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The Repertory

Company

by Jessica Matthews
The theatre was old, but a fixture in the town. It wasbuilt many years earlier in a different economic age,when tourists were plentiful, and actors were willing towork their way through the provinces. Now it waslargely amateur, with a core of stalwarts from otherprofessions. There were some wives and daughters ofthe wealthy, and the others were those who caught thetheatre bug early and fitted their lives around produc-tions, going from job to job, and coming alive when onstage. The building was placed into a family trust toprotect it from financial ruin, but still had a precariousexistence.
�Could I have your attention, everyone?� MarshallHemming came onto the stage of the tiny theatre clap-ping his hands.
He waited until he had the silence he wanted. �Ourtrustees have appointed Melanie Baxter as our guestdirector for the next production. As you know, herwork is nationally reviewed, and we are grateful thisthis is to be sponsored by our Arts Board, otherwise wecouldn�t afford someone of her stature.�
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He stood aside and held out his arm to the wings.Right on cue, Miss Baxter stepped forward. The smalltheatre troupe applauded. A spotlight cut in, holdingher as she stepped to the front of the stage.
�Hello,� she said, smiling broadly. �I�ve been awayfrom small theatres for too long, and I�m really pleasedto be coming back to direct your summer season pro-duction. I know that this is an amateur group, andthat most of you have to make a living elsewhere, butI�m sure that together we can do something special.�
She stood back, smiling and waving. Marshallshook her hand and they kissed the air as the rest ofthe committee and sponsors joined them on stage.
�We invite you all to an informal reception in the bar,and hope you�ll all have the chance to meet MissBaxter before the evening is over.� Marshall beamedover the members of the theatre group.
�What do you think of that?� Courtney Robertspouted into the huddle at the back, ever the ingénue.
�I think she�ll be fun.� Daniel Stone, leading man inso many productions, offered an opinion to generalagreement.
Courtney took his arm; they moved away towardsthe bar and the excited voices moving the same way.
�And what does it mean for you?� Henry Potter, old-est member and stalwart of many productions,grinned.
�I guess I�ll be painting scenery, lifting and carryingprops, and filling in a prompt just like always.� IanMorgan shrugged his shoulders. �I really don�t knowwhy I joined. I may get past the first readings once in awhile, but they always dump me after the audition.Perpetual understudy for everything other than a lead,that�s me.�
�Come on,� Henry replied. �They also serve who onlycarry a spear.�
�And hold the prompt book,� Ian added, as they fol-lowed into the bar.
They pushed through the small crowd, consistingmostly of amateurs, with a few who were �resting� long
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term, having married into money in the town�s touristtrade.
�I�m Melanie Baxter.� Ian was surprised by her handoffered to him as he reached the bar.
�I�m Ian Morgan.� He spluttered. �Prompts, spear car-rying and scenery painting a speciality.�
�I�m sure that�s not why you�re here.� Melanie lookeddirectly into his eyes.
�No, that�s true.� He replied. �I don�t seem to fit withthe productions our previous directors have chosen.
�We shall see how you fit into mine.� She replied,turning back with a wave rather than a dismissal.
�I could get on with her.� Henry said as she walkedaway. �Just what this place needs: a bit of a shake-up.�
�Couldn�t agree more.� Ian nodded. �I wonder whatwe�ll be doing.�
�What we�ll be doing is several weeks of rehearsals,with Daniel getting ever more pompous, and Courtneyever more simpering.� Henry predicted. �We�ll get to theweek of the show, five performances, Tuesday throughSaturday, and then we�ll have a party.�
�And Daniel will be condescending and apologetic,Courtney will be charming, and then we�ll all wake upwith bad heads and do it all again for another show inthree months.�
�Oh, the joyous life of the amateur theatre.� Henrysighed. �At least we have a proper director this time.�
�Is she really good?� Ian asked.
�She seems to be, and she�s well connected.�

*****
�I�ve looked through the suggestions you sent,�Melanie said slowly. �I�ve also looked through the fi-nancial statements. If your group is to survive, youneed to make some serious money in the next summerseason.�
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�That�s why we thought of the classics.� Marshallnodded. �Ibsen or Chekhov, something uplifting.�
�It�s hardly amusing in these recessionary times,though,� Melanie said cautiously, watching the reac-tion of some of the other committee members aroundthe table. �We don�t have to make a decision tonight,but I have in mind something lighter.�
�I don�t think we should pander to the lowest tastes,�Marshall replied.
�I don�t care what taste we pander to, we need bumson seats.� Melanie said. �The Casey Trust gave me a re-mit to do all I can to make this venture viable. That�swhy they gave you this sponsorship. You only have onechance, and I�m determined that I won�t be leavinghere with a failure on my back.�
�So what do you have in mind?� Marshall�s displea-sure was barely disguised.
�I don�t know, and that�s the truth.� Melanie replied.�I have a few ideas, but I really want to talk themthrough with the cast I have to work with. I want it tobe something fast and funny; it�s got to be familiarenough to bring in the crowds, and it needs a feel-goodfactor too.�
�I don�t know how the cast will take to that idea,�Marshall cautioned.
�Oh, don�t be an old fuddy duddy, Marshall,� said avoice from the far end of the table. The attentionshifted to that end of the room. �I�m sorry, Miss Baxter,we haven�t been introduced, but I�m Harriet Casey,and my family have owned this building for genera-tions. I�m fed up with old ideas which have brought theplace to near bankruptcy. If you want to get bums onseats, as you say, then I�m on your side.�
�Thank you, Mrs Casey.� Melanie was grateful for anally. �Perhaps you�d like to tell me about the theatre�spast productions.�
�Oh, don�t get me started on all that.� Harrietlaughed. �I could bore you with my scrapbooks for aweek or two.�
The meeting rambled on, as these things do. Therewas no helpful suggestion and no real direction.
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Melanie sat quietly, catching a sympathetic look fortime to time from Harriet. Marshall closed the meetingwhen it became obvious that his suggestions were be-ing stonewalled.
�I would like to talk one afternoon if you could sparethe time.� Harriet handed a card to Melanie. �I�mmostlyat home, so just call to say you�re on your way.�

*****
Harriet Baxter, in her elegant home representing agrand style from the previous century, graciouslygreeted Melanie when she called the next day.
�I guess the Casey Trust must belong in your family.�Melanie waited as Harriet poured tea from a floweredpot.
�Grandpa actually.� Harriet replied. �He made a for-tune in the stock market, but all he really wanted wasto be on the stage. It wasn�t done in the Casey family,though, and he was always a man to do his duty. Fa-ther, on the other hand, always wanted to be a stock-broker, and nearly killed himself chasing bigger pots ofgold.�
�And did he catch them?� Melanie couldn�t resist thequestion.
�Yes and no. He did really well, but it almost killedhim. After mother died, I came back to look after him,and now there�s only me.� She hesitated. �Me and thetheatre trust, of course.�
�And the trust picked me.� Melanie looked quizzicallyat her host.
�Well, I am the trust, really, so you are my choice.�She replied. �Of course, I don�t go round telling every-one that�the lawyers are ever so discreet when theawards are announced�but I really did want you tocome.�
�And did you have a project in mind?� Melaniecaught the twinkle in the older lady�s eye.
�I thought we should try something really light andeasy.� She replied, picking up a folio from the rack be-side her chair. �It was one of the first productions years
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ago, and I thought a revival, with your touch of course,would go down well. I know they�ll hate the idea, butreally this is a vacation town. We need something light.Entertainment isn�t a rude word.�
�Okay, so what is it?�
Harriet looked at the folio again, and then passed itover. �Charley�s Aunt.�
Melanie gasped.
�By Brandon Thomas, 1892,� Harriet said. �Out ofcopyright and due for a revival anyway.�
�Yes, I know the piece, but I�ve never seen it per-formed.� Melanie flipped through the pages of the yel-lowing folder.
�It�s entirely predictable really, but with the rightsetting, and decent casting, it could work,� Harrietcontinued. �I think it should be updated a bit too, youknow, given a modern setting. Do take it away and seewhat you think.�
�Do I need to think?� Melanie asked.
�Well, not really. I am on the board, and as this is be-ing underwritten by the trust, I think this time theywill defer to my wishes.�
�What will Marshall Hemming say?�
�Leave him to me, my dear.� Harriet smiled. �Moretea?�

* * * * *
�I believe you took tea with Miss Casey.� MarshallHemming�s demeanour shouted his displeasure. �Re-ally, we can�t have this. A low farce, indeed! We havebetter things in mind, surely?�
�I�ve looked at the balance sheets, and if Miss Caseyfeels that a low farce is appropriate, then a low farce itshall be.� Melanie wasn�t going to give any ground tothis pompous tirade. �We need something to bring inthe crowds or this place is going under.�
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�Miss Casey would never allow it.� Marshall splut-tered.
�She may not want it, but the figures really tell theirown story. You may have chosen the programme in thepast, but now I�m here, it�s my turn. I�m sorry if youdon�t like it, but Charley�s Aunt it shall be.�
�I shall protest to the board!� Marshall replied.
�I�m sorry you feel that way.� Melanie tried a softerapproach. �I value your experience and all you�ve donehere. The board brought me in to do something differ-ent. I want your support, but there can be only one di-rector here, and believe me, I�m it.�
Marshall stood back, his thought processes visibleto anyone who might have looked. He took a deepbreath. �Of course.� He said. �I will not stand in yourway. We both want the best for the theatre.�
�I�m glad you said that, Marshall.� Melanie took hisarm and walked towards her office. �I want to discusssome casting ideas with you.�

* * * *
�Charley�s Aunt.� Henry announced. �Better than allthat social issue, tragedy stuff we�ve done recently.�
�I�ve heard of it.� Ian replied. �It�s a period piece. Ican�t see Daniel Stone in the leading role, though. He�snot going to be happy.�
�No, that�s true.� Henry laughed. �It won�t do him anyharm to come down off his high horse for once.�
�Bet he still gets to be the lead, though.� Ian scoffed.�I�ll get the smallest part again.�
�Melanie has auditions planned, though. She andMarshall Hemming are trying to pretend that they�retogether on this, so he�s sitting in.�
�I can�t see Marshall getting a say in her decisions,though. She�s a tough reputation, and from what Ihear, her cast do wonders for her.�
�I�m just pleased to see Miss Casey and her trusteesmaking such a brave decision,� Ian replied. �I really
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want to have some fun here, and it�s time we lightenedup.�
�So you�re going to audition?� Henry asked.
�Of course.� Ian struck a pose. �I may be only a spearcarrier, but I have aspirations.�
�Er�there are no spears in this one.�
�You know what I mean; I�ll probably be the servantwho has two lines in act three.�

* * * * *
�Come in,� Melanie called, standing up as Ian cameinto her office. She held out her arms and greeted himwarmly.
�That�s more than I expected.� Ian blurted out in sur-prise. �Are you sure you know who I am?�
�Of course I do.� Melanie sat down. �I wanted to hearyou read and to see if you�d fit into my plans.�
�Plans?� Ian asked.
�I�m told you could do comedy, and that you nevergot a chance before. I know your old tutor at college,and you�re the right physical shape for what I have inmind.�
�Okay.� Ian said slowly. �So what part would that be?�
�Lord Fancourt Babberly; Babbs for short.�
�Isn�t that one of the leads?� said Ian, shocked.
�It is the lead.� Melanie replied. �Babbs is Donna Lu-cia, from Brazil � where the nuts come from, as theplay keeps repeating. You�re Charlie�s Aunt.�
�And you don�t want me to audition?� Ian asked.
�No, I want to know if you�re willing to do it.� Melaniehanded him a folder. �Here�s the edited script, and myplans for the production. These are only notes, and Ihope you won�t discuss them with any of the othermembers of the company until we get into rehearsals.�
�Wow, thanks for trusting me.� Ian took the folder.
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�There�s more to it.� Melanie said slowly. �I�m updat-ing the play to modern dress, despite the old-fashionednature of the plot. Of course, there are some inconsis-tencies in the way society worked when the play waswritten, but it�s a farce and it can take it.�
�I�m confused. Where do I fit in with this?� Ian asked.
�I want a glamorous and believable Charley�s aunt. Ithink you could do it. It�s going to be a lot of work andsome of it may not be comfortable, but if you�re willing,it could lead to better things.�
�Well, there�s not a lot of career development in car-rying a spear, or a tray.� Ian said. �I don�t know that myreputation has grown in the last few years. It could getme a career in pantomime, or burlesque.�
�It could be fun.� Melanie�s expression was encour-aging.
�What would I have to do?�
�First you say nothing. We do the rehearsals, andthe dress rehearsals as normal, and then before thefirst night, we really work on Charlie�s aunt herself. Ihave some sketches here.� Ian walked round the deskto look. �They�re rough sketches, but you get the idea ifyou look at this sequence. Take it away, keep it secret,read it tonight and we�ll talk tomorrow.�
�I think I get the idea.� Ian said, handling the folderback to Melanie.
�I thought you would.� She replied, �but could you doit for me?�
�I think so. Even if I fail, it�s going to be fun.�
�Is it going to be difficult for you when we get to theperformances? The idea is that you�re going to be avery feminine Charley�s Aunt. I envisage the firstscenes with you as Babbs are going to be the mostproblematic. You�ll have a wig and maybe a beard tolook quite manly, and then with a change of clothesand make up, hey presto, female.�
�I don�t think I know how to act female.� Ian saidslowly.
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�Don�t worry. By the time we get to that stage, you�llhave learned.�
* * * * *

�You�re doing what?� Henry asked next day after Ianhad returned the script outline to Melanie. He wasclearing away old scenery in the wings.
�I�m not going to spell it out,� Ian replied. �Largely be-cause I don�t know how it�s going to work.�
�But you�ve got the lead role.�
�But I�m not sure that I got it on my ability as an ac-tor.� Ian said. �Melanie hinted that it was because I wasthe right size for something she had in mind.�
�Lots of leading men have been small in stature buthuge in talent.� Henry replied.
�Maybe in the movies, but on the stage I can�t standon a box so that the leading ladies aren�t taller thanme.�
�Stop worrying. It sounds a lot more adventurousthat all that worthy stuff Marshall and his cronieshave planned in the past.� Henry said. �I wonder howshe�s managed the rest of the casting, though.�
�I saw Daniel and Courtney earlier. They looked likethey were plotting something, but as soon as they sawme they started whispering, so I don�t know what theythink about it all.�
�There are roles for them, surely.�
�There are four substantial male parts and a valettoo, apart from Babbs.� Ian explained. �And four fe-male, including the real Charley�s Aunt. When it�s ex-plained, I hope Daniel won�t think that he should haveplayed Auntie. He�s not the right presence.�
�Presence, that�s a good word to describe him.�Henry replied. �What you mean is that he�d be aNeanderthal aunt. From what you told me, that�s notwhat Melanie has in mind.�
�I�m not really sure what she wanted, but you�reright.�
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�Hello there.� Harriet Casey appeared before theycould say more. �I�ve come to see Melanie, if she�s avail-able. Are you excited by our new production?�
�Yes, I am, Miss Casey.� Ian replied.
�I think you should be. Melanie told me what she hasin mind for you. And between you and me, I am sopleased that we�re doing something like this. It�s notbeen a lot of fun in watching the audiences as we�vedepressed them with morally uplifting classical thea-tre.�
�I�m sure we�ve not depressed them.� Ian replied.
�So maybe it�s only me.� Harriet smiled. �Theatreshould be about so much more.�
�Harriet, I thought it was you.� Melanie came into theauditorium. �I expect you want to know far more than Iwant to tell you.�
Harriet laughed politely. �I really want you to tell methat we�ve a cast, and that they�re going to work to-gether on this.�
�We have and they are.� Melanie replied. �I was aboutto put up the cast list and the rehearsal schedule.�

* * * * *
They took the first act carefully, each actor takingtheir place with greater or lesser comfort. Daniel ac-cepted his role with grace. Courtney was easily accom-modated as there was no rival for the female lead, andslowly an ease developed as lines were memorised anddirection choreographed.
�Jack and Charley.� Melanie called. �Remember, youreally are in love with Kitty and Amy, so let�s see somehidden passion. You are undergraduates, hence theneed for a chaperone, because you�re also irresponsi-ble. Remember too that you�re a bit bumbling andfrustrated. This is a period piece even if we�re doing itin modern dress. Babbs, you�re a bit worldlier, butmischievous rather than an out-and-out rogue.�
�So why does Jack have a costume in his room? Inthe original, it was supposed to be for a play. Are westaying with that?�
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�Yes, he�s a student, so why shouldn�t he be doingsilly student things?� Melanie replied.
�So why does Babbs try it on?� Daniel asked.
�He�s playing it for laughs,� Melanie answered. Hedoesn�t think, he simply does it, perhaps to embarrassJack. Now we come to the next bit. Babbs is persuadedto dress as Donna Lucia, who really is Charley�s auntfrom Brazil, where the nuts come from. She has to im-press both Jack�s father, Sir Francis, who knows she�sa wealthy lady, and also to appear safe to Amy andKitty.�
�In the script, Babbs seems to get familiar with Amyand Kitty,� Ian said. �At the same time, he has to bothattract and appall Sir Francis. When Sir Francis is re-pelled, Amy�s father comes onto her, attracted purelyby her money. I have no idea how I can do all that.�
�Part of it is costume, part timing.� Melanie replied.�Don�t worry; it�s all going to come together.�
�Now then we come to the second act. This is going tobe fast and furious.� Melanie stood and walked roundthe cast. �Babbs is charming Amy and Kitty. The boysare worried, knowing who he is, whilst the girls clearlyhave no idea. Sir Francis proposes. Babbs, instructedby Jack, turns him down. At the same time, Amy�s fa-ther becomes more insistent.�
�It�s going to get really physical. The real Charley�sAunt arrives from Brazil, where the nuts come from,and pretends to be someone else to discover her imper-sonator. Her ward and Babbs are lovers anyway,which puts Babbs in a ludicrous situation, com-pounded when he�s told to be nice to Amy�s father be-cause he holds the trusts which would allow the girlsto marry.
�In act three, Babbs is with the girls. We can hintthat they know who he is, but they don�t let on to taunthim. The ward, who is called Ella, realises that Char-ley�s Aunt is her beau, and she likes this version ofhim. Tricks abound, and Babbs gets marriage con-sents for Jack and Charley. The real aunt is revealedas Charley confesses. At this point, Charley�s Aunt isgoing to act all coy and girlish, and leaves with Ella.�
�So Babbs gets the girl?�
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�That�s right. �We�re doing a happy ending. It�s achange for this company, I know.�
�It�s fiendishly difficult to pull off well, but simple inthe end. There�s no intellectual content,� Daniel said.�It�s hardly worthy of our talents.�
�It may not be what you expected to do, but low com-edy takes as much skill as high tragedy, if not more.The roles are unbelievable, the characters are cyphers,but the situation is full of energy and opportunity toshow real stagecraft. I�m sure you�ll give me a good SirFrancis.�
As she said this, the thought slipped through hermind that he was so stiff and pompous, he couldn�thelp but play it the way she wanted. �Better not to tellhim this,� she thought.
�I think Melanie�s right.� Courtney chipped in. �It�scamp, but what�s the harm in that. The play�s been re-vived and revived. It�s over a hundred years old, but weall know about it, so let�s do it.�
�Thank you, Courtney. I�m sure you�re going to bebeautiful as Kitty.� Melanie handed out cast sheets.�Here�s a rehearsal schedule, and a breakdown of thescenes and rough directions. You all know how toblock your lines, and we don�t have too much time towaste, so let�s stick to it and be ready to roll. You�re allon file for costume sizes, except Ian, so I�ll see the restof you at first rehearsal later.�

* * * * *
�Are you working at the moment, Ian?� Melanieasked as he followed into her office.
�Yes and no,� Ian replied. �I�m working from a tiny of-fice on the ground floor of the building where I live, do-ing remote helpdesk and software stuff for variouscompanies.�
�So you don�t have to go into an office or factory ev-ery day?�
�Goodness, no. I work alone usually and see no one.It fits around this place, and because it�s dealing withremote computer access, I can do it almost any time of
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day.� Ian held out his bag. �I�ve got my laptop here, andI can work through the bits of rehearsal when I�m notneeded.�
�That�s better than I could have ever hoped.� Melanieclapped her hands in delight. �That means no one willknow what we�re doing.�
�But what are we doing, apart from rehearsing?� Ianhesitated.
�We�re going to create the best Charley�s Aunt that�sever been.� Melanie replied.
�You�d better explain.� Ian sat down. �I�m beginningto think that I�ve let myself in for more than I realised.�
�Possibly you have.� Melanie agreed. �But you�re go-ing to have fun, I promise.�
�I�m not sure that I liked the way you said �fun�there.� Ian said. �Perhaps you�ll tell me the secrets be-fore I get too far into this.�
�You�re into it already.� Melanie said lightly. �I can�tgo changing the cast now.�
�Okay, but it�s just because I like you.� Ian laughedtoo.
�I don�t want this to get round the rest of the cast.�Melanie confided. �But I want the most glamorous auntpossible. I want to get through the rehearsals withoutthem suspecting what we�re planning.�
�I can�t tell them. I don�t knowwhat we�re planning.�
�Okay, we�re going to create Charley�s Aunt withoutthem seeing you as Auntie in rehearsal.� Melanie ex-plained. �Don�t cut your hair, slim a little if you can,and keep it secret. I plan that you should be a fabulousaunt, and to do that, we�re going to have to work hardto get you ready. I want you to be able to walk, talk, actand even think as if you were the aunt, so that the se-cret of the disguise becomes compounded.�
�Okay, I�m with you so far.� Ian wasn�t really follow-ing as much as he pretended.
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�So in effect, we�ll be disguising you as Babbs for thefirst Act, and then removing the disguise as you be-come the aunt.�
�But I�m still male, aren�t I?� Ian wasmore confused.
�Yes, it�s the illusion that I want to be crucial.�Melanie replied. �You�re the right size, well, more orless, and height. With hairdressing, makeup, voiceand posture lessons, you�ll be perfect�at least, that�sthe plan.�
�I think I understand.� Ian paused. �I work alone, so Icould practise female things at work and no one wouldsee.�
�Correct, and no one would notice if you were wear-ing heels and make up, if your hair changed colour.You�d have to remember to disguise yourself as Ianwhen you came to rehearsals, but we can work on thateasily.�
�Hair changing colour?� Ian asked. �I�m not sure Iwant to go that far.�
�Oh, come on now.� Melanie grinned. �Do you reallywant to play this role full-blooded, and give it your all?�
�I guess, when you put it that way,� Ian replied with adramatic wave and bow. �I shall do it and never mindthe consequences.�
�What consequences would they be?� Melanie soft-ened her tone. �You live and work alone, no one�s goingto see you, and apart from me, no one�s going to knowwant we�re doing until we reveal all. You come to re-hearsals normally; we work on the changes in the wayI want you to act in secret. Who�s to know?�
�I think they�d notice if I came to the dress rehearsalin a real dress.� Ian laughed.
�Sure, but you�re not going to.� Melanie replied. �Theplan is that we get you ready for the part, and everytime you come to the theatre before the first night, youjust look like Ian.�
�Won�t they spot me for a fake?� Ian asked.
�I�d guess that Daniel and Courtney have hardly no-ticed you in previous productions.�
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�They never spoke to me much, unless it was to saysomething like get out of the way.� Ian rememberedpast insults.
�You�re here because you enjoy the theatre ratherthan for the companionship of your fellow cast mem-bers.�
�That�s not true,� Ian said. �They�re just distracted,with bigger roles.�
�And petty jealousies too,� Melanie interrupted. �Iknow these theatre people.�
�I don�t mind them. Henry and I carry on regardless.�
�Yes, there�s Henry. He�d spot anything different.Had I better ask him to join the conspiracy?� Melanieasked.
�Leave him to me.� Ian got up and went towards thedoor. He opened it and hesitated. �Whatever you�veplanned, I�m in. I�ll do whatever you want. I promise.�
�I�m sure you�ll remember those words.� Melaniesmiled and waved him away.

* * * * *
Rehearsals started almost immediately. �I don�twant anyone watching old movies,� Melanie ordered.�They cut the text differently, and weren�t confined tothe stage as we are. I want your interpretations to befresh and individual.�
�Fat chance.� Daniel scoffed rather too loudly.
�You�re free to walk away any time you want to.�Melanie snapped back. �Comedy is a skill every stageactor needs, from your credits, there�s not a lot in thatcategory.�
�This is farce.� Daniel replied. �It�s hardly comedy.�
�No; just listen to the laughs if you get it right.�Melanie softened her voice. �There�s plenty of space foryou to develop your craft here, and for us to go togetheras a team.�
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�Can I say something, please?� They turned to seeHarriet Casey, walking forward from the rear of the au-ditorium. She mounted the stairs in the wings andcame onto the stage. �I love this theatre; that�s why mytrust has subsidised it for so many years. Now, we�reless well off than we used to be, and there has to besome income. The site is valuable, and developers aresniffing around. I want it to continue, but theatre onlylives for the audience. It can�t live in a vacuum.�
A silence followed, as Harriet looked them over. �Iwanted Melanie to bring a fresh look. I chose the play.It�s the first thing I played in when I got the theatrebug, and before I went into the family business. Dan-iel, I know you�re a good person and a serious actor. Iwant you to stay and help out. Please give Melanieyour support. Give her an easy time.�
Daniel blushed. �I guess I was a little hasty.� He mut-tered almost inaudibly. �I�ll play it for all it�s worth.�
�I want you to play it for all the theatre�s worth; noweasel words; in or out wholeheartedly. There�s no halfway.� Harriet�s voice rose. �If there�s not a decent bal-ance sheet, there may be no theatre in this town.�
�Please, Daniel.� Courtney took his arm. �You�re agreat actor; you can make it work for us all.�
Daniel sighed, and looked around the company. �Iguess I�m in; I�m with you,� he said with a slight smile.

* * * * *
�That was a scary moment,� Henry, who got the va-let�s role, said to Ian as they tidied up and cleared thechairs away after rehearsal. �I thought Daniel was go-ing to be difficult.�
�No, he was simply throwing his weight around,� Ianreplied. �He knows that if he�s not acting here, he�s notacting anywhere.�
�That�s true,� Henry agreed.
�And he�ll do it justice,� Ian said. �He wants to be thestar. He wants a good review, and a bit of fame, even ifit�s only in this town.�
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�The acting accountant,� Henry muttered. �Still, weall have to have a day job in the amateur theatre, orsome other means of support.�
�You could have a rich husband instead.� Ian waitedfor a response.
�Courtney, you mean.� Harry nodded. �She�s a goodkid, a bit over the hill for the ingénue, but she loves theplace and she�ll keep Daniel on side.�
�They have a thing going? I never noticed.�
�It was before you came here.� Henry explained. �Itwas a minor scandal, but Daniel�s business neededCourtney�s husband, so it cooled and now it�s becomequite amicable.�
�I wonder who�s going to get the ingénue part. If I�msupposed to be in love with her, I would hate it to beCourtney.�
�Never fear, she�s going to be Kitty or Amy, which-ever has the most lines. I think you should wait andprepare to be surprised.�
�You know something,� Ian accused.
�My lips are sealed.� Henry turned out the lights andled the way towards the exit.

* * * * *
�Ian, I�d like you to meet Charlotte,� Melanie said asIan came into her office. �She�s going to be your Ella.�
�Wow, that�s wonderful,� Ian blurted out withoutthinking as he looked at her. Charlotte was small,blonde, and perfectly proportioned. She looked abouttwenty. �I mean that it�s good to meet you. I couldn�tguess who could take that role.�
�I�m new in town.� Charlotte explained.
�That�s going to cause confusion,� Ian said. �You�ll getcalled Charlie too.�
�No, I�m usually Lottie.�
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�Before you get any ideas, Lottie�s my cousin, andqualified in stage arts,� Melanie said. �She�s going tohelp me design Babbs.�
�So you�re not twenty.� Ian could have kicked himselffor being so obvious as soon as the words were said.
�No, I�m not telling you my age.� Lottie smiled at hisdiscomfort. �But I will say that I left drama school threeyears ago. I�ve been in special effects, but whenMelanie got this job, I begged leave, and came outhere.�
�Special effects sound fun.� Ian tried to sound sensi-ble this time.
�I needed fun for a while, but then I got lucky. I wrotea couple of books under a pseudonym. They sold well,and turned into movies and a television series. I don�treally need to work again.� Lottie replied.
�So were you good at monsters?�
�I was, but I needed a change from scars, blood,vampires and aliens�so I got you instead.�
�So we�ll be seeing a lot of each other.�
�Probably more than a lot.� Melanie said. �I�ve askedLottie to work her magic on you.�
Ian looked at Lottie. �Don�t look so scared,� she said.�I�m really good at what I do, and I�m really going to en-joy this one. Take me for coffee and we�ll talk itthrough.�

* * * * *
�So what do we need to do?� Ian asked as they satacross a table.
�First I need all your measurements.� Lottie openedher bag, rummaged inside and pulled out an organiserfolder. �I want you to fill this out with all your clothessizes, plus I�ll need to hold a tape measure aroundyour hips and bust.�
�I don�t have a bust.� Ian laughed nervously.
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�Precisely.� Lottie replied. �That�s why I need to knowwhat size to make it.�
�You sound like you�ve done this before.� Ian asked.
�Yes; well almost, but not quite. At theatre school Igot side-tracked into the makeup and prosthetics. Ispent hours in the workshops and didn�t spendenough time on stage. I was the go-to girl if there was awitch or wizard, open wounds, or something totallyweird. I could mould it, paint it, fit it and that�s how Iwon an award, and got to work in the movies.�
�So why come here? This is a backwater with no oneimportant to see your work.�
�That doesn�t matter. I�ve plenty of stuff in produc-tion and I have a reputation. I can afford some timeaway, and I�ll use your pictures in my portfolio. I�venever really been asked to do something so authenticor natural before.�
�So I�m natural?
�That�s what Melanie wants. When Charlie�s Auntappears, Melanie wants her to look feminine, fashion-able, elegant and totally natural, if a little eccentric onthe side.�
�That�s a lot of adjectives.� Ian said. �It�s a tall order. Idon�t think any of those words could be used to de-scribe me.�
�By I�m finished, they will all describe you. You�ll bethe most natural and the most desirable aunt everseen. Melanie explained that the aunt doesn�t have tobe old or frumpy. She can be young and�for want of abetter word�vampish.�
�I�m not sure the rest of the cast will be delighted tosee me taking star billing,� Ian said. �They can be pre-cious.�
�I�m sure they can. I�m sure you can be just as pre-cious too. If you�re able to pull it off, the role could beyour escape route to something better.�
�I never thought of it that way. It would be good to domore acting and less computer stuff. I seem to be sort-ing out the same problems over and over again, onecompany after another.�
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�Just like the theatre then; no change there.�
�So what�s the master plan?� Ian asked. �I�m notpushing, but I need some idea of what times you wantme, and what you need me to do. You have the re-hearsal schedule, but all the costume and makeup isgoing to be time consuming, and I still need to make aliving.�
�Yes, I�ve been thinking about that.� Lottie pulled outher organiser and thumbed through the screens. �Youlive and work at the same place. I can come to you andwe can work around your schedules.�
�Okay.� Ian smiled. �That sounds good.�
�And I warn you, it�s going to be hard work. I am aperfectionist, and quite strict.�

* * * * *
�That man!� Melanie threw her bag onto the desk. �Hemay have said he�ll help, but every darn obstruction,every niggle, every hold up�,�
�I guess you mean Daniel Stone.� Lottie grinned.�He�s winding you up.�
�I know, and I try to be sweet and understanding,but it gets so hard. He�s learned all his lines easily, butdelivers them in the unfunniest way possible. He�s de-termined to make it heavy; there�s no feeling of sponta-neity, no life.� Melanie sat heavily. �Goodness knowshow the full-cast rehearsals will run with that atti-tude.�
�You�ll be fine.� Lottie opened her folder on the desk.�And you�ll feel better when you look at these draw-ings.�
�You�ve done the designs for Donna Lucia already?�
�I took the sketches you gave me, and then with Ian�smeasurements, and a few ideas of my own, I wentshopping. I know we don�t have a huge budget for cos-tumes and props. I went to see what was available,rather than having too much made. If you�ll approvethe sketches, I can get on with some purchasing, andeven better, some borrowing from people I know.�
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�That�s wonderful. Has Ian seen these?�
�No, not yet. I�ve decided that Donna Lucia has ahint of the exotic, and an undergraduate irresponsibil-ity just like the rest of the boys�, and she�s a youngaunt, thirty-ish rather than middle aged. I wanted youto approve these designs.� Lottie said. �Then I can workon Ian.�
�I certainly approve, but I think you�ll have to workhard to persuade Ian into some of these designs.�Melanie shuffled through the pages. �They�re a bit dar-ing.�
�You said glamorous, with a hint of eccentricity, if Iremember correctly.� Lottie flipped through to one ofthe later pages. �How�s this for the final scene?�
�Can you get him to look like that? It seems exactlywhat I could have wished for.�
�Leave him to me. I�m sure we�ll get along fine.�
�From the way he blushes around you, not to men-tion the stammering, I�d guess that Ian doesn�t have alot of experience with the ladies.� Melanie observed.
�And if you�re thinking that I could easily take ad-vantage of him just so that he does exactly what Iwant, you�re dead right.� Lottie winked and gatheredup her papers.

* * * * *
�Hi Ian, is it all right if I come in?� Lottie asked as sheentered his office.
�Just let me finish this call.� Ian turned back to thescreen in front of him and continued what was obvi-ously a technical conversation.
�How are the rehearsals?� Lottie asked when he putthe phone down.
�Pretty good now.� Ian turned away from his deskand deliberately turned off the monitor. �Courtneyseems happy, and in turn, that makes Daniel easier.Don�t say anything, but they come and go together andwhisper in corners. They think no one�s noticed.�
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�Is that bad?�
�Not really, it happens. They get hot, they cool it.When they�re cool, it�s harder work because the scriptdoesn�t flow. This time, we�re doing well. You need toknow them to see it in action, but we�re more than upto schedule.�
�I brought a few things round for you to try.� Shedropped bags and boxes onto the floor, as the tele-phone rang again. Ian switched the monitor back on.
Lottie looked round. The office was spartan, withseveral computers, a big steel cabinet with flashinglights, and untidy stacks of manuals and papers piledon every surface, except the one directly in front of Ian.She wandered round; through a door at the rear shesaw a small kitchen with a bathroom attached. Shenoted it for future reference.
Perching on a desk where Ian could see her, shewaited for his call to end. She saw him appraising heras she thumbed through her papers, one leg swingingidly with a red stiletto sandal dangling from her toes.She saw him shift his eyes deliberately back to thescreen, and a blush rising from his neck as he turnedaway. Finally he ended the call.
�Can you put it on an answering machine for a fewmoments?� she asked. �I�d like to introduce you toCharley�s Aunt, Donna Lucia from Brazil � where thenuts come from.�
Ian flipped a couple of switches, clicked his mouse,and turned. �You have my undivided attention,� hesaid.
Lottie passed him her drawings one by one, notinghis silence as he flipped from one to the next. His eyeswidened; he swallowed hard and gasped, �These can�tbe me!�
�I don�t see why not.� Lottie stood over him. �If I cancreate all kinds of ugly monsters, I can easily do at-tractive.�
�But me, attractive? Like this?�
�Sure, but why don�t we work together and try beforeyou say it can�t be you?� Lottie stroked his hair andthen lifted his chin so that his face was tilted towards
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her. �I�ve had less promising raw material to workwith.�
�You�re the boss,� said Ian, hesitantly. �I don�t wantto be made into a laughingstock, though.�
�There�s no danger of that. All you have to do is be-lieve in me, believe in yourself, and believe in Melanie.We can do it together.�
�Okay, where do we start?�
�Earrings. No self-respecting lady from Brazil wouldbe caught dead without them.�
�Then it�s fortunate that I have pierced ears.�
�You have?�
�Clearly you missed my cameo as Third Pirate in thetelevision version of Sinbad, not to mention the promo-tion I received to re-create the role on stage.�
�Okay, I give up.� Lottie smiled. �What was the role onstage?�
Ian paused for dramatic effect. �I played the role ofthe First Pirate in that production. It ran for a wholeweek. I was hoping for further promotion, but then Imoved here and joined this company. It�s been down-hill ever since.�
�So we�d better get you used to earrings once more.�Lottie said.
�I don�t think that�s going to be too difficult.�
�Maybe not, but there�s more.�
�Don�t forget, I�ve a business to run here. I can�t af-ford to scare the customers away, even if most of themare online customers.�
�No one�s coming here to see you, so we can startright away.� Lottie turned to her packages. �First of all,I need you to get used to wearing heels. Nothing saysgirl better than how she walks in high heels, and I betyou�ve not had a lot of experience there.�
�None really.� Ian watched a pair of black court shoesbeing placed on the desk in front of him. He touchedone as if afraid to do so.
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�The heels are only four inches, just comfortable forwalking and just prominent enough to make a state-ment to the audience. I want you to wear them all thetime you can from now on, so that you walk in themjust like you�d been doing it since you tried onmummy�s shoes when you were a little girl.�
Ian pulled off his trainer and picked up the heel as ifcommanded. �Wait!� Lottie said. �You can�t put them onwith those hideous socks. You need stockings or tightsso that you don�t stretch them all out of shape. Ibought tights today. Take these and put them on.� Ianlooked at her sheepishly. �You can change in the bath-room.�
�I don�t think I can.� Ian felt a cold sweat at thethought.
�Come on, it�s too late to be modest.� Lottie said. �Ifyou didn�t want to be an actor, you shouldn�t havesigned up.�
Ian picked up the shoes and the stockings andwalked into the bathroom without another word. A fewmoments later he hobbled back.
�You look like a cross between a cowboy who�s losthis horse, and a truck driver.� Lottie laughed.
�You can laugh,� Ian snapped. �I can�t imagine howyou can walk in these things.�
�Er, just look at what I�m wearing.� Lottie lifted herleg to show a higher heel on a smaller foot. �It�s easy.You just need to get the feel. It will all become naturalwithin a few weeks. No, forget that, we don�t have a fewweeks. Just take my word; it�s all going to feel so natu-ral and soon you�ll wonder what all the fuss wasabout.� Lottie walked around him, almost doing a pir-ouette. �See, it�s comfortable and natural. Lead withthe toe, let your hips swing naturally, and ignore theheel.�
�It�s the heel that I�m going to fall off.� Ian took a fewmore steps.
�No, you�re not. It must be easy because girls do it allthe time, no thought involved.�
�But you�ve been practising since you were little.� Ianstumbled and propped himself up against the desk.
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�Think of it like riding a bike, or learning to swim.Once you get the basics, it�s easy, and all you have todo is work on style and speed.� Lottie skipped a little.�I�ll let you kiss me if you can catch me.�
He took a few steps towards her as she dancedaway. He turned to follow her and fell. �Okay, that�senough.� Ian said fiercely�but then he giggled as hesaw Lottie�s smile.
�Seriously.� Lottie helped him up, and then kissedhim lightly on the cheek. �I really need you to do this. Iknow what Melanie is expecting when she starts di-recting on the stage. I�m in charge of getting you ready,and I�m not going to let her down. I need you to prom-ise, all day, every day, keep the heels on. I�ll bring someothers now we know that those fit, but keep them on.�
Ian got a perfunctory hug as she left. He tried tomake it longer, but sensed that she was holding back.He wondered what he had done wrong.

* * * * *
Rehearsals again. Sometimes they were a pain, withactors wanting to do it their way, instead of trustingthe director. Melanie wasn�t like that. She teased andcajoled, but was very firm in trying her way at least acouple of times before allowing any discussion. Nearlyalways, she was exactly right, and the action or the de-livery of lines worked. When there was a change, it wasnuanced: a line altered to fit a voice, an action tailoredto look more natural.
�I really love working with Melanie,� Ian said whenLottie let herself into his apartment a couple of dayslater. �Everyone seems to have their lines, and she�staking us through the physical part. She wants a lot ofmovement. It�s really good; we�ve been too static andtied to the script for ages.�
�So you know why I insisted you practise in theheels.�
�I know, but I wore trainers to the rehearsal.�
�Good, we don�t want to give away anything.�
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�Yes, and I was glad of the relief; my feet really hurt.�Ian replied. �But I kept my promise. I have been inheels every minute at the office and here.� He raised afoot to show her. �I think I�m getting better, but thewalk doesn�t feel entirely natural.�
�It will come.� Lottie took his hand and pulled him toher side. �Keep in step with me.�
They walked across the room, heels clicking on thewooden floor. �Try more leading with your toe,� shesaid. �Lean a little back and imagine your elbows an-chored at your waist, hands a little forward.�
They turned. �Feel the walk, don�t just walk it. Imag-ine standing proud, chin up, breasts to the fore. Im-press the boys.�
�Lottie, something�s missing in that instruction, andI never impressed anyone.�
�You know exactly what I mean. Now turn again. Al-low your hips to sway more, feel the rhythm. Oncemore, imagine walking away from someone you reallywant to impress, let your sway do the talking, make hiseyes follow you.�
�Lottie, I don�t think that�s likely.� Ian snickered.
�Oh, come on.� Lottie pulled his again, her hip touch-ing his. �Work with me, get into character.� Theywalked again and turned. �Imagine Daniel ogling yourbehind.�
Suddenly they were both laughing at the thought. Amoment came and passed, but something subtly al-tered between them. Lottie held him as his balancethreatened to give way. After a swift hug and meetingof eyes, they broke apart, the moment noted but noth-ing said.
�We have work to do this evening.� Lottie turned andpicked up the bags lying at the door. �I want to take acast of your chest so that I have something to work on,and then I want to try a wig cap and wig.�
�Cast?� Ian asked, puzzled.
�Sure, I�m special effects, remember? The first spe-cial effect is your boobs.�
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�You�re joking.�
�Not at all. Melanie wants a really glamorous Char-ley�s aunt, and glam means just that.� Lottie lookedquizzically at him. �Just trust me.�
�Okay.� Ian pulled a face which said he wasn�t surewhere this was going, but said no more.
�The cast of your torso is so that I can build upon it.�Lottie explained. �In the workroom, we have boobs ofall shapes and sizes. I decide upon what�s proportion-ate, sculpt it onto a negative of your case, and make alatex mould.�
�Boobs of all shapes and sizes.� Ian mused. �Nowthere�s a concept.�
�Don�t get silly. I have to make models to be shot andinjured in all sorts of ways. I make models for courses,for first aid demonstrations, and other stuff, so natu-rally the workroom has all shapes and sizes of bodyparts in stock. Designs need working patterns.�
�Yes, but it�s a silly concept.�
�No, it�s serious. I need them for other things thanlecherous actors. I do medical prosthetics as well asspecial effects. It�s not all blood, gore and alien mon-sters. Some of the work is really practical and makes adifference to people�s lives.�
Lottie worked quickly. Working with powders andliquids from her case, she mixed and timed it all care-fully, keeping up a constant stream of chatter and in-struction. Ian watched and lay still as he was in-structed whilst the cast hardened from neck to navel.
�Ouch, ouch, ouch.� He winced as she prized itslowly from his skin.
�Hmmm.� She ran a hand over his chest. �You�re nothairy, but I should have asked you to shave there. Noneed to now. The cast seems to have plucked all thehairs away. Now you�ll only have to shave your legsand arms.�
�Shave my legs�� Ian started to protest. �Oh, yes, Ican see what you mean. Girls don�t have hair there.�
�No, and we don�t want to spoil the illusion.�
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�Won�t I be too far from the audience for them to no-tice anyway?�
�Maybe, or maybe not. It�s all part of the illusion.You�ll know and feel it, and that will reinforce the roleyou�re playing.�
�But I�m a man in the play.�
�Yes, but a man impersonating a woman.� Lottie re-plied. �We have to use every little thing we can to makeit seem natural as well as amusing. You�ll know the se-cret, and the audience will know the secret. The rest ofthe cast will know the secret, but the more you play itin character, the greater the reaction. That�s whyMelanie wants to do the play this way.�
�Who said that to get into character, you start withthe shoes?�
�I don�t know, but I�m sure they�d have includedsomething about hairy legs.�
�Okay, leg and arm shaving it is.� Ian agreed. I�ll do ittomorrow; it should last until the run is over.�
�No it won�t.� Lottie replied. �Even waxing would haveto be done again before then, but waxing would requirea salon visit, and we don�t want the secret of yourtransformation to get out until the first performance.You�ll know when to shave again.�
�So why�oh, never mind, it�s all part of the prepara-tion.�
�Right, welcome to my wonderful world of leg shav-ing. Armpits too, and any other body hair you can find.You need to do it at least once a week.�
�Can we keep a secret so long? Won�t anyone notice?What about the dress rehearsal?�
�Melanie�s going to say your costumes haven�t ar-rived. Then when we actually get to the first perfor-mance, that�s the first time they�ll see you. I promise itwon�t be anything like they�re expecting.�
�Why did I let myself in for this?� Ian raised his eyesto heaven.
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�Because you like the idea, really.� Lottie said. �Allactors love a difference. Now, the wig fitting.�
Ian sat silently as Lottie worked. He wasn�t allowedto watch as she fitted a stretchy cap over his head andpinned it securely. He glimpsed the wig as she took itfrom the stand in one of her cases, and felt her pullingand combing it into place.
�It looks just like me.� Ian saw it in the mirror for thefirst time. �There�s no change.�
�I know; it�s perfect.� Lottie teased it a little more. �It�sfor you to wear at rehearsals, so be careful not to letanyone know what�s going on.�
�That�s silly.� Ian played with the wig, testing its se-curity.
�You don�t get it.� Lottie said. �We�re going to use yourown hair for Charley�s aunt. It�s going to be obviousthat it�s your own hair and not a wig, so we don�t wantthem to know until performance.�
�This just gets more and more complicated.�
�Trust me. You�ll enjoy it all.�

* * * * *
�Can we get a coffee together after today�s session?�Ian asked as Lottie packed her effects away.
�Sure we can, as long as it�s just a coffee.�
�Oh, sure.�
�Sorry, that sounded rude. I didn�t mean it to be. It�sbecause I�ve had bad experiences, and I don�t mix workin the theatre with pleasure. I try to keep my relation-ships separate.�
�That sounds like you had problems�not that Iwant to pry. I just wanted it to be friendly.�
�Okay, I�m sorry.� Lottie took his hand. �We�ll go forcoffee, but as long as you remember, I�m not lookingfor a relationship, and��she hesitated��you might aswell know, the rumours will catch me up anyway. I
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had a bad break with a girlfriend last year. That�s oneof the reasons why I came here to do this show.�
�I promise to ask no questions. All actors are trainedto listen.�
�Sure, and then to embellish and spread everythingthey hear.� Lottie softened her voice. �Friends?�
�Friends.�
�So how often does my friend have to shave?�
�Not every day. I had some dermatitis when I wasyounger, and after laser treatment, the hairs never re-ally came back. I have a few stray whiskers, but I couldnever grow a beard or a moustache.�
��We can work with that very easily.� Lottie felt hischin. �It feels smooth, and with some creams it will besmoother and you�ll have a great complexion for me towork with. I�m going to arrange some salon visits foryou, and I�ll get them to check what�s happening. Ifthere are stray hairs, they can laser them away thereand then. It will be entirely painless.�
�I guess I don�t mind. I never fancied having a beardanyway.�

* * * * *
�How�s our leading lady doing?� Melanie breezed intothe office.
�He�s got his first manicure today.� Lottie looked upfrom her sketch pad.
�That�s going to make his life difficult. He spends allday on a keyboard.�
�He�ll get used to it.� Lottie laughed. �Once they�re on,they�re on. I told the manicurist that they had to bevery strong and secure, very plain French manicure,not too long, but long enough for him to be consciousof them all the time until he gets used to them. I wanthim to be moving female as well as looking the part.�
�Are we going too far? He�s an amateur actor, andhe�s got to live here after the production is forgotten.�
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�That�s why it�s important to get it right. I�m doingwhat you asked and creating Charlie�s Aunt. She�s themain reason that your production is to stand out.Sure, he�s an amateur, but underneath it all, I think heloves the challenge and the opportunity to stand out.�
�Yes, he was a bit retentive when he grumbled to usabout always getting the bit parts.�
�I can understand that.� Lottie held out her pad tore-examine the sketches. �He�s not the dashing juve-nile lead. Opportunities must be scarce in a companylike this.�
�You mean Daniel, of course.� Melanie replied. �He�sover the resentful stage, and now he�s working withCourtney and the other members of his clique, he�sproving his stagecraft. I still think he could be diffi-cult.�
�Wait until he gets his first glimpse of Charley�sAunt. She�ll be so perfect, that he�ll wonder who thesubstitute could be. Bet he makes a pass.�
�You�re on.� Melanie held out her hand to shake. �Weshouldn�t really�how on earth will Ian handle that?�
�I have no idea,� Lottie said sweetly.

* * * * *
The next couple of days passed relatively normallyfor Ian. He got up, dressed and went to his office, likeevery other day. He wasn�t in the rehearsal schedule,and had time to work some more on his lines. Lottiecalled every day to check up on his attention to her re-hearsal schedule, outside the theatre ones.
�How are the nails?� she asked innocently.
�I think I�m getting used to them.� Ian held out hishands for her to inspect them. �At first I always keptmy hands in my pockets when anyone was around,but then I started to forget myself and carried on asnormal. No one noticed except when I went for coffeeyesterday. I was complimented, would you believe?�
�Who by? What happened?�
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�It was a regular customer.� Ian replied. �She hascomputer processing for her business, but alwayscalls in person to discuss any problems. We went forcoffee. She saw my hands, and I simply told her it wasfor a production. She knows I make a fool of myself onstage. She promised to buy some tickets, so it wasn�twasted.�
�You didn�t tell her too much?�
�I didn�t tell her a thing, but I think she guessedsomething from the title.�
�And there�s no such thing as bad publicity.� Lottiesighed, gathering up her bag and cell phone. �I�ll seeyou later.�
Ian hugged her before she left. It was a real hug;warm, but a little mechanical at the same time.Quickly forgetting this impression, he turned back tohis work schedule for the day.
As he worked, he practised using his own voice, andthen using a breathier version, with a higher pitch,trying to sound more like Charley�s aunt would havedone in his mind, if she were real, and if she were reallya lady as well. It was all so complicated, but he wantedto be whatever he could. He practised walking just asLottie had instructed. Toe forward, swaying from thehips, elbows in, he repeated to himself whilst walkingacross the office, heels clicking.
The hours flew by. He tried a soft-shoe shuffle asmusic played in the background, twirling and dancingas his confidence grew.

* * * * *
Ian danced and twirled across the office as a favour-ite tune played. It seemed to be natural to be doing it inheels now.
�Very good.� He turned to find Lottie and Melanie atthe door watching him.
�How long have you been there?� he asked, surprisedthat he hadn�t locked the door.
�Long enough to see what a star you�re going to be.�Melanie hugged him theatrically, and then Lottie did
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the same, more warmly, with a secret smile as shebroke away. �Are you ready for phase two?�
�Phase two?� Ian asked.
�That�s right, and I�ve come along to watch Lottieperform her magic.�
�Today�s the day.� Lottie raised her bag to show him.�This is where female begins to take shape.� Clearing aspace on the desk, she laid the bag and opened it. Mov-ing the packing away gently, Ian saw a naked femaletorso.
�What�s that doing here?� He asked, thinking that itwas a stupid remark as soon as the words left his lips.
�That is a theatrical-grade, latex and compoundprosthetic, made to close-up film standards,� Lottiesaid. �In other words, they�re your boobs.�
�Mine?� Ian looked again.
�Yes, you�ll be wearing them under your clothes inthe first scene, and then when we do the quick change,it will really look spectacular.� Lottie said. �They attachwith a breatheable adhesive, and once you�re used tothem, you�ll be walking and standing just as a womanwould do.�
�And you�ll have boobs just like a woman would do.�Melanie stared into the packaging. �A push-up bra andthese babies will get a gasp from the audience.�
�But isn�t that taking the plot a bit far?� Ian asked.
�It would be if we were doing this as a period piece,but we�re not. We want it to be a spectacular show, andyou�re our secret weapon,� Melanie said. �The audiencewouldn�t be surprised to see a good female imperson-ation; they�ve seen what Las Vegas can do, and sowe�re doing the same.�
�And this is the first prosthetic test.� Lottie said. �Ineed to try these on you, get a reasonable colourmatch and make sure the fitting is going to lastthrough the performance. If it�s good, then I need tomake a couple more casts and then we don�t have topanic if there�s an accident with one.�
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They look real.� Ian said. �It�s almost as if there�s a bitof a body in there.�
�Well, there�s not.� Lottie laughed. �No people havebeen harmed in this production.�
�Not yet.� Ian chilled as he looked more closely.
�You can touch,� Lottie said. �They won�t bite, andthey�re going to be fixed to your chest, so don�t bebashful.�
Ian touched and couldn�t resist cupping his handaround the breast form as it lay there. �They feel veryreal.� He blushed. �Not that I�ve a lot of experience.�
�They�re modelled on mine.� Lottie said.
�Oh, I�m sorry.� Ian blushed again.
�I wasn�t saying that to embarrass you,� Lottie saidsoftly. �I was only trying to assure you that they were asensible size.� Then she blushed and looked away.They giggled like they couldn�t help it.
�Stop it, you two.� Melanie clapped her hands. �Thisis serious work, and being silly doesn�t help. Ian, getstripped off and ready, then Lottie can find somewhereto work.�
�I need you lying down or reclining.� Lottie said, seri-ous once more.
�There�s only the bedroom.�
�Then the bedroom it has to be.� Melanie kept the au-thority in her voice. �We need to get to work.�

* * * * *
�I think you handled the stairs really well,� Lottiesaid as they pushed open the door to Ian�s bedroom.
�I have been practising, like you said,� Ian replied.�You�ll have to excuse the mess; I wasn�t expecting visi-tors.�
�This is the first thing to get used to.� Lottie held outa tiny flesh-coloured garment. �It�s a dancer�s belt, agaff, or whatever you want to call it; maybe a medievalinstrument of torture. It goes under everything to keep
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your male bits firmly out of the way, and give you asmooth shape at the front.�
�Isn�t that a bit unnecessary?� Ian asked.
�No it isn�t. Get changed and, while you�re doing it,please tell me how you expect to find anything in thismess.�
�It�s not so bad.� Melanie resisted the urge to tidy up.�I�m going to sit and watch. I�ve always wanted to seehow these things are done.�
�There are trade secrets here,� Lottie warned. �If yougive them away, I may have to kill you. It took me agesto get this technique right.� Ian took off his shirt andlay back on the bed. �First I have to swab all over themake sure the skin is free of all oil and moisture, thenwe proceed. Quiet now, and don�t distract me.�
Melanie watched as Lottie took the prosthetic fromthe case and held it against Ian�s freshly cleaned chest.She saw Lottie placing it and carefully marking hisskin where the edges touched, and then moved roundthe side to see how the spare moulding was trimmedaway and then feathered into contact with Ian�s skin.The breasts looked natural and firm, with nipples darkagainst the rise of flesh, giving a look as if they werepurely real. The top of the silicone skirted round hisneck, whilst the sides went almost to his arms. Thebottom edges were the ones which took most atten-tion.
�I�ve got to get the breast to look natural and to drapeexactly where it should be,� Lottie said once more asshe removed and re-positioned the prosthetic. �It�s gotto be exact, because the glue is a one-time fix. It isn�tgoing to slip and slide to give me a second chance to getit right.�
Satisfied, she stood back. �Now comes the real test.�She said, taking out a canister of adhesive. �Don�t youdare move a muscle. Shallow breaths and try to holdas still as still can be.�
Working quickly, she applied adhesive to his skinand to the back of the prosthetic. �Hold this away forme, Melanie,� she said. �Just keep your side away fromcontact until I get this positioned right, and then I�llcome round and take it from you.�
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Ian watched as his chest was covered; he held hishead still and away, keeping his neck taut as the up-per edge was secured in a curved shape beneath hiscollar bone. He saw how Lottie�s tongue was held be-tween her teeth in concentration. She frowned andpushed down the edge, and then went to take the otherside from Melanie.
�We have to make sure the edge is taut, and get itjust so. I don�t want the boobs to be lopsided.� She ex-plained. �It�s looking good.�
She stood back and then started to work on thefeathered edges, trimming and gluing, placing andsmoothing once more. She stood back.
�Okay, you can look now,� she said.
�Ian looked down. �I think I can see the join.�
��Yes, but the next one will be a better colour match.It�s difficult to guess skin tone exactly, but I know whatshades were in this mix, so I can correct the next one.Whatever I do, there has to be somemakeup anyway tomake it look right, but we want a bit of cleavage toshow, just to titillate the audience.�
�It�ll titillate Daniel too.� Melanie stood back to look.�He won�t be able to take his eyes off them.�
�Courtney won�t like that,� Lottie said.
�They�re not too big, are they?� Ian asked.
�No, they�re on the small side, but proportionate.�Lottie said. �You couldn�t drive big ones anyway.�
�Drive?� Ian laughed.
�You know what I mean.� Lottie smoothed the joinagain and applied a touch more adhesive. �I think youcan sit up and look at the full effect.�
�Are you sure?� Ian asked.
�Of course I�m sure.� Lottie helped him up. �They�reyour boobs now, and there they stay until I give youthe solvent.�
�Solvent! They need a solvent?� Ian looked in panic.
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�Don�t worry, it�s all safe. You�d hate them to fall offin mid scene.�
�Or when Daniel gropes them.� Melanie stood back.
�They look so real.� Ian was standing in front of themirror, turning left and right. Carefully, he touchedthe breast and lifted it against his skin. �Is this whatreal breasts feel like? The weight seems wrong. I�mfront-heavy.�
�That�s because you�re not used to them,� Lottie re-plied. �They are the right weight and they�ll move justlike the real thing, but like the real thing, they need abra to keep them comfortable and sit correctly insideyour dress. Let me help you.�
�Is this really necessary, and did it have to be pink?�Ian protested as she pulled his arms into straps andthen fastened the bra behind him.
�Get used to it.� Melanie inspected the look. �Half theworld does this every day; welcome to our world.�
�Okay, but do I have to wear a dress as well?� Iansaid slowly, still looking at his reflection in the mirror.
�Of course.� Melanie replied. �It can�t be any otherway. We don�t have time to pad your hips in the quickchange, so jeans and the like are quite out of the ques-tion, and anyway, Charlie�s aunt is flamboyant andfeminine. She�s a bit exotic, because she�s from Brazil,where the nuts come from.�
�I brought a dress,� Lottie said. �Let�s try it.�
�Sure, don�t mind my feelings.� Ian was secretly sur-prised and pleased. He walked a few paces to followLottie from the bedroom. �Hey, my boobs jiggle when Iwalk.�
�He said that as if it were a discovery.� Melanie andLottie shared the joke.
�Get those jeans off and then step into this.� Ian didas he was told and Lottie held out the dress for him tostep into. �It�s not really for the play, just a little blackdress I picked up to try for size and style. It may give usan idea of what we need to do next.�
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Ian heard the zip being pulled up his back and feltthe dress tightening around his hips. He stood asLottie pulled it into place. �Not bad,� Melanie said asIan walked a few paces away and turned to walk backto them. �Love the walk; that�s far more elegant that alot of women do. He�s the right shape, and moves theright way. In fact he looks quite demure.�
�I think I�m showing a lot of flesh.� Ian pointed intohis new cleavage.
�Nonsense, it�s what modern women wear.� Melaniestepped closer and peered down. �Just about right.�
�I think so too.� Lottie agreed. �Your posture�schanged. You�re walking like a woman.�
�I think I�m conscious of this weight on my chest.�Ian stood as if to emphasise his breasts.
�Goodness, he�s only had breasts for a few minutesand already he�s showing them off, like a starlet withnew implants.� Lottie said.
�I think the audience will believe in the characterwhen we�re ready to go, as long as the hair andmakeup are as good.� Melanie allowed herself a smileonce more. �How does it feel, Donna Lucia?�
�Funnily enough, I feel fine.� Ian agreed, trying outhis Donna Lucia voice for the first time with them, a lit-tle softer and huskier, with a trace of accent. �I thoughtit was all going to feel really strange and awkward, butnow in this dress, the heels and all the walking andmovement I�ve been doing make sense. I feel a little ele-gant.�
�Elegant is good, and I love the voice; keep that in,�Melanie said. �You�ll need that, with perhaps a littlehauteur to put Daniel down.
�I�d like a bit of sexy in there too,� Lottie said. �I knewthis would work, but even without makeup and hair, Ican believe we�re building Donna Lucia�s character theway you wanted.�

* * * * *
�So, Donna Lucia.� They sat at Ian�s table, wineglasses in front of them, as Melanie poured from the
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bottle she had brought. �I see her as a big character,blonde of course, lots of jewellery to hit the stereotypeof one who comes from Brazil.�
�Where the nuts come from.� Lottie and Ian chorusedtogether, and then laughed.
�Be serious.� Melanie faked telling them off. �Can youdo that?�
�I need to run some tests,� Lottie replied. �I have toget Ian used to the makeup and try different styles, butit shouldn�t be too difficult if Ian can take a few days offto work with me.�
�Sure, no problem.� Ian said casually, secretly de-lighted at time with Lottie. �I can put the office onto an-swering machine, transfer the urgent stuff to my mo-bile, and work around whatever you need. I alreadybooked time off frommy clients for rehearsals and per-formance week.�
�You�re in rehearsals every other day from now on.�Melanie checked her schedule. �Then we�re into thefirst performance on Tuesday and the final on Satur-day.�
�With a surprise party for the cast and crew after-wards, as usual?� Ian asked.
�Did you say party after the last show?� Lottie asked.
�It�s traditional,� Ian said. �It�s usually fun, exceptwhen Daniel and Courtney have a big row and throwfood and drink at each other. Even that can be funwhen Courtney�s husband joins in, and then Daniel�swife gets too drunk to know what she�s saying.�
�Sounds wonderful.� Melanie looked hard at Lottie,eyebrow raised quizzically.
�Sorry, it only happened once,� Ian said sheepishly.�Don�t expect it to happen again. We usually standaround talking, flirting if you�re lucky, and laughing atthe mistakes. The post-mortem comes when we startthe next production.�
�I can think of a way to make the party go with anadded swing.� Lottie nodded towards Melanie. �Talk toyou later.�
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�Can I have the solvent before you go?� Ian asked.
�Sure, this was just a fitting, now I know what I needto do.�
Can I ask a silly question?� Ian asked. �When we getto performance, do I have to wear them for a week?�
�Oh, no.� Lottie shook her head. �We�ll have a newprosthetic each day. Your skin needs to breathe andrelax.�
�Thank goodness for that.�
�And there I was thinking how great you looked withbreasts.� Lottie hugged him more warmly than before.�I can�t wait to meet the real Charley�s Aunt.� Shekissed him quickly, and then turned as if embar-rassed. A strained silence hung between them as sheremoved the prosthetic, and packed everything away.
Melanie watched. She wondered how well she reallyknew Lottie.

* * * * *
�It�s been difficult turning up with this wig on everytime,� Ian called in Lottie�s makeup room the next dayafter the rehearsal. �Why do I have to wear it? I look ex-actly like myself anyway.�
�You�ve done well. They�re used to it, and today iswhen the real transformation starts. I�ve booked you infor hairdressing after the salon closes. Rena�s going todo it for free, in return for a credit in the programme.�
�Am I dressed for that?�
�Jeans, tee shirt, leather jacket, trainers; yes I thinkyou�re dressed for it.�
�Are you sure this is necessary? I�m worried abouthow I�m going to look for my clients.�
�Does it matter? You can tell them you�re an actor,they�ll understand; or you could keep the wig on.�
�I suppose I could. It�s just that I�ve never done any-thing like this before.�
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�Don�t worry.� Lottie gathered her sketches into afolder. �You are in the very best of hands.�
They walked to the salon on the next block from thetheatre. Ian knew it as the most expensive in town. Itwas almost empty. The sweet scented air, with a slightchemical undertone, surprised Ian, who had neverdared to enter the place before.
�Hi, Lottie,� said the only lady remaining in the place,whose name badge said Rena. �Is this Ian?�
�Yes. He�s very nervous, so be gentle with him.�
�Don�t worry.� The lady took Ian�s hand. �Girls comehere every day, and almost all of them survive.�
�Survival?� Ian asked. �Do I have to worry about thatas well?�
�Of course not. Come round here into the back sa-lon. We�re all ready for you.� Rena guided him into therear of the salon. �There�s only us girls here.�
Ian was quickly installed in a chair, where Renatook a comb to his hair. �Good texture,� she said toLottie. �We could do with a little more length, but nevermind.�
�I think there�s enough for a longish pixie cut,� Lottiesaid.
�Oh, there�s plenty for that.� Rena brushed it a differ-ent way. �There�s quite a lot of length over the ears too,fortunately. So if you�ll take your earrings out, we�ll getyou washed and started.�
�Do you know, I never noticed the earrings,� Lottiesaid, looking at the gold hoops Ian was wearing.
�I thought I should make sure the holes were com-fortable.� Ian replied. �If I put base metal in the holes, Iseem to get a rash.�
�Good thinking.� Rena wrapped a towel around hisshoulders and swung the chair backwards to a sink. �Ialways read about all the stuff actors do to prepare,but I never thought of that detail.�
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�Ian�s a true professional,� Lottie assured her. �Eventhough it�s an amateur production, each actor gives ittheir best.�
Ian relaxed as Rena washed his hair and towelled itgently. He sat silently as she combed and cut his hair,stepping back and forward, checking the length. It wasall heavy and damp. Ian watched as little snippets fell.
�I�m sure you�ve no idea what it�s going to look like,�Rena said softly, �but it�s going to be absolutely beauti-ful when I�m finished. I can see the way your hairwants to lie, and I can cut the shape with that.�
�Does that mean he�ll be able to wash it and fingerfix?� Lottie asked. �That�s going to save a lot of time.�
�I thought that�s what you wanted. You said it was tobe concealed part of the time. I guessed that meanssquashed down somehow.�
�You�re right, of course. That�s really reassuring.�
Ian said nothing as a strong-smelling paste was pro-duced and then brushed into sections of his hair. Renachatted inconsequentially all the time as he sat watch-ing a timer count down to the next stage. He tried notto think what could go wrong, but worried that itwould all go wrong and he would end up bald.
A rinsing again. Leaning back, he noticed that therewere no mirrors in which he could see what was goingon. He was towelled again, and a different paste, moresweetly scented, was brushed into his hair, section bysection again. His head was wrapped in foil and heatlights were arrayed around him. Once more the timerwas placed in front of him.
�Why can�t I see what you�re doing?� Ian asked.
�I don�t want to scare you.� Rena made a mock threatwith some scissors, and then put a few women�s hair-dressing magazines in his hands. �This is where I ask ifyou would like coffee.�
�Are you sure this isn�t going to be silly?� Ian askedwhen he and Lottie were alone.
�Silly or not, it�s too late to stop now. You saw thesketches, Melanie approved the sketches, and she tells
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me that rehearsals are going well. What could gowrong?�
�What indeed?� Ian smiled as he took his coffee.
�And now, the moment of truth approaches.� Renaremoved the heat lights and the wrapping from Ian�shead. �A final rinse, and then after a bit of hairdresser�smagic, we see what we have created.�
A rinsing and then more towels. Ian caught just aglimpse of his hair as it fell into his sight, but it wassoggy and didn�t really look anything but wet. Hemoved to a chair in front of a mirror which had beendraped with a towel. Rena started drying and brush-ing.
�What do you think?� She asked.
�With the right makeup, when she�s wearing the cos-tume, I think we have a perfect Charley�s Aunt,� Lottiesaid.
�What do you mean calling me she?� Ian asked qui-etly. �And more importantly, when do I get to look?�
�Now?� Rena asked Lottie, who nodded back.
The towel was removed from the mirror with a flour-ish. Ian sat silently looking at the reflection, turninghis head left and right.
�Say something� Lottie said.
�I�m speechless,� Ian replied. �If I didn�t know who Iwas staring at, I�d be asking her out on a date. Well, Iwould if I had the courage. I don�t know what you�d callthis colour, but I�d call it a bombed-out bleachedblonde.�
�It�s silver grey with ash and platinum highlights.�Rena said. �My own mixture.�
�I think it works as a look.� Lottie said, looking overhis shoulder into the mirror. �With makeup and cos-tume, I think we�ve got it right.�
�There�s makeup out back.� Rena said, �If you want aquick tryout, I�d love to see what we�ve created.�
�I�m game,� Ian said. �And I�m just the blonde airheadin front of the mirror.�
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�Okay, earrings back in,� Lottie said. �I�ll go and seewhat we have.�
Ian stood closer to the mirror. Pulling his hair be-hind one ear and then the other, his hands trembledas he fixed the earrings. His hair was not just blonde; itwas almost white, and almost silver. It shouted �fe-male� from every angle.
�I�ve taken all this stuff.� Lottie showed it to Rena.�Can you put it on the bill?�
Rena nodded and Lottie started to work quickly,brushing a light foundation over Ian�s face, shapingand contouring with different powders. Ian watched ashis face seemed to change shape before his eyes.
�Lips or eyes first?� she asked Rena. �This is only animpression, but you can see where it�s going.�
�It�s going amazingly.� Rena nodded. �I think lipsthen eyes. It�s more dramatic that way.�
�I never thought of it like that,� Lottie replied as shepulled her face in front of Ian in unspoken instructionof the expression she wanted him to adopt. Most of thetime it was simply to keep still and look forward. Ianwatched when he could, but Lottie was back and forthin front of the mirror all the time. She switched fromlips to eyes.
�I think heavy black liner is essential, and lashestoo,� she explained as she worked. �Charley�s Aunt isfrom Brazil, where the nuts come from, as the playkeeps repeating. She�s not a bimbo, or a matron. She�sessentially a proud and feminine woman, with a touchof the exotic.�
�But isn�t the audience supposed to know she�s indrag?� Rena asked.
�Exactly right. But there�s drag and there�s drag.This is the glamorous end of drag. Ian�s going to besharing the joke with the audience and the boys whoare in on it, but he has to be authentic to the rest of thecast.�
�So you�re trying to make an impression with boththe play and the spectacle.�
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�You could say that. It�s an old chestnut of a playbut, to get people in, Melanie wanted something sim-ple, with a twist. She knew I was free, and asked me tocome and design for her. What do you think now?�
�I think these eye lashes are going to take some timeto get used to,� Ian said.
�I think he looks fabulous,� Rena replied. �I can�t seemuch of Ian left. I don�t know how you managed to doso much with so little effort.�
�It is my day job.� Lottie laughed. �Special effects areusually far more complex, but we do have a couple ofsurprises left.�
�I can�t wait,� Rena replied.

* * * * *
�And I want to try one more thing before we washthis off,� Lottie said. �Come on, Ian. Let�s get you home.�
�Home? I can�t go through the streets like this!� Ianprotested.
�Well, I�m not going to change you back, and you leftthe Ian wig at home. If you wash the makeup off, you�lllook a bit strange, probably a bit effeminate and silly. Ifyou simply walk back with me, we�ll look like two girlstogether. What�s it to be?�
�You win.� Ian sighed. �But please make sure no onetries to pick me up.�
�Remember how I told you to dress to come here?This was why; so you could walk with me and notstand out.�
Thanking Rena, they left the salon and walkedthrough the streets. The daylight had faded and thefirst streetlights were flickering on.
�It�s easier than you thought,� Lottie said as theywalked arm in arm.
�I hardly dare breathe! What if anyone should no-tice?�
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�They�d see two girls walking. Look around, there�sthe sort of casual interest from men, but that�s every-where a girl goes.�
�Thanks so much. I was trying to avoid noticingthat.�
�Don�t worry, it doesn�t mean anything. It�s whenthey look away that you know there�s somethingwrong.� Lottie squeezed his arm gently. �Come on, actthe part. Head up, slink a bit as you walk, shouldersback, chest out.�
�I don�t have a chest.� Ian laughed.
�Well, nobody�s perfect.�
They arrived at Ian�s block without incident. Ian puthis key in the lock and turned the latch. Lottie was inbefore him, pulling him in and kissing him on the lips.
�I knew I was going to do that as soon as I finishedyour makeup,� she said, running her hand gentlythrough his hair.
�I thought you didn�t mix business with�� Ian neverfinished the sentence as she kissed him again, harderthis time. He felt himself responding. Sensing it, Lottiepulled back.
�You reminded me of someone,� Lottie said. �For amoment, I thought�well, I don�t know what I thought.�
�You�re safe with me,� Ian said. �I won�t bite.�
�It�s not that.� Lottie looked at him. �It tookme back.�
�Do you want to talk about it?�
�I will, on one condition. We don�t do it here.�
�But where? I can�t go out like this.�
�If you want to hear the story, you�ve no choice. Noone will know or suspect. Trust me, a little touch-uphere and there; a little padding and you�d pass for agirl anywhere. You�re already wearing earrings, but Ithink some heels rather than those trainers would begood.�
�But where could we go?� Ian felt panic rising.�They�ll know me anywhere.�
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�Of course, you�re the man about town, known in allthe best places,� Lottie teased him.
�I�m just scared. Out there isn�t the stage.�
�Come on, let�s get you ready. What about that littleItalian place on the road out of town near where MrsCasey lives? It�s good and the lighting is soft. You goget some other shoes and I�ll call ahead to make surewe get a decent table. It will look like girlfriends shar-ing a meal after work.�
�I don�t know�.�
�I do. Let me freshen your makeup first, and thenquite by chance, I happen to have some of the jewellerypieces for Donna Lucia too, so you can try them on.They�ll go with the accent.�

* * * * *
�The butterflies in my stomach are buzzing like awasp�s nest,� Ian said an hour later as Lottie prisedhim out of her borrowed car.
�Oh, come on, don�t be a wuss.� She took his arm.�We�re girlfriends out to share a meal and secrets. Keepyour voice low, remember all the things we said aboutbody language, and just do it. Think of it as a dress re-hearsal. You�re playing the part of my exotic girl friendfrom Brazil.�
�Where the nuts come from.� Ian took a deep breathand started to walk. �My boobs are jiggling and thesehuge hoops in my ears are making me very self-con-scious.�
�Hey, play the part, no rush. Small steps, elegance,remember.� Lottie tugged his arm to slow him, and to-gether they crossed the street to the trattoria.
Once inside, Lottie took over, and soon they wereseated in a corner booth. The lights were low; Ian keptsilent as an overly fussy waiter laid the table and lit acandle for them with a more-than-theatrical flourish.
�See, no one�s noticed a thing,� Lottie assured him.
�Okay, you win.� Ian tried once more to relax. �I wishmy heart wasn�t thumping so hard.�
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�It isn�t.� Lottie reached across the table and took hishand. She straightened Donna Lucia�s rings on hishand. �Your imagination is running wild.�
If there were to be any secrets revealed, they didn�tfollow. Lottie ordered for them both, and that ate theirpasta, sipped their frascati, and Ian listened as shetold tales of past projects, famous actors, and quickvisits to exotic locations for makeup and fittings onset. Most of her work was based in her workshop andhardly glamorous at all.
�There�s something you�re not saying,� Ian inter-rupted. �You�re talking a lot, but saying a little.�
�Oh dear, am I that obvious?� Lottie paused. �Okay,here goes. I told you that I don�t mix work and personalstuff, but that could be changing. I came here to getaway from things for a while, and suddenly, here youare. I could keep my distance from Ian very easily, butDonna Lucia��
�I don�t understand.�
�It�s hard to explain, but you�ve been so good aboutall this, and I�m finding it difficult to deal with�no, Idon�t mean difficult. Give me a minute; I don�t knowwhat I mean.�
�Take a deep breath and start again.�
�Okay, here it is.� Lottie looked him in the eye. �I�mnot an easy person to get on with. I�ve had failed rela-tionships with girls and boys. Looking at you, I findmyself thinking that it may be time to give it anothergo, with a playmate, and maybe also a soulmate.There�now I�ve said it.�
�But I look more like your sister than your boy-friend!�
�Maybe that�s the attraction.�
Ian sat back and took a deep breath. �I need to thinkthis through.�
�No, there�s nothing to think through.� Lottie pouredmore wine. �I like this version of you, and if you want tosee where it takes us, maybe we could have somethingspecial.�
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�But where does Ian stand in all this?�
�I think you should ask where Donna Lucia standsin all this. Ian is merely where she was coming from.�
�I�m not sure I understand it all.�
�Don�t try, just let it happen.� Lottie took his handand smiled. �But we have to get you a new name.Donna Lucia sounds like my maiden aunt.�
�But she�s Charley�s Aunt.�
�Precisely. That�s why we need a new name. Comeon, play with me here. Are you a Lesley, Sue or Jane, orsomething else?�
�Maybe I�m a Lucy.� The words were out of his mouthbefore he had time to think.
�That makes sense. Lucy it shall be.� Lottie reachedfor his hand. �I�m sure we�re going to be good for eachother, Lucy.�

* * * * *
�I must say that this has been a terrible dress re-hearsal when the main character hasn�t got his dressyet.� Daniel Stone looked at his fellow cast membersand then at Melanie with some disdain. The cast wereassembled on stage, having changed and prepared forhome.
�Well, you know the old saying that a bad dress re-hearsal guarantees a great show,� Henry muttereddrily.
�And that propaganda is hauled out by its hind legsevery time a dress rehearsal goes down the tubes!�Daniel snorted. �Pah! As far as I�ve seen, an awful dressmost often will mean an awful opening; a superb dressrehearsal is always preferable. It gives an impetus towhat follows.�
�Saint Genesius, the patron saint of actors, will seeus through,� Henry said with authority. �He�s kept usgoing this long.�
�Never mind, Daniel.� Melanie looked him in the eye.�At least we know that everyone knows their lines and
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their timings, and it will be a little more exuberantwhen we have an audience tomorrow night.�
�I thought it went well, Daniel.� Courtney�s voicefaded as she realised he didn�t appreciate her interven-tion. �I�m sure we�ll all do well tomorrow. Break a leg,everyone.�
�Right, everyone.� Melanie clapped her hands to stopthe babble of conversation that was rising. �I�m not go-ing to say more tonight. I�ll pass out a few notes tomor-row, but all in all, we�re where we should be.�
�Except for Donna Lucia�s costume.� Daniel had tohave the last word.
�Lottie and Ian, can you come through to my officeplease.� Melanie ignored Daniel. After all, she knewthings that he didn�t.
�So tell me, did the costumes work?� Melanie askedas the door closed behind them.
�Yes, easily,� Lottie said. �We worked out how muchmakeup to use for Babbs, and then how to alter itquickly for Donna Lucia. The secret is lots of blackround the eyes, redder lips and of course theeye-lashes.�
�I�m sure they�re so big they could be seen from thenext town, never mind the back of the auditorium.When I blink, I�m never sure I can lift my eyelids again.�Ian smiled as he said it.
�Taking it off is a bigger problem.� Lottie said. �WhatI�m going to do is to wipe the lips, and maybe leave theeyes, like a conspiracy with the audience. After all, theblonde hair will be covered by the dark wig, and thechange and change back will be quicker that way.�
�And what about the breasts? They�re such a part ofthe illusion.�
�Lucy�s been wearing them all week.� Lottie said.
�Lucy?� Melanie looked at them both.
�It�s my female name when I�m out of character,� Ianexplained. �Lottie says it makes things easier for her toremember who I am.�
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�I�m sure she does.� Melanie looked meaningfully atLottie, who smiled sweetly back.
�Anyway, Lucy has been very good all week,� Lottiesaid. �She�s stayed in character as much as possible,and that means heels, bras, panties stockings,makeup and lashes, the lot.
And she�s got the walk, the mannerisms, and the ac-cent perfectly. I can�t wait to see it all come together to-morrow.�
�And are you wearing breasts now?� Melanie askedin surprise. �I don�t see them.�
�It�s a sports bra, and a baggy sweatshirt, with ajacket over,� Lottie said. �I made a longer-lasting pros-thetic to ease the preparation time each day. Lucy�sbeen wearing it for four days now.�
�It took some getting used to,� Ian said. �Especially inthe evenings. Going to bed in a sports bra and night-dress was a new experience. Waking up with breastswas really weird too, until I got used to the idea.�
�I think you were really great going along with it all,�Lottie said. �I almost felt like I had a new girlfriend.�

* * * * *
The first-night crowd came in. The great and thegood of the town were greeted by Harriet Casey andMarshall Hemming. Melanie was there too at the start,but quickly excused herself to go backstage. Lottie andIan had been there since early afternoon, practisingcostume changes as they had practised in Ian�s office,but now in the dressing room.
It was all before them. Melanie heard the call for be-ginners and whispered a silent prayer, and then re-treated to the rear of the stalls where she could watchthe play unfold. But she couldn�t rest. First-nightnerves always made her want to run and never do itagain, but the lure of the theatre drew her back andback again.
She couldn�t resist being there for the first transfor-mation scene. The audience gasped as Ian stood thereto take applause simply for his appearance. There was
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nothing male about this lady. Donna Lucia wasdressed in a dark crimson dress with a neckline thatleft little to the imagination, and cut in to a tight waist.She looked a cross between a rather sexy Marilyn anda haughty untouchable lady. She slinked across thestage in a way that was never rehearsed or thought ofin the dry runs, turning and looking over her shoulderat the audience, winking, and waiting for their ap-plause to die down, and then delivering her first linesin such a smouldering accent that even Melanie wastransfixed.
It had to happen: Daniel fluffed his next lines as hewatched Donna Lucia. The prompt could be heard as aripple of laughter in the audience added to his discom-fort.
From there the show progressed easily, through thenext changes in the first and second acts, and the in-terval. Lottie made sure that Ian stayed apart from therest of the cast in the break, and talked him throughthe next changes.
The third and final act contained all the revelations.Courtney, playing Ela, was so fluent and her sceneswith Ian went so well that a little jealousy, or maybeanger, in Daniel�s performance gave an extra edge tothe show. For Ian�s confession that he is a man and notCharlie�s Aunt, he remained in full feminine finery, re-taining the mannerisms and accent. He played it like aflirt, with a light touch, as he confessed his feelings toEla.
At the final curtain, the cast took a bow and threecurtain calls. Then there was such a buzz backstage,as Melanie and Lottie joined them. Lottie took Ian�shand and kissed him gently.
�Wonderful, wonderful, just wonderful!� Melaniesaid. �It all went to time, the modern dress worked fine,and you did the theatre proud. Let�s do it all again to-morrow, and the champagne�s on me on Saturdaywhen we finish the run.�

* * * * *
�Saturday already.� Marshall Hemming was in his of-fice. He handed a glass to Daniel Stone. �We�re in dan-ger of running into profit this season if bookings stay
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as they are. There�s talk of another week before thetouring companies come in for the remainder of theseason.�
�I know, and I�m pleased, although part of me wisheswe could get our hands on the theatre and knock itdown. There�s a profit to be made in real estate in thistown.�
�We�d never get permission. It�s a heritage building,one of the oldest working theatres in this part of thecountry, and they�ve a generous backer in HarrietCasey. She�s nothing else to do with her fortune and Ibelieve she�s left it all in trust to preserve the theatre.�
�So, short of a fortuitous fire, the building�s there forall eternity.� Daniel tossed back his drink in one andheld out the glass for another.
�Should you be drinking so much when you�ve a per-formance this evening?� Marshall asked.
�Call it Dutch courage.� Daniel gulped his secondglass. �To tell the truth, I didn�t want to do this play,and I certainly didn�t want to see that jumped-up stagehand turn into the star. He needs taking down a peg ortwo.�
�And how would you propose to do that?�
�Don�t ask now, but don�t watch me after the curtainfalls this evening.� Daniel tapped the side of his nose,signalling secrecy.

* * * * *
�That was a wonderful performance,� Melanie toldthe assembled cast after the curtain had fallen and theaudience had cleared. �I�ve asked you all to stay be-cause Mrs Casey has an announcement to make. Har-riet, would you like to tell them now?�
�Well, firstly, let me congratulate you all. I think I�veenjoyed it more each evening, and the good news isthat we�ve been asked to do another week, but just forfour performances. There�s some work to be done be-fore the next touring company are here, but there�stime to fit it all in. I�m so pleased, the fortunes of thisold place have really been boosted this week, and an-
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other would be wonderful. Thank you all.� Harrietsmiled and clapped as she stood down.
�And now, there�s an early champagne supper for ev-eryone.� Melanie announced. �But be careful; don�t for-get next week�s performances need to be sparkling too.�
The cast and everyone else in the theatre gatheredround, drinking, chatting and circulating as one doesat a party. Ian hadn�t had time to change, and re-mained as Donna Lucia, giggling, flirting and generallystaying in character as if it was natural to her. Evenher gestures and those unconscious hair signals asshe looked at anyone seemed to come so naturally.
�You�ve really changed.� Lottie pulled Ian away froma group of stagehands. �Lucy has taken you over.�
�Do you mind, I�m Donna Lucia,� Ian replied, a littletowards tipsy already.
�I rather like it.� Lottie gave him a quick kiss on thelips. �Enjoy, and I�ll see you in a few minutes.�
It may have been half an hour or more later whenLottie looked for him. She looked from group to group;she went to the dressing room, and into the audito-rium. Then, feeling worried, she clapped her hands forattention. Everyone turned to look at her.
�Has anyone seen Ian?� she asked. �He seems to havedisappeared.�
�I think I saw him going towards the private boxes,�Harriet said. �He was leaning on someone, a man. Ithought he was just going for a little air after all the ex-citement.�
Lottie rushed from the stage and through the back-stage door into the stairwell leading to the boxes, call-ing his name. The light was poor here. The first boxwas empty, and she was about to leave the secondwhen a noise called her back. Ian was lying on the floorbetween the seats and the front of the box. He wasbreathing normally and seemed quite oblivious to hissurroundings.
She slapped his face, and got an incoherent mum-ble. Turning him into recovery position, she called forhelp.
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* * * * *
�There�s nothing obviously wrong with him.� Theemergency doctor had examined Ian, and accompa-nied him home to see him settled, after tactfully get-ting rid of all the concerned onlookers.
�He�s had a bit to drink,� Lottie said.
The doctor felt his pulse once more and lifted hiseyelid. �Does he do drugs?� she asked. �I�ve taken ablood sample to check if there�s anything we need toknow.�
�No drugs as far as I know.� Lottie looked puzzled.�Do you think that�s what it could be?�
�I�m having some suspicions. He�s dressed in such awonderful costume, yet it�s a little torn. Do you mindhelping me to turn him over?�
Gently, the doctor started to raise the skirts of Ian�sdress. Suddenly she stopped and pointed to his pant-ies.
�I can�t imagine he tore that himself,� Lottie gaspedin shock.
�No but someone else could have done so.� The doc-tor reached for her bag, and took out some objects.
She put on surgical gloves, peeled the wrappersfrom her instruments, and took out a sample phial.Carefully she took some swabs and placed them safelyto the side; then, unwrapping some larger disposablewipes, she cleaned up the tops of his thighs and up tohis anus.
�I hate to tell you this, but I think he�s had sex withsomeone, some man, and none too gently either.� Shewrapped her samples carefully. �He�ll probably have nomemory of what happened if, as I suspect, he�s beengiven Rohypnol. It may be something to report to thepolice.�
�Rohypnol?� asked Lottie. �I don�t know what that is.Could he have taken it by mistake?�
�Not likely, in my opinion.� The doctor paused. �It�sthe date rape drug.�
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�The poor thing!� Lottie said in shock. �I should havebeen more careful, but it seemed such a friendly party.He can�t have been out of my sight for more than a fewminutes�well, half an hour or so.�
�It acts very quickly. It�s usually slipped into a drink,and the effect is clear for someone to see if they�ve ad-ministered it and they�re looking for the signs. You�llhave to talk to him tomorrow. He�ll sleep it off now, be abit thick-headed when he wakes, but should be prettynormal after that, physically at least. Maybe you needto know who saw him leave the crowd. I�ll leave you totalk it out, but here�s my card, and I�ll store his soiledpanties and the samples carefully in case you needthem.�
�In case I need them? I don�t understand.�
�Evidence. There�s DNA in these samples.�
Lottie did her best to clean Ian and made him ascomfortable as she could. She removed his clothingand left him naked under a cover, as she sat in thechair to watch over him through the night.

* * * * *
�My head hurts,� Ian groaned, as he woke slowly.
�Don�t try to sit up.� Lottie was immediately awake.�I�ll get you a drink.�
�I feel like I�ve been hit by a train.� Ian groaned again.�I didn�t have that much to drink, did I?�
�What do you remember?� Lottie asked gently.
�I remember feeling so happy, andmaybe I drank tooquickly. You know how I�ve been this week; it�s as ifDonna Lucia and Lucy have freed me from being dullold responsible Ian. I was giddy with it all, and thenDaniel came to tell me that he�d been wrong to opposethe play and I was wonderful in my part. He didn�t evenmind being upstaged because he knew I�d go on tobetter things.�
�Did he give you a drink?�
�Why, yes. He did, handed it to me most graciously,and raised his glass and drank it down in one. I did the
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same and we laughed. It felt as if he wanted to makefriends with me after all this time. I remember laugh-ing at some joke he made. Then it all goes fuzzy.� Ianshifted to sit up.
�Ouch, I�m sore.� He wriggled as if to get comfortable,�and I�m all wet down there, and it�s a bit slimy too,running down my leg.�
Lottie handed him a towel. �I can�t put this any eas-ier, I�m sorry, but I think you�ve been drugged andraped.�
�What? But�why don�t I remember?�
�What don�t you understand about being drugged?�Lottie asked. �You probably won�t remember anything,and didn�t feel anything either.�
�I certainly feel sore now.� Ian answered.
�The doctor said you probably would. She spentsome time examining you last night, and took all kindsof samples in case you wanted to call the police.�
�But I don�t remember a thing.� Ian started to cry.
Lottie held him until the sobs stopped. �I think you�dbetter sleep a little. I�ll clean your makeup and helpyou settle.�
As Ian was falling in and out of sleep, Lottie cleanedhis face, and removed his false boobs, cleaning theskin so that it could breathe for the first time in a fewdays. As they came away, she realised they could notbe used again. Whoever had handled Ian so roughly,had also handled his prosthetics too roughly for themto be used again.

* * * * *
As Ian slept, Lottie and Melanie met in Harriet�shouse. Lottie swore them to secrecy and told themwhat she knew.
�I know it�s awful, but what are we to do?� Harrietasked. �We can�t go on with the show next week.�
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�Don�t say that. Ian has a few things to think about,�Lottie said. �It�s his decision in the end, and we�ve a fewdays before the next scheduled show on Wednesday.�
�But we�ve nearly booked up.� Harriet said. �Maybewe should be cancelling and giving money back�but Ithink it�s been a success, and goodness knows weneed the money.�
�Give it a couple of days. I think there�s more to ourDonna Lucia that we know.�
Ian slept through Sunday. He shuffled about in theevening, barely communicating. Lottie didn�t attemptto open any conversation, just treating him gently asthey sat together. When she judged it right, she ledhim into the bedroom, and got in beside him.
�I still don�t know what happened,� Ian said.
�It doesn�t matter.� Lottie held him closely. �Whateverit was, it�s slipping into the past, and it�s not some-thing you willed upon yourself.�
�I think I may have been acting a little too Donna Lu-cia, and not enough Ian. I should have changed, but Ifelt so comfortable as Donna Lucia and I was havingsuch a buzz after the show.�
�Hold onto the good memories.� Lottie kissed himgently, suddenly surprised at how much she reallywanted to be with him. �I�m here with you.�
Ian turned and kissed her again. �I�ve just realisedthat I�ve lost my boobs.�
�You�re going back into them on Tuesday.� Lottie re-plied. �I�ll have to use different ones, though. They weredamaged in�whatever happened.�
�Hush, I don�t want to think about it.� Ian kissed heragain as they twined into one another and, with agrowing urgency, made love as if there were no cares inthe world.

* * * * *
�Did we really do all those things during the night?�Ian said sleepily. �It�s the greatest cure for feeling badin the world.�
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�And are you really feeling better?�
�If you�re asking if I want to do the play this week,then yes. I�ve really loved it all, with the obvious excep-tion�yet I�ve no memory of that, and there seems nolasting damage.�
�I�m serious. There�s someone who was with us onSaturday night who did that to you. Are you sureyou�re safe to go on?�
�Yes, I�m sure it�s what I want. I�ve really loved it.From being a bit-part player, I�m suddenly getting abreak.�
�But you�re mostly playing a woman.�
�Maybe that�s part of it too. I feel free and able tovamp it up. It�s fun, and it�s exciting to go out with you,still in character, and fool them all.�
�You�ll not fool them again. The paper�s got reviewsand pictures. Look, there�s Donna Lucia, and one ofyou in the background in this photo of an older pro-duction.�
�But the review says it�s a success; let�s go with that.There�s no picture of Lucy there, so I guess she�s stillfree to go anywhere. But I don�t feel like Lucy anymore. I�ve lost my shape and my hair�s a mess. Look atthese roots.� Ian scraped his hair back from his fore-head to show dark roots under the blonde.
�What a Diva!� Lottie laughed. �We�ll do somethingabout that right away.�
�Can we do it quickly, please?� Ian said softly. �I don�twant to lose my confidence.�
After a flurry of activity, Ian was once again lyingacross the bench whilst Lottie glued his breast pros-thetic in place. She had him lie still as she inspectedthe seams, until she was satisfied that they were unde-tectable.
The salon was booked and Ian walked confidentlythrough the street and into the brightly lit foyer. Lottiespoke to the receptionist.
�I�ll collect you in a couple of hours; they�ll ring mewhen you�re ready.�
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Ian was taken into the back and seated and draped,whilst two ladies fussed with his hair.
�We both went to the show,� one said. �We�re goingagain on Friday. You were lovely, and we so enjoyed itall.�
The stream of gossip and small talk continued asthey worked, leaving his hair wrapped in tinfoil parcelswhilst his nails were filed, shaped and extended.
�I don�t remember this last week.� Ian protested.
�It�s all right,� he was told. �Lottie told us what wehave to do.�
Over two hours had elapsed when Lottie returned.�You look a dream!� she said when she saw him.
�I�m not sure that�s an appropriate greeting for awould-be leading man,� Ian replied sternly, and thenbroke into a grin. �Can you believe how they�ve donemy hair? I didn�t think it could have grown so much ina week. I know this style will get crushed with the wig Ihave to use on stage, but they�ve told me how to dealwith that.�
�It�s not a problem,� Lottie replied.
�If that�s not, then these are going to be.� Ian held outhis hands. �Look what they�ve done to my nails.�
�They�re beautiful, quite feminine, just what youneeded.� Lottie examined the polish. �I love this deepoyster colour; it�s won�t show up too much on stageuntil you change into Donna Lucia.�
�Surely that can�t be right.�
�Oh, but it is. You don�t realise, but Donna Luciaseems to take you over. Everything is physical, you�remuch more expressive. It�s as if a larger character hastaken over from dull old Ian�s male character.�
�So no one will notice.�
�Not until Donna Lucia starts waving her hands, andmaking those big gestures.�
�I didn�t realise that there was such a change.Melanie said nothing.�
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�That�s because she didn�t have to. It was almost asif putting on those rings and bangles made you moreconscious of hands and arms, and your gesturesshifted to fabulously feminine and confident. You hon-estly didn�t know you were doing that?�
�I never thought of it. I let the character use thewords and behaved as I felt it.�
�Well, it worked. Now for somewhere to sit and talkwith my girlfriend.�
�Before we go, these breasts feel heavier than theydid last week.� Ian stood and fondled his fake chest.�They look perfect, but are you sure they�re the samesize?�
�They�re bigger,� Lottie admitted. �They were all that Icould fix given the time scale. I expected to be able tore-use the ones from last week. Don�t think about it,you�ll soon get used to how they feel.�
�But I always get stared at�you know�down there,before anyone looks at my face.�
�Welcome to womanhood.� Lottie laughed. �It�s whatwe girls get every day.�
I�m not complaining. It�s been fun being the centre ofattention, you know, the star instead of the extra.�
�Even though you�re acting as a woman most of thetime?�
�Yes, it really is liberating. It�s like I�ve left dull oldIan behind and turned into Donna Lucia on the stage. Idon�t feel anything like her male alter ego, struttinground. It feels unnatural. And I like being Lucy too.�
�Don�t get too carried away; there�s always nextweek.�
�Don�t I know it?� Ian said. �I can�t see me getting leadroles in the future. You�re going back to the city, andI�ll just fade away into computer services once again.Maybe they�ll let me sweep the stage.�
�There may be a way for you to stay on the stage,�Lottie said out of the blue. �I�ve been a design consul-tant for a company, and they�re casting soon for a tour,which may get a run in the city.�
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�So where do I fit in?�
�Leave it with me. I�ll speak to the casting director.�
And they sat and talked, of all kind of inconsequen-tial things, Lottie carefully guiding the conversation sothat she gathered Ian�s thoughts for her next step.

* * * * * *
�That was a good performance all round,� Melaniesaid after the cast had taken their final bow on theWednesday of the second week. �A longer run mustsuit you all.�
�But some of us will be happier when this one isover,� Daniel sneered. �It�s a waste of our talents. Wehave a fine leading lady in Courtney here�and she�supstaged by a third-rate drag act! It may be bringing insome money, but it�s not proper theatre.�
�Daniel, I know how you feel. It�s low comedy, but itpays the bills.�
�But there must be a better way,� Daniel said. �I�mnot doing anything like this again.�
�It�s only three more performances, and then it�sover anyway,� Lottie interrupted. �I think you can man-age that. After all, you were really warmly applaudedand got decent reviews.�
With that and a fewmurmurings, the cast broke up.
And it was a success. The local paper review got syn-dicated, which was unusual in itself, but then the boxoffice got more calls, more reservations. Ian lapped itup, becoming more confident as the next performanceapproached. On Tuesday there had been a full dressrehearsal, so Ian had to be ready early.
�I do wish this could go on longer,� he said with asigh.
�I think I have some news.� Lottie fussed around asIan removed Donna Lucia�s costume and sat at themirror, quite unconsciously and naturally, in bra andpanties.
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�Just let me get ready and you can tell me all aboutit,� Ian said as he first removed his heavy stagemakeup and then set about applying street make up.After that, it wasn�t Ian who turned to her, it was Lucy.
Lottie helped him into a short black dress, andpulled the zip up the back. She fussed a little gettingthe neckline where she wanted it, with a little cleavageshowing. Ian tugged it a little higher, which got him alook of disapproval. She fastened black platform heelsonto his feet.
�There.� She stood back to look at the overall effect. �Ithink I can take you to dinner now that you look re-spectable.�
They walked out through the stage door and into thestreet. Ian�s confidence was high, and it showed in theway he held himself, with his clutch bag in one arm,and his other arm linking with Lottie.
�I think you�ve done this deliberately,� Ian whisperedas they walked towards the restaurant.
�I have no idea what you�re talking about,� Lottie re-plied innocently.
�Yes, you do. I�m the more glamorous here. I�m get-ting the stares and the looks. I know it�s not becauseI�m being read. It�s the women as well as the men. I�llhave to get used to being ordinary again next week.�
�How would you feel about leaving all this and tryingfor a career in the theatre professionally?�
�I�d jump at the chance, but there�s not much call forslightly built actors who are shorter than most of theleading ladies.�
�Have you seen La Cage aux Folles on the stage? Themusical, not the original play?�
�No, but I saw the film and the American remake. Itwas a wonderfully silly plot, but I know it�s run as amusical for ages.�
�And how would you feel about staying feminine fora little longer if you could get a part in a new produc-tion?�
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�I don�t want to be a drag queen in a chorus, if that�swhat you mean.�
�No, that�s not the idea. I sent some photos and a bitof video from my phone to the casting director. I toldthem about Ian, and Lucy and Donna Lucia.�
�So why would they be interested? It�s not as if I�vedone anything professionally.�
�Don�t be negative. I�ve got an interview and a read-ing for you the week after we finish here. Of course,you�ll have to remain in character as Lucy. It�s her theywant to see, and the part they�re considering is Albin.�
�Albin? Isn�t that the gay woman who�s at the centreof the play? He lives with Georges, who runs a dragshow. I didn�t mean gay woman, but you know what Imean. It�s a big part, but I don�t know anything aboutbeing gay.�
�It�s called acting, dear. It�s what you�ve been doingall week. You didn�t know about being a woman untilthis part came along, and now look how easily you slipinto being Lucy.�
�That�s true,� Ian admitted. �But Albin? That�s a bigpart, aren�t I too young?�
�Not for this production. They want glamour aboveall, and whilst you may be too young to pretend to beJean-Michel�s mother, the idea is that you�re his step-mother. Father has taken a younger second wife�wellat least, as far as his fiancée�s parents are concerned.�
�And Jean-Michel knows that Albin is his father�spartner, even though the age is little more than hisown?�
�Of course. I think it�s a great idea because it allowsmore ambiguity; it gives an extra frisson in the scenesbetween Albin and Jean-Michel too. But I may be for-getting something. Have you ever been in amusical be-fore?�
�Yes, we did A Chorus Line a couple of seasons ago. Itook dance and singing lessons for that. I didn�t get adecent part, but I was understudy to all the maleleads. I had all the dance routines to learn, and Irather enjoyed the dancing part.�

Page - 68

THE REPERTORY COMPANY BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



�But did you dance in heels?�
�Of course not, but I bet I could now.� Ian twirledaround, and curtseyed gracefully, as they arrived inthe restaurant foyer. �And backwards in heels too.�
�If you�re sure that�s what you want, I�ll ask. It maybe harder work than you think, though.�
�It�s a dream, though: getting away from continualdisappointment that I don�t get better roles here. If I tryand fail, it�s better than wondering what might havebeen, if I do nothing!�

* * * * * *
�Oh that was so beautiful.� Harriet said over andover again at the last night�s party. �Donna Lucia, youwere the most beautiful actress we�ve had this season.I�m so pleased you stayed in character to come to theparty.�
�Thanks a bunch,� Courtney muttered to Daniel asthey stood on the edge of the gathering assembled inthe restaurant.
�I bet Ian�s forgotten how to act out of drag.� Danielwhispered into her ear. �I can�t see him getting anotherrole here.�
�I don�t think you�ve made many friends in the com-pany, dear boy,� said Henry, still in costume as thebutler. �I hear they tried something on with you lastweek.�
�I�ll not ask what you heard,� Ian replied, whisperingonce more. �You might want to let slip that the doctorhas samples if I want to go to the police.�
�And why haven�t you done so?� asked Henry.
�I truly don�t remember what or who did it. I was abit sore, and I haven�t really worked out how I feelabout it all. I didn�t want it to spoil the last weekthough. The show seemed more important than me.�
�But I believe it was rape,� Henry said.
�I don�t want to talk about it.� Ian closed the subject.�Just let them know�.�
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�I�ll follow your feelings then,� Henry replied. �And Imust say that if I didn�t know it was you under thatDonna Lucia costume, and of course if I were thirtyyears younger, I�d have been tempted myself.�
�If you were thirty years younger, I might be temptedto let you,� Ian replied in Donna Lucia�s voice, lookingat him coquettishly. �And think what a scandal thatcould have caused!�
�Has Ian told you the news?� Lottie joined them. �He�sgoing to audition for a professional role on La cagenextweek.�
�I thought once you�d discovered drag, you�d neverbe able to leave it alone,� Henry said. �You�ve certainlygot all the mannerisms and style to carry it off any-where, on or off the stage.�
�It was never my intention�� Ian started.
�I knew he could do it,� Lottie interrupted. �See howhe played this week, even though I fitted him with big-ger boobs that he expected.�
�I wish you luck.� Henry bowed to take his leave.�This lot will never forgive you, though, but I�m sopleased.�

* * * * * * *
�What do youmean?� Ian asked onMondaymorning.�I was expecting that you�d be removing these breastsand I�d be back to normal.�
�Breasts are normal. Lots of people have them.�
�You know very well what I mean.�
�I know very well,� Lottie said, �that you have to stayfemale and go to see the producers in character. Ipulled a lot of strings to get you this chance, and you�renot messing it up. �They�re expecting a glamorous fe-male impersonator, and that�s what they�re going tosee.�
�But I thought the part was for a guy!� Ian protested.
�Yes, of course. But a certain sort of guy�one wholooks good in skirts and heels.�
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�But surely I don�t need to stay female all the time.The audition isn�t until later in the week.�
�Of course you do. It�s on Friday, and I want you tobreeze in as if you�ve been wearing heels all your life.Completely natural is the idea.�
�But isn�t Albin just meant to be a sort of effeminateman who dresses up?�
�He may have been played that way in past produc-tions, but they want a more believable feminine ap-proach in this production. The joke is going to be howfeminine Albin can be, and his effect on Charles� son�sfuture father-in-law.�
�But I have work to do this week.�
�It�s not as if anyone will notice. You work alone, andno one�s going to know if the hand working the key-board is male or female.�
�And if someone calls into the office?�
�They you�re Ian�s new secretary. Vamp it and charmthem.�
�But how do I work with these talons?� Ian held outhis hand, still elegantly manicured.
�Just do it. Lots of girls manage, and there�s no rea-son why you shouldn�t. Use the balls of your fingers,rather than the tips. There�s always the spellingchecker if you get it wrong.�
�Not when I�m writing a programme. I have to be ac-curate.�
�So be accurate. I�ve worked so hard to get this audi-tion through, it�s your big chance, so don�t spoil it.�
�I�m not sure I want my big chance to be in a dress,heels and makeup.�
�No? You�d rather stay here, with bit parts, and growold thinking of what might have been?�
�Okay.� Ian relented. �Female it is.� He flicked his hairand pouted, then laughed.
Lottie laughed too. �Who knows, you may snare arich husband, and never have to work again.�
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�Ugh. Don�t even joke about it. I�ve been raped once,and it isn�t something I want to repeat.�
�One bad experience isn�t a lifetime, Ian. Good expe-riences are where you find them; don�t shut off yourmind to whatever comes.�
�To tell the truth, I don�t really remember muchabout it. I guess it�s escaped my mind anyway.�
�It took a good girlfriend to make me realise all I wasmissing. I know we nearly had a fling, but that wouldhave spoiled everything. This way we can keep workingtogether.�
�I think I understand that. Am I to stay Lucy, orshould I adopt something more exotic?�
.No Lucy Morgan sounds authentic enough for thebilling, unless you want it to be Ian instead, toemphasise that you�re male under the makeup.�
�I hadn�t thought of it quite like that. I think Lucy,but don�t ask me why.�
�So, Lucy, I�ll leave you to work until it�s time to getyou ready. Don�t forget, full makeup and heels allweek. Lashes, and dress it up in the evenings. Imagineyou�re still playing a part all the time.�

* * * * * *
�There�s a car coming for us at ten in the morning,�Lottie announced. �We�re meeting the producer and di-rector for late lunch, and then they want you to dosome private readings with the director.�
�So what do I have to do?�
�Everything, really. Your salon appointment is thisafternoon, and again at eight in the morning to makesure that not a hair is out of place.�
�Why this afternoon?�
�I�ve been thinking about that. I decided you needmore hair, so you�re having extensions, and your rootsdone. Don�t complain, but you�re having killer nailsand permanent eyelash extensions as well.�
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�Aren�t these killer nails already?� Ian held out hishands.
�No. And you�ll enjoy the salon, all that pampering.It�ll make you feel really feminine.�
�But they know who I am.�
�All the more reason to enjoy the feelings. They�re re-ally excited for you.�
�You�ve told them?�
�Only that you have a big audition.�
�I�ll be there forever.�
�It will be a long afternoon, and of course, when youget back, I�ve a new set of breasts to fit. I�ve been everso careful with these, and I�m sure they�ll look reallyimpressive, even close up.�
�How do I get rid of all this after the audition?�
�You won�t need to if all goes as well as I expect. I�mgoing to need a production line to keep you in breasts.You�ll be full time in rehearsal, and all that entails; thecostumes and hair, the dialogue rehearsals, the danceclasses. You may not be coming back to computerwork here.�
�I�m scared,� Ian admitted. �I don�t know if I reallywant to be masquerading as a female all the time. Howdo I get a date?�
�How did you get a date before?�
�Okay.� Ian sighed. �You got me there. I never was asuccess. Maybe I was too serious about acting?�
�Or maybe a computer geek wasn�t an attractiveproposition. I know you�re a nice guy, but believe me, ifyou get this part, there�ll be dates galore and partiesand a whole theatrical circle of real friends. It�ll be thegreatest fun. Just keep your courage.�
�I guess you�re right.� Ian smiled. �You�re the boss.�
Ian was in the salon from early afternoon to beyondclosing. It seemed as if he was being treated as a spe-cial customer, with all the girls taking time to chat,even if they didn�t know where he was going. Many of
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them had seen Charley�s Aunt. There was a little glam-our by association with the star of the show.
Nothing was left to chance. Pedicure was followed bymanicure; nail extensions longer and redder than everbefore, with gentle points rather than straight acrossas before. Ian looked at his fingers with scepticism.
�How do I do anything with these?� He asked.
�You do everything with them easily.� The girlsshowed him their nails. �You�ll find they�re natural in aday or so.�
As this was going on, his hair was being treated:strands were lifted and sectioned, colour brushed intoeach division covering the re-growth from the roots.Swatches of hair were brought and compared, straightand luxuriant. After his hair had been washed, col-oured and dried, there began the process of attachingthem in smaller swatches.
Progress was slow, with Ian feeling new sensationsas his hair grew heavier. Slowly strands of the newlength were draped over his shoulders, and still theprocess continued from the top of his head, over hisears, round the back and down to the nape of his neck.This blonde was special, flowing and rippling as thehairdressers� hands shifted it and added strand afterstrand.
They took a break, excusing themselves as theirhands needed to rest. Ian wasn�t allowed any rest,though; he changed to another chair, where he was re-clined whilst two girls started on his eyelashes, one ateach side. On and on they worked, slowly and method-ically. After what seemed to be ages, Ian was returnedto the hairdresser�s chair and the expansions startedagain. Eventually, Lottie appeared and it was over.
�No makeup?� Ian asked. �I feel quite naked.�
His hair swished and swung across his shoulders,and when he approached the mirror, his new eye-lashes looked full and lush against his skin.
�That�s all for the morning,� Lottie told him. �You�rehere very early and everything has to be exactly right.You only have one chance to get this right.�
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* * * * * * *
Ian was in a daze as he went from salon to car. It hadall been such a rush, and yet so organised. Hismakeup was far too elaborate for the day, yet it lookedso simple. The contouring made his features so softand feminine once more. The hair, artfully arranged ina loose yet firm bun, looked as if it was about to tumbleinto a waterfall of blonde at any moment. And his eye-lashes were so long and heavy with mascara.
He shrugged his dress higher. He�d thought it finewhen Lottie presented it, but now it seemed a little tootight, a little too low-cut, a little too informal for theday�s meetings. It was too late to change now. Andwere these heels a little too high for comfort?
�I should be used to this,� Ian thought, trying deepbreaths to settle the butterflies flapping in his stom-ach. He picked up his handbag and once again tookthe mirror. He touched up his lipstick, pale and shiny,lips outlined to make them look bigger than they hadever looked before.
Sensing his nervousness, Lottie tried to make someconversation. After getting only monosyllabic re-sponses, she sighed and settled back to watch the roadpass by.
The car turned into a private drive, winding throughwatered lawns to a single-storey house, with high col-umns supporting a portico that screamed opulence.The chauffeur�s screen came down silently. �Welcometo Mr Cameron�s home,� he said.
He got out and proffered his hand; Ian stepped outof the car. Lottie followed, and together they walked upfour steps to the raised area around the door. There alady in beige, holding a clipboard, gave them a wel-coming smile. �You must be Lucy Morgan,� she said, of-fering her hand to shake. �And Lottie Baxter, welcomeagain. Mr Cameron is in the conservatory and asksthat you join him there.�
Mr Cameron appeared to be the epitome of a genialtheatre producer, dressed casually in a backgroundthat stressed his success. �I�m hoping that my son willbe with us soon,� he said. �He�s going to direct this pro-duction, and I know that he�s been to see your last pro-
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duction twice. He�s told me that you seem ideal forAlbin.�
�That�s very kind, sir,� Ian replied nervously. �I hope Idon�t disappoint him in the flesh.�
�I�m sure you won�t, my dear.� He moved to indicatethat they should move into an area with a table set forlunch. �I know you have to meet with our costume di-rector, Lottie. The car will take you through; mean-while I�m sure Lucy will be able to join me for lunch.�
�Er�right,� said Lottie, realising that she had beendismissed. �I�ll see you later.�
�I�m sure Steve will be with us soon,� Mr Cameronsaid after Lottie had left. �I can only apologise. He musthave been held up at the theatre. But come, my dear,you can tell me all about yourself whilst we wait.�

* * * * * *
It was nerve-wracking. Mr Cameron appeared tohave had Lucy�s life, and Ian�s, thoroughly researched.There was little he didn�t know, and although his ques-tioning was gentle, it was carefully directed.
�And how do you feel about taking this extraordinaryrole for an extended period?� he asked.
�I�m really excited by it all.� Ian heard himself, andmentally kicked himself for sounding too trite.
�Steve has some radical ideas for this production. Ithink our modern audiences will love it.�
Ian was beginning to feel uncomfortable when Stevearrived in a flurry of motion and papers, laptop fallingtowards the hard floor when Ian caught it.
�Phew. That was close. All my notes and photo-graphs are there.� He collected them more carefully.�You�re Lucy; I�m so pleased you could come.�
He hugged Lucy naturally and genuinely, air-kiss-ing both cheeks. �I must say, you�re as lovely in theflesh as I hoped.�
�Thank you.� Ian blushed. Lucy wasn�t used to malecompliments.
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�I saw you twice as Donna Lucia.� Steve continued. �Iknow you�d be right for me, well, I mean our produc-tion, but I do need you to read and take a few costumetests. You�re familiar with the basic storyline?�
�Yes, but it calls for Albin as an aging drag star.�
�True, but in this production, she�s going to beyoung and fabulous. That�s where you come in. Albin�salter ego, Zaza, is going to be flamboyant in the nightclub scenes, but in a feminine flamboyance, not an ex-aggerated drag way. The bit where all Albin�s dragdresses are removed can stay in, because Albin is re-ally feminine in this production, not over the top.�
�But how do you overcome the Uncle Al bit in scenetwo?�
�We substitute Aunt Alice. He�s stepmother toJean-Michel, despite being not much older. She�s ele-gant and confident, and in the �Chez Jaqueline� scenewhen Albin is persuaded to perform a song, Albin willreveal himself as a female impersonator, but won�t bepulling off a wig to show a bald head. We�ve still a littlework to do on that scene.�
�So Jean-Michel�s future parents-in-law areright-wing bigots. They�re in a sticky situation whentheir daughter refuses to give up Jean Michel, andthey have to hide in the drag review to avoid beingshown up in the press with Albin and George who areknown as gay activists.�
�That�s easy. We dress them in the most flamboyantof drag outfits; put them in the chorus, where they failto co-ordinate with all the routines. They escape withthe cast, and the young lovers, leaving Georges andAlbin to the grand finale rather than the low-key end-ing in some productions. I think that�s where you�re atyour most glamorous. I want the audience to gaspwhen they see you there.�
�You seem to have it all worked out.�
�Yes, I have. What the public need is a spectacle,maybe a fairy story, with a happy ending. They wantmusic and old-fashioned glamour, and if it�s telling atale of toleration and acceptance of people�s lifestyles,then that�s good too.�
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�Wow, I hope you�re going to pick me for the part!�Ian gasped and then blushed. �I�m sorry; I shouldn�thave said that before you�ve made up your mind.�
�I think I�m pretty sure.� Steve took Ian�s hand andlooked at it, turning it over as he spoke. �We have to lis-ten to you read, and do a couple of costume tests, butI�m hoping you�ll be with me�er, with us when theproduction opens.�

* * * * * * *
�I�ve been working so hard.� Ian said as Lottie fussedaround him. �I don�t know if I can take time out to havedinner with Steve.�
�You can and you will.� Lottie said. �I�m having sometrouble keeping up with your need for these breastforms, and as these are new, you don�t want to wastethem.�
�Waste them?� Ian said. �What do you mean?�
�I mean that you need a gentleman to appreciatehow good they look.� Lottie laughed, and then held upa dark red dress and black one. �Which do you think?�
�The red.� Ian said immediately. �It�s such a floatyskirt, and the bodice will cling so closely.�
�Okay, and you didn�t notice that it was lower cut sothat he could see more.� Lottie smiled to herself.�You�re quite the diva already.�
�Oh, no; don�t say that!� Ian replied, as he touchedup his mascara, squinting into the hand held mirror.�I�m scared, I don�t know what he expects, and I don�tknow how I feel about what I think he might expect.�
�Can you try that again in English?�
�You know what I mean. I owe him so much. I�ve gotthis dream part, and I love all the rehearsals. I�m a lit-tle worried about the opening night; after all, the audi-ence have to judge me and the show. I�ve this wonder-ful apartment and a car whenever I need it. I feel like akept woman�except that I�m not a woman. Arrgh, I�mso confused; I don�t know what to say.�
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�Don�t say anything. Just go and have a wonderfuldate with Steve.�
�Is that it?� Ian looked up. �Is this a date? What am Iexpected to do?�
�I�m sure there�s not an answer to that. Stop overthinking it all. You go, you enjoy yourself, and you re-lax. Steve will be good company, and a gentleman ineverything. It�s like he�s been treating you with kidgloves all along. He�s not going to change into a mon-ster.�
The door buzzed and Steve was there, red roses heldout and accepted with another blush, and then theywere in the car and on the way to a restaurant. Stevehad chosen one on the estuary, with river views and aband softly playing a Latin style in the background asthey took their seats.
�How am I doing?� Ian asked.
�I couldn�t ask for a better leading lady. You�vecharmed the rest of the cast, you�ve worked harderthan any of them, and you�ve never given less thanyour all. I�m so pleased.�
�You say that as if there�s something with a big BUTcoming.� Ian spoke before he thought what to say.
�If you want a BUT, then I�ll give you a gentle one. It�syour breasts.�
�They�re glued on, I know. I can�t grow a pair.�
�Hush, hush. That wasn�t a criticism, but I�ve beentalking to Lottie and she can�t keep up. She�s worriedyour skin underneath may be irritated too much, andshe�s worried that the dancing may cause them to,er�drift.�
�She�s never said anything to me.�
�Okay, I didn�t mean to upset you.� Steve pouredwine into Ian�s glass. �Have you considered getting im-plants?�
�No�I don�t know what you�re suggesting. I�m not anactress, I�m an actor.�
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�An actor who plays a part beautifully.� Steve tried tolighten the atmosphere. �I mean that if you did con-sider it, then the company would pay, and of course,you could have them removed when the run ends. Itwould give great publicity to the show, and I�m sure itwould make life easier for you.�
�I don�t know what to say.� Ian avoided Steve�s eye.
�Just think about it. You�ve been dressed as a girl forthe past few weeks; you�ve never expressed any inten-tion to dress as a boy. It�s a natural thing to consider. IfI�m honest, I don�t want you to dress as a boy anyway.�
�Please don�t say that. I�m not a girl. I was attackedbecause I looked and acted like one.�
�No one�s going to attack you here, or in my produc-tion.�
�Okay, I guess I over reacted. But now can we dropthe subject, please?�

* * * * * * *
�How was your date?� Lottie asked next morning.
�It was really dreamy. The restaurant was lovely andeverything was so perforce. You were right, and I waswrong to worry so much. Steve was the perfect gentle-man.�
�So there�s nothing to worry about.�
�Well there was one thing,� Ian said slowly. �He saidyou�d been talking and that you were worried abouthow secure my breasts would be with all the dancing.�
��That�s true. They�re the best that I�ve made, butgiven the dancing in the show, and all the need forthem to be perfect, I do anticipate a problem.�
�But Steve suggested implants.� Ian�s shock showedon his face as he spoke. �That would mean that I�d al-ways have breasts.�
�Let�s just consider where we are, my dear,� Lottiesaid slowly. �This is a day off, and I�ve come to take youfor coffee and a catch up.�
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�Yes. I really do need you to be a friend.� Ian graspedher hand.
�And when I arrived, you were ready.�
�Sure.�
�And your makeup is perfect, you�ve put on lashes.Your dress is perfectly in fashion, your shoes and bagare matching, and I can smell that wonderful perfumefrom here.� Lottie said. �You�re wearing the breasts Imade for you. So what�s the difference if you had im-plants? It�s not like you�re dressing so macho on yourdays off.�
�Am I really that used to being feminine?� Ian asked.�It�s true, really. I never thought of jeans and a shirt to-day. I wanted to dress up nice and be girlfriends withyou. It all seemed so natural.�
�And you look wonderful. Your eyes are confident,your walk is confident. No one could mistake you forsome boy.�
�I need to think things through, don�t I?� Ianshrugged. �Let�s go and get coffee. I�ll think later.�
�Don�t think too much, just follow your instinct.�
�I�m afraid I don�t know where it may lead.�
�But are you seeing him again?�
�He�s taking me to a concert on Sunday and then fordrinks with the sponsors.� Ian replied. �I�m going toneed you to make sure I don�t let him down.�
Lottie smiled. �He must be keen.�
�He�s really kind, but I don�t know why. He knowsI�m only a boy in makeup.�
�And have you never thought that it could be themain attraction?� Lottie asked.
�You don�t mean�.�
��I do mean�� Lottie smiled. �Don�t throw away agood friend who wants to be on your side.�
�I hadn�t thought about it like that.�
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* * * * * * *
The week�s rehearsals were hard. Lines wereblocked and perfected, stage moves practised untilthey were perfect. Ian had never worked so hard in re-hearsal before, but he loved the challenge. He deter-mined to be as good as those who had been in the pro-fession far longer than he.
The thing they feared did come to pass: the breastforms Ian was wearing became insecure. Lottie couldsee something was wrong by the expression on hisface.
�I could feel something as we went into the tap rou-tine.� Ian said.
Lottie ran her hand under the shoulder strap of thepractise dress he was wearing. �We need to go to andsee to this.� She signalled to the director, and they leftthe stage.
�I think it must be the perspiration.� Ian gasped,flopping into a chair in his dressing room, and kickedoff his heels, resting and getting his breath back afterthe energetic routine. �Is there no waterproof adhesiveyou could use?�
�That is the waterproof adhesive. It�s surgicalstrength, and the best we have. Keep still and I�ll makesome repairs.�
The bell rang after a few minutes, and Ian stood toreturn to the stage. �That feels secure now,� he said.

* * * * * * *
�How�s my girl?� Steve breezed into the apartment,handing roses to Lottie.
�He�s going to be down in a moment,� she replied,emphasising the �HE� part. She dropped her voice. �Becareful, Steve. I don�t think he knows what he feelsright now.�
�But doesn�t the producer always get to seduce theleading lady?� Steve asked.
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�I hope you�re joking.� Lottie replied. �He�s a good kid.A little bewildered with all the things happening rightnow, but underneath, he�s gentle and good-hearted.�
�Don�t worry.� Steve looked serious. �I�ve kissed somany frogs; I�m not going to mess up when I get achance with a real princess.�
�Hi, Steve.� Ian entered, dressed in a simple blackdress, straight and floor-length, with a plain necklacedropping into a scooped neckline, black heels showingas he walked elegantly across the room. His eyes weresmoky with long black mascaraed lashes; his nails,deep red and their now usual extravagant length. Hewore plain earrings which dangled from his lobes andshimmered as he moved. He hugged and air-kissedSteve as friends do, two silver bangles jingling on hisleft wrist.
Steve held onto his hand as Lottie wrapped a blackpashmina around Ian�s shoulders. They walked to theelevator silently, with a pleasant air of tension betweenthem, and then to the waiting limousine at the door.
Once in the concert hall, Steve was swiftly greetedby acquaintances and friends. Ian was introduced asLucy, and the more people he met, the more nervoushe became. Steve must have sensed it all, because Ianwas steered away from the crowds and into a privatebox, where chilled champagne awaited them. Stevepopped the cork quite ostentatiously, and as it flew to-wards the stage, they both laughed. The tension wasbroken.
�Won�t they all be wondering who you�ve brought tothe concert?� Ian asked.
�Sure they will. They�ll all know I�ve brought Lucy,who�s the most beautiful woman here tonight.�
�Aren�t you afraid they�ll find out who Lucy really is?I�d hate your reputation to be spoiled.�
�Let them think what they will. They won�t be any-thing but pleasant to us, wherever we go and whoeverwe meet. I think they�ve all given up on trying to marrytheir daughters off to me anyway.�
Ian relaxed as the music started. Steve seemed gen-uinely surprised that he knew Bach and Beethoven,
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and even more surprised at the look of real enjoymentas the orchestra played on. Ian hesitated for just a mo-ment as Steve took him backstage after the final en-core, hanging back as Steve chatted effortlessly to theconductor and the soloists, and smiling graciously ashe was introduced. The conductor kissed his hand.
Steve helped him into his wrap as they walked theshort distance from concert hall to late night restau-rant, where more champagne awaited them.
�I thought your rehearsals were wonderful thisweek.� Steve kissed Ian�s hand and held on, sittingclosely around their table.
�I�m so pleased.� Ian replied. �Everyone has been sohelpful. I was afraid there would be jealousy and back-biting, but there�s nothing but love.�
�It�s so good to see a show coming together like this.�Steve held on to Ian. �I�ve done it so many times, butthis one has a really special feeling.�
�My instinct tells me that you�re going to say that�sbecause I�m in it.� Ian laughed.
�Of course, my dear.� Steve replied. �And the pro-ducer always seduces the leading lady.�
�Is that what this is?� Ian was suddenly serious. �Isthat what you�re doing?�
�No�I mean yes.� Steve blushed � a really rare oc-currence. �I�m not usually the one to seduce the lead-ing lady. I leave that to the directors, but withyou�yes, I am trying to seduce you. Does it upsetyou?�
�You know I�m just an illusion.� Ian replied.
�And a very desirable one.� Steve edged closer. �I�venever wanted anything so much as to be successfulwith you.�
�I don�t know what to say.� Ian blushed.
�Don�t say anything, let�s eat, drink and be merry,for tomorrow, or soon afterwards, we face the critics.�
They ate little, making small talk. Ian consciouslydecided simply to let it happen, and not to think too
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deeply. Steve for his part, was charming and as hepromised, as seductive as he could be. In the limou-sine on their way to Ian�s apartment, he put his armround him, and held him closely. Ian could feel hishand caressing his false breast, and decided to ignoreit. He rather liked the feeling of being the centre ofsomeone�s attention.
�I suppose I should ask you up for coffee?� Ian saidsoftly as they arrived.
�Yes, you should, and I will accept.� Steve replied. �Idon�t really want this evening to end. It�s been magicalfor me.�
�Don�t get carried away.� Ian said. �Remember what�sunderneath all this makeup and finery.�
�I do.� Steve laughed. �Why do you think I�m comingup for coffee?�
There was a note from Lottie when they entered theapartment. She�d gone out on a date of her own withan old girlfriend. Ian silently thanked her and wishedher well.
Ian went into the kitchen and started to fill the cof-fee percolator. Steve followed, put his arms aroundIan, and kissed the back of his neck.
�Hey,� Ian protested, turning into his embrace, �you�llnever get coffee if you don�t let me get on with it.��
Steve kissed him full on the mouth, holding himmore tightly. The kiss was gentle, and he broke it,backed away and they looked into each other�s eyes.They kissed again, harder this time. When they broke,Steve was kissing and kissing, nibbling at lips andneck, ears and eyebrows. They kissed again, and inunspoken consent went into the lounge and fell to-gether onto the couch.
Ian could never tell how he got out of his dress. Heheard the zipper as it was released down his back, andkicked off his heels as the dress fell to the floor. Sud-denly, he was in bra and panties, and feeling both ex-cited and vulnerable.
�I�m scared, Steve,� he said softly as he saw the bulgein Steve�s pants.
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�I�m not going to hurt you,� Steve said. �I know whathappened to you, but that was then, this is now.You�re with someone who wants you, not someone whowants to humiliate you.�
�I think I know that.� Ian touched Steve�s pants, feel-ing the urgency underneath. �But I�m still scared.�
�Don�t be afraid.� Steve took Ian�s hand and placed itinside his pants. �There�s nothing scary about wantingsomething or wanting someone.�
Ian�s hand seemed detached from his body as hewatched it wrap itself around Steve�s penis, feeling itgrow as his fingers explored from base to tip.
Instinctively, Ian reached forwards and kissed thetip. He knew what he was doing, knew perhaps that heshouldn�t be doing this, but still he drew closer withhis lips. He kissed the tip again, and then swirled histongue around the tip. He heard Steve moan softy.
A thought flashed through Ian�s mind: �Stop or it�stoo late.� It flashed by, and he swirled his tonguearound the tip again and then wrapped his lips aroundthe top. He could taste something slightly salty, notunpleasant, but something he�d never tasted before.
There was a new urgency in Steve�s breathing, andhis hands gently took the back of Ian�s head, pullinghim further and further onto the shaft.
Ian�s thoughts again registered what was happen-ing, but the moment took over and he allowed Steve tothrust deeper, and deeper. He sucked at each thrust,and then he could feel the shaft stiffening and expand-ing. Suddenly he could feel a spasm, then another,and liquid filled his mouth, he gagged and swallowed,then again and again. He allowed his mind to be car-ried away in Steve�s thrusting, pulsing, pumping en-ergy.
Then it slowed and stopped. The spasms faded, theemission disappeared. The shaft softened and limplywithdrew from Ian�s throat. They fell together into anembrace on the couch. Steve�s breathing seemedsoothing as Ian laid his head on his chest. He feltSteve�s arm enfolding him. The taste at the back ofIan�s throat impinged on his thoughts. He realisedwhat he had done, and done willingly.
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�I think you�d better go,� he said to Steve, who al-lowed him to push himself up. He sat at the end of thecouch.
�I didn�t mean for that to happen, if you didn�t wantto.� Steve reached for Ian who retreated away from himand further back into the end of the couch.
�I don�t know.� Ian felt tears rising. �I don�t know if Iwanted it. I wanted it when I did it, now I don�t know if Iwanted it. I�m confused. I don�t know what I want.� Iansobbed. �Please go.�

* * * * * * *
�Are you all right?� Lottie found Ian lying in the bigbed, awake and tearful. �Steve called me to come andsee you.�
�Lottie, it was amazing, and it was awful. I didn�tknow what to do, and then I was doing it. I didn�t wantto, but I couldn�t stop myself.�
�Hold on there.� Lottie said. �I don�t know what�s goneon, but I guess you and Steve did something together,and it was your first time.�
�Of course it was my first time.� Ian sobbed. �I didn�teven know what to do until I was doing it.� He lookedup and saw a glint in Lottie�s eye. �Okay, I did knowwhat I was doing, and I couldn�t stop myself.�
�But did Steve force you into anything?�
�No, it just happened.�
�Oh dear, you have a lot to learn. There�s many apregnancy started like that.�
�I can�t get pregnant.� Ian laughed. �Even a girl asdumb as me knows that.�
�So was Steve gentle, or did he force you into doinganything you didn�t want to do? He�s very worried incase he�s hurt you.�
�You can tell him I�m okay. I guess I was a littleshocked at what I could do. I mean, I didn�t even knowhow to do the things I did, but I did them.�
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�And how did that make you feel?�
�I felt really powerful, as if I was in control, and thenI wasn�t. I guess something took over, call it instinct.�
�I think you had a very feminine experience. It�swhat some women feel, maybe what all women shouldfeel: that power of their sexuality when they�re withsomeone who wants them.�
�If you put it like that, maybe you�re right. Maybe Ishould call Steve.�
�I think you should, but not before I�ve fixed yourbreasts. Didn�t you notice, the join is separatingagain? I�ll have to repair these. The new set isn�t ready,and isn�t going to be for a few days.�
�I�d better be careful in rehearsal then.�
Ian called Steve, and a date was arranged after thenext week�s rehearsals. It was going to be an easierweek, because the costumes had arrived; fittings, hair,and makeup tests were being finalised; and the public-ity pictures were being taken. Ian spent so much timein the salon that he hardly seemed to be rehearsing atall.
�I�m ever so self-conscious,� Ian confided to Lottie.�I�ve tried to keep out of the way. These breasts aren�tlooking good.�
�And there I was thinking you�d be pleased to be freeof them,� Lottie said.
�You know I�ve changed. This show is my big chance,and I don�t want it to go wrong.�
�It�s weekend now anyway. The new ones will beready for Monday, so relax and enjoy the rest.�
�But Steve�s taking me out again tomorrow. We�regoing on his boat in the afternoon, and then dancing inthe evening.�
�I�ll do my best.�
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* * * * * * *
�Hi, gorgeous!� Steve breezed into the apartment,took Ian into his arms, and kissed him fiercely on thelips. �I�ve been dreaming about you all week.�
�Don�t be silly.� Ian tried to act cool, but blushed.
And then they were off. Steve drove this time, an ele-gant old Mercedes soft-top, with the wind almostthreatening Ian�s extensions.
�Be careful,� Steve cautioned as the boat poweredaway from the quay. �The sun and the wind canquickly burn your skin.� Ian took the hint, tied a sunhat over his hair, and slathered sun cream over his ex-posed skin. In spite of himself, he asked Steve to do thebits he couldn�t reach, and discovered that he wasthrilling to the touch of his hand, rubbing sun creamso gently.
�I think we�ll tie up at that jetty.� Steve pointed to theshore. �You�ll love the seafood there.�
A long lunch under sun shades ensued. Ian wasconscious of the drift in himself towards the role ofSteve�s girlfriend. He knew, as much as Steve did, thatit was all an illusion, but if he put his thoughts intowords, he knew that the illusion was one that hewanted to continue.
Steve took him home to change for the evening, anddidn�t linger. Ian hurried into the apartment and calledLottie.
�My breasts are coming apart,� he said as soon asshe answered. �I could feel them slipping away insidethe swim suit top I was wearing. Fortunately I couldput a wrap over it as we had lunch, but I�m sure Stevenoticed.�
�But he wouldn�t say anything.�
�No, but I was so self-conscious.�
�I�ll come and see what I can do.�
Two hours later, Ian, dressed to kill in a deep reddress with a high neckline, waited for Steve to comeand collect him.
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�Is this all right?� Ian asked Lottie for what seemedlike the fifteenth time.
�Of course it is. Ladies don�t have everything onshow all the time. The higher neckline, with your hairall piled up, looks wonderful. The red sets off yourblonde hair so well, and the simple earrings, danglingdown, emphasise how long and slim your neck is. He�llbe delighted.�
Steve�s look said as much when he collected Ian.They sat in the back of the limousine once more;Steve�s arm pulled Ian closer and closer as they drove.Ian could feel the warmth, and smell his woody scents.He hoped it didn�t clash with the perfume he�d used.
�You dance beautifully,� Steve whispered as he heldIan closely.
�I�m a professional now; what do you expect?� Ian re-plied, putting his head on Steve�s shoulder as the mu-sic slowed. �I can do anything after all this last week�srehearsal. Backwards in heels is no problem at all.�
�You�re delightful. But�what�s wrong?�
�I think my boob is travelling independently.� Iangroped at his breast through his dress. �I need to go tothe bathroom.�
He emerged some minutes later and walked slowlyto Steve who was waiting nearby. �I�d better call it anight.� Ian said.
�I can offer coffee again,� Ian said as the car cameround to pick them up. �You�ll have to bear with me,though. I�m going to have to do something with this assoon as I get home.�
Steve went to make the coffee. Ian scurried into thebedroom where he inspected the damage. The dressfell around his feet and he stepped out of it. The breastwas coming away from his skin, it was loose, yet he didnot have the solvent to remove it easily.
He wondered what to do. He didn�t want to damagethe prosthetic, and rummaged for a full bra to holdthings together and to cover the join which was now sovisible. He found an elaborately decorated one in a sortof baby peach colour, with full cups and a dainty bowin the centre.
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He dressed quickly, finding the matching panties ina boy boxer style, and then pulled on a full-length oys-ter-coloured robe with a tie belt. He released his hairso that it hung like a heavy blonde curtain around hisshoulders. He slipped on some mules with a tiny heel,and took a deep breath. As he stepped back into thelounge, he glanced in the mirror and realised that therobe was transparent.
Steve noticed it too, and came to kiss him. Steve�seyes appraised everything and his look was one ofcomplete approval. They sat on the couch; Ian snug-gled into Steve�s shoulder, with his arm over and rest-ing gently on the bra.
�I love it that you have breasts too.� Steve said. �I canpicture you with real ones so easily. Ones that stay onand don�t need glue to keep them in place.�
�I think these are nice breasts.� Ian said dreamily.
�I can feel the join.� Steve laughed. �Are they comingapart?�
Ian didn�t want to do anything to draw attention tohis problem, and turned into Steve to kiss him as adistraction.
The distraction became a desire, and Ian forgot whyhe was worrying and concentrated on the body next tohim. Instinct took over once again, this time bolderand more blatantly. Ian�s hand found Steve�s growingshaft and stroked it, watching as it grew.
�I never thought I could do this.� Ian licked the tipand allowed it to slip between his lips. His tonguerubbed up the underside.
�You�re doing it very well.� Steve moved round to givegreater access.
As he did, Ian felt a hand sliding underneath him,and there was a tug as his panties were pulled aside. Afinger probed. A strange feeling, but not unpleasant,he thought as he continued to give attention to theshaft in his lips.
A second finger entered, and began to play insidethe passage. Up and up it went. Ian could feel himselftensing, and willed his muscles to relax. He took a
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deep breath and tried again as he breathed out. Thefingers slipped further inside.
�What are you doing?� he whispered, raising hishead to look at Steve.
�I�m gently trying to open you up,� Steve whisperedback. �I want to come into you, to take you as awoman.�
Ian took a moment for the words to register. Awoman? That must mean him. �I�d like that,� he heardhimself saying.
Steve moved from under him and Ian allowed him-self to be positioned on his back. Gently, Steve raisedhis legs so that they were resting on Steve�s shouldersas he slowly moved upwards, kissing Ian�s body fromnavel to chest through the robe which had becomeloose as he moved.
Ian felt suddenly scared. He remembered that nightso many weeks ago now, when his consent had notbeen sought. True, it hadn�t tonight, but his body wasurging him on. He couldn�t stop as sensation over-lapped with sensation.
Something cold was spread on his bottom and thefingers worked it up and inside him. �It will make iteasier,� Steve said softly, as Ian could feel the tip ofsomething that wasn�t a finger begin to probe for anentry.
�That feels too big,� Ian whispered.
�It isn�t.� Steve replied. �You have to allow it through.Breathe deeply and relax the muscles.�
Ian did as he was told, making his breathing audibleso that Steve could hear when he was breathing in andout. With each breath out, Ian tried to relax the mus-cles which seemed to want to clamp as tightly as possi-ble, and still the tip of something was at the entrance.
He forced relaxation, and then felt the tip pushharder and travel a little further inside. Another breathand a little further. Ian gasped. He couldn�t talk, andcouldn�t think. Only the tip of that shaft was in hismind.

Page - 92

THE REPERTORY COMPANY BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



He pictured it, probing and insisting. He forced an-other breath out and pushed down as the tip pushedup. A bit further. Several times he forced relaxation onunwilling muscles and then suddenly, a slide and slipand it was in. He could feel; Steve�s sack against hisskin. It couldn�t go further.
It hurt too. It was a sharp pain, but Ian didn�t find itan unwelcome one. He knew what he was doing. Heknew who was doing it to him. He wanted it to go onand on. Time seemed to hang on a thread as every sen-sation was concentrated on that one thrusting motion.Ian could feel Steve tensing. His shaft seemed to grow,and then a pulsing.
Ian�s grew too, and before he had time to think whatwas happening, he was in climax too, spurting all overhis own stomach as Steve burrowed inside him.
Ian knew what was happening. Steve was cominginside him. There was no doubt. He was being used asany woman might be, and despite a nagging feeling atthe back of his mind, he knew that this was what hewanted. It was making him complete as Steve�s prop-erty.
�Property,� he thought, as he felt Steve�s thrustsweaken and die. �That�s old-fashioned. Maybe I�ll be hispartner. That sounds nicer.�
Steve withdrew and stood beside the couch. Iancould feel a wet trickle onto the top of his thighs.
�Please fetch a towel from the bathroom,� Ian asked.When Steve did so, he tucked it under himself as Stevesat down. Feeling light-headed and somehow satisfied,he took Steve�s flaccid shaft in his hand and startedrubbing it gently, feeling the lubrication remaining ashis hand slipped up and down.
�This should be ever so messy,� he said softly.
�I cleaned it in the bathroom,� Steve replied. �I thinkit likes you; it�s starting to grow again.�
�Not yet,� Ian replied. �It�s going to take a while. Re-member which of us is measuring it with his hand.� Herubbed a little more vigorously.
�Careful,� Steve cautioned.
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�Tell me a story,� Ian said. �It doesn�t have to be true,but make it a happy story for me.�
�How about the one where a leading theatre pro-ducer falls for his leading lady? He can�t keep hishands off her, and when he discovers she�s really a boyin disguise, his joy is complete. He knows wherethere�s equal marriage and so her presents her with agreat big diamond, and asks her to marry him.�
�If only fairy tales could come true.� Ian sighed.
�How about the one where the girl has played withthe boy�s penis so carefully, that it�s ready for actionagain?�
�That sounds a good story, but I�m all messy.�
�It�s all lubrication.� Steve replied. �It won�t hurt asmuch this time.�
�Who said it hurt?� Ian replied. �I never did.�
�You forget, I could see your face, and I�m so proud ofthe way you were forcing the muscles to relax, just tolet me in. I could see.�
�I wanted it. My body took over. I wasn�t thinking ofanything but getting that glorious shaft inside me.�
�Then turn over.� Steve helped Ian onto his front andthen raised his behind so that as Steve knelt, his shaftwas poised at the entrance. �I�ll be gentle.�
�Just get on with it.� Ian pushed back, feeling the tiponce more.
�Hey, don�t be impatient.� Steve pulled back andthen thrust forwards forcefully. Ian gasped. �I�ll teachyou to be impatient.�
Steve stayed large this time for much longer. Ianmoaned, feeling Steve�s ball sac hitting him as he waspounded hard. They turned over and lay side by side,then spooned, all the time with Steve in control, keep-ing Ian suspended on the end of his penis, thrustingand forcing the pace, until he came again, pulsing,pushing fluids into Ian, who moaned and whimpered alittle at the ecstasy of it all.
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* * * * * * * *
Ian was not long out of bed when Lottie arrived inthe morning. He heard her coming in, and went imme-diately to the mirror to check his makeup and hair as ifshe was there to check up on him. He tried to look in-nocent, as if nothing had happened.
�I see someone had a busy night.� She took in themess in the lounge and the look on Ian�s face whichsaid it all. �I guess we both got lucky.�
�I don�t know what you mean.� Ian replied.
�Of course you don�t, but you have the look of a ladywho�s been on the receiving end of a rather interestingand pleasurable experience.�
�Okay, so it went a bit far�maybe.� Ian admitted.
And your vote would be for it to go a bit far again.�Lottie laughed. �Well I have some good news and somebad news to begin the week.�
�Are you supposed to ask which I want first?�
�Okay, which do you want first?�
�The good news of course.�
�The surgeon can see you this afternoon.�
�The surgeon?� Ian asked incredulously. �What�s thebad news?�
�The prosthetics had a flaw and we don�t have any instock. Given the problems we�ve had, and the fact thatyou�re contracted to this show for the foreseeable fu-ture, implants seem the only way forward.�
�You�ve been talking to Steve!� Ian snapped. �Did heset you up for this?�
�No he didn�t. And look; it�s a day off and you�re infull makeup, with hair attractively in place, heels onyour slippers. Given that you�ve been living as a girl forthe past few months, and seeming to enjoy it, I�m sur-prised that you haven�t been begging for implants al-ready.�
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�But it seems so final,� Ian replied. �This way, I can goback to my old life if this fairy tale ends.�
�Admit it!� Lottie snapped back. �You don�t want it toend. You�d hate it if it had to end. You�re more girlishthat any girl I know. That�s the attraction for Steve; heknows you�re going to be the perfect girlfriend everytime.�
�Have you asked him about this?�
�No, of course not. Why? What�s he said?�
�He�d like me to have implants too. I think he�s afraidof seeing the join, or watching them fall off at an em-barrassing time.�
�So we go see the surgeon? I�ll have to tell the direc-tor and Steve. If you do have the operation, there�s go-ing to be some recovery time.�
�So I�ve got to decide soonest. It seems like it�s all de-cided. All I have to do is present myself.�
�I�ll make some calls.� Lottie picked up the telephone.
Ian sat quietly on his own, not listening as calls weremade and times were booked. He thought of the stepsthat he had taken to reach this point. From bit partplayer, to Donna Lucia. He thought hard and remem-bered the feeling of liberty once he had got over theshock of presenting himself as a woman.
Lucy had become his alter ego in his mind. Perhapsit was really time to allow this alter ego to take over. Af-ter all, he�d been so happy in the woman�s role withSteve. The doorbell sounded. Lottie went and returnedwith Steve.
�I�ll do it,� Ian said as they both looked at him. �Bookme in before I change my mind.�
�That�s wonderful; a good decision.� Lottie replied.
�Will someone tell me what�s going on?� Asked Steve.
�Implants,� Ian said. �It�s what you wanted.�
�It is; I won�t deny it. It will be great publicity for theshow, and ���
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�Is that all you think about?� Ian stood, tears form-ing in his eyes. �I thought you�d be pleased for me; forus; and all you can say is the show.� He sank to thechair and sobbed.
Steve looked at Lottie and then turned to Ian. �It�snot like that. I didn�t know about this decision until Icame in here. Lottie told me there was a problem withthe prosthetics and I came to ask if there was anythingwe could do. I also came to ask you to wear this for me.�
�What is it?� Ian sniffed behind a tissue.
�It�s here in this box.�
Ian took it gingerly and opened it. �It�s too beautiful.I don�t know, I can�t�it�s a ring for a pretty girl to showher friends; to wear with a wedding band�.�
�And that�s what I intend for you,� Steve said. �Iwaited for someone like you, never imagining thatyou�d come. And here you are, more perfect than Icould have wished for. We�ve not been together long,but I know it�s right.�
�Steve, I want to accept, but you really don�t knowme.� Ian sobbed again. �I�m a bit-part actor in an ama-teur show. I carry the spear in the back row. I was al-ways a boy until a couple of months ago. And now Idon�t know if I should go back to that. It seems so longago.�
�Please accept me.� Steve went on one knee in frontof Ian. �I�ll see that everything is right. I�ll not force youanywhere you don�t want to go, today or any otherday.�
Ian took the ring from its box and slipped it onto hisleft ring finger. He held the hand out, the diamond fac-ing towards him and turned his wrist, watching itsparkle.
�Call the surgeon,� Ian said. �Tell them I�m ready to-day, right now. I want breasts of my own, and Steve, ifyou want this ring back, you can�t have it. Whateveryou�re proposing, I accept, you crazy fool.�
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* * * * * * * *
�I told them to get on with it,� Ian explained to Lottiewhen she visited the recovery room. �I�m all purple andbruised down there and it feels as if I�ve been hit by atruck.�
�You didn�t let anyone see the surgeon with you. Itmust have been scary, thinking about what you weredoing to yourself.�
�Not really. They said what they put in, they can al-ways take out. It may leave a scar, but life gives youscars sometimes anyway.�
�They do look big. Am I allowed to say that?�
�You may say that. And they�re proportionate, mysurgeon says; big but believable, high profile, or some-thing like that, and as natural-looking as they canmake them. When the swelling goes down and you getused to them, they�ll look as natural as yours, but big-ger.�
�And are you really okay?�
�Of course. I really am Lucy now, so get used to call-ing me that. It�s all your fault anyway; it started withDonna Lucia taking over my life. I must have beencrazy.�
�Or I must.�
�Let�s both be crazy together.� Lucy smiled. �If thesethings weren�t so big and so sore, I�d give you a greatbig hug.�

* * * * * * *
The opening night arrived, a frightening night forany producer and director. Would the public like theplay? Perhaps even more importantly, would the crit-ics like it? In the end, everyone liked it.
�I always had a feeling that I wasn�t right with myidentity,� said Lucy to an earnest interviewer. �Now, al-though I�m just a boy with breasts, I feel as if every-thing�s come right. And I have a wonderful husband.I�d never have met him if it wasn�t for the show.�
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�Have you really had time to feel that you�re just aboy with breasts?�
�If I�m honest, no. I live in a girl�s world. On stage oroff stage, I haven�t tried to be a boy in ages, and I don�tthink I could remember how to be one anyway. Now Ihave to get to the party.�
Lucy took her place in the anteroom, and checkedher makeup and hair once again. A touch of lipstick,and there was her cue to be ready.
�We delayed the opening for two weeks,� Steve said tothe six-month party. �It was worth it. Our star allowedus to gain a great deal of publicity and interest, as wellas attracting more paparazzi photographs than any-one outside of royalty. I give you, our star, Lucy Mor-gan.�
There was a smattering of applause, and then itgrew louder as Lucy entered the room. She was out ofcostume in a strapless dress of shimmering grey silk,which ended above the knee. Her matching grey heelslooked far too high for comfort, yet she almost skippedacross to take Steve�s hand.
Henry Potter was there with Harriet Casey from theold theatre, and he blew a kiss across the room. Lucywaved and blew one back.
All attention, although no one said so, was on herbreasts. Just a tantalising glimpse of cleavage wasavailable over the top of the bodice, which seemed tobe holding generous but proportionate orbs. The tworings on her left hand glittered as she waved. Sheraised her left hand to her husband�s neck, and pulledhis head down for a quick kiss on the lips, before turn-ing and waving again.
Then the party began.

###
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