing dra§.” Carl
was sitting on their tiny balcony, as the sun fell over
the Cote d”Azur. ‘I don’t want to go back there.”

“It might be exciting to try for a job here. We could
stay for the season and then maybe move on?”

“Only for this season, right?" Carl said. “I've run
away from drag once before.”

“It may be better here," Melissa replied. “We need
tl(’)l see how the money goes before we can plan any-
thing.”

“I guess you’re right," Carl sighed. “We’re out of
funds in a couple of days. I wonder if they’ll advance
me the money to transform myself again.”

“I’ll persuade them.”
“But you don’t speak French.”

“No, but there’s _probabgf someone there who
speaks English," Melissa said. “Are there any photos
or video on the web of you in action?”

‘Maybe. People took pictures on their smartphones
all the time. We gave up trying to stop it.”

“Soif I find that, [ can convince them to hire you.”
“What are you, my agent all of a sudden?”

“Thank you for appointing me as your agent," Me-
lissa said rather formally. “I'm going to take you to
superstardom. The world needs another drag star;
one who embraces everything that a girl can do, and
does it better.”

“And what makes you think I can do it better?”
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“You have me to manage you, darling,” Melissa
sméled. “Before I've finished transforming you, wait
and see.”

“But you’re not listening to me; I don”t want to do
this anymore.”

“What you want isn’t important," Melissa said. ‘1
want to stay here for a while; it’s France; it’s beauti-
ful. If all I have to do is turn you into the most perfect
drag star, then I'll do it.”

“But I'll be the one making the money.”

“Maybe, but I'm the one directing your career." Me-
lissa took a deep breath. “I'm your agent, never forget
it.”

“So who appointed you?”

“You did," she shouted. “You do what you’re told, if
you know what’s good for you.”

“And if I don’t?" Carl asked.

“I can find the guys who can take you for a swim
with the fishes.”

“Really?”
“Well, maybe not, but it’s a good threat.”

“I don’t get you," Carl said softly, sitting at her feet.
“Am I something to you or am I being used?”

“Both," Melissa said. “We’re going to have a good
life together, but you’re going to have to realise where
you stand. You do what I tell you, all the time, and
we’ll be okay.”

“And does this involve me being a female imper-
sonator again?”

“I think it’s inevitable,” Melissa said. “We have no
other way of making enough money to stay here, so
when the choice is obvious, there are no other
choices.”
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“What do you mean?”

“Get your boobs prepared. They’re going to make
our fortune.”

It wasn’t the first time, and it wouldn’t be the last,
but their lovemaking that evening floated them away
on a raft of hopeless contentment.

*hrkIhEN

“Ask me how I did it, given that my French is so
poor." Melissa came back to the apartment, a beam-
ing smile on her face.

“How you did what?”

“Got you an interview," she replied, heaving a
heavy bag onto the table. “Not only that, I got a food
parcel.”

“Go on. Tell me what you’ve got me into.”

“How about baguettes, cheese, tomatoes, ham,
butter, and even a bottle of wine.”

“Stop being silly." Carl broke off a piece of the ba-
guette.

“Okay, 1 took a risk and went to see La Femme
Garcon as soon as the doors opened. You have to go
see Marcel, or Marcella depending upon what time
we get there. It sounds promising, so | decided we
might as well eat first.”

“You've spent all we had left?" Carl asked.

“Not quite,"” Melissa replied. “I think I've got four
Euro left.”

“So if I don’t get a job, and don’t §et paid, we’re on
the streets as soon as the landlord finds out we can’t
pay the rent.”

“Probably, yes.”

“Not much of a risk then?”
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“l have faith in you.”

They ate frugally that evening, washing it down
with half the bottle of local red wine, which was far
from the best. When he could put it off no longer, Carl
reluctantly stood.

“l don’t know why we’re doing this," he sighed,
;Let’s go and see what Marcel, or Marcella, has to of-
er.”

La Femme Garcon was dimly lit and a long way
from the theatres and clubs which Carl had been
used to. The audience was about twenty-five people,
mainly men, but with a scattering of women.

The stage area was small’ the bar at the side of the
room was 1]'{ust as tiny, but busy. A smallish (iguy in
garish ma eu(]iz) and an ill-fitting dress with dispro-
portionate padding was serving. On the tiny stage,
another guy in drag was miming and gyrating to
something upbeat in French.

“Marcel?" Melissa asked the guy behind the bar.

“Marcella." He said something incomprehensible
and pointed to the stage. The meaning was obvious.

“It seems the proprietor is also the main act.” Me-
lissa and Carl took a seat at one of the rear tables.

“She’s not too bad." Carl watched the act. “A bit on
the heavy side and the makeup could do with being
updated, but she can manage those heels.”

“Are heels one of the main skills?" Melissa asked
flippantly.

“Essential," Carl replied. “It’s not only tits and ass;
it’s the heels, the makeup and the hair. That’s the dif-
ference between a drag queen and a female imper-
sonator.”

“Which were you?”

“I was a female impersonator." Carl replied. ‘I
couldn’t settle to be anything else. I always thought it
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was better to do it perfectly, rather than sending it
up-”

Marcella finished her number, half bowed and
blew kisses to the audience before bustling off stage.
She came round to the bar. After a short conversa-
tion and a glass of wine, she came across to Melissa
and Carl with a bottle and glasses which she placed
on the table and poured.

“So you’re looking for a job here?" she asked with-
out any preliminary chat, in heavily accented Enig—
lish. “ can”t tell if you’d be any good. You should
have dressed.”

“I don’t have any of my stage costumes with me,”
Carl said.

Marcella didn’t seem to understand. Melissa took
over with a mixture of fractured French and gestures.
Carl had no idea what was being conveyed or how
they understood each other. There was a lot of head
shaking from Marcella, coupled with a few shrugs
and some laughter.

Melissa looked supremely confident as she contin-
ued, holding up five fingers, to which Marcella held
up three. Some more fast words, gestures, and di-
verse facial expressions followed.

An unmistakable gesture from Marcella seemed to
bring the discussion to a head. His hands described
the unmistakable hourglass figure, and pointed at
Carl. Hands were held in a “maybe" gesture, then
four fingers and a nod.

Melissa held up her 12cBIlass and gestured for Carl to
do the same. They touched glasses with Marcella who
smiled and nodded vigorously. He stood. They stood
and in that uniquely French way, kissed each other
on both cheeks and then he was gone; onto the stage
for a second performance.

“What was all that about?" Carl asked, shouting to
be heard above the noise of the sound system.
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“You get an audition in costume. If you pass, you
et four hundred Euros a week. I have to work the
ar as well for that.”

“When’s the audition?”
“Tomorrow afternoon.”

You're joking. I haven”t got anything to wear,” Carl
replied. “I haven’t time to prepare.”

“For four hundred a week, you've got all the time
you need," Melissa said. “You can raid the dressing
rooms here and use whatever you need.”

“Looking at Marcella’s costume and what the bar
{)nali’ld is wearing, I don’t think my kind of clothes will
e here.”

“Maybe not, but you’ll have to improvise,” Melissa
said. “You can getin through the back door at eleven
in the morning.”

“And the audition time?”
“You’re working tomorrow evening.”
“But I don’t speak French at all.”

“You can mime," Melissa said. “And where you
can’t, wave your arms and improvise.”

“This is a fine mess you’ve got me into.”
“We’re in one anyway. I'm trying to get us out.”

E S

“Goodness." Carl looked round the dressing room.
“It looks like an explosion in a fabric warehouse.”

“Is that bad?" Melissa asked.

“Bad doesn’t even begin to describe it." Carl
thumbed through the dresses on the rack. “Thisis all
tat; old-fashioned, and tawdry.”
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“That good?" Melissa tried to lighten his disap-
pointment.

“And look at these shoes." Carl picked one up and
looked at it in disgust. “There’s supposed to be some
magic in this business, but walking in these clogs
could never be elegant.”

“It can’t all be that bad," Melissa said.

“It can be that bad and it is. No wonder the audi-
ence was small." Carl continued. “If they can’t do
glamour what’s the point? You saw Marcella. He was-
n’t going to be Pinup of the Year, was he?”

“Well, no, but maybe there’s something you can
use?”

“The makeup has dried out; most of its cralp qll{lal—
ity anyway." é)arl opened a cabinet. “And look at
these wigs. If beehives ever come back, they’ll be de-
cent, and what about these 1980s perms? It’s awful. I
can”t work with this lot.”

“But there’s no choice,” Melissa said soothingly.
“We’ve no money. If you don’t earn some, you’ve no
money to improve, and no money to show them what
they should be doing.”

“Okay, but don’t expect anything exciting." Carl
looked again through the clothes. “Maybe we could
look through the charity shops when we get paid?”

“Please do your best,"” Melissa asked. “I've never
seen you in drag and I'm really looking forward to it.”

“I'll do it, but on condition that as soon as we get
some money, you’ll let me do it properly.”

“I promise.”
“So what are you waiting for?”
“I thought I could watch you transform.”

“Maybe some time, but not now." Carl pointed to
the door. “Some things have to be done in private.
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Why don’t you go and learn the bar with Marcel and
keep him out of my way. I”] see what I can do.”

Melissa closed the door behind her and heard the
lock as she went towards the bar.

% 3k 3k 3k Kk k

Two hours later, Carl emerged. Melissa blinked. It
wasn’t Carl as she remembered him.

Marcel whistled and clapped. His smile said that
Carl had impressed him.

He stood at the entrance and posed for effect, look-
ing left and right. He walked, or rather seemed to
glide across the floor, noiselessly, in the highest of
stiletto heels. His hair was a messy blonde up do,
piled high, but looking like it was going to tumble free
at any moment.

He was wearing a black flapper dress, with tassels
and fringes which moved as he walked, swaying from
the hips as if he’d been takin% lessons in swa]ying
from the hips. He made it look elegant and effortless.
The dress £dn’t ive away too much of his waist, but
the bust was padded out, and the sway shouted that

he had hips and knew how to use them.

He came closer and Melissa marvelled at the
makeup. If there was anything male under it all, she
couldn’t see it, even though she knew Carl so well.

His eyes were lined with heavy black kohl and false
lashes sticky with mascara. They almost looked too
heavy to blink. His lips were deep red and looked far
larger than she remembered. Then close up she saw
how he’d lined his lips far outside his normal lip line.
He turned to her and she could see dangling ear-
rings, quite long and swaying with black stones
matching the dress and shoes.

“This is the best I could do." he said. “Please tell
Marcel that I need better quality everything or I”m
not doing this.”
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Melissa turned to Marcel and started a stream of
French accompanied by hand gestures and looks at
Carl. She pointed to his shoes and to the wig. She
pulled a face and from the volume, it was clear that
she was trying to explain disapproval.

Marcel was equally voluble, and louder. Many Gal-
lic shrugs of the shoulder followed, with openhanded
gestures. He pulled out his pockets to show that were
empty. Melissa opened the till, rattled coins and held
up a handful of notes.

Suddenly they were quiet. Marcel nodded and
stretched out his arms. Melissa returned the gesture
and they hugged. He poured three glasses and
handed one each to Carl and Melissa. Whatever it
was, some agreement had been reached.

Carl looked from one to the other. He didn’t under-
stand anything. To make it worse, the patrons were
beginning to come in, exchanging handshakes with
Marcel, air kisses with Melissa who stood behind the
bar, and strange looks at Carl who couldn’t under-
stand much of what was going on.

“Go to the dressing room," Melissa said. “T'll come
and tell you what you’re doing.”

“But what was all that about?"
“T’ll tell you later," Melissa replied. “I think you've
got a good deal.”

3k kK kokk

“How could you do that to me?" Carl walked up
and down, towering over Melissa in his heels. “I hate
making a spectacle of myself.”

“Said the guy dressed like a blowsy blonde," Me-
lissa replied. “Calm down and I”11 tell you the deal.”

“l can’t believe I did it," Carl fumed.
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“Will you shut up and let me tell you the deal?" Me-
lissa shouted. “I've done the best I could and if you
don’t like it, I”m leaving.”

“You can’t,” Carl shouted back. “You haven’t got
any money.”

“Neither have you.”

They looked at each other; angry faces. They
stared, eye-to-eye. Carl broke first.

“Are you going to let me tell you the deal?" Melissa
asked.

“Okay, I've calmed down now." Carl touched her
arm in a very feminine, yet very theatrical gesture.
“You can tell me the worst first.

“Worst is that there’s no money for any new cos-
tumes.”

“Second worst?”

“There’s no money for new wigs.”
“Third worst?”

“There isn’t a third worst yet.”
“And the good news?”

“Marcel thinks you’re fabulous, sexy and exactly
what this place needs to liven it up." Marcel smiled
and nodded at the mention of his name.

“Thank you, Marcel." Carl stood, walked to him,
threw his arms round his neck and kissed him briefly
but hard on the lips.

“He wants you to stay on and do four nights a week
at four hundred Euros a week. You dance and mime
twice, you hang around the bar, and you serve some
tables, and look pretty.”

“I guess I can do that," Carl replied. “But isn’t that
what we were getting anyway?”
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“I get paid two hundred on top," Melissa said.

“So we can pay the rent, eat and stay in the sun-
shine.”

“Exactly, but you want to hear the good part?”
“There’s a good part?" Carl asked.

“If trade goes up, you and I get a percentage,” Me-
lissa replied. “Marcel will pay towards your cos-
tumes, wigs, and whatever you need.

“I think it’s the best offer we’re going to get this
week, so let’s do it."

Carl walked over to Marcel again and took his
hands. Marcel leant back and smiled at him, then
flung himself forwards, kissing him again, briefly but
hard, and then turned to kiss Melissa too.

“Steady, darling," Melissa whispered loudly. ‘I
think you’re giving him ideas.”

Marcel reached for his special bottle tucked away
on a high shelf, poured three measures and toasted
their agreement, whatever it was. He kept smiling as
if he understood Carl’s English and Melissa’s frac-
tured French.

3k kK kokk

Four weeks later, Carl was beginning to relax and
enjoy his role in the bar. He’d picked up a few words
of French and under Melissa’s guidance; he’d devel-
oped an easy style. Once over the resentment at hav-
ing to serve in the bar and engage with the patrons,
he slipped into the role, flirting and teasing; playing
up to one regular one night and one of their friends
the (rilext. It turned into a game which they all en-
joyed.

They were able to enjoy the town and the Riviera
life. Melissa was sometimes recognised but out of
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drag no one seemed to notice Carl, and thus time
passed easily.

“How much have we saved?" Carl asked Melissa
one evening as they strolled homewards.

“Why?" Melissa asked.

“You know that I used to do drag before we met,"
Carl replied.

“Of course. I think I saw you once. You were in a
revue bar.”

“I bet you didn’t know which one was me," Carl
teased.

“No, I couldn’t tell, but then I didn’t really know
you then.”

“Do you think you could have picked me out, now
that you know me?" Carl struck a pose in front of her.

“Honestly, I couldn’t. You were all so convincing.”

“Convincing," Carl repeated. “That’s the word. If
I’'m going to do this any longer, I need to change my
image.”

“But you look good," Melissa replied. “Marcel can
hardly stop watching you. ['ve seen his eyes following
you across the room.

“That’s what I mean," Carl replied. “They watch
me, knowing that they can easily guess that there’s a
boy underneath the wig and the dress.”

“So? You’re paid to be a female impersonator.”
“Maybe, but I’'m not.”
“Not what?”

“A female impersonator,” Carl replied. “I'm a boy in
drag. How about if I spend some of our money and
take it up a few notches?”

“How would you do that?”
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“Just watch me." Carl smiled enigmatically.

3k kK kokk

Another couple of weeks went by. The bar was
measurably busier and Marcel’s attitude improved.
He even exchanged a few words in English with Carl
and chatted more freely with Melissa.

Melissa took on more work, cleaning and re-ar-
rangfing the bar, changing the stage lighting and gen-
erally brightening up the place. Carl spent more time
chatting to the patrons, especially now that there
were more women coning to see the show.

“I'm taking next week off," Carl announced at the
end of his last show before a few days off. “I have a
few things to do.”

“What things?" Melissa asked.

“Things to brighten up the show. I'm bored with
doing the same few things and bored with never look-
ing as good as I know I should.”

“You’re not going to leave me here all on my own?"
Melissa was suddenly scared.

“No, nothing like that," Carl replied. “I've been ask-
ing around and arranged a few things. I'm going to
have a few days away and I’ll be back for Saturday
evening. Marcella will have to take over.”

“I don’t know how he’s going to take it.”

“Don’t ask. Tell him that’s what I'm doing. Some-
times a girl has to do what a girl has to do.”

“But you’re not a girl.”

“I know, and they all know too," Carl replied. “And
if I don’t do something about it, the novelty will wear
off and the audience will drift away.”
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“Have you seen Carl?" Melissa asked Marcel when
she went back to work after her days off. “I haven’t
seer}1{ or heard from him since we finished here last
week.”

“Is not here?" Marcel’s heavily accented English
was clear.

“l have no idea where he is.”

“He not here?" Marcel said. “Then I have to act on
the stage. I go get ready.”

The show, such as it was, proceeded with a few
catcalls and shouts from the audience, clearly disap-
pointed to be seeing Marcella again after Carl’s more
exuberant performances. By the end of the week, the
audiences had noticeably thinned and the bar was
less busy.

Melissa had no idea where Carl had gone. True,
he’d said that he’d arranged a few things and that he
wasn’t leaving, but that didn’t make up for not know-
ing where he was. As the next week’s work ap-
proached, she was getting more and more anxious.

“He said that he’d be back for Saturday,” Melissa
said when Marcel asked about him. Not only Marcel,
but some of the patrons were asking.

Saturday morning came, then the clock ticked
past noon and then towards five. Melissa was getting
worried and went to look up and down the street, but
there was still no sign of Carl.

She saw an elegant blonde coming towards her.
The blonde hair was 12cgllowing in the sunlight, and
quite obviously left to hang loosely around the girl’s
shoulders to draw attention. Her dress was an
off-the-shoulder red creation with a wide pleated
skirt, short enough to show a lot of thigh, yet soft
enough to move as she walked on high strappy san-
dals, her red shoulder bag held loosely by her hip,
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hel_ii by a hand with matching coloured and long
nails.

“Aren’t you pleased to see me?”
“Carl? Is that you?”
“Who else were you expecting?”

“You've changed." Melissa regained her compo-
sure. “That dress is beautiful, and I don”t know how
you dare with that neckline. Are those real?" She
asked looking down the front of the dress.

“No; it’s all done with shadin% and padding. I'm
still a female impersonator, but I”m Carla now.”

“But the hair.”

“A good bleach and extensions sewn in," Carla
said.

“You had me fooled," Melissa said as she kissed
him on both cheeks. “What happened? Silly ques-
tion; I can see what happened, but why?”

“I got fed up," Carla replied. “I hate being a third
rate drag queen, so I decided that I had to either run
away altogether or go back to being a female imper-
sonator.”

“But you can’t hide that hair and those nails." Me-
lissa held his hand and touched his hair.”

~ ‘1 don’t intend to," Carla said. “I learned a long
time ago that it was easier to stay in character than it
x()ivas to change from boy to girl and back again each
ay‘”

“So has my boyfriend gone for good?" Melissa
asked.

“It’s all in working order under this dress, if that’s
what you mean," Carla laughed. “I can’t wait to see
Marcel”s face when he thinks I've deserted him and
then when he realises that I haven’t.”
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“He’ll take some convincing." Melissa stood back
and looked him over once more. “Even I have trouble
recognising anything under that dress.”

Melisa went back into the bar and waited. Some
moments later, Carla came in and sat at one of the
tables, trying to attract as little attention as possibly.
A few customers stared, more likely wondering who
she was and who she was meeting there.

“You'’ve no need to get dressed,” Melissa said to
Marcel as they worked the bar together. “Carl’s going
to do tonight’s show.”

“But he’s not arrived yet." Marcel looked round the
bar. “The customers expect... They’ll throw things at
me, maybe wreck the place.”

Carla walked over and put her arm around him,
then kissed his cheek. “Hello, Marcel," she purred.
“Were you getting worried about me?”

He turned to look at her, taking in the full picture.
“But you are a woman.”

"Maybe some of the guys wish [ was," Carla re-
plied. “They’d soon have a surprise if they saw what
was between my legs.”

“C’est magnifique." Marcel shook his head in dis-
belief.

“So shall we get on with the show?" Carla walked
towards the stage.

She set up her music and waited for the moment.
When it came, she started to dance and lip-sync. She
chattered in fractured French between numbers and

rated sensuously, ending with a flourish in which
she pulled up her skirt, showing stocking tops and
garters. She walked off to cheers and whoops.

“I think I got away with it," Carla said to Melissa as
she turned to wave at the crowd.
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Everything went fine for the next few weeks as
summer turned to fall and then to winter. The small
bar prospered, the prices went up, and Marcel smiled
a lot more.

Carla’s income increased, as did her wardrobe and
sense of style. There was no use pretending that she
could dress as a boy any more, even when she took a
week off. Melissa got used to them going around as
two girls, and for éarla to get the attention.

Carla seemed to revel in her new rediscovered fem-
ininity. She used it recklessly. She bought rings and
earrings, necklaces, bangles and bracelets. Her nails
were never less than perfect and never less than no-
ticeably long. She spent ages making sure that her
makeup was EI‘CCiSC and as up-to-date as possible,
usually with heavy false lashes. There was never a
glimpse of the boy beneath it all.

Carl fell into a routine of hair salon and manicure,
becoming a regular and welcome client at both. He
shopped in the little boutiques for daywear and
prowled the vintage shops and flea markets for any-
thing redolent of glamour for the show.

It was not as if they socialised away from work in
places where they were known. They took the express
train to Paris and to Strasburg, Brussels and bravel
to Berlin in the coldest week of the year, staying al-
ways in a good hotel near the centre of town.

Melissa thought that Carla looked amazing in
over-the-knee boots with daring heels, a fur coat with
a huge collar, topped by a fur hat with a blonde pony-
tail hanging halfway down her back.

They’d never really been lovers in all their time to-

%ether. They were girlfriends in all the best ways.

hat relationship was changing as they fell into each
other’s arms with more ease and delight.
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Now they were a cross between best friends and
sisters, lovers and an established couple, delighting
in each other’s happiness, flirting with others, but
never more. If anyone suspected Carla’s true gender,
none ever showed it. Carla seemed to become more
feminine in walk, gesture and mannerisms. Her
speech was carefully modulated, with a girl’s de-
lighted expressions rather than a male speech pat-
tern. Melissa watched in admiration.

“If you ever had to give all this uip, you’d be mis-
taken for a girl in boy’s clothes," Melissa told her.

“Not much chance of that." Carla smiled at the
thought. “This is far more fun.”

H"I thought you ran away to sea to get away from it
a .77

“That was a silly thing to do," Carla admitted, “But
it was good to be away from the chorus line that [ was
in. [ was stifled by having to be one of the girls there.
Now I can be whoever I want to be.”

“And methinks you’re enjoying every minute.”

“Of course.”

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

It was between shows on a cold Saturday night as
winter was turning to spring. There had been a differ-
ent feel to the audience that evening. There were
some men in a group thef1 hadn’t seen before, drink-
ing heavily and ignoring the floor show. They left half-
way through, leaving just one of their number who
seemed to be paying attention to the show, if not ac-
tually enjoying it.

The jokes worked, and the ad libs weren’t too out-
rageous. It was simply somethin§ in the air that
made Marcel look at Melissa and Melissa look at
Carlazi with a questioning look. Then something hap-
pened.
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“Mr. Fantoni wants to see you," a dark and heavy
man announced to Carla as she was sitting at the
side of the stage.

“Err, okay." Carla looked at the man, who stood as
if he expected her to understand exactly what the
summons meant.

“Mr Fantoni wants to see you," he repeated.

“I heard you the first time," Carla replied, looking
him up and down and finding nothing to like about
his demeanour.

~ “He expects that you come right away,” the man
insisted.

“l don’t know who you’re talking about," Carla re-
plied.

At this moment, Marcel came up to them, sweating
a little, looking conciliatory. “Is there anything I can
do to help?" he asked.

“I tell her Mr, Fantoni wants to see her," the man
repeated once again. “She does not understand.”

Marcel looked more than a little ruffled by this rev-
elation. “I think you should go and see Mr, Fantoni,"
he stammered.

“I don’t know this guy." Carla slipped off her bar
stool. “Anyway, I want to change before my last slot.
Whoever he is, he can come by afterwards.”

“I don’t think you understand," Marcel whispered.
“Mr, Fantoni runs this town. He wants you so you’d
better go and see him, never mind about the last
show. Maybe there’ll be no last show if you don’t.”

“Is he the mafia round here?" Carla started at the
messenger.

“You do not say that." Marcel turned red. “T'll get
your coat.”

He hustled back and returned with Carla’s new
leather jacket with the fur collar, helped her into it,
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and almost pushed her towards the door. The man
took her arm with a grip far firmer than was friendly,
and guided her to a black sedan parked at the end of
the street. He pushed her roughly into the back seat,
slammed the door, and the car was moving before
she could sit upright in her seat.

The driver was behind a glass screen. “Where are
you taking me?" Carla shouted. “Stop this car.”

[t was no use. She tried to open the door when the
car slowed at a junction but it was firmly locked. Al-
though she banged on the screen and shouted, no
notice was taken as the car sped through the streets
and out of town into the hills behind. Eventually, it
turned into a drive and waited as the electric gates
opened, then they were off again, round a curving
drive before pulling up in front of a brightly-lit door-
way under a canopy and behind ornate stone col-
umns.

The double doors opened and a uniformed man
servant stood there. The driver got out and opened
the door for Carla to get out. She made no move until
he reached in as if to pull her out manually.

Wrapping her jacket tightly round her, she moved
to the side of the car, held out her hand, and ac-
cepted the driver’s assistance to stand. She bowed
slightly as if the curtesy had been intended and then
turned to the house.

She paused, looking up and down, then across the
front of the building. Sensing no alternative, she
walked into the house.

3k kK kokk

The servant stood to the side and made a slight
bow as she entered and walked past him, heading for
a room to the rear where she could hear music play-
ing. She entered a large room, softly illuminated,
with huge picture windows looking over the town and
down to the bay.
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Hearing her enter, a grey-haired man stood lan-
%uorously, and gestured for her to come and sit near
im on a seﬁarate couch with the same magnificent
view. It was hard to guess his age, certainly over fifty,
but elegant and patrician in bearing. He was slim and
dressed in clothes which looked as if they had been
tailored to fit him like a glove.

The servant appeared with glasses and a bottle on
a tray. He offered the label for inspection, and at a
nod, opened the cork with a sharp “plop” and poured
sparkling wine into two glasses. He offered the first to
Carla, who took it, watching the man take the sec-
ond. He raised the glass as if in a toast and sipped.

“I'm Mike Fantoni and I’'m pleased that you came."
He took her hand and kissed it formally. Their
glasses touched. “To our future association," he said.

“l didn’t know we had one," Carla countered.

“I just bought your contract from Marcel," he an-
nounced. “You’re working for me now.”

“I’m not, and you didn’t,” Carla scoffed. “I have no
contract with Marcel.”

“It matters not." He smiled. “You’re working for me
now.”

“What if [ don’t want to work for you?”

~ ‘I didn’t say I was asking, or even offering you a
job." His smile turned to a stare. “You’re just the per-
son I need to do a job, and you’re going to do it.”

“And if I refuse?”

“You’d be most unwise,” he replied. “You;d be
thsically unable to carry on working, and your
riends would have nowhere for you to work anyway.”

“Is that a threat?" Carla could feel her strength
and resolution slipping.

“It’s a promise.”
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Carla gulped and tried to look cool and in control.
“So what would [ have to do, assuming I decided to
accept your offer?”

“Well, skipping the bit where I told you that this
was an offer you couldn’t refuse, it”s a very simple
job." He smiled. It could have been a genuine smile,

ut the tone of voice said otherwise.

“Go on." Carla sipped again and crossed her legs in
front of him.

“I need you to shadow my accountant." he said. ‘I
want to know where he is every second of the day. |
need to know who he speaks to, who he meets, [ need
his letters and emails, his telephone calls, and every
bit of information I can get.”

“So you don’t need me at all." Carla shook her
head, allowing her hair to swing across her face. “You
need a detective.”

“No I don’t, I need you.”
“Why me?”

“You have special qualities that make you the
most ideal person to do this for me.”

“But I have no skills." Carla was puzzled.

“You don’t need any." Mike walked to the window
and looked out. “I need all the information you can
get. You can send it any way possible, electronically
or on paper, it doesn’t matter. It doesn’t have to be
complete.”

_“Butyou said qualities?” Carla asked. “What qual-
ities.”

“You’re a boy with a bit extra," Mike replied. “He”s
always gone for that, especially when you have the
breasts to match.”

“These aren”t real.” Carla touched her breast auto-
matically. “It’s padding and contouring with
makeup.”
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“l didn’t know. I assumed they were real." Mike
looked at them and then up at her. “It’s a small mat-
ter which can easily be fixed.”

“Wait a minute." Carla stood. “This is my body.
You don’t make decisions like that for me.”

I already have," Mike said with quiet authority as
if there was nothing more to discuss.

“Carla sat again, shocked and feeling powerless
and lost. “Can’t you tell me what this is about before
you tell me what I have to do?”

“Okay, firstly let me say that you’ll be well paid,
and I do not expect that you’ll be in any danger.”

“Is that supposed to be reassuring?”

“You’ll be unharmed," Mike said. “I've heard he
grfm et a little rough in bed, but I guess you can han-
e that.”

“In bed?" Carla gasped.
mon prostitute.”

(71 2

m not some kind of com-

“Which begs the question of which kind of prosti-
tute are you?”

“I’m not.”

“Come on, a boy who dresses and acts as beauti-
fully as you can’t be doing it just for fun.”

“I'm an entertainer,” Carla replied. “It’s what I do
to make a living.”

“So you’ll be entertaining for me this time." Mike
refilled his glass. “Only I’'m the director and you’ll be
following my script.”

“I'm not gay," Carla stammered. “I'm not into
boys.”

~“You’re an actor or an actress; you take whatever
direction I tell you.”
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“My head is spinning." Carla took a deep breath
and tried to relax, feeling she’d lost control of the sit-
uation completely.

“Okay, here’s the deal," Mike started. “My accoun-
tant is my oldest friend. He’s also my cousin; thisis a
family business after all. I think he’s skimming; di-
verting some income streams.”

“So maybe you need someone to check the books?"
Carla tried.

“Don”t be stupid. This isn’t a business where we
keep books, and if we did, he”s the accountant any-
way.”

“So where do I come in?”

“I need you to cling to him like a limpet," Mike re-
plied. “It won’t be hard, he’ll want you to be with him
all the time when we've fixed you up. His current
squeeze is going to disappear when I'm ready to have
you step into her place.”

“Disappear? How?" Carla gasped.

“I'm not having her bumped off, if that’s what
you’re thinking," Mike replie . “She’s going to work
for friends elsewhere. She’ll be safe and happier than
being here.”

“Why not use her... or him?”

“She’s too stupid,” Mike answered. “She acts like
she looks all the time.”

“I'm trapped into this, aren’t 1?”

“Yes." Mike smiled. “You’d better make the best of
it. I need to know everything possible; where he goes;
who he meets; everything. If I'm right, he gets to re-
tire, you get paid off, and we all live happily ever after.
Maybe one of us won’t be too happy with his retire-
ment plan, but that’s another story.”

“So where do I come in?" Carla asked. “If I agree to
do this for you.”
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I told you, youre already working for me," Mike
replied.

“Let’s not argue about that one." Carla could see
she was caught in whatever madness this was going
to become.

“Don”t worry; 1”1l make sure that [ know where you
are every second of the day." Mike said. “You”ll be
completely safe.”

“So what do I have to do?”

“Lucio, that’s his name, has always had a thing for
boys with breasts," Mike said. “They have to look like
they’re realg glamorous and feminine girls, so he can
pretend and put on a show. He wants them to talk,
walk and behave like they’re brainless bimbos,
Erimping and preening just so they can have sex with

im whenever he wants. And he wants it a lot.”

“T don’t know if I can do that,” Carla said. ‘I don’t
do sex with men.”

“I'm sure you can, but first you have to get fixed
up, andd the sooner we do that, the sooner we can get
started.”

“And how long will I be working for you?”

“As long as it takes or until I have to think of some-
thing else,” Mike replied. “I need evidence for the
family meeting before I can get Lucio out, and you’re
the best means I have of gathering it all.”

“Thank you for explaining all that to me." Carla
stood. “Please have your driver take me back. 1”1l let
gou_éiraow about the offer you’ve made when I have

ecided.”

“You don’t get it," Mike replied. “You’re working for
me now. ['ll have someone show you to your room.”

“But what about my friends?" Carla asked. “They’ll
be expecting me.”
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“T’ll send a message," Mike replied. “Now get some
sleep, youve got a busy day tomorrow.”

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

Morning came early, with the sun highlighting the
f)atterns on the curtains which tried to keep the day-
ight out. Carla tried the door. It was just as secure as
it had been when she had tried it the night before.
She’d been shown Eolitel to the room and hardly
heard the click of the lock, but it was there all the
same.

Her room was spacious and well-equipped. She
had a range of cosmetics and cleansers arranged on a
dressing table, with hairbrush, accessories and a
fashionable nightgown on the bed. She was effec-
tively a prisoner, but a reasonably comfortable one.

“It’s no use sitting here," Carla thought after a fit-
ful night’s rest, as she waited for something to hafg—
pen in the morning. “I might as well use the facili-
ties.”

She chose the shower rather than the bath and
luxuriated as the hot water soothed her jangling
nerves. Wrapped in the softest of robes, she checke
her hair extensions were firm and carefully dried her
hair in front of the vanity. Satisfied, she dressed, us-
ing the underwear she found in the wardrobe.

“These are too big.,” she noticed as she settled her
breast forms into the bra cups. “Bigger than I'm used
to.”

A waves of panic shuddered through her. “I hope
they don’t intend to make me have breasts this size.
It would be awful." She discarded the bra and fas-
tened her own, settled the forms in the cups and tried
to soothe the panic in her heart.

In front of the dressing table, she carefully did her
makeup, making sure that she used only the best of
the cosmetics provided. The eyelashes she glued on
were the fullest she ever used.
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“ wonder why I never tried these before,"” she
asked herself as she rechecked the finished look.

She was fastening the straps of her nude heels
when there was a knock at the door. “Don’t come in.
I’'m not dressed.”

She reached for a nude-coloured shift dress which
hung in the wardrobe as if she was meant to choose
it. In her haste, she struggled with the back zip.

She opened the door and immediately stepped
back and turned.

“Zip me up, please," she asked, presenting a back
view to whoever entered.

“A pleasure,” came Mike”s voice. “I was hoping
you’d join me for breakfast. I think we got off on the
wrong foot last night, and I’d like to convince you that
working for me might not be so bad.”

“You told me I had no choice.”
“Apart from that.”

“I have no choice, and so..." Carla paused and
turned to face him. “I must accept graciously.”

He led her down through a kitchen and onto a
sunny terrace, sheltered from the wind, where the
late season sun was comfortably warm. They ate;
croissants and fruit, coffee and orange juice.

“Perhaps we could start with what you have
planned for me." Carla broke the silence.

“You’ll be seeing my surgeon this afternoon,” Mike
%eplied. “It’s a complication, but the sooner the
etter.”

“A complication," Carla snorted. “You kidnap me,
force me to work for you and tell me that there’s a
complication. That’s rich.”

“I was informed that you’d had your breasts done,"
Mike replied. “My informant was wrong, and it needs
to be corrected.”
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“Do I have a choice?”
“No. It’s necessary.”

Carla suppressed another wave of panic. It was
fine to appear confident. After all, what was there to
lose, but the thought of being so completely in the
power of this man was scary. She knew he was pow-
erful and surmised that he could get away with most
things with most people. She had no power whatever.

“Please tell me that you’re not going to have some-
one make me into a freak," she said quickly.

“Of course not." Mike smiled. “You’ll have the most
perfect and beautiful breasts. They’ll look and feel
entirely natural.”

“And what size?”

“They’ll be proportionate," Mike assured her.
“You'll not be a freak. They may be on the big size for
your height and frame, but they’ll not be outsize mel-
ons or anything like that.”

“Gee, thanks for nothing," Carla replied.

“The surgery’s restricted by your skin envelope
anyway," Mike said. “The doctors will know what can
be done, and more importantly, they’ll know what
can’t be done.”

“And will your Lucio go for that?" Carla asked sar-
castically.

“l know what I need you to do," Mike said. “I know
how you need to look. You have to be Lucio’s ideal,
therefore you have to be believable to everyone.”

“T don’t know how that works," Carla said.

“It works because he wants to show off his girl-
friend," Mike replied. “The emphasis is on girlfriend.
You’ll be a bit exotic perhaps, but entirely believable
and passable as a girl. He doesn’t want people to
know he’s gay, and we all pretend we don’t.”
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“T don’t get it." Carla looked directly at him. “Why
do you need me in all this?”

“I explained last night," Mike said slowly. “I need to
know where he goes, who he sees, who he talks to,
everything, and you’re going to pass it to me day by
day until I have evidence, one way or another.”

“And how do I do that without him killing me when
he finds out?”

“He won’t find out," Mike replied. You’ll have a cell
phone and a laptop. Both will connect to my office
whenever theyre used. I'll give you a memory stick.
It’s going to look like a lipstick. All you have to do is
put it into Lucio’s computer for ten seconds and it’ll
do its job.”

“It all sounds so simple." Carla shook her head.
“I'm not a female James Bond.”

“You don’t have to be. I have the technology.”

“Okay, so how do I fake all the sex stuff?" Carla
blushed as she said it. “I told you, I've never done any
of it. 'm not into boys." A thought struck her. “I’'m not
into greasy old men either. You haven’t told me any-
thing about Lucio.”

“I'm relying on your acting skills," Mike said. “I'm
sure you can fake it.”

“Not with his cock stuck inside my bum," Carla
snapped back.

“Don’t worry. He’ll think it”s endearing that he has
so much to teach you.”

“l wish I could believe that.”

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

Precisely at noon, Carla was ushered into a limou-
sine once again. This time, Mike accompanied her
and the bruiser from last night was up front with the
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driver. They threaded through the city streets and
through guarded gates into a private estate.

“We get out here," Mike said, holding the door open
and taking a firm grip on her upper arm.

“There’s no need to grip so tight." Carla tried to
push his hand away. “There’s nowhere I can run to
and I’'m sure that your goon in the car is quite capa-
ble of stopping me.”

His grip released as they entered through auto-
matic §oors. They stood in a vestibule whilst they
waited for more automatic doors to open. As they did
S0, a smiling woman in a white coat awaited them.

She and Mike spoke in rapid French. Carla had ac-
quired some of the lan%ua e, but not enough to fol-
low what was being said. The only obvious thing was
that they knew each other and what was going on.

Carla was ushered into a sparsely furnished room
where another lady whom she presumed to be a
nurse indicated that she should strip and put on a
loose gown. She took everything off, reddening as she
removed the breast forms from her bra, before unfas-
tening the clasp. Once dressed, she was taken
through to a more equipped consulting room where
the first lady and Mike were sitting.

“The doctor is going to examine you," Mike said.
“She has no English, so I'm here to translate.”

The doctor opened the gown and felt her ribs.
Carla looked straight ahead, feigning indifference as
she was pinched and prodded, measured and photo-
graphed. She flinched as the doctor drew lines on her
chest and lay down when she was told to do so. More
measurements followed and then more lines ap-
peared on her chest.

The conversation rattled back and forth. Carla ig-
nored it, tr%zing to shut her mind. She saw the ges-
tures pass between them and knew they were talkin
about size. The doctor shook her head; Mike nodded.
Clear packages appeared on the desk containing oval
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shapes, which they passed between them. Carla
knew what they were.

Carla felt a panic rising. Her breath quickened and
she heard herself gasping for each mouthful of air.
Mike held her down and stopped her flailing her arms
as the doctor approached with a syringe.

A prick in her arm, a warm feeling spread through
her body and then she seemed to go into a fugue
state. There were voices around her, but she wasn'’t
hearing them. It all floated away. Another prick, this
time in the back of her hand, and she floated away.

3k kK kokk

It was a bed; there were curtains at the window
and a burning thirst in her throat. Carla’s head was
aching and she felt too weak to move.

Her chest was bandaged with tight strips and a
heavy pressure weighed as she breathed. A
white-coated nurse came into view with a glass and a
straw for her to suck some water. It all came back.
She knew it had been done.

She tried to turn onto her side away from the light,
but it was too sore to move. She lay back, closed her
eyes, and drifted into sleep once more.

The room was almost dark with only a faded light
seeping through the blinds which had been drawn
closed. Carla felt her senses returning. The pain
across her chest was shrieking, screaming loudly.
The light came on and nurse entered.

Carla realised that the screams were coming from
her. Her hand was held and turned. She felt some
pressure and felt grateful as welcome warmth
soothed her to sleep once more.
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“How are you feeling today?" Mike entered with the
doctor who smiled and nodded before letting forth in
a stream of incomprehensible French.

“I feel about as good as if you dropped a couple of
car tires across my chest," Carla replied. I'm fed up of
lying here, but I've been too sore to move.”

“Nurse is going to help you sit up, and then doctor
will remove your dressings and examine how well
youre healing,” Mike said. “It’s going to be uncom-
fortable but I'm told that the pain level will reduce
quickly from now on.

“How long have I been out?”

“Four days," Mike replied. “Leaving you sedated
was easier according to the doctor. Your healing is
well advanced by now.”

“So they won’t fall out if I sit up?”

“Don’t ask stupid questions. I paid for the best and
you’d better learn to love them and use them," he
said. “It was a trans-axillary incision, and they can’t
fall out sideways anyway.”

“I don’t know what that means.”

“The incision was under your arms. It should fade
to invisible in a few weeks.”

Carla was helped up and watched as the dressings
were cut away. Drains were on both sides of her chest
now and hurt as the doctor examined them and
looked at her sutures, almost invisible under each
arm. The discolouration and bruising was mottled all
over her chest.

“She says you have to keep them supported for the
next six weeks," Mike translated the stream of
French from the doctor. “Don’t lift or strain. If it
causes pain, don’t do it.”
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“Can I feel?”
“Go ahead.”

“Carla’s fingers touched lightly at first, then more
firmly. “It’s so hard and swollen,"” she said. “I thought
you promised no melons.”

“It’s one of the things doctor said. They’ll feel that
way for ten days or so. There’s a lot of swelling and
bruising to reduce." Mike walked across the room
and spoke to the doctor. “She said to tell you that you
have the best profile implants and she expects them
to look perfect.”

“Will my nipples look right?” Carla felt them and
flinched at the touch. “I’d hate it if they were stuck in
the wrong place.”

“They’ll fall into place. Gravity and a good bra will
see to that," Mike said. “It’s going to take time. Be-
lieve me, if [ could hurry this up, I'd do it. I didn’t ex-
pect you hadn’t had them done before I found you, or
I’d have held back a few things.”

“You've done this before with someone else,"
Carla’s realisation hit her suddenly.

“I've had girlfriends, if that’s what dyou”re asking,”
Mike said. “None died and all enjoyed the results.

“But they started off as girls,” Carla replied, a tear
forming in her eye. “I don’t know how I’'m going to
cope.”

“You’ll be fine. 1”1l get someone to look after you.”

3k kK kokk

Three weeks later, Carla was sitting beside the
11:3001 at Mike’s villa. The sun was warm and soothing.
he huge support bra had been exchanged for a bi-
kini with a supportive top. Only the bulge in the
briefs gave anything away.
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“I never thought he’d get you to come and look af-
ter me," Carla said. “I’d never have gotten through
this without you.”

“You certainly couldn’t have held the hair drier up
long enough.” Melissa gestured the movements.
“You’re so vain about looking good. You’re worse
than anyone [ know.”

“You don’t have to tell me; my roots are showing
and my nails look like they haven’t seen the manicur-
ist for ages. I must look a mess," Carla said. “Do you
think maybe Mike will decide it’s all too much and let
me go?”

“Not with all the money he’s spent so far," Melissa
replied. “Maybe it won’t be so bad.”

“It’s my fault. I chose the first steps along this
route at Marcel’s. I never expected it to go this far
though.”

“I'm amazed," Melissa replied. “I know you had no
choices, but you seem to have adapted easily. You
have the walk, the gestures, the voice and speech
Eatterns, you send signals when you play with your

air. You seem born to be this girl.”

“I've had no choices," Carla replied. “You've kept
me from hurtin myself and helped me through all
the exercises. I %ont know how I'd have coped with-
out you.”

“l wonder how Marcel is coping without me," Me-
lissa replied. “I'm sure he’ll have thought of some-
thing but you realise I'm only here for your recovery.”

“It may take some time." Carla put her hands un-
der her breasts. “I never realised how restricting
these things can be. They jiggle all over the place.”

“Welcome to my world." Melissa laughed. “You
must have known what would happen. You wore fals-
ies after all.”

“But I could take them off.”
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“So now you can’t. Be careful what you wish for.”
“Who said [ wished for these?”

“I think you were always heading that way, sooner
or later." Melissa walked round and hugged Carla,
then fondled her breasts playfully.

“How much has Mike told you?”

e “Nothing; only that you”re here to do a job for
im.”

“I daren’t tell you," Carla replied. “I hope I can get
back to you soon. Maybe we’ll get that yacht of our
own.”

“Girl, with your boobs and my cooking, we’d be
sure to attract the paying customers.”

“It’s a dream," Carla sighed. “Maybe when this
nightmare ends...”

Two weeks later, the doctor had signed Carla off,
with instructions on long term care. It seemed to be
about massage.

“No doubt Lucio will be doing that," Carla thought
with a grimace.

And Melissa went back to work with Marcel.

3k kK kokk

“It’s time you started earning your keep," Mike an-
nounced. “I've arranged for a stﬁz ist to work with you.
She’s flying in later. You’ll do whatever she tells you.”

“Don’t I have choices?”

“I've sent her pictures of Lucio’s type of girl. Her
job is to make sure you tick all the right boxes, so
he’ll choose you," Mike announced coldly. “He’s been
alone too long now and he’s already on the prowl. I
can’t wait any longer or [ might lose the opportunity
to get you into place.”
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“When do I get to meet him?" Carla asked. “I may
hate him at first sight.”

“If you'’ve any sense, you will, but you’re being paid
to do a job.”

“You never mentioned pay before." Carla”s ears
pricked up. “How much do I get?”

“If this goes as I expect, you'll be well rewarded.”
“And will T be free to live my life afterwards?”

“Yes, I'll promise you that," Mike agreed. “I'm sorry
if this seems rough, but it’s necessary.”

“Maybe not to me." Carla paused. “But if it means|I
can walk away with a good reward, 1”1l do what you
want. How about showing me a bit about Lucio?

“T'll get some 1‘pictures.” Mike opened a drawer and
ulled out an album. “Look through these. He’s the
alding guy with the suit that looks as if it was made

for someone a size slimmer.”

“And are these his previous girlfriends?" Carla
flipped through the pages.

“Most of the blondes, and always the one he has an
arm round in the group photos.”

“Maybe he was afraid the camera would steal
them," Carla joked. “He looks the possessive type.”

“Possessive, jealous, grumpy, bad tempered; that’s
my cousin all over. The good thing is that he’s never
been violent," Mike saig. “You’ll wrap him around
your little finger easily.”

“How do you know that I won’t fall for him and tell
him all about your plans?”

“You’re not going to be that stupid,” Mike said. “Af-
ter all, you've a lot to lose if it all goes wrong.”

“Maybe he’s not doing anything wrong?" Carla
asked.
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“I know he is,"” Mike said. “I haven’t got enough evi-
dence, and that’s what you” going to get for me.”

The stylist arrived. She was an elegant lady called
Rosemalgz with a very British accent. She was
straight down to business. She and Carla were driven
to a salon in the centre of the city. They pulled up ata
back entrance and were ushered upstairs to a private
area, where Carla was the only client.

Rosemary’s French was rapid and seemingly per-
fect. Within moments she was giving instruction.
Carla was quickly into a hairdresser’s chair where
her extensions were removed and the process of
bleaching and colouring her hair began.

With her hair wra%ped, Carla moved to the mani-
curist’s desk, where her nails were cleaned and filed
before the process of applying new acrylics began.
Rosemary rattled off instructions at every stage.
Carla sat and watched as her nails became longer
and finely formed in pink shading to white tips. The
length was elegant, shorter than her usual choice,
and the colour much more muted.

“Do I get any choices in this?" she asked when
Rosemary took time from the telephone to talk to her.

?Of course," Rosemary replied. “You can like it all
or complain to Mike afterwards. I'm here to do a job,
and I've got quite strict instructions.”

“That sounds harsh.”

“l don’t mean to be unfriendly." Rosemary softened
her tone. “It’s doing what I'm told that gets me paid.”

“l understand, I think," Carla said. “I’ll have to get
used to being an object.”

“Not an object," Rosemary replied. “You’re a model
and a beautiful one at that.”
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. S}({)me hours later, they were in the car and heading
ack.

“l do hope Mike thinks you’re what he wanted,"
Rosemary said as the approached the door. “I think
I've eliminated every trace of female impersonator
about you.”

“What’s not to like?" Carla asked. ‘I feel very femi-
nine and elegant. Your decisions about things seem
perfect.”

“Wait until you see the wardrobe I've purchased
for you," Rosemary replied. “It’s been unpacked into
the suite at your hotel.”

“My hotel? [ didn’t know [ was moving out of here.”

“T'll let Mike tell you what’s planned. All I know is
that I'm supposed to see you whenever I'm asked.”

“Do you think he’ll like me?" Carla asked. “I mean,
I look so classy now. I’d never have chosen this tawny
shade of blonde. I guess 1 was always the obvious
one.”

The car came to a halt and the doors opened. Carla
took a deep breath and walked as elegantly as she
could into the house.

“Rosemary, you are a genius," Mike aEplauded as
Carla came into his view. “She’s perfect.

“l knew she would be easy when you sent me the
photographs," Rosemary replied. “If you’re satisfied,
I'll get back to the airport for an earlier flight than I
expected. Call when you need me."

With that, they were alone.

“You've got a suite in the Hotel Bristol." Mike
handed her some keys. “It’s the best in town. Your
cover story is simple. You’re taking a break, after sep-
arating from your girlfriend. Youre confused about
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your sexuality and deciding if you want a full sex
change. Keep it vague and talk about your appear-
ances as a female impersonator.”

“When do I meet Lucio?”

“He’ll find you soon enough," Mike replied. “Go to
the restaurant in the hotel; take the waiter’s recom-
r?lendations about where to go afterwards. He’ll be
there.”

“Won’t he ask how I can afford a suite?”

“Maybe he will, but he’s not going to ask difficult
questions."” Mike replied. “He’ll be more interested in
what’s in your panties than what’s in your past.”

“You haven’t told me how to be your super spy.”

“There’s your laptop waiting in your room, It’s set
up to act as you’d expect a laptop to work, with your
favourites and a history. It’s all in character so use
it.”

“But how do I use it to communicate?" Carla
asked. “Anyone looking through it would find mes-
sages in an instant.”

“Not with this one. Set up a daily diary and write
all your thoughts there. It will look as if it’s your per-
sonal diary, but when you hit “save’ it will come to
me. Do it every day and more than once if you can.”

“What do you want to know?"

“Tell your diary everything; fill the pages with ev-
erything you can think of, where you go, who you
meet, anything and everything.”

“How do I know what’s relevant or interesting?”

“T’ll sort it out. You only have to do it. And look at
other sites in your favourites list as well. Order
things, clothes, shoes, makeug; make it look like
you’re addicted to the internet, but wipe your history
carefully.”

“Is that it?" Carla asked. It all seems baffling.”
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“Here’s the final bit. This lipstick is a USB. Get it
into any computer you can. It needs five seconds to
do what it needs to do.”

“What does it need to do?”

“You don’t need to know. Remember you’re the
dumb blonde, get into role as soon as you can. Here’s
a cell phone. Put it into your bag. It’s programmed
with your hairdresser, makeup artist and manicur-
ist. They’re all real and top class. Use them every day
if 31710u need to; their accounts will be paid automati-
cally.”

“l don’t have a hairdresser and the rest.”

“You do now," Mike said. “You have to look perfect
all the time to keep his interest.”

“Anything else [ need to know?”

“How did you guess? Calling Lucio will put some-
thing into his phone or any phone he calls you from.
The only other thing you need to remember, is to
cling to 1Zim closely; don’t let him out of your sight for
longer than you have to.”

“It all sounds so complicated," Carla replied. “I'm
not sure [ can get away with it all.”

“You will," Mike said. “And I'll know where you are
all the time.”

“You can’t. That’s not possible.”

“It’s possible.” Mike smiled. “You've got a tracker
in your left breast.”

“You bastard!" Carla”s hand flew to her left breast.
“You set me up. I'll not last for more than a few min-
utes.”

“You can’t feel it. No one can. Don’t worry; it’s top
secret military quality and his people aren’t good
enough to spot it anyway.”
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The car delivered Carla to the hotel that evening.
She checked in and was escorted to her suite. It was
a revelation, with a lounge and balcony overlookin
the bay, a large bedroom with a dressing room an
bathroom, and even a small kitchen area.

“I never knew what it would feel like to be in a place
like this," Carla said to herself as she wandered
through, looking at everything.

She inspected the wardrobes and drawers. “Rose-
mary’s choices; she seems to know me better than I
know myself." The thought amused her. “What do I
know? I've only been this person for a few weeks. 1
don’t know much about myself anymore.”

She changed into a red dress with matching heels,
ran a brush through her hair and patted it into place,
then re-did her lipstick and mascara. She took a
matching bag, pushed a few cosmetics and her
phone into the clutch and she was ready.

Remembering her instructions, she went to the
restaurant and asked about where to go for nightlife.
Following the instructions, she walked through the
Erecinct and to the doors of Pigalle. The doormen

eld the door for her to enter as if recognising a regu-
lar patron. She took a deep breath, scanned the
room, and took a stool at the end of the bar.

She ordered white wine and sat once again, scan-
ning the room. The floor show started a few moments
later. Carla realised at once that this was a female
impersonator show of a higher order than the ones
she had seen before.

“Maybe that’s why I got in so easily,” she thought.
“There must be something about me that signals to
their radar that I'm one of them.”

Instinctively, she smoothed her dress as an excuse
for checking that there was no tell-tale bulge at the
front. She sat feeling a little conspicuous and for the
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sake of something to do, she took a small mirror from
her bag, re-applied her lipstick and fluffed out her
hair. She closed her bag and sat. She still felt really
self-conscious, wishing she’d stayed in the hotel.

She gave her attention to the performance. The girl
was good. She was tall and slim, with prominent
breast implants which appeared far too large for her
frame. She slipped off her cape and shimmied down
before stom 1n% around the stage area as music
blared and she lip synced to a torch ballad.

She strutted to the centre stage and in one move-
ment, ﬂill:gged off her dress, revealing a basque and
panties. The audience clapped as she paraded round
again. She came to the centre once more as the song
came to a crescendo. The basque was removed, re-
vealing a spangled bra top, covering little, but hold-
ing everything forward and out. The lights dimmed
and she disappeared through the darkness out of
view, to clapping, whistles, and cheers.

Someone was talking to her; fast French which she
couldn’t understand yet could tell that it was
well-modulated and gentle, even seductive, rather
than demanding.

“I'm sorry, I don’t speak enough French." She
turned to find Lucio at her elbow.

“In that case, I shall speak English.” He smiled and
leaned a little closer. “I think you enjoyed our star
performer.”

“She was really good. Such confidence in front of
everyone is amazing. I could never imagine doing
anything like that.”

“And yet here you are.” Lucio turned on the charm.
“I think you are performing more bravely that she."

“l don’t think so." Carla turned on her bar stool,
putting her knees between them.

“He placed his hand on her knee. “You are being
modest. You are performing at a higher level.”
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“I’m not sure what you mean." Carla remembered
she was sugposed to go along with this. “I'm here for
a break and drifted in here quite by chance.”

“But you and our star have something in com-
mon." Lucio’s touch became firmer. “He flaunts his
masculinity under all his finery. You hide it so well.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I have an instinct." Lucio took his hand from
Carla’s knee and moved closer so that they were al-
most side-by-side, with shoulders touching.

Carla could smell the fragrance he was wearing,
citrus and woody with drier registers. “Maybe your
instinct is wrong.”

“ITdon’t think so." He leaned closer, and whispered.
“I saw you walking to the bar. Then when I saw how
you checked your dress, [ was certain.”

“So having made a deduction, why might that in-
terest you?" Carla remembered her instructions. She
also thought that he was making it too easy.

“You are a precious one." He leaned in and kissed
her lightly on the cheek. “I am always attracted to
girls who have a mystery about them.”

“Does that mean girls who might be hiding a little
extra?”

“Why you know me too well already." He held out a
hand for her to shake. “I am Lucio, some say ‘Lucky
Lucio’ and that’s how I feel tonight. I have been so
lonely for the company of a girl like you.”

“You're too kind." Carla took his hand and shook it
té)rrrllally. He held on and pressed it to his lips. “I'm
arla.”

“And you are alone, so [ am doubly lucky tonight.”

“So why hit on me?" Carla asked. “The girl on stage
has more charms on display and she’s probably able
to speak better French.”
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“She’s too obvious." Lucio shook his head. “If I take
her anywhere, everyone will guess that she’s only
dressing up, despite the breasts. With you, no one
would guess unless, like me, theff are an absolute
connoisseur of the good things in life.”

“Am I a good thing?”

“To me you are alreadg s]ﬁecial,” Lucio continued,
moving even closer. “I think we could have a good
thing going. Let’s swap numbers and I'll call you to-
morrow.”

“Aren’t you going too fast?" Carla tried to look
dumb, but knew she was failing.

“Time is precious." Lucio pulled out his phone and
waited for Carla to do the same.

They swapped numbers. Mission One accom-
lished, Carla thought as she struggled to get the
eys right with her nails getting in the way of an un-

familiar keypad. She called his number to make sure
it was right and was rewarded by the ringtone.

“Aren’t you going to answer that?" she asked.

?Of course." Lucio pressed the connection. “I mean
what I said. I'll call you tomorrow," he said into the
phone.

Carla feigned a yawn. “I'm sorry. It’s not you. I've
had a long day travelling; maybe I shouldn’t have
come out tonight.”

“I’m so pleased that you did. May I escort you any-
where?”

“My hotel’s across the way. I'm at the Bristol.”

“Then Iinsist that I walk you to your door." He took
her arm and when they got into the street, his arm
slipped around her andy they walked in step. “I feel so
comfortable with you already," he said.
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“You don’t even know me," Carla replied as the
reached the door of the hotel. “I may not be conceal-
ing anything that could hold your interest.”

“I shall enjoy finding out." Lucio pulled her close,
kissed her hard on the lips and as suddenly walked
away, turning to blow a kiss as she entered the doors.

She took the elevator to her suite where she stood
on the balcony for a few moments, taking in all that
had happened. She stepped back in, drew the blinds
and switched on her laptop.

"

“Dear diary..." she started to write. The words
flowed easily as she recalled every word and gesture.
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“T could get used to this." Carla thought as she lay
in bed the next morning.

She threw back the quilt and stood, feeling her
long nightdress falling around her ankles. The cur-
tains opened at the press of a button, letting the sun
shine through. Impulsively, she stood on the bal-
cony, breathing in the warm air as the sounds of the
street carried on below.

Throwing off her nightdress, she went into the
shower and stood, luxuriating in the caress of the
water. Turning off the shower, she wrapped a towel
gently round her hair and then after she had wiped
the condensation away, she looked at her body in the
mirror.

She raised her arms, looking at the fading scars
from her surgery. She dropped her arms and saw
that they were invisible unless she searched for
them. She saw the fall of her breasts as they lay over
her chest, pert and profiled, with the nipples stand-
ing as they should in an anatomically correct posi-
tion.

She placed a hand under each breast and lifted
them gently, as if offering them to the girl in the mir-
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ror. She pouted and posed again, then laughed with
the sudden joy of the moment.

She looked at her face closely in the mirror. ‘I
should have cleansed my makeup off better last
night," she thought, reaching for a cleansing tissue.

“How strange I look without makeup." Carla
wrapged a large towel round her, fastening it under
her shoulders, above her breasts, and then unwound
the towel from her hair.

“It’s a mess."

She ran her fingers through the strands, then a
wide comb straightened it. A nail fell off her middle
finger as she did so.

“No big deal.” She reached for her telephone and
quickly arranged for makeup artist, manicurist and
hairdresser to come and do their magic.

She dressed in bra and panties, pulled u
“hold-up" stockings and slipped her feet into fluffy
mules, then chose a robe to cover them until the pro-
fessionals had finished. As morning turned into af-
ternoon, Carla was ready to face the day. Her nails
were now crimson fading to pink, and longer by a
fraction. Her hair was in the cutest French pleat,
with daytime makeup that seemed to make her eyes
sparkle.

She put heavy gold hoops into her ears and at-
tached a single thin necklace, with a small diamond
pendant. Two bracelets on her left wrist and a couple
of rings on each hand and she was ready to dress.

Exploring the wardrobes and drawers which held
the clothes selected for her, she chose a cream
sundress with an off-the-shoulder neckline, with fine
frills which would move with her walk or with the
breeze. White strappy sandals with heels completed
her outfit. Picking up a large white leather shoulder
bag, she took a final look in the mirror and decided it
was time to go out.

Page - 66



RELUCTANT PRESS

3k kK kokk

“Why do I always feel so awkward going out
alone?" she asked herself as she turned towards the
promenade.

She caught a few glances her way. “If anyone’s
looking, it’s because I'm a pretty girl, and this is the
south of France.”

She eased into her stride and raised her chin, try-
ing to walk with that animal grace which French girls
seem to think their right. “No one can tell that I’'m not
a real girl under this dress.”

“Carla, why do you keep me waiting all this time?"
Lucio was suddenly at her side.

“I never saw you," Carla said with surprise. “Did
you have someone staking out the hotel?’

“Why have someone staking it out? It’s easier to tip
the receptionist.” He smiled again and took her arm.
“l know exactly the place to show you my town.”

He began to lead her along the pavement towards
an open space. His teleghone rang. He answered and
spoke quickly in French with gestures and grimaces
accompanying breaks when he listened. His anger
was palpable in places.

He ended the call and turned to her. “I have to go
and take care of some business. [ do not expect it will
take long, just some signatures and exchanges, you
understand. May I call you later?”

“Yes, but if it won’t take long, I might as well come
with you, and then we don’t waste any time." Carla
waﬁ thinking fast. This could be information for
Mike.

“I like that." Lucio stood into the road and ges-
tured. A taxi did a U-turn and pulled up beside them.

He almost pushed Carla across the back seat in
his haste, shouted at the driver and they were off
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through a maze of back streets, pulling into the
courtyard of a rundown block.

“I will not be long," he said, then instructed the
driver to wait for him.

Carla looked round, making sure she looked ca-
sual rather than curious. She noted the street name
and the numbers on the doors. Then, noticing the
driver looking at her; she settled back in her seat and
took out her mirror.

"Reﬁairing m(iz makeulg) is a good way of doing
something and doing nothing at the same time," she
thought, shifting the mirror more to gather extra in-
formation.

Lucio ran back to the car, shouting over his shoul-
der to someone who was shouting back. Their ges-
tures were far from friendly.

“I'm sorry," he said as he got back in the car. ‘I
have to make another call. It seems deliveries have
not been made on time.”

He instructed the driver and they were off again
through the back streets, twisting and turnm%,
scraping through the narrowest of gaps, and finally
into a space beside the pavement. It did not seem any
car could fit, but it did, and Lucio was off and enter-
ing into a grey door with the number 127 on the
plinth beside it. Carla did her makeup routine again,
making sure that the driver was watching her as she
adjusted her neckline.

“If only he knew," she smiled to herself.

“So sorry.” Lucio got back in the cab. “This is em-
barrassing. I have to do business things and it’s go-
ing to take longer than I thought.”

“I”’m so sorry,” Carla replied, reaching out to take
his hand. “I was so looking forward to this after-
noon."

She looked at him, making her eyes as big as she
could and flicking her tongue across her lips.
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“So was 1." Lucio really looked disappointed. “T’ll
send you back in the cab and I'll call you. I’ll take you
out tonight and really show you the town.”

“Will you?" Carla pouted. “You seem like you really
could understand a girl like me.”

“I'll call you," he said, then gave instructions to the
driver.

As the car sped away, Carla turned to see him talk-
ing agitatedly to two other men, and together they got
into a back van. It didn’t look a friendly meeting.

Carla started her laptop as soon as she got to the
Bristol and opened her diarfy. “Dear diary..." she
wrote and recorded as many of the afternoon’s obser-
vations as she could, typing as fast as her nails
would allow.
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“Little black dress time," Carla said to herself as
she sat in front of the mirror as afternoon turned to
evening. “I've got no idea where he’s going to take me,
but I’ll%ook right wherever we go.”

She darkened her eye makeup and checked the
ever present false lashes that had been applied that
morning were still secure. Satisfied, she wafted the
mascara wand across them, then ran a lipstick over
her lips.

She struggled with the back zipper but got it to the
top and settled the dress comfortably across her
breasts and over her hips. Black stiletto heels and a
black clutch bag and she was ready. The USB stick
went in the bag beside another lipstick.

“It may get cooler later," she thought.

She tried a black leather jacket, then a soft pink

ashmina, which shed fibres over her dress. Brush-

1%g he1l*lself off, she tried a denim jacket and turned up
the collar.
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“Edgy maybe, but not a good look." She rejected it
and ‘Ele_d on the leather jacket again, before deciding
to take 1it.

It was boring to be in the suite waiting for Lucio to
arrive. Carla was too edg to relax. She’d hadn’t felt
entirely comfortable with him but her job wasn’t to
like him. She was the superspy in this scenario, and
had to provide information. She took her bag,
wrapped the jacket loosely over her shoulder, and
went out into the street.

She sat at a bar and ordered coffee as she watched
the crowds, some rushing, some dawdling, and oth-
ers content to watch the world go by. Her phone rang.

“Where are you?" Lucio’s voice. “I'm at the hotel
but they said you’d gone out. I'm sorry I was late to
pick you up.”

“I'm at a bar near the flower market," Carla said.
“It’s the last one before the big market square.”

“Stay there, I'm on my way.”

Carla drained her cup and placed a note under the
saucer, leaving a generous tip. When the black
Mercedes turned into the narrow gates, she guessed
it would be him. He emerged from the passenger door
and looked round; seeing her, he waved and walked
over.

He was dressed so elegantly; a mid-blue linen suit,
crisp and clearly tailored to emphasise his shoulders
and minimise his waist; a white shirt, open too far
down the chest and black loafers.

“Please forgive me." He bent to kiss her on both
cheeks.

A deeg1 woody scent again surrounded him. He
took her hand and half helped and half pulled her up
and into his arms. He held her tightly and ran his fin-
gers through her hair possessively.

Carla wasn’t sure if she liked his touch. A warning
tingle ran down her spine, but she suppressed it, re-
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minding herself of her purpose, and put her hands to
his face and kissed him. She pushed her tongue for-
wards and he seemed surprised at the touch. His
mouth opened and the kiss turned from light into
something with a promise implied.

They broke apart as if surprised by what they had
done. “We will have dinner by the harbour, then I will
show you places you never imagined." Lucio mo-
tioned towards the waiting car.

“First a security thinﬁ.” He reached for her bag. ‘1
have to turn off your telephone in case it gives away
secrets.”

“How could it do that?" Carla asked. “It’s only a cell
phone like everyone else has.”

“But phones tell tales as they pass from one an-
tenna to another,” Lucio replied. “There are people
who would wish to know where I live.”

“Is it a secret?" Carla asked. “Are you a double
nought spy, licensed to...”

~ “Do whatever [ wish, with luck tonight," Lucio fin-
ished the sentence with a laugh and a smile. His in-
tention was clear.

They twisted through the streets and when the car
stopped, they walked through narrow passages to
the waterside where people were eating and drinking
in the open air. At Lucio’s appearance, a waiter bus-
tled over and led the way to one of the best positioned
tables with a view over the small port.

Lucio must have ordered ahead. Delicious seafood
so fresh that it could have been waiting for them in
the sea itself appeared before them, with chilled
white wine, and everything that could go with it.

Small talk was interrupted by Lucio’s phone. His
tone of voice told her that he wasn’t pleased, either at
the interruption or the message her received. A sec-
ond call some minutes later seemed to blacken his
mood so that he appeared distracted as a second bot-
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tle of wine replaced the one he had almost drunk by
himself.

“I’d love to show you the views from my home," he
said after a few moments’ silence when he appeared
deep in thought.

“That sounds like a wonderful invitation." Carla
thought it a variation of an invitation to see his etch-
ings, but one which would give her an opportunity to
use her USB drive on his computers. “You have to get
me home by midnight or I turn into an old witch.

“I cannot believe that you’d be so cruel.”

“What, to be home by midnight or turn into a
witch?" She sipped her wine and smiled as enthusi-
astically as she could.

“We can have coffee and brandy when we get
there," he declared and stood, holding out his hand
for her to take.

“Thank you, that’s really kind." Carla took his
hand and allowed him to lead her through the port’s
passages to the waiting car.
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“This is the finest Armagnac, fifty years old and
from my private cellar." Lucio announced.

As he was handing her a generous measure, his
phone rang again and at the same time, the ringing of
another telephone somewhere in a different room
sounded equally insistent.

“Excuse me," Lucio said. “If that phone’s ringing, it
must be important.”

“I'll excuse you," Carla replied, “But do you have a
computer I could use? I need to check an email. I’'d
forgotten the urgency. I was having such a good
time.”
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He smiled and gestured. “There’s one in there," he
said indicating a door at the rear of the room.

q “Thanks, I'll enjoy this brandy and then I'll go and
o it.”

Lucio left the room and she could hear him talking
anﬁrﬂy through the closed door. She took her glass
and quickly went into the room which was like a
small office. The computer came to life as soon as she
touched the mouse.

Thinking she might be under observation (where
did that thought come from?she wondered), she
logged on to an email address. While she waited, she
took her mirror from her bag. Using the USB lipstick,
she went through the motions of freshening it.
Quickly she slipped the USB into the port on the
computer, counted to ten for luck, then pulled it out
and put it back into her bag.

She wrote an email to Melissa, sayin% nothing of
consequence, but being delighted with her gift and
how much she was looking forward to seeing her.
That done, she logged out, picked up her glass, and
returned to the main room. She walked round, look-
ing at the pictures on the walls, then kicked off her
shoes and sat on the luxuriously padded couch.

“I'm so sorry." Lucio returned about ten minutes
later. “So many interruptions when I most want to
give all my attention to you.”

He poured another measure for them both, and
came to sit beside her where she had her legs tucked
up under her in a feminine way. He put his hand on
her knee and moved towards her, telegraphing his in-
tention to kiss her again.

Carla willed herself to respond as if she wanted
this. She felt his hand creeping towards her breasts
and Wriﬁgled appreciatively as he cupped one
through her dress.

He kissed her again, this time harder with his
tongue creeping towards her lips. Carla felt his other
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hand slipping round her back as he pulled her closer.
As she opened her lips to allow the intrusion, she
heard and then felt the zipper being pulled down.

“Your breast feels so perfect," he whispered, “I’d
like to kiss and suck it ever so gently.”

“It feels like you’re on your way there alrea%y.”
Carla emptied her glass, put it down, and ignored it
falling to the floor.

She ]put her arms around his neck and he groped
clumsily to remove her dress. She allowed him to slip
her arms out and then stood to let it fall to the floor.
She turned to face him, hands shyly across her
chest. He stood and came to her andS,] kissing her
again, reached behind to slip the clasp of her bra
loose. The straps fell from her shoulders, leaving her
hands alone holding it up.

“Aren’t we going too fast?" Carla whispered as if
not meaning the words as she spoke them.

As if to answer, his hands dropped and began
Eushing her panties down to her thighs. Carla felt

er penis rising strongly, even though she was will-
ing it not to do so, then his hand was wrapll:ged
around the shaft, massaging it. Carla %asged. he
feelinigs were overtaking any other thought. Carla felt
herself moving with each stroke of his hand.

She took a deep breath and reached down to re-
move his hand before it was too late. Her bra fell to
the floor and almost immediately his hands were un-
der them, lifting and feeling their weight. His thumb
stroked across the nipple. New and deeply erotic feel-
ings flooded through her.

It was as if thought ended and feelings took over.
Carla’s hand felt Lucio’s erection through his clothes.
She pulled and unfastened the zipper so that his
pants fell to the floor around his ankles.

“If I run away now..." The thought flickered
through her mind, before another told her that the
last thing she wanted was to flee.
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His penis stood out, her bra fell and hung from his
outstretched member until she reached down and
pulled it away.

“What do I do next?" Another thought came into
her mind. “I’'m out of my depth here.”

He started to move his penis in her hand, back and
forth, whilst his hand went to her shoulder, then to
both shoulders. He was pushing her downwards,
hands on the back of her head so that she was look-
ing at it and approaching it at the same time.

She gave way and dropped to her knees, naked
now and feeling vulnerable as the Eenis approached
her lips. She took hold of it with both hands. It was so
much bigger than hers. Tentatively, she ran her fin-

ernails along the shaft, from base to tip, where a
rop glistened.

Still he held her head, directing her closer and
closer until the tip was almost touching her li{)s. An
animal scent came to her nose and suddenly she
wanted to try... well, anythingf’, to keep the excite-
ment rising in waves of pure lust. She put out her
tongue and licked the tip. Then suddenly it was as if
her tongue was fastened to it.

She licked it up and down, side to side. She took
the shaft into her hand and beat the tip onto her
tongue, then wrapped her tongue around the tip.
Lucio thrust forwards, taking her by surprise again
as the shaft slipped into her mouth and touched the
back of her throat. She gagged and pulled back, only
to feel his hands holding her head firmly where it
was, as he thrust forward again.

Carla shut her mind as he thrust and pulled back.
Suddenly he was still, then with a shock, she felt him
squirting something to the back of her throat. She
tried to gag again, but couldn’t and it was tricklin
down her throat. She did the only thing she coul
and swallowed again and again to clear her throat.
Then he withdrew.

“Lick it," he demanded.
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She was so confused and spellbound at the same
time. She did as he asked and she felt his strength
slip away slowly and his grip on her head release. She
looked up to see a look somewhere between delight
and contempt across his face.

“I've never done that before," she whispered, tell-
ing herself to stay in character. “Did I do it right?”

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

They sat on the couch; she tangled across his lap,
as they drank more brandy. Carla £1a¥ed absent
mindedly with his penis as they drank. They drank
too much, and lay back giggling. Then his penis
started to grow again, slowly at first, then hardenin
to such a size as it must have been before. It looke
bligger in her hand than it did when her lips were
close to it.

His hand dropped from her breast to her behind.
From stroking, it slowly and carefull¥1 edged until a
finger was creeping into her hole. She clenched at
first and the finger stayed still. He spilled more
brandy into her glass and then his finger moved fur-
ther forward until it was inside.

He tipped her glass to her lip and she drank more
as his finger moved relentlessly inwards and up-
wards. Clenching did no good; it was there and it
wasn’t going to be displaced like that.

Carla tried to mov, but her alcohol befuddled mind
didn’t get her in the direction she intended and the
finger ended further and further inside. She clenched
%n hfelt it stuck there and suddenly the urge to giggle

it her.

She giggled out loud and squirmed, pushing
against the finger. Suddenly she realised there was-
n’t only one finger there. The way they were moving,
there were two or three working their way inside her.

She was too drunk. The thought was the only clear
one in her mind. She tried to speak coherently,but
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giggled more. She tried to ease her way out of his
grasp, and to move so that his fingers came out. It
idn’t work.

The feeling wasn’t too bad. A rogue thought came
into her mind, “Might as well let him get on with it,"
she thought, then she realised that she hadn’t any
clear idea of what the “it" was that he intended to do.

These thoughts were immediately dispelled as she
felt herself being raised over the arm of the couch so
that her bottom was presented to him. Kneeling, he
came behind her an(f) she felt the first tip of some-
thing trying to enter.

“You can’t,” she mumbled drunkenli;. “Too tight."
She giggled again and tried to move back, but flopped
forwards again.

She felt something cold on her behind and being
eased into the entrance. She felt the fingers again,
working in and out. She tried to protest but the drink
made her ﬂoggy and co-operative and he thrust for-
ward again. She clenched against him, and he held
still. He reached forwards and held something in
front of her nose; his other hand clamped her mouth.

She inhaled and felt a rush of heat throughout her
body. Her heart raced and although she knew what
was happening, her muscles relaxed and she felt
Lucio’s penis slip inside her, past the muscles which
held him back. He pushed as hard as he could as she
took another breath.

More heat coursed through her body. His hands
gripped her round the thighs and pulled her back
into him. She could feel his ball sac hitting her bot-
tom as he moved backwards and forwards, grunting
and panting with the exertion.

“Did I want this?" The idea briefly entered her
mind, to vanish as her body reacted to the drink and
inhalation.

All she could think of was gone. Animal reaction
took over. He knew what was coming and she worked
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hard to make it hap(fen. Surprisingly, she under-
stood that she wanted it to happen. And then it did.
He was squirting again, deep inside her.

She felt her own erection swelling, then it was
pumping too, but into the air and onto the furniture.
He seemed to be going faster and harder; wave after
wave pulsed into her, then he was shrinking away
again.

Carla sighed, slumped back, and threw up against
the side of the couch. Then oblivion took over.

3k kK kokk

Morning hurt. The light on the curtains hurt. Mov-
ing her head hurt. She tried to turn over and sleep
again, but her head hurt more. An uncomfortable
stickiness around her bottom made her nightdress
cling to her skin. She screwed her eyes tight and re-
membered bits of the previous night.

“l don’t remember coming back here," she said to
herself and then saw her dress and shoes crumpled
up by the door, with shoes, bra and knickers close
by. Her bag was scattered over the floor. “Maybe I did;
[ must have.”

She tried to sit up and fell back a%ain, head aching
more and more; waves of pain throbbed through her
head. Carla tried to think. She remembered drinking
too much, then images flooded back of Lucio’s penis
at her lips, then having sex with her.

“Did I really do that?" Carla asked herself, and
then she knew. “Yes, all of it.”

_ She lay there until the telephone rang. “It’s Me-
lissa. I have news. Can I come up?”

“Where are you?”

“I”m in the lobby,"” she replied. “There’s a “Do Not
Disturb’ notice on your door but I have news.”
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Carla crawled to the door and unlocked it, as Me-
lissa came in. She took one look and helped Carla u
and pushed her into the shower, nightdress and all.
The shower pulsed, hot water and then cold water.
The soggy nightdress fell onto the tiles where it re-
mained, water and goodness knew what else running
from it into the central drain in the bathroom.

She began to feel better and turned off the shower,
grateful for the silence after the noise of the running
water. Wrapping a towel into a turban round her
head and another over her breasts, she came back
into the living room and almost fell onto the couch
there, head resting against the backrest.

“I guess you had a heavy night," Melissa said.
“You don’t want to know.”
“I can guess. You had hot sex with Lucio.”

“You could call it that," Carla mumbled. ‘I never
knew I could do such things.”

“I didn’t know you could do them either.”

“l think it was the drink," Carla said. “And of
course, I needed an excuse to do what Mike told me I
had to do.”

“That’s why I've come. He said to tell you that all
the things you did have been working so well. The
tracking details you gave to him showed that Lucio
was going to places he never suspected and obviously
seeing the wrong people.”

“That’s good." Carla tried to sound enthusiastic.

“I don’t understand how he was trackinf fyou
though," Melissa asked. Your phone is switched oif.”

“Promise not to tell," Carla said.

“l promise." Melissa watched as Carla dropped her
towel and stood naked in front of her.

Carla took her hand and pressed it to her left
breast. Can you feel anything?" she asked.
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_ “It’s a beautiful breast. I think I could come to love
it. You are going to keep them what this is over.
Promise me that you will.”

“Okay, I promise, but can’t you feel anything else?"
Carla pressed Melissa’s hand more firmly against the
breast. “Try again; are you sure you can’t feel any-
thing?”

“No, should I?”

“Not really, I can™t feel it either, but Mike said that
there’s a GPS tracker in there somewhere.”

“It’s still beautiful." Melissa stroked the nipple.
“We could have fun with these when you finish this
job, as long as your other bits are still working.”

Melissa stroked her penis as she touched her lips
to Carla’s nipple. Carla responded and grew to her
touch. Sliding her skirt up to her waist, Melissa
straddled Carla and guided her inside her. She
moved gently and rode her; taking her time and mak-
ing her wait when she threatened to try and take over
and end it too soon.

The climax when it came surprised them both. It
was as if they were floatin toégether, breathing and
moving as one. He tried so hard not to let his erection
subside but it was inevitable and he slid out, with
blobs of fluid dripping onto him before Melissa eased
back and stood again.

"

“We’ll have to do that more often,” Melissa de-
clared. “T like you with breasts; it seems to make you
gentler and more submissive.”

3k kK kokk

Carla and Melissa spent a lot of the next two days
together. They shopped and walked in the sun. They
lazed on the beach and had languid afternoon ses-
sions making love in the big bed. They knew that they
might be under observation, and so never spent a
night together. Carla was always alone when she
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called her hairdresser and makeup artist each morn-
ing to get her perfect for the day.

Lucio’s call came on the afternoon of their third
day together. After some small talk, he came to the
point.

“I"d like to take you to see the opera,” he said. ‘I
have a box and we shall have dinner before the gala
performance. It’s to be in costume, both for the cast
and the audience. It’s “Tosca,” my favourite and I
hope it is yours too.”

“That’s really enerous but ['ve never been to an
opera before. I'd love to go but I don’t have anything
to wear to the opera, let alone a gala costume dinner."
Carla said. “Maybe you’d better take someone else
who has all the right things to wear. [ wouldn’t want
to let you down.”

“Nonsense, it is all good," he insisted. “Here we can
hire a dress suitable for a queen or an empress, so I’ll
send a costumier to your suite tomorrow morning.
We will be going on Saturday night. They will arrange
elfl/e ﬂilling for you. I'm sure that you’ll be the belle of
the ball.”

“But don’t tell them what you found in my pant-
ies," Carla reminded him.

“I never give away a lady’s secrets,” he replied. ‘1
hope you recovered well after our last meeting. I'm
sorry we drank too much. It was my fault. I wanted
you so badly and the day had been so difficult with
my businesses.”

“l don’t remember coming back here.”

“I hired a service I know to gently transport you
back to your own bed," Lucio replied. ‘I hope they
were kind and got you into bed comfortably.”

“They did and I'm so grateful,” Carla replied. “I”’m
not sure that my head has recovered properly yet.”
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“I will call for you about four on Saturday. I am
sure you will look amazing and that everyone will ad-
mire you." He ended the call.

“Melissa, did you hear that?" Carla asked. “He said
he hired a service to bring me home the other night.”

“And they got you home safely," Melissa replied.

“But don’t you realise..." Carla looked aghast. “It
means that they saw me. They saw me naked, drip-
ping from my arse end. They saw me in all the worst
ways.”

_“But if Lucio arranged it, surely that means they’re
discreet.”

“That’s not the point.” Carla wept. “Why did I let
Mike get me into this mess?”

3k kK kokk

By the next day, Carla was sufficiently calmer
about the whole thing and even began to see the
funny side.

“I wonder if they’re used to this sort of job," she
asked Melissa. “Can you imagine what might make
someone want to do that work?”

Their laughter as the jokes got more and more
crude was interrupted by the costumier’s arrival

_ “Patrice Delancourt at your service." The dapper
little man handed her a card with a flamboyant ges-
ture and a deep bow.

He adjusted his ﬂo%py bow tie, straightened his
jacket, and checked himself in the mirror before
turning his attention to Carla.

“First, I have to take the measurements," he lisped
a little as he spoke in heavily accented English and
took out a notebook and pencil on which he began to
sketch her.
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He rattled off question after question; bra size,
waist hips, bust, shoes, height, and so on, before
measuring lesser known areas. He recorded shoulder
to elbow, width of back, chin to waist, and so on, un-
til Carla was quite bemused by all the figures.

“Are all these necessary?" she asked.

“Why yes, of course," Patrice assured her. “You are
to be dressed at our best service. You will fit like a
glove into our finest creation.”

Carla didn’t bother to correct him, as he pulled out
a book of suggestions ranging from Renaissance
court dress to courtesans, to Hollywood’s glamour
era and beyond.

“l always liked early 1930’s glamour," Carla con-
fessed and the pages flipped along to that era.

"

“My darling, a favourite of mine also." Patrice
clasped his hands to his heart in delight. “Raw silk
and perhaps trousers, each leg as wide as a skirt,
with a nipped high waist and a simple low-cut bodice;
shoulder pads to emphasise your tiny waist, and
sleeves long and flowing like the trousers. I can see it
now.”

“T’d like to see it," Melissa chimed in.
“Can you do that in time?" Carla asked.

“My silkworms will be given orders as soon as I go
to the workshop."

“Why can’t I get service like this?" Melissa asked.

“Madam, 1 do not work cheap." Patrice seemed to
draw himself up to his full height and dignity. “I need
a beautiful woman as a challenge to make her more
beautiful.”

“l don’t know what you’re saying here." Melissa
looked offended.

“Take no notice," Carla laughed. “She’s winding
you up.”
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“Winding me up?" Patrice looked puzzled. “I do not
have this expression. I wind cotton, not me.”

“Never mind," Carla laughed again at his confu-
sion. “T'll need your help to sort out the hair and
make up to go with it. Do you know anyone?”

“It is part of the service," he said. “Patrice; he pro-
vide everything of the best. You look absolute.”

He held out his hand. Carla took it to shake but in
a theatrical gesture, he raised it to his lips and kissed
it.

“I have everything ready for Saturday lunch. I

come with hair and everything, girls. We make you
ready like nowhere else.”

He bowed again and was gone.

3k kK kokk

“I wonder if he’s as good as he talks?" Melissa and
Carla were waiting in her suite. “It’s almost noon.”

“I wonder why he said it would take him so long to
get me ready.” Carla looked out of the window to the
street below to see a commotion.

Patrice was calling instructions to two girls who
were carrying a dress carefully from a long estate car.
A third girl was carrying a substantial case in each
hand as they entered the hotel.

“Don’t look now, but I think this is where the show
starts." Carla opened the door and stood back. The
elevator arrived and Patrice entered, followed by his
assistants.

“We are ready to make you beautiful,” he an-
nounced. “We have the costume, the dresser for the
hair and the cosmetic."

His assistants bowed as if on cue, as he set forth a
ic_orrent of instructions in French. He glared at Me-
issa.
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“I'm the chaperone,” she announced. “That’s
French for I’'m staying to watch.”

Patrice turned up his nose and proceeded to direct
his assistants. The girls took Carla into the bedroom
as he fussed around with the dress and then took
various undergarments from one of the cases. He
gestured for Melissa to look.

“They’re all the same quality of silk." She ran her
hands gently across the fabrics, and smiled her ap-
proval. “They”’re beautiful.”

He handed the underwear to one of the assistants,
who disappeared into the bedroom. An hour later,
Carla emerged in her underwear with a silk robe
belted and flowing down to her ankles.. Her hair had
been sprayed and teased into a long platinum bob,
with sides which could swing like curtains as she
shook her head.

Her eyes were most striking with long lashes and
high, thin eyebrows in a modern style but one which
really recalled the Thirties’ shape and depth. Her
lashes were long and sweeping, with subtle soft
shades on the upper eye and thin eyeliner top and
bottom. Most striking of all were the lips, a deeper
shade of radiant red than Carla had ever used, with a
sharply defined top lip, not a Twenties cupid’s bow
‘lbut xglder, with the bottom lip proportionately en-
arged.

“I look like I should have a cigarette holder and fif-
teen gentlemen in tail coats rushing to light the ciga-
rette, then I could look at them all with contempt. I
could choose one and allow him to light it. I'd blow
smoke in his face, look at him and say, “Have him
washed and sent to my room.”

“You're cruel,” Melissa laughed. “I do like the idea
though.”

“He won’t let me dress until the last minute," Carla
said as Patrice fussed around her. “He says it might
crease the fabric too much.”
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“l can’t blame him." Melissa took her hand and
saw the nails, long and matching her lips. “It’s abso-
lutely gorgeous. “I'd be afraid to wear anything that
pure and delicate.”

“Would you help me with my earrings?" Carla
asked. “I can’t decide between the red ones and the
black ones.”

Melissa looked at them both, long and equally ex-
travagant, glittering in the boxes. “It has to be the
red,"” she announced. “Everything’s pale, from your
hair to your shoes. The red will shout against it and
be so striking.”

Carla turned her head so that Melissa could get
the posts through her pierced ears and fix them
firmly in place.

“There’s nothing worse that walking round with
one earring when you should have two. I hate it when
I lose one.” Melissa fussed, checking the hold.

Patrice’s telephone rang, and he exchanged a few
sentences in rapid French with the caller. “Lucio will
be here in ten minutes," he announced. “It is time for
the dress.”

The assistants sprang into action when he clapﬁ)ed
and they held the fabric for Carly to slip one leg, then
the other, into the trousers. They pulled up the fabric
to her waist. The concealed zipper followed, making it
sit very tightly and closely from the top of her hips to
just under her breasts.

There the fabric opened so that she could slip her
arms into the sleeves, which came full and long over
her wrists. With her arms by her sides, they trailed
downwards towards her knees and swirled as she
moved. A concealed fastener held the dress below her
bust, opening onto a %enerous view of her cleavage,
which the silk bra held up tightly, making her
breasts look bigger than they already were.

The shoulder pads were eased into place and with
the pull of the fabric and a concealed fastener around
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her bra strap, the whole creation looked as if it were a
second skin around her body, with the fabric so loose
and generous flowing around her arms and legs. It fit
like a gorgeously expensive gown should fit.

Patrice examined her minutely from the side, the
back, the other side and the front. He pinched and
adjusted the fabric minutely, as if he could alter the
fit at this stage. He clapped and an assistant brought
his case. He selected a bracelet for her left wrist,
heavy but plain, with a red stone, and a matchin
flingdwhich he placed on the ring finger of her left

and.

“Perfect,” he announced after walking round her
again. “Perfect for her debut at the opera and for peo-
ple to say Patrice is a triumph again.”

The doorbell rang, and Lucio was admitted. “Be
double careful,” Melissa hissed as they walked
through the door to his waiting limousine.

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

“You will be the belle of the ball this evening."
Lucio presented her with a huge bunch of red roses.
“We will be talked about for years. You look ravish-
ing.”

“Let’s hope the talk doesn’t begin with “Do you re-
member the boy in the silk dress%” I’d hate to be read
as a boy by anyone,” Carla said and then she remem-
bered something. “But [ will be read, won’t I? People
know who your partners have been.”

“Maybe, but let them wonder." Lucio smiled. “To-
night is the night when they will think I have
changed.”

The car drew up outside the opera house; a grand
old building, glittering with lights and flowers. A
commissionaire opened the door,and handed Carla
out, with her still holding the bunch of roses. A paée
arrived at her elbow, indicating that he would take
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them for her, and the photographers clicked and
flashed as they made their way into the foyer.

“I'm amazed." Carla looked round as they walked
towards the dining room where a string orchestra
was playing. “I never knew things like this were real. |
always thought they were only for the movies."

“Maybe you’re in a movie of your own." Lucio took
her hand and placed it formally on top of his arm as
they walked. “I am sad that there is no princess to
whom I could present you, only the wife of the chair-
man of the opera committee.”

Carla thought to curtsey as she arrived at the front
of the imposing lady greeting everyone as they en-
tered. She nodded at whatever was said to her and
muttered a quick “Enchante,” hoping it was suffi-
ciently polite. The lady smiled and inclined her head,
so she assumed it to be okay.

She was too nervous to eat more than a few nibbles
at her food in the dining room. She didn’t want to
stain her dress either, and sipped sparingly at her
wine. Much of the talk, in ra 1(? French, passed her
by, although Lucio translated a few sentences.

The meal ended and their host rang a bell as a sig-
nal that they should take their seats. Lucio escorted
her to his box, angled to the stage so that they could
be seen by the audience as much as they could see
the stage. Perhaps that was the function of a box in
the theatre, Carla thought, so that people could show
themselves to those not fortunate enough to have a
box of their own.

The overture started, then the action. Big ladies
with commanding voices, baritones with deeper
notes, and then the soprano, all mixing in beautiful
music. The action was a little slow,but with such
melody floating all around them, it didn’t seem to
matter.

The interval brought them into the salon at the
rear of the theatre. Champagne and nibbles again,
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this time served by uniformed waitresses, each as
pretty as the next.

“They don’t let the plain ones serve in this area,"
Lucio explained as she cau%ht him stroking the rear
of one of the girls who blushed and hurried away.

The second and third acts followed, just as musi-
cal and magical. Carla lost track of who wanted to do
what with whom and when. It seemed a little unlikely
with some of these huge divas, she thought.

It all came to an end with ovations and flowers pre-
sented, and encores sung. Thelz made their walsjl to
the front of the theatre. Carla thought she caught a
glimpse of Mike and quickly looked away in case
Lucio noted any recognition between them.

3k kK kokk

The car drogped them at Lucio’s front door. He
went through the security regime and then they were
in. He wasted no time at all. Within a second of the
door closing, he was pulling Carla to him and run-
ning his hands from her backside to her breasts.

He kissed her and Carla, remembering her role,
kissed him back and felt the front of his trousers. A
rewarding bulge was there already. He 11c;icked her up,
kissing her again as he carried her up the staircase to
lt')lisd huge bedroom where he dropped her onto his

ed.

Carla’s acting instincts took over. She sat up and
rabbed for his belt. He made a show of reluctance,
ut only for a second or two, then came to her and al-

lowed her to open the belt. His trousers fell to his an-
kles. He kicked off his shoes and pants and raised his
erect penis to her face.

Carla turned over and lay on her back, her head
falling back over the edge, so that she looked at the
underside of his penis and sac. She fondled it, letting
him feel her nails gently scratching each side of the
sac and then along the underside of his erection.
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Somehow Carla’s clothes were removed. First the
wonderful silk dress seemed to slip off far more easily
than it had been put on. The bra clasp must have
been easy too because it fell open at a touch, and the
panties simply fell away once released from her
waist.

Lucio stepped to the side and waved a brandy bot-
tle questioningly at her. She nodded and accepted a
%lass from him. She drank, feeling the amber liquid

urn its way down her throat. He played with her
breasts, licking and sucking each in turn. She knew
that the GPS device was well hidden, but the thought
that he might feel it rippled through her conscious-
ness.

He moved forward. She tilted her head slightly
sideways so that she could run her lips along the pe-
nis from base to tip and back Again. She did it once
more, slower this time, allowing him to feel her
;ciongue licking and flicking along the length, up and

own.

He held her head and forced his penis into her
mouth. It didn’t fit as well upside down as it had
when she had been facing him. He seemed to realise
and withdrew, before turning her over and entering
her mouth again. He iplaye with her, in and out,
pushing and teasing alternately, until he seemed to
get rougher and pushed harder and harder into her
gag reflex.

Carla bobbed her head faster and faster, willin
him to come and then he’d shrink for a while an
maybe be gentler. She sucked, eased off, and sucked
again. His hands went to the back of her head, pull-
ing and controlling her movements. Then it was com-
ing. She felt the swelling and the tension, screwing
up her eyes, knowing what was next.

He was pulsing and pumping into the back of her
throat again; grunting like an animal as he tried to
prolong the moment when he was really spent. He
subsided and held his penis against her mouth. She
knew he meant for her to lick it clean.
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More drink followed. Carla knew she was bein
careless with the amount she was drinking. Her hea
wasn’t strong at the best of times but she reasoned
that drink may be her easiest way of getting through
the rest of the eveninﬁ. She knew Lucio was resting,
waiting until he could grow again. She knew that
when it happened, her rear was inevitably his target.

She drank some more, feeling her head get a little
lighter and her movements a little more remote. She
was having trouble co-ordinating her movements.
Everything seemed spacey and clumsy. For no rea-
son she started to giggle.

She tried to speak, but words wouldn’t form. She
heard herself as if from somewhere remote, trying to
say something. It was important she knew, but when
the words failed to form, she let it go. She screwed her
eyes to focus. Lucio seemed to have two penises now,
both the same size and both coming closer. She
reached for one, but it wasn’t there. She touched the
other one and held on, pulling it closer. She kissed
the tip and heard Lucio saying something.

He rolled her over and raised her knees so that she
was kneeling on the bed. He held her tightly and then
that feeling again of something pushing at her rear. It
seemed easier now. She knew what he wanted and it
was all floating away as she pushed back, harder and
harder with each push. It was hurting a little now
and she tried to protest.

He pushed harder again. She felt her muscles
clenching tight. He put his hand over her mouth and
held that bottle under her nose again. She tried to
hold her breath but it was not much use; she had to
breathe. A hit ran through her as a hot flush ran from
end to end. She relaxed and he pushed again. She
could feel his sac against her, and stopge thinking
to picture it, despite Lucio’s continual thrusting.

He was pumping now. Carla could feel the spasms
of his throbbing member. It seemed larger than be-
fore and to go on longer. Then it was easing and
shrinking out. Carla fell forward onto her front as he
pulled out and then oblivion took over.
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Daylight again and she was back in her own bed in
a nightdress. She felt behind and knew it would be
wet from her leaking anus. She rolled over and
blinked her eyes against the light, then slipped away
again.

She woke later, still with a banging headache and
a reluctance to get out of bed, even though her blad-
der was demanding that she did so. She slowly rolled
over and then stood. Holding onto the wall, she felt
her way to the bathroom and collapsed onto the ba-
sin.

Something felt wrong. It wasn’t only the sticky goo
running down her thighs. It wasn’t the room spin-
ning around her. It was something else. It didn’t feel
right. She let a stream fall into the basin and slipped
her shoulders out of the nightgown. She stood and it
fell to the floor.

Something still didn’t feel right. There was a
weight where there should not have been any. She
looked down and saw something metal. She reached
with both hands and felt something metal. It was
around her penis and under her ball sac. The metal
was like a series of joined hoops, holding her penis
inside its cage.

She pulled. It wouldn’t come off. There was more
metal fastened to the rear of her sac. She took a deep
breath. This must be a bad dream, she thought and
walked towards the mirror. She looked closely,
screwing her addled eyes to make them focus.

The cage was still there, still fastened tightly round
her penis and fastened so that there was no visible
way of getting free. There was no keﬁhole and no pad-
lock. It felt entirely smooth. She looked again and her
penis started to grow within the cage. It hurt. It was
trying to grow but the confines were too small.

“Damn Lucio," she said g,uietly and then again
loudly, with full vehemence. “How dare he?”
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She went to get her phone and called his number.
It rang and rang until it went to voicemail. “Call me
back,” she spouted.

Another call. “Melissa, can you get here quickly?"
She almost cried in pain and frustration when she
was answered.

She washed and brushed out her hair. Her breasts
were sore from Lucio’s too rough handling last night
so she put on a soft bra and a long robe, tied at the
waist. She took a deep breath to calm herself and
looked in the mirror. Almost by instinct, she did her
makeup, feeling better as her face took on its normal
appearance.

“I ran away to sea to escape makeup,"” Carla said to
herself. “Now I can’t imagine a day without it.”

“Maybe it’s his idea of a joke?" Melissa said calmly
after examining Carla’s plight. “I can’t see any way of
opening it, without a special key. There seems to be a
btgirel of some sort which would accept a round type
of key.”

“Oh great," Carla replied. “He’s not answering his
phone and I've got no idea where he is. He’s usually
glued to the thing. It’s a bit strange he hasn’t an-
swered or called back.”

“If it’s a joke, [ don”t think it’s funny," Melissa said
and then ]:t))aused as if a thought was being processed.
“It could be interesting though. You’ll have to work
hard to satisfy me until we figure some way of releas-
ing you.”

Carla looked at her. She saw the great big grin on
her face and suddenly saw the funny side of it. “It
could be fun, but don’t try making me grow. It hurts
too much.”

“l wonder if he’d sell me the key." Melissa reached
for the cage again. “I like the idea of having you help-
less and under my control.”
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“It’s not funny,” Carla said again. “It may be fun if
there was a way of getting out of the cage, but right
now I can’t think of anything other than getting out.”

"

I'll call Lucio again." Melissa took Carla’s cell
phone and set it to the loudspeaker. Again there was
no reply.

They called everﬁ half-hour throul%h the day and
into the evening. The next day and the one after got
them no further. Carla calmed down, but couldn’t
bring herself to dress; not with that unsightly bulge
under her clothes. She paced the suite in robe and
mules, as if distracted, but always perfectly
made-up.

“I'll have to go and find him," Melissa said. “Some-
one must know where he is or how to contact him.”

“Don’t go telling people why,’Carla said. “I don”t
want the world to know about this. It’s horrible.”
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“I think I have some news." Melissa was back a
couple of hours later. “I'm not sure that you”re going
to like it though.”

“How bad can it be?" Carla replied. “When I think
of my life this last few months, what could possibly go
wrong that hasn’t gone wrong already?”

“Lucio has disappeared,” Melissa said. “Marcel
told me that much. It seems that he’s been found out.
He stole unbelievable amounts from... well, from
whoever he was supposed to be working for.”

“So Mike was right about that," Carla replied.

“So it’s not bad news," Melissa said. “You’re off the
hook. No more sex with Lucio.”

“And no more sex with anyone unless I can get this
contraption off." Carla’s hands went to her groin.
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“You can have sex with me,"” Melissa said softly. “It
would take your mind off other things. I’d enjoy it and
you might learn something useful.’

“You witch." Carla laughed and grabbed her arm.

She pulled her into a kiss and then another. Me-
lissa’s hand 1grabbed the cage and Carla could feel
her fingernails through the gaps.

“I said don’t do that." Carla pulled the hand away.
“It hurts.”

“So let me take you to bed," Melissa said, taking
her hand and pulling her along. “It feels fun to be the
dominant one for a change.”

Melissa undressed and gently undressed Carla so
that they fell into bed together. With tongues and fin-
gers, they explored each other, breasts to breasts,
then lips to lips. Sometimes it was Carla’s lips to
pleasure Melissa in the way that a girl can pleasure
another. Carla almost got used to the discomfort of
her imprisonment in the metal cage.

They lay there in the declining li§ht of another day.
“I wonder what we’re supposed to do now," Carla said
as Melissa held her closely.

“Something will turn up tomorrow," Melissa said
brightly.

“l know; we’ll be evicted.”
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It wasn’t an eviction notice that came to their door
the next morning.

“I think you deserve an explanation,” Mike said,
sitting down and acceptinlg1 coffee from Melissa. “I
know that I forced you into helping me. I'm sorry, but
it was necessary.”

“But why me?" Carla asked.
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“You had the looks, the skills and you were avail-
able," Mike replied.

“You made me act like a common prostitute,”
Carla replied. “You took me over, made me get breast
implants and forced me to live as a girl all the time. 1
was having sex with Lucio because you told me that I
had to. I had no choices."

“So sue me," Mike said. “You make a damn hot girl
anyway, so where’s the problem?”

“It wasn’t what I intended,” Carla snapped. ‘I
never asked for any of this.”

“Never mind. Let me tell you what’s happened,"”
Mike continued. “Lucio’s gone; we think to Turkey
where we can’t get our hands on him, but he’s left his
money behind, and we’ve got our hands on that.”

“So you didn’t need me after all,” Carla said.
“Thanks so much.”

“Oh but we did need you," Mike replied. “It worked
like a dream. You bugged his phone and his com-
puter. We’d never have gotten anywhere near those
without you. He took you places. Your GPS traced
them for us and again, we couldn’t have put his asso-
ciates together without that information.”

“So what’s in it for us?" Carla asked. “I've never
been so used or so scared in my life. He drugged me,
had sex with me, and dumped me here in a mess. |
hadkto pretend to like him which was really hard
work.”

“I think that given the sums recovered, I can per-
suade my associates to be generous," Mike replied.
“Lucio paid for you to stay here for the rest of the year
anyway and his deposit for your accommodation
package will last a few months more.”

“How generous?" Melissa interrupted.

“I've suggested ten percent of all we recover. My as-
sociates agreed. I think they’ll stick to it when the
rest of the recovery is complete. It’s far more than we

Page - 97



HIGH KICKS BY JESSICA MATTHEWS

ever thought. I can’t say how much. But it’s a life
changing sum for you both.”

“Is that for real?" Carla”s eyes were wide open in
shock.

?Of course. We have a strict code of honour," Mike
nodded. “That’s why it was so important to deal with
Lucio. He broke the code.”

“I think you’d better tell him about your little prob-
lem." Melissa changed the subject.

Carla blushed as Mike and Melissa exchanged
lances. Carla stood and turned her back to them.
he opened her robe and turned round. Mike gasped

when he saw the cage around her penis.

“It’s locked on, and wherever Lucio is, I suppose
he’s got the key to this device," she said.

“May I?" Mike took hold of the metal and tried to
turn it over.

“Careful," Carla said. “That’s really me in there.”

“I'll take some photos. Mike took out his phone. “If
my guys can get into Lucio” safe, then someone can
get through this little baby.”

“Is it really so little?" Melissa asked mischievously.
“He told me it was above average when we used to
sleep together."

Suddenly it was funny again.
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[t wasn’t funny waiting for someone to appear to
remove the cage. A week went by and then another.
Carla remained stoical now.

The first fruits of their life-altering fortune were be-
ing paid and Melissa was putting them safely away,
leaving them with a generous sum for living ex-
penses.
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“I'm confused,” Carla confessed one evening as
they were sitting on the balcony, sipping wine in the
late sunshine.

“Why so?" Melissa replied. “It all seems to have
turned out well in the end.”

“Maybe we’re okay financially, but I'm not sure
who [ am.”

"

“You’re with me,

Melissa replied. “No problem
there.”

"Maybe not, but have I3170u noticed what I'm doing
lately?" Carla said. “I've had my nails done, and my
hair coloured again. It’s gone to a more obvious
bleached blonde job.”

“I like it. It’s a real girly colour,"” Melissa replied. ‘1
wish I was as pretty and that I could get away with it.”

“Okay and I've been reading fashion magazines
too." Carla shook her head. “I should have been en-
quiring about removing these babies." She held up
her breasts. “But I don’t really want to; I love having
them. I don’t want to lose them. I don’t want to leave
this girl behind and go back to being what [ was." A
tear slipped from the corner of her eye. “Im sorry."

“There’s no need to be sorry." Melissa took her
hands. “I didn’t say anything but [ was hoping you’d
want to stay female after all this. It’s the female ver-
sion of you that brought us together, and I think it’s
going to keep us together.”

“That’s reassuring." Carla relaxed.

“You've probably had enough surgery anyway, or
you will have when they cut your penis off to get rid of
that cage." Melissa again.

Carla looked shocked and then laughed. “I think I
heard that story about a cow that got its head stuck
through a fence. They cut off the cow’s head to get it
out.”
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“Maybe we’d better hope for a happier ending,” Me-
lissa said.

K 3k 3k %k 3k kK

It was embarrassing when the locksmith came. He
was a little man with a moustache, waxed in an older
[talian style. He had a cigarette which never left the
corner of his mouth when he talked or worked. It left
it briefly only when he accepted a cup of coffee.

He had no English and his apology when he took
hold of the offending cage and its contents was
clearlY understood without language. His chortle was
equally understood when he first saw it.

He opened his case and selected a tool. A twist a
tug and there were two pieces falling to the floor and
a released Carla was hanging out and growing by the
moment.

She wra%ped her gown around to hide it as the
man made his exit.

“I think we’d better do something about that." Me-
lissa took Carla’s hand as she placed her other hand
around the growing erection. “Then we’ll get dressed
and I can take my beautiful girlfriend for dinner.”

H##
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