e et S—— e

The Repertorv Company

'Hﬂ oMY
Lll' ! ..I.

v

Jgssua/Mu’r’rhews




Reluctant Press TV /TS Publishers

This story (including all images) is a work of fiction. Any
similarity to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.
All situations and events herein presented are fictional,
and intended only for the enjoyment of the reader. Neither
the author nor the publisher advocate engaging in or
attempting to imitate any of the activities or behaviors
portrayed.

Persons seeking gender reassignment surgery, hormone
theral%y or any other medical and/or body—alterin%process
should seek the counsel of a qualified therapist who
follows the Benjamin Standards of Care for I()?render
Identity Disorder. This material is intended for persons
over the age of 18 only.

Copyright ©€ 2017

Published by Reluctant Press

in association with Mags, Inc.

All Rights Reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced without the
written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotes
contained within a critical review.

For information address
Reluctant Press

P.O. Box 5829

Sherman Oaks, CA 91413
USA

Call toll free (800) 359-2116

reluctantpress.com & magsinc.com

RELUCTANT PRESS TV/TS FICTION - COPYRIGHT © 2017




New Authors Wanted!

ags, Inc and Reluctant Press are looking for new
authors who want to write exciting TG,
crossdressing or sissy TV fiction.

tories should be in Word or Rich Text format, and

around 24,000 to 30,000 words in length. Reluc-
tant Press also prints some shorter stories in the
19,000 to 24,000 word range.

Jf you think you have what it takes, this could be

your opportunity to see your name in print on a

real book, commercially published, and get paid for
it.

Contact

magsinc@pacbell.net, reluctantpress@gmail.com - or
call 800-359-2116 to get started.

YOU CAN BE PART OF OUR FAMILY

If you aren’t part of the Reluctant Press family, then you
aren’t receiving our Newsletter every month. The Newsletter
includes previews of the latest books, news, make-up tips, col-
umnists — and more!

Joining our family is easy -- {ust make a purchase of
any size directly from us, and you’ll receive our newsletter ab-
solutely free for up to one year. Or, you can have a trial sub-
scription for a limited time by sending your name and address
to Reluctant Press, P.O. Box 5829, Sherman Oaks, CA 91413
...be sure to ask for a free trial subscription.




RELUCTANT PRESS

The Repertory
Company

by Jessica Matthews

The theatre was old, but a fixture in the town. It was
built many years earlier in a different economic age,
when tourists were plentiful, and actors were willing to
work their way through the provinces. Now it was
largely amateur, with a core of stalwarts from other
proiessions. There were some wives and daughters of
the wealthy, and the others were those who caught the
theatre bug early and fitted their lives around produc-
tions, omgbfr(_)m job to job, and coming alive when on
stage. The building was placed into a Tamily trust to
profect it from financial ruin, but still had a precarious
existence.

‘Could I have your attention, everyone?’ Marshall
Hemming came onto the stage of the tiny theatre clap-
ping his hands.

He waited until he had the silence he wanted. ‘Our
trustees have appointed Melanie Baxter as our guest
director for the next production. As you know, her
work is nationally reviewed, and we are gratequ this

this is to be sponsored by our Arts Board, otherwise we
couldn’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 small
theatre troultoe apglauded. A spotlight cut in, holding
her as she stepped to the front of the stage.

‘Hello,” she said, smiling broadly. Tve been away
from small theatres for too long, and I'm really pleased
to be coming back to direct your summer season pro-
duction. I know that this iS an amateur group, and
that most of you have to make a living elsewhere, but
I'm sure that together we can do something special.’

She stood back, smiling and waving. Marshall
shook her hand and they kissed the air as the rest of
the 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 Miss
Baxter before the evening is over.” Marshall beamed
over the members of the theatre group.

‘What do you think of that?’ Courtney Roberts
pouted into the huddle at the back, ever the ingénue.

1 think she’ll be fun.” Daniel Stone, leading man in
so many productions, offered an opinion to general
agreement.

Courtney took his arm; they moved away towards
the 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.

T guess I'll be painting scenery, lifting and carrying
rops, and filling in a prompt just like always.” lan
or%a_n.shruigge his shoulders. 1 really don’t know

why | joined. 'may get past the first readings once in a
while, but they always dump me after the audition.
P}(lerpetual understudy for everything other than a lead,
that’s me.’

‘Come on,’ Henry replied. ‘They also serve who only
carry a spear.’

‘And hold the prompt book,’ lan added, as they fol-
lowed into the bar.

They ]%)ushed through the small crowd, consisting
mostly of amateurs, with a few who were ‘resting’ long
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terg&, having married into money in the town’s tourist
trade.

I’'m Melanie Baxter.’ lan was surprised by her hand
offered 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 looked
directly into his eyes.

‘No, that’s true.” He replied. T don’t seem to fit with
the 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.

T could get on with her.” Henry said as she walked
away. Just what this place needs: a bit of a shake-up.’

‘Couldn’t agree more.’ lan nodded. 1 wonder what
we’ll be doing.

‘What we’ll be doing is several weeks of rehearsals,
with Daniel getting ever more pompous, and Courtney
ever more simpering.’ Henry predicted. ‘We’ll get to the
week of the show, five performances, Tuesday through
Saturday, and then we’ll have a party.’

‘And Daniel will be condescending and apologetic,
Courtney will be charming, and then we’ll all wake up
with bad heads and do it all again for another show in
three months.’

_‘Oh, the 1joyous life of the amateur theatre.” Henr
31ghed. ‘At least we have a proper director this time.

‘Is she really good?’ lan asked.
‘She seems to be, and she’s well connected.’

%k k %k 3k %k

Tve looked through the sug%gstions you sent,’
Melanie said slowly. T've also looked through the fi-
nancial statements. If your group is to survive, you
need to make some serious money in the next summer
season.
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‘That’s why we thought of the classics.” Marshall
nodded. Tbsen or Chekhov, something uplifting.’

It’s hardly amusing in these recessipnar¥1 times,
though,” Melanie said cautiously, watching the reac-
tion of some of the other committee members around
the table. ‘We don’t have to make a decision tonight,
but I have in mind something lighter.’

T don’t think we should pander to the lowest tastes,’
Marshall replied.

‘I don’t care what taste we pander to, we need bums
on seats.”’ Melanie said. ‘The Casey Trust gave me a re-
mit to do all I can to make this venture viable. That’s
why they gave you this sponsorship. You only have one
chance, and I'm determined that I won’t be leaving
here with a failure on my back.’

‘So what do you have in mind?’ Marshall’s displea-
sure was barely disguised.

T don’t know, and that’s the truth.’ Melanie replied.
1 have a few ideas, but I really want to talk them
through with the cast I have to work with. I want it to
be something fast and funny; it’s got to be familiar
i(;nqtugljtl to bring in the crowds, and it needs a feel-good
actor too.

1 don’t know how the cast will take to that idea,’
Marshall cautioned.

‘Oh, don’t be an old fuddy duddy, Marshall,’ said a
voice from the far end of the table. The attention
shifted to that end of the room. T’'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 the
place to near bankruptcy. If you want to get bums on
seats, as you say, then I'm on your side.’

‘Thank you, Mrs Casey.’ Melanie was grateful for an
ally. ‘Perhaps you’d like to tell me about the theatre’s
past productions.’

‘Oh, don’t get me started on all that.” Harriet
laughed. T could bore you with my scrapbooks for a
week or two.’

The meetin§ rambled on, as these things do. There
was no helpful suggestion and no real direction.
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Melanie sat quietly, catching a sympathetic look for
time to time from Harriet. Marshall closed the meeting
when it became obvious that his suggestions were be-
ing stonewalled.

T would like to talk one afternoon if you could spare
the time.’ Harriet handed a card to Melanie. T'm mostly
at home, so just call to say you’re on your way.’

3k 3k 3k %k k

Harriet Baxter, in her elegant home representing a
grand style from the previgus century, graciously
greeted Melanie when she called the next day.

Tguess the CaseIYITrqst must belong in your family.’
Melanie waited as Harriet poured tea from a flowered
pot.

‘Grandpa actually.’ Harriet replied. ‘He made a for-
tune in the stock market, but all he really wanted was
to 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 of

gold.

‘And did he catch them?’ Melanie couldn’t resist the
question.

Yes and no. He did really well, but it almost killed
him. After mother died, I came back to look after him,
and now there’s only me.” She hesitated. ‘Me and the
theatre trust, of course.’

‘And the trust picked me.’ Melanie looked quizzically
at her host.

‘Well, I am the trust, really, so you are my choice.’
She replied. ‘Of course, I don’t go round telhnﬁ every-
one that—the lawyers are ever so discreet when the
awards are announced—but I really did want you to
come.’

‘And did you have a project in mind?’ Melanie
caught the twinkle in the older lady’s eye.

T thought we should try something really light and
easy.’ She replied, picking up a folio irom 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, but
really 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 it
over. ‘Charley’s Aunt.’

Melanie gasped.

‘By Brandon Thomas, 1892,” Harriet said. ‘Out of
copyright and due for a revival anyway.’

Yes, 1 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 right
setting, and decent casting, it could work,” Harriet
continued. 1 think it should be updated a bit too, you
know, given a modern setting. Do take it away and see
what you think.’

‘Do I need to think?’ Melanie asked.

‘Well, not really. I am on the board, and as this is be-
in;ﬁ underwritten by the trust, I think this time they
will defer to my wishes.’

‘What will Marshall Hemming say?’

‘%gave him to me, my dear.” Harriet smiled. ‘More
tear

k 3k 3k 3k k

T believe you took tea with Miss Casey.” Marshall
Hemming’s demeanour shouted his displeasure. ‘Re-
ally, we can’t have this. A low farce, indeed! We have
better things in mind, surely?’

Tve looked at the balance sheets, and if Miss Casey
feels that a low farce is appropriate, then a low farce it
shall be.” Melanie wasn’t going to give any ground to
this pompous tirade. ‘We need something to bring in
the 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 their
own story. You may have chosen the programme in the
past, but now I’'m here, it’s my turn. I’'m sorry if you
don’t like it, but Charley’s Aunt it shall be.’

T shall protest to the board!” Marshall replied.

T'm sorry you feel that way.” Melanie tried a softer
approach. ‘I value your experience and all you’ve done
here. 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 visible
to anf;lzone who might hayve looked. He took a deep
breath. ‘Of course.” He said. T will not stand in your
way. We both want the best for the theatre.’

T'm glad you said that, Marshall.” Melanie took his
arm and walked towards her office. 1 want to discuss
some casting ideas with you.’

k 3k k k

‘Charley’s Aunt.” Henry announced. Better than all
that social issue, tragedy stuff we've done recently.’

Tve heard of it.” Ian replied. ‘It’s a_period piece. I
can’t see Daniel Stone in the leading role, though. He’s
not going to be happy.’

‘No, that’s true.’ Henrﬁ laughed. It won’t do him any
harm to come down off his high horse for once.’

‘Bet he still gets to be the lead, though.’ Ian scoffed.
TN get the smallest part again.’

‘Melanie has auditions planned, though. She and
Marshall Hemming are trying to pretend that they’re
together on this, so he’s sitting in.’

T can’t see Marshall getting a say in her decisions,
though. She’s a tough reputation, and from what I
hear, her cast do wonders for her.’

T’'m just pleased to see Miss Casey and her trustees
making such a brave decision,’ [an replied. T really
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want to have some fun here, and it’s time we lightened
up.’
‘So you’re going to audition?’ Henry asked.

‘Of course.’ Ian struck a pose. 1 may be only a spear
carrier, but [ have aspirations.’

‘Er—there are no spears in this one.’

‘You know what I mean; I'll probably be the servant
who has two lines in act three.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

_ ‘Come in,” Melanie called, standing up as Ian came
into her office. She held out her arms and greeted him
warmly.

‘That’s more than I expected.’lan blurted out in sur-
prise. ‘Are you sure you know who [ am?’

‘Of course I do.” Melanie sat down. 1 wanted to hear
you read and to see if you’d fit into my plans.’

‘Plans?’ lan asked.

I’'m told you could do comedy, and that you never
got a chance before. I know your old tutor at college,
and gou’re the right physical shape for what [ have in
mind.’

‘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.

‘Tt is the lead.” Melanie replied. ‘Babbs is Donna Lu-
cia, from Brazil — where the nuts come from, as the
play keeps repeating. You’re Charlie’s Aunt.’

‘And you don’t want me to audition?’ lan asked.

‘No, I want to know if you’re willing to do it.” Melanie
handed him a folder. ‘Here’s the edited script, and my
Elans for the production. These are only notes, and I

ope you won’t discuss them with any of the other
members of the company until we get into rehearsals.’

‘Wow, thanks for trusting me.’ lan took the folder.
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‘There’s more to it.” Melanie said slowly. T’'m updat-
ing the play to modern dress, despite the old-fashioned
nature of the plot. Of course, there are some inconsis-
tencies in the way society worked when the play was
written, but it’s a farce and it can take it.’

I’m confused. Where do I fit in with this?’lan asked.

‘T want a glamorous and believable Charley’s aunt. |
think you could do it. It’s going to be a lot of work and
some of it may not be comiortable, 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.’lan said. 1 don’t know that my
reputation has grown in the last few years. It could get
me 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, and
the dress rehearsals as normal, and then before the
first night, we really work on Charlie’s aunt herself. I
have some sketches here.’ Ian walked round the desk
to look. They’re rough sketches, but you get the idea if
you look at this sequence. Take it away, keep it secret,
read it tonight and we’ll talk tomorrow.’

T think I get the idea.’ Ian said, handling the folder
back to Melanie.

1 thou;ght you would.’ She replied, ‘but could you do
it for me=

T think so. Even if I fail, it’s going to be fun.’

Is it going to be difficult for you when we get to the
performances? The idea is that ¥ou’rq going to be a
very feminine Charley’s Aunt. 1 envisage the first
scenes with you as Babbs are going to be the most

roblematic. You’ll have a wig and maybe a beard to
ook quite manly, and then with a change of clothes
and make up, hey presto, female.’

1 don’t think I know how to act female.’” Ian said
slowly.
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‘Don’t worry. By the time we get to that stage, you'll
have learned.

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘You’re doing what?’ Henry asked next day after Ian
had returned the script outline to Melanie. He was
clearing away old scenery in the wings.

T’'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.” lan said. ‘Melanie hinted that it was because I was
the right size for something she had in mind.’

‘Lots of leading men have been small in stature but
huge in talent.” Henry replied.

‘Maybe in the movies, but on the stage I can’t stand
on a box so that the leading ladies aren’t taller than
me.’

‘Stop worrying. It sounds a lot more adventurous
that all that worthy stuff Marshall and his cronies
have planned in theé past.” Henry said. 1 wonder how
she’s managed the rest of the casting, though.’

1 saw Daniel and Courtney earlier. They looked like
they were plotting something, but as soon as they saw
me they started whispering, so I don’t know what they
think about it all.’

‘There are roles for them, surely.’

‘There are four substantial male parts and a valet
too, apart from Babbs.’ lan 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 have
played 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 a
Neanderthal aunt. From what you told me, that’s not
what Melanie has in mind.’

_ ‘kll’m not really sure what she wanted, but you’re
right.’
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‘Hello there.” Harriet Casey e&%)pealjed_ before the
could say more. T've come to see Melanie, if she’s avail-
able. Are you excited by our new production?’

Yes, I am, Miss Casey.’ Ian replied.

_ Tthink you should be. Melanie told me what she has
in mind for you. And between I317.0u and me, I am so
leased that we’re doing something like this. It’s not
een a lot of fun in watching the audiences as we've
depressed them with morally uplifting classical thea-
tre.

T'm sure we’ve not depressed them.’ Ian replied.

‘So maybe it’s only me.” Harriet smiled. Theatre
should be about so much more.’

‘Harriet, I thought it was you.” Melanie came into the
auditorium. T expect you want to know far more than I
want to tell you.

Harriet laughed politely. 1 really want you to tell me
that we’ve a cast, and that theyTre going to work to-
gether on this.’

‘We have and they are.” Melanie replied. 1 was about
to put up the cast list and the rehearsal schedule.’

k 3k k k Xk

They took the first act carefully, each actor taking
their (]i)la_ce 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 Iead, and
slowly an ease developed as lines were memorised and
direction choreographed.

‘Jack and Charley.” Melanie called. ‘Remember, you
really are in love with Kitty and Amy, so let’s see some
hidden passion. You are undergraduates,_hence the
need for a chaperone, because you’re also irresponsi-
ble. Remember too that youré a bit bumbling and
frustrated. This is a period piece even if we’re doing it
in modern dress. Babbs, you’re a bit worldlier, but
mischievous rather than an out-and-out rogue.’

‘So why does Jack have a costume in his room? In
the original, it was supposed to be for a play. Are we
staying with that?’
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_Yes, he’s a student, so why shouldn’t he be doing
silly student things?’ Melanie replied.

‘So why does Babbs try it on?’ Daniel asked.

‘He’s ]:fllayin it for laughs,” Melanie answered. He
doesn’t think, he simply does it, perhaps to embarrass
Jack. Now we come to the next bit. Babbs is persuaded
to dress as Donna Lucia, who really is Charley’s aunt
from Brazil, where the nuts come from. She has to im-
press both Jack’s father, Sir Francis, who knows she’s
% .)[A{eeglthy lady, and also to appear safe to Amy and
itty.

In the script, Babbs seems to get familiar with Am
and Kitty,” Ian said. ‘At the same time, he has to bot
attract and appall Sir Francis. When Sir Francis is re-
gelled, Amy’s father comes onto her, attracted purely

v her money. [ 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 to
be fast and furious.’ Melanie stood and walked round
the cast. ‘Babbs is charming Amy and Kitty. The boys
are worried, knowing who he is, whilst the girls clearly
have no idea. Sir Francis proposes. Babbs, instructed
by 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’s
Aunt 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 girls
to marry.

In act three, Babbs is with the girls. We can hint
that they know who he is, but they don’t let on to taunt
him. The ward, who is called Ella, realises that Char-
ley’s Aunt is her beau, and she likes this version of
him. Tricks abound, and Babbs gets marriage con-
sents for Jack and Charleﬁ: The real aunt is révealed
as Charley confesses. At this point, Charley’s Aunt is
going 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 a
change for this company, I know.’

1t’s fiendishly difficult to pull off well, but simple in
the end. There’s no intellectual content,” Daniel said.
Tt’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 to
1%how real stagecraft. 'm sure you’ll give me a good Sir

rancis.

As she said this, the .thou%ht slipped through her
mind that he was so stiff and pompous, he couldn’t
help but play it the way she wanted. ‘Better not to tell
him this,” she thought.

T think Melanie’s right.” Courtney chipped in. ‘It’s
cam(]i:), but what’s the harm in that. The play’s been re-
vived and revived. It’s over a hundred years old, but we
all know about it, so let’s do it.’

Thank you, Courtney. I’'m sure gou’re going to be
beautiful as Kitty.” Melanie handed out cast sheets.
‘Here’s a rehearsal schedule, and a breakdown of the
scenes and rough directions. You all know how to
block your lines, and we don’t have too much time to
waste, so let’s stick to it and be ready to roll. You’re all
on file for costume sizes, except lan, so I'll see the rest
of you at first rehearsal later.

k 3k k k Xk

‘Are you Workin§ at the moment, lan?’ Melanie
asked as he followed into her office.

~ Yes and no,’Ian replied. T’'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 various
companies.’

‘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 with
remote computer access, I can do it almost any time of
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day.’ Ian held out his ba%. Tve got my laPto]E) here, and
I Caél xgork through the bits of rehearsal when I'm not
needed.’

‘That’s better than I could have ever hoped.’ Melanie
clapped her hands in delight. ‘That means no one will
know what we’re doing.’

‘But what are we doing, apart from rehearsing?’ Ian
hesitated.

‘We’re going to create the best Charley’s Aunt that’s
ever been.” Melanie replied.

‘You’d better explain.’ lan sat down, T'm beginning
to 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.’

H

Tm_ not sure that I liked the way you said ‘fun
there.” Ian said. ‘Perhaps you’ll tell me the secrets be-
fore 1 get too far into this.

‘You're into it already.” Melanie said lightly. 1 can’t
go changing the cast now.’

. ‘Okay, but it’s just because I like you.’ Ian laughed
00.

T don’t want this to get round the rest of the cast.’
Melanie confided. ‘ButI want the most glamorous aunt
%)ossmle. I want to get through the rehearsals without

hem suspecting what we’re planning.’

Tcan’t tell them. [ don’t knowwhat we’re planning.’

‘Okay, we’re going to create Charley’s Aunt without
them seeing you as Auntie in rehearsal.” Melanie ex-
plained. ‘Don’t cut your hair, slim a little if ¥ou can,
and keep it secret. I plan that you should be a fabulous
aunt, and to do that, we’re %omg to have to work hard
to get you ready. I want you to be able to walk, talk, act
and 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.

Page - 14



RELUCTANT PRESS

~ ‘So in effect, we’ll be disguising you as Babbs for the
first Act, and then removing the disguise as you be-
come the aunt.’

‘But I'm still male, aren’t I?’lan was more confused.

Yes, it’s the illusion that I want to be crucial.’
Melanie replied. ‘You'’re the right size, well, more or
less, and height. With hairdressing, makeup, voice
and posture lessons, you’ll be perfect—at least, that’s
the plan.’

1 think I understand.’Ian paused. 1 work alone, so |
could practise female things at work and no one would
see.’

_ ‘Correct, and no one would notice if you were wear-
ing heels and make ué), if your hair changed colour.
You’d have to remember to disguise yourself as lan
Wh@fl you came to rehearsals, but we can work on that
easily.’

‘Hair changing colour?’ Ian asked. T'm not sure I
want to go that tar.’

‘Oh, come on now.’ Melanie grinned. ‘Do you really
want to play this role full-blooded, and give it your all?

Tguess, when you put it that way,’ lan replied with a
dramatic wave and bow. 1 shall do it and never mind
the consequences.’

‘What consequences would they be?’ Melanie soft-
ened her tone. You live and work alone, no one’s going
to see you, and apart from me, no one’s going to know
want we’re doing until we reveal all. You come to re-
hearsals normally; we work on the changes in the way
[ want you to act in secret. Who’s to know?’

_ Tthink they’d notice if I came to the dress rehearsal
in a real dress.’ lan laughed.

‘Sure, but you’re not going to.” Melanie replied. The
plan is that we get you rea g for the part, and every
time you come to the theatre before the first night, you
just Took like Ian.’

‘Won’t they spot me for a fake?’ lan asked.

_ T'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 say
something like get out of the way.” lan remembered
past insults.

‘You’re here because you enjoy the theatre rather
%han for the companionship of your fellow cast mem-
ers.’

That’s not true,” lan said. ‘Theyre just distracted,
with bigger roles.’

‘And petty jealousies too,” Melanie interrupted. ‘I
know these theatre people.’

T don’t mind them. Henry and I carry on regardless.’

Yes, there’s Henry. He’d spot anything different.
Halg (Ii better ask him' to join the conspiracy?’ Melanie
asked.

‘Leave him to me.’ lan gt(l)t up and went towards the
door. He opened it and hesitated. ‘Whatever you've
planned, I'm in. I'll do whatever you want. I promise.’

Tm_ sure you’ll remember those words.” Melanie
smiled and waved him away.

k 3k 3k 3k k

Rehearsals started almost immediately. 1 don’t
want anyone watching old movies,” Melanie ordered.
‘They cut the text differently, and weren’t confined to
the stage as we are. I want your interpretations to be
fresh 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 stage
actor needs, from your credits, there’s not a lot'in that
category.’

‘This is farce.” Daniel replied. ‘It’s hardly comedy.’

‘No; just listen to the laughs if you get it right.’
Melani€ softened her voice. ‘There’s plenty of space for
you to develop your craft here, and for us to go together
as a team.’
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‘Can | say something, please?’ They turned to see
Harriet Casey, walking forward from the rear of the au-
ditorium. She mounted the stairs in the wings and
came onto the stage. 1 love this theatre; that’s why my
trust has subsidised it for so many years. Now, we’re
less well off than we used to be, and there has to be
some income. The site is valuable, and developers are
sniffing around. I want it to continue, but theatre only
lives for the audience. It can’t live in a vacuum.’

A silence followed, as Harriet looked them over. ‘1
wanted Melanie to bring a fresh look. I chose the play.
It’s the first thing I played in when I got the theatre
bug, and before I went into the family business. Dan-
iel, T know you’re a good person and a serious actor. |
want you fo stay and help out. Please give Melanie
your support. Give her an easy time.’

Daniel blushed. 1 guess I was a little hasty.” He mut-
tered almost inaudibly. Tl play it for all it’s worth.’

T want you to play it for all the theatre’s worth; no
weasel words; in or out wholeheartedly. There’s no half
way.” 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 a
great actor; you can make it work for us all.’

Daniel sighed, and looked around the .compar;ff. 1
guess I'm in; I'm with you,” he said with a slight smile.

k 3k k k Xk

‘That was a scary moment,” Henry, who got the va-
let’s role, said to Ian as they tidied uﬁ) and cleared the
chairs away after rehearsal. T thought Daniel was go-
ing to be difficult.’

‘No, he was simply throwing his weight around,’ Ian
replied. ‘He knows that if he’s not acting here, he’s not
acting anywhere.’

‘That’s true,” Henry agreed.

‘And he’ll do it justice,’ Ian said. ‘He wants to be the
star. He wants a good review, and a bit of fame, even if
it’s only in this town.’
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‘The acting accountant,” Henry muttered. ‘Still, we
all have to have a day job in the amateur theatre, or
some other means of support.’

You could have a rich husband instead.’ Ian waited
for a response.

‘Courtney, you mean.” Harry nodded. ‘She’s a good
kid, a bit over the hill for the ingénue, but she loves the
place and she’ll keep Daniel on side.’

‘They have a thing going? I never noticed.’

It was before you came here.” Henry explained. ‘It
was a minor scandal, but Daniel’s business needed
Courtney’s husband, so it cooled and now it’s become
quite amicable.’

1 wonder who’s going to get the ingénue part. If I'm
supposed to be in Tove with her, I would hate it to be
Courtney.’

‘Never fear, she’s going to be Kitty or Amy, which-
ever has the most lines. I think you should wait and
prepare to be surprised.’

‘You know something,’ Ian accused.

‘My lips are sealed.”’ Henry turned out the lights and
led the way towards the exit.

% Kk X kK X
Tan, Id like you to meet Charlotte,” Melanie said as
[an came into her office. ‘She’s going to be your Ella.’

‘Wow, that’s wonderful,” Ian blurted out without
thinking as he looked at her. Charlotte was small,
blonde, and perfectly proportioned. She looked about
twenty. 1 mean that it’s %ood to meet you. I couldn’t
guess who could take that role.’

T'm new in town.’ Charlotte explained.

‘That’s going to cause confusion,’Ian said. ‘You’ll get
called Charlie too.’

‘No, I’'m usually Lottie.’
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‘Before you get any ideas, Lottie’s my cousin, and
qualified in stage arfs,” Melanie said. ‘She’s going to
help me design Babbs.’

‘So you’re not twenty.’Ian could have kicked himself
for being so obvious as soon as the words were said.

_‘No, I'm not telling you my age.’ Lottie smiled at his
discomfort. ‘But I will say that I'left drama school three
ears ago. I've been in special effects, but when
helanie got this job, I begged leave, and came out
ere.’

‘Special effects sound fun.’ Ian tried to sound sensi-
ble this time.

T needed fun for a while, but then I got lucky. I wrote
a couple of books under a pseudonym. They sold well,
and turned into movies and a television series. I don’t
really need to work again.’ Lottie replied.

‘So were you good at monsters?’

T 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. Tve asked
Lottie to work her magic on you.’

Ian looked at Lottie. ‘Don’t look so scared,’ she said.
T'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 it
through.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘So what do we need to do?’ lan asked as they sat
across a table.

‘First I need all your measurements.’ Lottie opened
her bag, rummaged inside and pulled out an organiser
folder. ™l want you to fill this out with all your clothes
sizes, plus I'll need to hold a tape measure around
your hips and bust.’

T don’t have a bust.’ lan laughed nervously.
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‘Precisely.’ Lottie replied. ‘That’s why I need to know
what size to make it.’

‘You sound like you’ve done this before.’ Ian asked.

Yes; well almost, but not quite. At theatre school I
got sﬁe—trackqd into the makeup and prosthetics. |
spent hours in the workshops and didn’t spend
enough time on stage. I was the go-to girl if there was a
witch or wizard, open wounds, or something totally
weird. I could mould it, paint it, fit it and that’s how |
won an award, and got to work in the movies.’

_ ‘So why come here? This is a backwater with no one
important 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 time
away, and I'll use your pictures in my portfolio. I've
never really been asked to do something so authentic
or natural before.’

‘So I’'m natural?

‘That’s what Melanie wants. When Charlie’s Aunt
ag ears, Melanie wants her to look feminine, fashion-
ah e, .%legant and totally natural, if a little eccentric on
the side.

‘That’s a lot of adjectives.’Ian said. ‘It’s a tall order. I
don’t think any of those words could be used to de-
scribe me.’

‘By I'm finished, they will all describe you. You'll be
the most natural and the most desirable aunt ever
seen. Melanie explained that the aunt doesn’t have to
be old or frumpy. She can be young and—for want of a
better word—vampish.’

T’'m not sure the rest of the cast will be delighted to
see me taking star billing,” Ian said. ‘They can be pre-
cious.’

_T'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 be
your escape route to something better.’

Inever thought of it that way. It would be §ood to do
more acting and less computer stuff. I seem to be sort-
ing out the same problems over and over again, one
company after another.’
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‘Just like the theatre then; no change there.’

‘So what’s the master plan?’ Ian asked. T'm not
pushing, but I need some idea of what times you want
me, and what you need me to do. You have the re-
hearsal schedule, but all the costume and makeup is

oing to be time consuming, and I still need to make a
ving.

Yes, I've been thinking about that.’ Lottie pulled out
her organiser and thumbed through the screens. You
live and work at the same place. I can come to you and
we can work around your schedules.’

‘Okay.’ lan smiled. ‘That sounds good.’

‘And I warn you, it’s going to be hard work. I am a
perfectionist, and quite strict.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘That man!’ Melanie threw her bag onto the desk. ‘He
may have said he’ll help, but every darn obstruction,
every niggle, every hold up...,’

1 guess you mean Daniel Stone.” Lottie grinned.
‘He’s winding you up.’

T know, and I try to be sweet and understanding,
but it gets so hard. He’s learned all his lines easily, but
delivers 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 knows
ho(\izv 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?’

T took the sketches you gave me, and then with Ian’s
measurements, and a few ideas of my own, I went
shopping. I know we don’t have a huge budget for cos-
tumes and props. 1 went to see what was_available,
rather than having too much made. If you’ll approve
the sketches, I can get on with some purchasing, and
even 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 a
hint of the exotic, and an undergraduate irresponsibil-
ity just like the rest of the boys..., and she’s a young
aunt, thirty-ish rather than middle aged. I wanted you
to approve these designs.’ Lottie said. ‘Then I can work
on Ian.

1 certainly approve, but I think you’ll have to work
hard to persuade lan 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 I
remember correctly.’” Lottie flipped through to one of
the later pages. ‘How’s this for the final scene?’

‘Can you dget him to look like that? It seems exactly
what 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 a
lot 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 I
want, you’re dead right.” Lottie winked and gathered
up her papers.

k 3k k k Xk

‘Hilan, is it all right if | come in?’ Lottie asked as she
entered his office.

‘Just let me finish this call.” Ian turned back to the
screen in front of him and continued what was obvi-
ously a technical conversation.

‘How are the rehearsals?’ Lottie asked when he put
the phone down.

‘Pretty good now.’ Ian turned away from his desk
and deliberately turned off the monitor. ‘Courtney
seems happy, and in turn, that makes Daniel easier.
Don’t say anything, but they come and go together and
whisper'in corners. They think no one’s noticed.’
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Is that bad?’

‘Not really, it happens. They gﬁt hot, they cool it.
When they’re cool, it’s harder work because the script
doesn’t flow. This time, we’re doing well. You need to
know them to see it in action, but we’re more than up
to schedule.’

T brought a few things round for you to try.” She
dropped bags and boxes onto the floor, as the tele-
phone rang again. lan switched the monitor back on.

Lottie looked round. The office was spartan, with
several computers, a big steel cabinet with flashin
lights, and untidy stacks of manuals and papers Iplle
on every surface, except the one directly in front of Ian.
She wandered round; through a door at the rear she
saw a small kitchen with a bathroom attached. She
noted it for future reference.

Perching on a desk where Ian could see her, she
waited for his call to end. She saw him ap]pralslr_lg her
as she thumbed through her papers, one leg swinging
idly with a red stiletto sandal dangling from her toes.
She saw him shift his eyes deliberately back to the
screen, and a blush rising from his neck as he turned
away. Finally he ended the call.

‘Can you put it on an answering machine for a few
moments?’ she asked. T'd like to introduce you to
Charley’s Aunt, Donna Lucia from Brazil — where the
nuts come from.’

Ian flipped a couple of switches, clicked his mouse,
an.((ii turned. You have my undivided attention,” he
said.

_Lottie passed him her drawings one by one, noting
his silence as he flipped from one to the next. His eyes
\tz;nden?,d; he swallowed hard and gasped, ‘These can’t

e me!

1 don’t see why not.’ Lottie stood over him. If I can
create 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 before
you say it can’t be you?’ Lottie stroked his hair and
then lifted his chin So that his face was tilted towards
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h(;rl:1 Tve had less promising raw material to work
with.’

‘You’re the boss,” said Ian, hesitantly. T don’t want
to 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 would
be caught dead without them.

‘Then it’s fortunate that I have pierced ears.’
‘You have?’

‘Clearly you missed my cameo as Third Pirate in the
television 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 on
stage?’

Ian paused for dramatic effect. ‘I 1played the role of
the First Pirate in that ]%)roductlon. t ran for a whole
week. 1 was hoping for further promotion, but then I
moved 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.

T 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 them
are online customers.’

_ ‘No one’s coming here to see you, so we can start
right away.’ Lottie turned to her packages. ‘First of all,
I need you to get used to wearing heels. Nothing says
girl better than how she walks in high heels, and I bet
you've not had a lot of experience there.’

‘None really.” Ian watched a pair of black court shoes
being placed on the desk in front of him. He touched
one as if afraid to do so.
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‘The heels are only four inches, just comfortable for
walking and just prominent enough to make a state-
ment to the audience. I want you to wear them all the
time you can from now on, so that you walk in them
just like you’d been doing it since you tried on
mummy’s shoes when you were a little girl.’

lan pulled off his trainer and picked up the heel as if
commanded. ‘Wait!’ Lottie said. ‘You can’t put them on
with those hideous socks. You need stockings or tights
so that you don’t stretch them all out of shape. I
bought tights today. Take these and put them on.’ Ian
looked at her sheepishly. You can change in the bath-
room.

1 don’t think I can.’ Ian felt a cold sweat at the
thought.

‘Come on, it’s too late to be modest.” Lottie said. ‘If
you didn’t want to be an actor, you shouldn’t have
signed up.’

Ian picked up the shoes and the stockings and
walked into the bathroom without another word. A few
moments later he hobbled back.

~You look like a cross between a cowboy who’s lost
his horse, and a truck driver.’ Lottie laughed.

‘You can laugh,’ Ian snapped. 1 can’t imagine how
you can walk in these things.’

‘Er, just look at what I'm wearing.’ Lottie lifted her
leg to show a higher heel on a smaller foot. It’s easy.
You just need to get the feel. It will all become natural
within a few weeks. No, forget that, we don’t have a few
weeks. Just take my word; it’s all going to feel so natu-
ral and soon you’ll wonder what all the fuss was
about.” Lottie walked around him, almost doing a pir-
ouette. ‘See, it’s comfortable and natural. Lead with
1t’lhe 1toe, let your hips swing naturally, and ignore the

eel.”’

Tt’s the heel that I’'m going to fall off.’ [an took a few
more steps.

‘No, you’re not. It must be easy because girls do it all
the time, no thought involved.’

‘But you’ve been practising since you were little.’ Ian
stumbled 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 to
do is work on style and speed.’ Lottie skipped a little.
Tl let you kiss me if you can catch me.’

He took a few steps towards her as she danced
away. He turned to follow her and fell. ‘Okay, that’s
enough.’ Ian said fiercely—but then he giggled as he
saw Lottie’s smile.

_“Seriously.” Lottie helped him up, and then kissed
him lightly on the cheek. T really need you to do this. I
know 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. | need you to prom-
ise, all day, every day, keep the heels on. I'll bring some
others now we know that those fit, but keep them on.’

Ian got a perfunctory hug as she left. He tried to
make it longer, but sensed that she was holding back.
He wondered what he had done wrong.

k 3k k k Xk

Rehearsals again. Sometimes they were a pain, with
actors wanting to do it their way, instead of trustin
the director. Melanie wasn’t like that. She teased an
cajoled, but was very firm in trying her way at least a
couple of times before allowing any discussion. Nearly
always, she was exactly right, and the action or the de-
livery of lines worked. When there was a change, it was
nuanced: a line altered to fit a voice, an action tailored
to look more natural.

T really love working with Melanie,” Ian said when
Lottie let herself into his apartment a couple of days
later. ‘Everyone seems to have their lines, and sheé’s
taking us through the physical part. She wants a lot of
movement. It’s really good; we've been too static and
tied to the script for ages.’

‘So you know why I insisted you practise in the
heels.’

T 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.’
[an replied. ‘But T kept my promise. I have been in
heels every minute at the office and here.” He raised a
foot to show her. T think I’'m getting better, but the
walk doesn’t feel entirely natural.’

It will come.’ Lottie took his hand and pulled him to
her side. ‘Keep in step with me.’

They walked across the room, heels clicking on the
wooden floor. ‘Try more leading with your toe,” she
said. ‘Lean a little back and 1ma§1ne 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, and
[ never impressed anyone.’

‘You know exactly what I mean. Now turn again. Al-
low your hips to sway more, feel the rhythm. Once
more, imagine walking away from someone you really
want to impress, let your sway do the talking, make his
eyes follow you.

‘Lottie, I don’t think that’s likely.” [an snickered.

_ ‘Oh, come on.’ Lottie pulled his again, her hip touch-

1ngI his. Work with me, get into character.” They

%vahkeg again and turned. Tmagine Daniel ogling your
ehind.’

Suddenly they were both laughing at the thought. A
moment came and passed, but somethm%.subt y al-
tered between them. Lottie held him as his balance
threatened to give way. After a swift hug and meeting
of eyesathey broke apart, the moment noted but noth-
ing said.

_‘We have work to do this evening.’ Lottie turned and
picked up the bags lying at the door. ‘I want to take a
cast 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, '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 reall%glamoro.us Char-
ley’s aunt, and glam means just that.” Lottie looked
quizzically at him. ‘Just trust me.’

‘Okay.’ Ian pulled a face which said he wasn’t sure
where 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 of
all shapes and sizes. I decide upon what’s proportion-
ate, sculpt it onto a negative of your case, and make a
latex mould.’

‘Boobs of all shapes and sizes.” lan mused. ‘Now
there’s a concept.’

‘Don’t get silly. I have to make models to be shot and
injured 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 body
parts in stock. Designs need working patterns.’

‘Yes, but it’s a silly concept.’

‘No, it’s serious. I need them for other things than
lecherous actors. I do medical prosthetics as well as
special effects. It’s not all blood, gore and alien mon-
sters. Some of the work is really practical and makes a
difference to people’s lives.’

_ Lottie worked quicklﬁ. Working with powders and
liquids 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 it
slowly from his skin.

‘Hmmm.’ She ran a hand over his chest. ‘You’re not
hairy, but I should have asked you to shave there. No
need to now. The cast seems to have plucked all the
hairs away. Now you’ll only have to shave your legs
and arms.

‘Shave my legs...” lan started to protest. ‘Oh, yes, I
can 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?’

‘Maibe, or maybe not. It’s all part of the illusion.
You'll know and feel it, and that will reinforce the role
you’re playing.’

‘But I'm a man in the play.’

Yes, but a man impersonating a woman.’ Lottie re-
plied. 4We have to use every little thing we can to make
1t seem natural as well as amusing. You’ll know the se-
cret, and the audience will know the secret. The rest of
the cast will know the secret, but the more you play it
in character, the greater the reaction. at’s why
Melanie wants to do the play this way.’

‘Who said that to get into character, you start with
the shoes?’

T don’t know, but I'm sure they’d have included
something about hairy legs.’

‘Okay, leg and arm shaving it is.” Ian agreed. I'll do it
tomorrow; 1t should last until the run is over.’

‘No it won’t.’ Lottie replied. ‘Even waxing would have
to be done again before then, but waxing would require
a salon visif, and we don’t want the secret of your
transformation 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-
ion.

_ ‘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 it
won’t be anything like they’re expecting.’

‘Why did I let myself in for this?’ lan raised his eyes
to heaven.
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‘Because you like the idea, really.” Lottie said. ‘All
actors love a difference. Now, the wig fitting.’

Ian sat silently as Lottie worked. He wasn’t allowed
to watch as she fitted a stretchy cap over his head and
inned it securely. He %hmpsed the wig as she took it
rom the stand in one of her cases, and Telt her pulling
and combing it into place.

‘It looks just like me.’ lan saw it in the mirror for the
first time. There’s no change.’

T know; it’s perfect.’ Lottie teased it a little more. ‘It’s
for you to wear at rehearsals, so be careful not to let
anyone 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 your
own hair for Charley’s aunt. It’s going to be obvious
that it’s your own hair and not a wig, so we don’t want
them to know until performance.’

‘This just gets more and more complicated.’
‘Trust me. You'll enjoy it all.’

k 3k k k Xk

‘Can we get a coffee together after today’s session?’
[an 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’s
because I've had bad experiences, and I don’t mix work
in the theatre with pleasure. I try to keep my relation-
ships separate.’

‘That sounds like you had problems—not that I
want to pry. I just wanted it to be friendly.’

‘Okay, I'm sorry.’ Lottie took his hand. ‘We’ll go for
coffee, but as long as you remember, I'm not looking
for a relationship, and~—she hesitated—‘%you might as
well know, the rumours will catch me up anyway. I
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had a bad break with a girlfriend last year. That’s one
of the reasons why I came here to do this show.’

I promise to ask no questions. All actors are trained
to listen.’

‘Sure, and then to embellish and s;%rqad everything
they hear.’ Lottie softened her voice. ‘Friends?’

‘Friends.’
‘So how often does my friend have to shave?’

‘Not every day. I had some dermatitis when 1 was
younger, and affer laser treatment, the hairs never re-
ally came back. I have a few stray whiskers, but I could
never grow a beard or a moustache.’

“We can work with that very easily.” Lottie felt his
chin. Tt feels smooth, and with some creams it will be
smoother and you’ll have a great complexion for me to
work with. I'm going to arrange some salon visits for
you, and I'll get them to check what’s happening. If
there are stray hairs, they can laser them away there
and then. It will be entirely painless.’

T guess I don’t mind. I never fancied having a beard
anyway.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘How’s our leading lady doing?’ Melanie breezed into
the office.

‘He’s got his first manicure today.’ Lottie looked up
from her sketch pad.

‘That’s going to make his life difficult. He spends all
day 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 be
very strong and secure, very plain French manicure,
not too long, but long enough for him to be conscious
of them all the time until he gets used to them. I want
him to be moving female as well as looking the part.’

‘Are we %om too far? He’s an amateur actor, and
he’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 doing
what you asked and creating Charlie’s Aunt. She’s the
main reason that your production is to stand out.
Sure, he’s an amateur, but underneath it all, I think he
loves the challenge and the opportunity to stand out.’

‘Yes, he was a bit retentive when he grumbled to us
about always getting the bit parts.’

1 can understand that.’ Lottie held out her pad to
re-examine the sketches. ‘He’s not the dashing juve-
f_l}l{le lcflad. Opportunities must be scarce in a company
ike this.’

‘You mean Daniel, of course.” Melanie replied. ‘He’s
over the resentful stage, and now he’s working with
Courtney and the other members of his clique, he’s
pr(l)vmg is stagecraft. I still think he could be diffi-
cult.’

‘Wait until he gets his first lzilglimpse of Charlei/l’s
Aunt. She’ll be so perfect, that he’ll wonder who the
substitute could be. Bet he makes a pass.’

You’re on.’ Melanie held out her hand to shake. ‘We
shouldn’t really—how on earth will [an handle that?’

T have no idea,’ Lottie said sweetly.

k 3k k k Xk

The next couple of days passed relatively normally
for Ian. He got up, dressed and went to his office, like
every other day. He wasn’t in the rehearsal schedule,
and had time to work some more on his lines. Lottie
called every day to check up on his attention to her re-
hearsal schedule, outside the theatre ones.

‘How are the nails?’ she asked innocently.

T think I'm getting used to them.’ Ian held out his
hands for her fo inspect them. ‘At first I always kept
my hands in my pockets when anyone was around,
but then I started to forget myself and carried on as
normal. No one noticed except when I went for coffee
yesterday. [ was complimented, would you believe?’

‘Who by? What happened?’
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It was a regular customer.” lan replied. ‘She has
computer processing for her business, but always
calls in person to discuss any problems. We went for
coffee. She saw my hands, and 81mp1{y told her it was
for a production. She knows I make a fool of myself on
stagg.dS,he promised to buy some tickets, so it wasn’t
wasted.

You didn’t tell her too much?’

T didn’t tell her a thing, but I think she guessed
something from the title.’

_‘And there’s no such thing as bad ﬁ)ublicity.’ Lottie
sighed, gathering up her bag and cell phone. Tl see
you later.’

Ian hugged her before she left. It was a real hug;
warm, but a little mechanical at the same time.
Quickly for%ettm this impression, he turned back to
his work schedule for the day.

As he worked, he practised using his own voice, and
then using a breathier version, with a higher pitch,
trying to sound more like Charley’s aunt would have
done in his mind, if she were real, and if she were really
a lady as well. It was all so complicated, but he wanted
to be whatever he could. He practised wa1k1n§ just as
Lottie had instructed. Toe forward, swaying from the
hips, elbows in, he repeated to himself whilst walking
across the office, heels clicking.

The hours flew b}é. He tried a soft-shoe shuffle as
music played in the background, twirling and dancing
as his confidence grew.

k 3k 3k 3k k

_ lan danced and twirled across the office as a favour-
ite tune played. It seemed to be natural to be doing it in
heels now.

‘Very good.’ He turned to find Lottie and Melanie at
the door watching him.

‘How long have you been there?’ he asked, surprised
that 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 she
broke away. ‘Are you ready for phase two?’

‘Phase two?’ lan asked.

‘That’s right, and I've come along to watch Lottie
perform her magic.’

‘Today’s the day.’ Lottie raised her bag to show him.
‘This is where female begins to take shape.’ Clearing a
space on the desk, she laid the bag and opened it. Mov-
}[ng the packing away gently, lan saw a naked female

0TS0.

‘What’s that doing here?’ He asked, thinking that it
was a stupid remark as soon as the words left his lips.

‘That is a theatrical-grade, latex and compound
prosthetic, made to close-up film standards,” Lottie
said. ‘In other words, they’re your boobs.’

‘Mine?’ lan looked again.

Yes, you’ll be wearing them under your clothes in
the first'scene, and then when we do the quick change,
it will really look spectacular.’ Lottie said. ‘They attach
with a breatheable adhesive, and once you’re used to
thenll(,i %ou,’ll be walking and standing just as a woman
would do.

‘And you’ll have boobs just like a woman would do.’
Melanie stared into the packaging. ‘A push-up bra and
these babies will get a gasp from the audience.’

‘But isn’t that taking the plot a bit far?’ Ian asked.

Tt would be if we were doing this as a period piece
but we’re not. We want it to be a spectacular show, and
you’re our secret weapon,’ Melanie said. ‘The audience
wouldn’t be surprised to see a good female imperson-
ation; they've seen what Las Vegas can do, and so
we’re doing the same.’

‘And this is the first prosthetic test.” Lottie said. 1
need to tlgz these on you, get a reasonable colour
match and make sure the fitting is ﬁom% to last
through the performance. If it’s good, then I need to
make a couple more casts and then we don’t have to
panic if there’s an accident with one.’
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They look real.’lan said. ‘It’s almost as if there’s a bit
of a body in there.’

‘Well, there’s not.” Lottie laughed. ‘No people have
been harmed in this production.’

‘Not yet.” Ian chilled as he looked more closely.

‘You can touch,’ Lottie said. ‘They won’t bite, and
%he;ﬁgelgomg to be fixed to your chest, so don’t be
ashful.

[an touched and couldn’t resist cup%‘ing his hand
around the breast form as it lay there. ‘They feel very
real.” He blushed. ‘Not that I've a lot of experience.’

‘They’re modelled on mine.’ Lottie said.
‘Oh, I'm sorry.’ lan blushed again.

1 wasn’t saying that to embarrass you,’ Lottie said
softly. 1 was only trying to assure dyou that they were a
sensible size.” Then she blushed and looked away.
They giggled like they couldn’t help it.

_ ‘Stop it, you two.”’ Melanie clapped her hands. ‘This
is serious work, and being silly doesn’t help. lan, get
strlpp(id off and ready, then Loftie can find somewhere
to 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.

k 3k 3k 3k k

1 think you handled the stairs really well,” Lottie
said as they pushed open the door to Ian’s bedroom.

1 have been practising, like you said,” lan replied.
You’ll have to excuse the mess; [ wasn’t expecting visi-
tors.’

‘This is the first thing to get used to.’ Lottie held out
a tiny flesh-coloured garment. ‘It’s a dancer’s belt, a
gaff, or whatever you want to call it; maybe a medieval
instrument of torture. It goes under everything to keep
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your male bits firmly out of the way, and give you a
smooth shape at the front.’

Isn’t that a bit unnecessary?’ lan asked.

‘No it isn’t. Get changed and, while you’re doing it,
please tell me how you expect to find anything in this
mess.

It’s not so bad.” Melanie resisted the urge to tidy up.
T’'m going to sit and watch. I've always wanted to see
how these things are done.’

_‘There are trade secrets here,’ Lottie warned. ‘If you
§1ve them away, | may have to kill you. It took me ages
o get this technique right.’ Ian took off his shirt and
lay back on the bed. ‘First I have to swab all over the
make sure the skin is free of all oil and moisture, then
we proceed. Quiet now, and don’t distract me.’

Melanie watched as Lottie took the prosthetic from
the case and held it against [an’s freshly cleaned chest.
She saw Lottie placing it and carefully marking his
skin where the edges touched, and then moved round
the side to see how the spare moulding was trimmed
away and then feathered into contact with Ian’s skin.
The breasts looked natural and firm, with r;%p?lles dark
against the rise of flesh, giving a look as if they were
purely real. The top of the silicone skirted round his
neck, whilst the sides went almost to his arms. The
bottom edges were the ones which took most atten-
tion.

Tve got to get the breast to look natural and to drape
exactly where it should be,” Lottie said once more as
she removed and re-positioned the prosthetic. ‘It’s got
to be exact, because the glue is a one-time fix. It isn’t
goin%lto slip and slide to give me a second chance to get
it right.’

Satisfied, she stood back. ‘Now comes the real test.’
She said, taking out a canister of adhesive. ‘Don’t you
dare move a muscle. Shallow breaths and try to hold
as still as still can be.’

Working quick1¥, she applied adhesive to his skin
and to the back of the prosthetic. ‘Hold this away for
me, Melanie,’ she said. ‘Just keepdyour side away from
contact until I get this positioned right, and then I'll
come round and take it from you.’
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Ian watched as his chest was covered; he held his
head still and away, keeping his neck taut as the up-
per ed%e was secured in a curved shape beneath his
collar bone. He saw how Lottie’s tongue was held be-
tween her teeth in concentration. e frowned and
pushed down the edge, and then went to take the other
side from Melanie.

_ ‘We have to make sure the edge is taut, and get it
just 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 the
feathered edges, trimming and gluing, placing and
smoothing once more. She stood back.

‘Okay, you can look now,’ she said.
Tan looked down. 1 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 what
shades were in this mix, so I can correct the next one.
Whatever I do, there has to be some makeup anyway to
make it look right, but we want a bit of cleavage to
show, just to titillate the audience.’

It 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.

b

‘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 join
again and applied a touch more adhesive. ‘1 think you
can sit up and look at the full effect.’

‘Are you sure?’ lan asked.

‘Of course I'm sure.’ Lottie helped him ug?. ‘They’re
your boobs now, and there they stay until I give you
the 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 off
in mid scene.

‘Or when Daniel gropes them.” Melanie stood back.

‘They look so real.” Ian was standing in front of the
mirror, turning left and right. Carefully, he touched
the breast and lifted it against his skin. ‘Is this what
real breasts feel like? The weight seems wrong. I'm
front-heavy.’

‘That’s because you’re not used to them,’ Lottie re-
lied. ‘They are thé right weight and they’ll move just
ike the real thing, but like the real thing, the%z need a

bra to keep them comfortable and sit correctly inside
your dress. Let me help you.’

Is this really necessarﬁz, and did it have to be pink?’
[an protested as she pulled his arms into straps and
then fastened the bra behind him.

‘Get used to it.” Melanie inspected the look. ‘Half the
world does this every day; welcome to our world.’

‘Okay, but do I have to wear a dress as well?’ lan
said slowly, still looking at his reflection in the mirror.

‘Of course.” Melanie replied. ‘It can’t be any other
way. We don’t have time to pad your hips in the quick
change, so jeans and the like are (%u.lte out of the ques-
tion, and anyway, Charlie’s aunt is flamboyant and
feminine. She’s a bit exotic, because she’s from Brazil,
where the nuts come from.’

T brought a dress,’ Lottie said. ‘Let’s try it.’

‘Sure, don’t mind my feelings.’ Ian was secretly sur-
rised and pleased. He walked a few paces to follow
otl‘%e, from the bedroom. ‘Hey, my boobs jiggle when I

walk.

‘He said that as if it were a discovery.” Melanie and
Lottie shared the joke.

‘Get those jeans off and then step into this.’ lan did
as he was told and Lottie held out the dress for him to
step into. It’s not really for the play, just a little black
dress I picked up to try for size and style. It may give us
an idea of what we need to do next.’
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Ian heard the zip being pulled ug_his back and felt
the dress tightening around his hips. He stood as
Lottie pulled it into place. ‘Not bad,” Melanie said as
[an walked a few paces away and turned to walk back
to them. ‘Love the walk; that’s far more elegant that a
lot of women do. He’s the right shape, and moves the
right way. In fact he looks quite demure.’

1 think I'm showing a lot of flesh.” Ian pointed into
his new cleavage.

‘Nonsense, it’s what modern women wear.” Melanie
stepped closer and peered down. ‘Just about right.’

T think so too.” Lottie agreed. ‘Your posture’s
changed. You’re walking like a woman.’

T think I'm conscious of this weight on my chest.’
[an stood as if to emphasise his breasts.

‘Goodness, he’s only had breasts for a few minutes
and already he’s showing them off, like a starlet with
new implants.’ Lottie said.

1 think the audience will believe in the character
when we’re ready to go, as long as the hair and
makeup are as good.” Melanie allowed herself a smile
once more. ‘How does it feel, Donna Lucia?’

‘Funnily enough, I feel fine.” Ian agreed, trying out
his Donna Lucia voice for the first time with them, a lit-
tle softer and huskier, with a trace of accent. T thought
it was all going to feel really strange and awkward, but
now in this dress, the heels and all the walking and
movement I've been doing make sense. I feel a little ele-
gant.’

b

‘Elegant is good, and I love the voice; keep that in,
Melanie said. You’ll need that, with perhaps a little
hauteur to put Daniel down.

‘T'd like a bit of sexy in there too,’ Lottie said. 1 knew
this would work, but even without makeup and hair, I
can believe we’re building Donna Lucia’s character the
way you wanted.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘So, Donna Lucia.” They sat at lan’s table, wine
glasses in front of them, as Melanie poured from the
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bottle she had brought. T see her as a big character,
blonde of course, lots of jewellery to hit the stereotype
of one who comes from Brazil.’

‘Where the nuts come from.’ Lottie and Ian chorused
together, and then laughed.

‘Be serious.’ Melanie faked telling them off. ‘Can you
do that?’

1 need to run some tests,” Lottie replied. T have to
get Ian used to the makeup and try different styles, but
it shouldn’t be too difficult if lan can take a few days off
to 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 stuif to my mo-
bile, and work around whatever you need. [ already
booked time off from my 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 the
first 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, except
when Daniel and Courtney have a big row and throw
food and drink at each other. Even that can be fun
when Courtney’s husband joins in, and then Daniel’s
wife 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 hap]%)en again. We usually stand
around talking, flirting if you’re lucky, and laughing at
the mistakes. The post-mortem comes when we start
the next production.’

T can think of a way to make the party go with an
added swing.’ Lottie nodded towards Melanie. ‘Talk to
you later.’
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‘Can I have the solvent before you go?’ [an asked.

. Euge, this was just a fitting, now [ know what I need
o do.

Can I ask a silly question?’ lan asked. ‘When we§et
to performance, do 1 have to wear them for a week:

‘Oh, no.” Lottie shook her head. ‘We’ll have a new
pI‘IOStl’,letIC each day. Your skin needs to breathe and
relax.

‘Thank goodness for that.’

‘And there ] was thinking how great you looked with
breasts.” Lottie hugged him more warmly than before.
T can’t wait to meet the real Charley’s Aunt.” She
kissed him quickly, and then turned as if embar-
rassed. A strained silence hung between them as she
removed the prosthetic, and packed everything away.

Melanie watched. She wondered how well she really
knew Lottie.

k 3k 3k 3k k

_It’s been difficult turning up with this wig on every
time,’ lan called in Lottie’s makeup room the next day
after the rehearsal. ‘Why do I have to wear it? I look ex-
actly like myself anyway.’

‘Youve done well. They’re used to it, and today is
when the real transformation starts. I've booked you in
for hairdressing after the salon closes. Rena’s going to
do it for free, in return for a credit in the programme.’

‘Am I dressed for that?’

‘Jeans, tee shirt, leather jacket, trainers; yes I think
you’re dressed for it.’

‘Are you sure this is necessary? I'm worried about
how 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.’

‘T 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 a
folder. You are in the very best of hands.’

They walked to the salon on the next block from the
theatre. Ian knew it as the most expensive in town. It
was almost empty. The sweet scented air, with a slight
chemical undertone, surprised lan, who had never
dared to enter the place before.

‘Hi, Lottie,’ said the only lady remaining in the place,
whose name badge said Rena. ‘Is this lan?’

‘Yes. He’s very nervous, so be gentle with him.’

‘Don’t worry.” The lady took Ian’s hand. ‘Girls come
here every day, and almost all of them survive.’

‘Survival?’ Ian asked. ‘Do I have to worry about that
as well?’

‘Of course not. Come round here into the back sa-
lon. We’re all ready for you.’ Rena guided him into the
rear of the salon. There’s only us girls here.’

[an was quickly installed in a chair, where Rena
took a comb to his hair. ‘Good texture,” she said to
thtga., ‘We could do with a little more length, but never
mind.

.‘éthink there’s enough for a longish pixie cut,’ Lottie
said.

‘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 get
you washed and started.’

‘Do you know, I never noticed the earrings,’ Lottie
said, looking at the gold hoops Ian was wearing.

T thought I should make sure the holes were com-
fortable.’ Tan replied. ‘If I put base metal in the holes, I
seem to get a rash.’

‘Good thinking.” Rena wrapped a towel around his
shoulders and swung the chair backwards to a sink. ‘I
always read about all the stuff actors do to prepare,
but I never thought of that detail.’
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lan’s a true professional,’ Lottie assured her. ‘Even
tgou h it’s an amateur production, each actor gives it
their best.’

Ian relaxed as Rena washed his hair and towelled it
gently. He sat silently as she combed and cut his hair,
steﬁpmg back and forward, checkm% the length. It was
all heavy and damp. lan watched as little snippets fell.

T'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 Iinished. I can see the way your hair
wants to lie, and I can cut the shape with that.’

~ ‘Does that mean he’ll be able to wash it and finger
fix?’ Lottie asked. That’s going to save a lot of time.

T thought that’s what you wanted. You said it was to
be concealed part of the time. I guessed that means
squashed down somehow.’

‘You’re right, of course. That’s really reassuring.’

Ian said nothing as a strong-smelling fpeyste was pro-
duced and then brushed into sections of his hair. Rena
chatted inconsequentially all the time as he sat watch-
ing a timer count down to the next stage. He tried not
to think what could go wrong, but worried that it
would all go wrong and he would end up bald.

A rinsing again. Leaning back, he noticed that there
were no mirrors in which he could see what was going
on. He was towelled a,%am, and a different paste, more
sweetly scented, was brushed into his hair, section by
section again. His head was wra%:)ed in foil and heat
lights were arrayed around him. Once more the timer
was placed in front of him.

‘Why can’t I see what you’re doing?’ lan asked.

Tdon’t want to scare you.” Rena made a mock threat
with some scissors, and then put a few women’s hair-
dressing magazines in his hands. ‘This is where I ask if
you would like coffee.’

‘Are you sure this isn’t going to be silly?’ Ian asked
when he and Lottie were alone.

‘Silly or not, it’s too late to stop now. You saw the
sketches, Melanie approved the sketches, and she tells
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me that rehearsals are going well. What could go
wrong?’

‘What indeed?’ Ian smiled as he took his coffee.

‘And now, the moment of truth approaches.” Rena
removed the heat lights and the wrapping from Ian’s
head. ‘A final rinse, and then after a bit of hairdresser’s
magic, we see what we have created.’

A rinsin%land then more towels. Ian caught just a
glimpse of his hair as it fell into his sight, but it was
soggy and didn’t really look anything but wet. He
moved to a chair in front of a mirror which had been
draped 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-
turge, I think we have a perfect Charley’s Aunt,’ Lottie
said.

‘What do you mean calling me she?’ lan asked %ui—
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, turning
his head left and right.

‘Say something’ Lottie said.

T'm speechless,’ Ian replied. If I didn’t know who I
was staring at, I'd be asking her out on a date. Well, I
would if I had the courage. I don’t know what you’d call
%l'llis dcolour, but I'd call it a bombed-out bleached

onde.’

It’s silver grey with ash and platinum highlights.’
Rena said. ‘My own mixture.’

T think it works as a look.” Lottie said, looking over
his 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 a
quick tryout, I’d love to see what we've created.’

_ T'm game,’lan said. ‘And I’'m just the blonde airhead
in front of the mirror.’
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‘Okay, earrings back in,’ Lottie said. T’ll go and see
what we have.’

[an stood closer to the mirror. Pulling his hair be-
hind one ear and then the other, his hands trembled
as he fixed the earrings. His hair was not gust blonde; it
was almost white, and almost silver. It shouted ‘fe-

male’ from every angle.

Tve 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, shaping
and contouring with different powders. Ian watched as
his face seemed to change shape before his eyes.

_ ‘Lips or eyes first?’ she asked Rena. ‘This is only an
impression, but you can see where it’s going.’

Tt’s goin

amazingly.” Rena nodded. 1 think lips
then eyes.

s more dramatic that way.’

K

1 never thought of it like that,’” Lottie replied as she
pulled her face in front of Ian in unspoken instruction
of the expression she wanted him to adopt. Most of the
time it was simply to keep still and look forward, Ian
watched when he could, but Lottie was back and forth
in front of the mirror afl the time. She switched from
lips to eyes.

1 think heavy black liner is essential, and lashes
too,” she explained as she worked. ‘Charley’s Aunt is
from Brazil, where the nuts come from, as the lay
keeps repeating. She’s not a bimbo, or a matron. She’s
essentially a proud and feminine woman, with a touch
of the exotic.

‘But isn’t the audience supposed to know she’s in
drag?’ Rena asked.

‘Exactly right. But there’s drag and there’s drag.
This is the glamorous end of drag. lan’s going to be
sharing the joke with the audience and the boys who
are til’,l on it, but he has to be authentic to the rest of the
cast.

‘So you’re trying to make an impression with both
the play and the spectacle.’

Page - 46



RELUCTANT PRESS

‘You could say that. It’s an old chestnut of a play
but, to éet people in, Melanie wanted something sim-
ple, with a twist. She knew I was free, and asked me to
come and design for her. What do you think now?’

T think these eye lashes are going to take some time
to get used to,’ lan said.

T think he looks fabulous,’ Rena replied. 1 can’t see
much of Ian left. I don’t know how you managed to do
so much with so little effort.’

Tt is my day job.’ Lottie laughed. ‘Special effects are
usually far more complex, but we do have a couple of
surprises left.’

T can’t wait,” Rena replied.

k 3k k k Xk

‘And I want to try one more thing before we wash
this off,” Lottie said. “Come on, Ian. Let’s get you home.’

‘Home? I can’t go through the streets like this!’ Ian
protested.

‘Well, I’'m not going to change you back, and iyou left
the Ian wig at home. 1f you wash the makeup off, you’ll
look a bit strange, probably a bit effeminate and silly. If
you simpl%wal E)ack with me, we’ll look like two girls
together. What’s it to be?’

You win.” Ian sighed. ‘But please make sure no one
tries to pick me up.’

‘Remember how I told you to dress to come here?
This was why; so you could walk with me and not
stand out.’

Thanking Rena, they left the salon and walked
through the streets. The daylight had faded and the
first streetlights were flickering on.

‘It’s easier than you thought,” Lottie said as they
walked arm in arm.

_ ‘Ighardly dare breathe! What if anyone should no-
tice?’
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They’d see two girls walking. Look around, there’s
the sort of casual interest from men, but that’s every-
where a girl goes.’

h”Thanks so much. I was trying to avoid noticing
that.’

‘Don’t worry, it doesn’t mean anything. It’s when
they look away that you know there’s somethin
wrong.’ Lottie squeezed his arm gently. ‘Come on, ac
the part. Head up, slink a bit as you walk, shoulders
back, chest out.’

T don’t have a chest.” lan laughed.
‘Well, nobody’s perfect.’

_They arrived at Ian’s block without incident. Ian put
his key in the lock and turned the latch. Lottie was in
before him, pulling him in and kissing him on the lips.

T knew I was going to do that as soon as I finished
your makeup,’ she said, running her hand gently
through his hair.

T thought you didn’t mix business with—’ Ian never
finished the sentence as she kissed him again, harder
this time. He felt himself responding. Sensing it, Lottie
pulled back.

You reminded me of someone,’ Lottie said. ‘For a
moment, I thought—well, I don’t know what I thought.’

You're safe with me,’ Ian said. I won’t bite.’

Tt’s not that.’ Lottie looked at him. ‘It took me back.’
‘Do you want to talk about it?’

‘T 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. No
one will know or suspect. Trust me, a little touch-up
here and there; a little padding and you’d pass for a
gglrl anywhere. You’re already wearing earrings, but I
t irak, some heels rather than those trainers would be
good.

‘But where could we go?’ lan felt panic rising.
‘They’ll know me anywhere.’
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‘Of course, you'’re the man about town, known in all
the best places,’ Lottie teased him.

T’'m just scared. Out there isn’t the stage.’

‘Come on, let’s get you ready. What about that little
Italian place on the road out of town near where Mrs
Casey lives? It’s good and the lighting is soft. You go
get some other shoes and I'll call ahead to make sure
we get a decent table. It will look like girlfriends shar-
ing a meal after work.’

1 don’t know....

1 do. Let me freshen your makeup first, and then
quite by chance, I happen to have some of the jewellery
]lgleces for Donna Lucia too, so you can try them on.

hey’ll go with the accent.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘The butterflies in my stomach are buzzing like a
wasp’s nest,” Ian said an hour later as Lottie prised
him 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. Keep
our voice low, remember all the things we said about
ody lan%ua e, and just do it. Think of it as a dress re-
hearsal. You're playing the part of my exotic girl friend
from Brazil.’

‘Where the nuts come from.’ Ian took a deep breath
and started to walk. ‘My boobs are jiggling and these
huge hoops in my ears are making me very self-con-
scious.

‘Hey, play the part, no rush. Small steps, elegance,
remember.” Lottie tu%glged his arm to slow him, and to-
gether they crossed the street to the trattoria.

Once inside, Lottie took over, and soon they were
seated in a corner booth. The lights were low; lan kept
silent as an overly fussy waiter laid the table and lit a
candle 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. 1 wish
my heart wasn’t thumping so hard.’
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It isn’t.’ Lottie reached across the table and took his
hand. She straightened Donna Lucia’s rings on his
hand. Your imagination is running wild.’

If there were to be any secrets revealed, they didn’t
follow. Lottie ordered for them both, and that dte their
pasta, sipped their frascati, and Ian listened as she
told tales of past projects famous actors, and quick
visits to exotic locations for makeup and fittings on
set. Most of her work was based in her workshop and
hardly glamorous at all.

‘There’s something you’re not saying,” lan_ 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 personai
stuff, but that could be changing. I came here to get
away from things for a while, and suddenly, here you
are. | could.kee,p my distance from Ian very easily, but
Donna Lucia...

1 don’t understand.’

It’s hard to eXPIair_l, but you’ve been so good about
all this, and I’'m Tinding it difficult to deal with—no, I
don’t mean difficult. Give me a minute; I don’t know
what I mean.’

‘Take a deep breath and start again.’

‘Okay, here it is.” Lottie looked him in the eye. T'm
not an easy person to get on with. I've had failed rela-
tionships with girls and boys. Looking at you, I find
myself thinking that it may be time to give it another

0, with a ]]:)laymate, and maybe also a soulmate.

here—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 think
this through.’

‘No, there’s nothing to think through.’ Lottie poured
more wine. 1 like this version of you, and if you want to
see Whle,re it takes us, maybe we could have something
special.
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‘But where does Ian stand in all this?’

_ T think you should ask where Donna Lucia stands
in all this. Tan 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 hand
and 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. Come
on, play with me here. Are you a Lesley, Sue or Jane, or
something else?’

‘Maybe I'm a Lucy.’ The words were out of his mouth
before he had time to think.

That makes sense. Lucy it shall be.” Lottie reached
for his hand. I'm sure were going to be good for each
other, Lucy.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

T must say that this has been a terrible dress re-
hearsal when the main character hasn’t got his dress
yet.” Daniel Stone looked at his fellow cast members
and then at Melanie with some disdain. The cast were
%ssembled on stage, having changed and prepared for

ome.

‘Well, you know the old saying that a bad dress re-
hearsal guarantees a great show,” Henry muttered

drily.

‘And that propaganda is hauled out by its hind legs
every time a dress rehearsal goes down the tubes!’
Daniel snorted. ‘Pah! As far as I've seen, an awful dress
most often will mean an awful opening; a superb dress
rehearsal is always preferable. It gives an impetus to
what follows.’

‘Saint Genesius, the patron saint of actors, will see
us through,” Henry said with authority. ‘He’s kept us
going 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 exuberant
when we have an audience tomorrow night.’

1 thought it went well, Daniel.” Courtney’s voice
faded as she realised he didn’t appreciate her interven-
tion. T’'m sure we’ll all do well tomorrow. Break a leg,
everyone.’

‘Right, everyone.” Melanie clapped her hands to stop
the babble of conversation that was rising. T'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 to
have the last word.

‘Lottie and Ian, can you come through to my office
%)lciase.’ Melanie ignoréd Daniel. After all, she knew
hings that he didn’t.

‘So tell me, did the costumes work?’ Melanie asked
as the door closed behind them.

Yes, easily,” Lottie said. ‘We worked out how much
makeup to use for Babbs, and then how to alter it
quickly for Donna Lucia. ;The secret is lots of black
round the eyes, redder lips and of course the
eye-lashes.’

T’'m sure they’re so big they could be seen from the
next town, never mind the back of the auditorium.
When I blink, I'm never sure I can lift my eyelids again.’
[an smiled as he said it.

‘Taking it off is a bigger problem.’ Lottie said. ‘What
I’'m going to do is to wipe the lips, and maybe leave the
eyes, like a conspiracy with the audience. After all, the
blonde hair will be covered by the dark wig, and the
change and change back will be quicker that way.’

‘And what about the breasts? They’re such a part of
the 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,’ Ian
explained. ‘Lottie says it makes things easier for her to
remember who I am.’
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T'm sure she does.” Melanie looked meaningfully at
Lottie, who smiled sweetly back.

‘Anyway, Lucy has been very good all week,” Lottie
said. *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-
MOTrrow.

~ ‘And are you wearing breasts now?’ Melanie asked
in surprise. 1 don’t see them.’

~ ‘It’s a sports bra, and a baggy sweatshirt, with a
jacket over,’ Lottie said. 1 made a longer-lasting pros-
thetic to ease the preparation time each day. Lucy’s
been wearing it for four days now.’

It took some getting used to,’ Ian said. ‘Especially in
the evenings. Going to bed in a sports bra and night-
dress was a new experience. Waking up with breasts
was really weird too, until I got used to the idea.’

T think you were really great going along with it all,’
Lottie said. 1 almost felt like I had a new girlfriend.’

k 3k 3k 3k k

The first-night crowd came in. The great and the
%/([)od of the town were greeted by Harriet Casey and

arshall Hemming. Melanie was there too at the start
but quickly excused herself to go backstage. Lottie and
Ian had been there since early afternoon, practising
costume 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-
inners and whispered a silent prayer, and then re-
reated to the rear of the stalls where she could watch
the play unfold. But she couldn’t rest. First-night
nerves always made her want to run and never do it
again, but the lure of the theatre drew her back and
back again.

She couldn’t resist being there for the first transfor-
mation scene. The audience gasped as Ian stood there
to take applause simply for his appearance. There was
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nothing male about this lady. Donna Lucia was
dressed in a dark crimson dress with a neckline that
left little to the imagination, and cut in to a tight waist.
She looked a cross between a rather sexy Marilyn and
a haughty untouchable lady. She slinked across the
sta%e 1n a way that was never rehearsed or thought of
in the dry runs, turning and looking over her shoulder
at the audience, vvinklngt,l and waiting for their ap-
plause to die down, and then delivering her first lines
in such a smouldering accent that even Melanie was
transfixed.

It had to happen: Daniel fluffed his next lines as he
watched Donna Lucia. The éqrompt could be heard as a
gipgle of laughter in the audience added to his discom-

ort.

From there the show grogressed easily, through the
next changes in the first and second acts, and the in-
terval. Lotfie made sure that Ian stayed a%art from the
rest of the cast in the break, and talked him through
the next changes.

The third and final act contained all the revelations.
Courtney, playing Ela, was so fluent and her scenes
with Tan went so well that a little jealousy, or maybe
anger, in Daniel’s performance gave an extra edge to
the show. For lan’s confession that he is a man and not
Charlie’s Aunt, he remained in full feminine fin.er%{ re-
taining the mannerisms and accent. He %layed it like a
%ﬁrt, with a light touch, as he confessed his feelings to

a.

At the final curtain, the cast took a bow and three
curtain calls. Then there was such a buzz backstage,
as Melanie and Lottie joined them. Lottie took lan’s
hand and kissed him gently.

‘Wonderful, wonderful, just wonderfull’ Melanie
said. Tt 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 Saturday
when we finish the run.’

k 3k k k Xk

‘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 the
touring companies come in for the remainder of the
season.’

Tknow, and I'm pleased, althoul%h part of me wishes
we could get our hands on the theatre and knock it
down. There’s a profit to be made in real estate in this
town.’

‘We’d never get permission. It’s a heritage building,
one of the oldest working theatres in this part of the
country, and theyve a generous backer in Harriet
Casey. She’s nothing else to do with her fortune and I
believe she’s left it all in trust to preserve the theatre.’

‘So, short of a fortuitous fire, the building’s there for
all eternity.” Daniel tossed back his drink in one and
held 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 second
glass. ‘To tell the truth, I didn’t want to do this play,
and I certainly didn’t want to see that jumped-up stage
hand turn into the star. He needs taking down a peg or
two.’

‘And how would you propose to do that?’

‘Don’t ask now, but don’t watch me after the curtain
falls this evening.” Daniel tapped the side of his nose,
signalling secrecy.

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘That was a wonderful performance,” Melanie told
the assembled cast after the curtain had fallen and the
audience had cleared. Tve 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've
enjoyed it more each evening, and the good news is
that we’ve been asked to do another week, but just for
four performances, There’s some work to be done be-
fore the next touring company are here, but there’s
time to fit it all in. 'm so pleased, the fortunes of this
old place have really been boosted this week, and an-
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other would be wonderful. Thank you all.” Harriet
smiled 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 gathered
round, drinking, chatting and circulating as one does
at a party. lan hadn’t had time to change, and re-
mained as Donna Lucia, %1gghng, flirting and generally
staying in character as if it was natural to her. Even
her gestures and those unconscious hair signals as
she looked at anyone seemed to come so naturally.

‘You've really changed.’ Lottie pulled Ian away from
a group of stagehands. ‘Lucy has taken you over.’

‘Do you mind, I'm Donna Lucia,’ Ian replied, a little
towards tipsy already.

1 rather like it.’ Lottie gave him a quick kiss on the
lips. ‘Enjoy, and I'll see you in a few minutes.’

It may have been half an hour or more later when
Lottie 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 for
attention. Everyone turned to look at her.

. ‘Has anyone seen Ian?’ she asked. ‘He seems to have
disappeared.’

1 think I saw him going towards the private boxes,’
Harriet said. ‘He was leaning on someone, a man. I
thought 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 box
was empty, and she was about to leave the second
when a noise called her back. Ian was lzm% on the floor
between the seats and the front of the box. He was
breathing normally and seemed quite oblivious to his
surroundings.

She slapped his face, and got an incoherent mum-
ble. Turning him into recovery position, she called for

help.
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‘There’s nothing obviously wrong with him.” The
emergency doctor had examined lan, 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 his
eyelid. ‘Does he do drugs?’ she asked. T've taken a
Eood sample to check if there’s anything we need to

Nnow.

‘No drugs as far as I know.” Lottie looked puzzled.
‘Do you think that’s what it could be?’

T’'m having some suspicions. He’s dressed in such a
wonderful costume, yet it’s a little torn. Do you mind
helping me to turn him over?’

Gently, the doctor started to raise the skirts of lan’s
dress. Suddenly she stopped and pointed to his pant-
ies.

~ 1 can’t imagine he tore that himself,” Lottie gasped
in 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 wrappers
from her instruments, and took out a sample phial.
Carefully she took some swabs and placed them safely
to the side; then, unwrapping some larger disposable
\ﬁi;pes, she cleaned up the tops of his thighs and up to

is anus.

T hate to tell you this, but I think he’s had sex with
someone, some man, and none too igently either.” She
wrapped her samﬁles carefully. ‘He’ll probably have no
memoij\)y of what happened if, as I suspect, he’s been
g1vl¢n ohypnol. It may be something to report to the
police.’

‘Rohypnol?’ asked Lottie. 1 don’t know what that is.
Could he have taken it by mistake?’

‘Not likely, in my opinion.”’ The doctor paused. It’s
the date rape drug.’
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‘The poor thingi.’ Lottie said in shock. 1 should have
been more careful, but it seemed such a friendly party.
He can’t have been out of my sight for more than a few
minutes—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 lookm% for the signs. You'll
have to talk to him tomorrow. He’ll sleep it off now, be a
bit thick-headed when he wakes, but should be pretty
normal after that, physically at least. Maybe you need
to know who saw him leave the crowd. I'll leave you to
talk it out, but here’s my card, and Ill store his soiled
pﬁnties and the samples carefully in case you need
them.’

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 as
comfortable as she could. She removed his clothing
and left him naked under a cover, as she sat in the
chair to watch over him through the night.

k 3k 3k 3k k

‘My head hurts,’ lan groaned, as he woke slowly.

‘Don’t try to sit up.’ Lottie was immediately awake.
Tl get you a drink.’

I feel like I've been hit by a train.’ Ian ;;roaned again.
I didn’t have that much to drink, did It

‘What do you remember?’ Lottie asked gently.

1 remember feeling so happy, and maybe I drank too
%ulckly. You know how I've been this week; it’s as if
onna Lucia and Lucy have freed me from being dull
old responsible Ian. [ ' was %d%y with it all, and then
Daniel came to tell me that he’d been wrong to oppose
the play and I was wonderful in my part. He didn’t even
mind being upstaged because he knew I'd go on to
better 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 make
friends with me after all this time. I remember 1au§h—
ing at some joke he made. Then it all goes fuzzy.’ Ian
shifted 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. 1 can’t put this any eas-
ier, I(im sorry, but I think youve been drugged and
raped.’

‘What? But—why don’t [ remember?’

‘What don’t you understand about being drugged?’
Lottie asked. ‘You probably won’t remember anything,
and didn’t feel anything either.’

T certainly feel sore now.’ lan answered.

‘The doctor said you ]Iorobabl would. She spent
some time examining you last night, and took all kinds
of 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. 1 think you’d
better sleep a little. I'll clean your makeup and help
you settle.

_As lan was falling in and out of sleep, Lottie cleaned
his face, and removed his false boobs, cleaning the
skin so that it could breathe for the first time in a few
days. As they came away, she realised they could not
be used again. Whoever had handled Ian so roughly,
had also handled his prosthetics too roughly for them
to be used again.
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As lan slept, Lottie and Melanie met in Harriet’s
house. Lottie swore them to secrecy and told them
what she knew.

T know it’s awful, but what are we to do?’ Harriet
asked. ‘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 few
days before the next scheduled show on Wednesday.’

‘But we've nearly booked up.’ Harriet said. ‘Maybe
we should be cancelling and giving money back—but I
think it’s been a success, and goodness knows we
need the money.’

‘Give it a couple of days. I think there’s more to our
Donna Lucia that we know.’

Ian slept through Sunday. He shuffled about in the
evening, barely communicating. Lottie didn’t attempt
to open any conversation, just treating him gently as
they sat together. When she judged it right, she led
him into the bedroom, and got in beside him.

T still don’t know what happened,’ Ian said.

_ ‘Tt doesn’t matter.” Lottie held him closely. ‘Whatever
it was, it’s slipping into the Past, and it’s not some-
thing you willed upon yourself.’

T think I may have been acting a little too Donna Lu-
cia, and not enough Ian. I should have changed, but I
felt so comfortable as Donna Lucia and I was having
such a buzz after the show.’

‘Hold onto the good memories.” Lottie kissed him
gently, suddenly surprised at how much she really
wanted to be with him. I’m here with you.’

[an turned and kissed her again. T've just realised
that I've lost my boobs.’

‘You’re going back into them on Tuesday.’ Lottie re-
plied. Tl have to use different ones, though. They were
damaged in—whatever happened.’

‘Hush, I don’t want to think about it.” Ian kissed her

again as they twined into one another and, with a

rowin grgency, made love as if there were no cares in
the world.
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‘Did we really do all those things during the night?’
lan said sleepily. It’s the greatest cure for feeling bad
in 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 no
lasting damage.’

T’'m serious. There’s someone who was with us on
Saturday night who did that to you. Are you sure
you’re safe to go on?’

Yes, I'm sure it’s what I want. I've really loved it.
gm”f{ E)emg a bit-part player, I'm suddenly getting a
reak.

‘But you’re mostly playing a woman.’

‘Maybe that’s part of it too. I feel free and able to
vamp it up. It’s fun, and it’s excmn% to go out with you,
still in character, and fool them all.’

‘You’ll not fool them again. The paper’s got reviews
and pictures. Look, there’s Donna Lucia, and one of
%ou in the background in this photo of an older pro-

uction.’

‘But the review sa\T/s it’s a success; let’s go with that.
There’s no picture of Lucy there, so I guess she’s still
free to go anywhere. But I don’t feel like Lucy any
more. I've lost my shape and my hair’s a mess. Look at
these roots.” lan scraped his hair back from his fore-
head to show dark roots under the blonde.

‘What a Dival’ Lottie laughed. ‘We’ll do something
about that right away.’

‘Can we do it quickly, please?’ Ian said softly. 1 don’t
want to lose my confidence.’

After a flurry of activity, Ian was once again lying
across the bench whilst Lottie glued his breast pros-
thetic in place. She had him lie still as she inspected
the s%ellms, until she was satisfied that they were unde-
tectable.

The salon was booked and lan walked confidently
through the street and into the brightly lit foyer. Lottie
spoke to the receptionist.

Tl collect you in a couple of hours; they’ll ring me
when you’re ready.’
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[an 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 going
again on Friday. You were lovely, and we so enjoyed it
all.’

The stream of gossip and small talk continued as
they worked, leaving his hair wrapped in tinfoil parcels
whilst his nails were filed, shaped and extended.

T don’t remember this last week.’ lan protested.

Tt’s all right,” he was told. ‘Lottie told us what we
have to do.’

Over two hours had elapsed when Lottie returned.
You look a dream!’ she said when she saw him.

T'm not sure that’s an appropriate greeting for a
would-be leading man,’ Ian replied sternly, and then
broke into a grin. ‘Can you believe how they’ve done
my hair? I didn’t think it could have grown so much in
a week. [ know this style will get crushed with the wig [
ha\ﬁa t}(l) use on stage, but they've told me how to deal
with that.’

It’s not a problem,’ Lottie replied.

_If that’s not, then these are going to be.’Ian held out
his hands. ‘Look what they've done to my nails.’

‘They’re beautiful, quite feminine, just what you
needed.” Lottie examined the polish. T love this deep
oyster colour; it’s won’t show up too much on stage
until you change into Donna Lucia.’

‘Surely that can’t be right.’

‘Oh, but it is. You don’t realise, but Donna Lucia
seems to take you over. Everything is physical, you’re

much more expressive. It’s as if a larger character has
taken over from dull old Ian’s male character.’

‘So no one will notice.’

‘Not until Donna Lucia starts waving her hands, and
making those big gestures.’

T 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 as
if putting on those rings and bangles made you more
conscious of hands and arms, and_your gestures
shifted to fabulously feminine and confident. You hon-
estly didn’t know you were doing that?’

T never thought of it. I let the character use the
words and behaved as I felt it.’

‘Well, it worked. Now for somewhere to sit and talk
with my girlfriend.’

Before we go, these breasts feel heavier than they
did last week.” Ian stood and fondled his fake chest.
The; look perfect, but are you sure they’re the same
size:

‘They’re bigger,’ Lottie admitted. They were all that
could fix given the time scale. I expected to be able to
re-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 what
we girls get every day.’

I’'m not complaining. It’s been fun being the centre of
attention, you know, the star instead of the extra.’

_ ‘Even though you’re acting as a woman most of the
time?’

Yes, it really is liberating. It’s like I've left dull old
[an behind and turned into Donna Lucia on the stage. |
don’t feel anything like her male alter ego, strutting
round. It feels unnatural. And I like being Lucy too.’

‘Don’t get too carried away; there’s always next
week.’

‘Don’t | know it?’Ian said. 1 can’t see me getting lead
roles in the future. You’re going back to the city, and
I'll just fade away into comltouter services once again.
Maybe they’ll let me sweep the stage.’

‘There may be a way for ?Iou to stay on the stage,’
Lottie said out of the blue. Tve 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 carefullﬁz guldm% the conversation so
that she gathered lan’s thoughts for her next step.
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‘That was a good performance all round,” Melanie
said after the cast had taken their final bow on the
Wednesday of the second week. ‘A longer run must
suit you all.’

‘But some of us will be happier when this one is
over,” Daniel sneered. ‘It’s a waste of our talents. We
have a fine leading lady in Courtney here—and she’s
upstaged by a third-rate drag act! It may be bringing in
some money, but it’s not proper theatre.’

‘Daniel, I know how you feel. It’s low comedy, but it
pays the bills.’

‘But there must be a better way,” Daniel said. T’'m
not doing anything like this again.

It’s only three more performances, and then it’s
over anyway,’ Lottie interrupted. ‘I think you can man-
age that. After all, you were really warmly applauded
and got decent reviews.’

With that and a few murmurings, the cast broke up.

And it was a success. The local paper review got syn-
dicated, which was unusual in itself, but then the box
office got more calls, more reservations. Ian lapped it
up, becoming more confident as the next performance
approached. On Tuesday there had been a full dress
rehearsal, so Ian had to be ready early.

T do wish this could go on longer,” he said with a
sigh.

T think I have some news.’ Lottie fussed around as

Ian removed Donna Lucia’s costume and sat at the

mirror, quite unconsciously and naturally, in bra and
panties.
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‘Just let me get ready and you can tell me all about
it,” Ian said as he first removed his heavy stage
makeup 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, and
pulled the zip up the back. She fussed a little getting
the neckline where she wanted it, with a little cleavage
showiné.. [an tugged it a little higher, which got him a
look of disapproval. She fastened black platform heels
onto his feet.

‘There.’ She stood back to look at the overall effect. ‘I
think I can take you to dinner now that you look re-
spectable.’

They walked out through the stage door and into the
street. Ian’s confidence was high, and it showed in the
way he held himself, with his clutch bag in one arm,
and his other arm linking with Lottie.

1 think you’ve done this deliberately,’ lan whispered
as they walked towards the restaurant.

‘T 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 because
I’'m being read. It’s the women as well as the men. I'll
have to get used to being ordinary again next week.’

‘How would you feel about leaving all this and trying
for a career in the theatre professionally?’

Td f'ump. at the chance, but there’s not much call for
slightly built actors who are shorter than most of the
leading ladies.’

‘Have you seen La Cage aux Folles on the stage? The
musical, not the original play?’

‘No, but I saw the film and the American remake. It
was a wonderfully silly plot, but I know it’s run as a
musical for ages.

‘And how would you feel about staying feminine for
? 11t:cpl,e longer if you could get a part in a new produc-
ion-?
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T don’t want to be a drag queen in a chorus, if that’s
what you mean.’

‘No, that’s not the idea. I sent some photos and a bit
of video from my phone to the casting director. I told
them about [an, and Lucy and Donna Lucia.’

‘So why would they be interested? It’s not as if I've
done 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 they
want to see, and the part they’re considering is Albin.’

‘Albin? Isn’t that the gay woman who’s at the centre
of the play? He lives with Georges, who runs a dra;
show. I didn’t mean gay woman, but you know what
mean. It’s a big part, but I don’t know anything about
being gay.’

It’s called acting, dear. It’s what you’ve been doin
all week. You didn’t know about being a woman unti
this }%aljt came along, and now look how easily you slip
into being Lucy.’

‘That’s true,” Ian admitted. ‘But Albin? That’s a big
part, aren’t [ too young?’

‘Not for this production. They want glamour above
all, and whilst you may be too young to pretend to be
Jean-Michel’s mother, the idea is that you’re his step-
mother. Father has taken a younger second wife—well
at least, as far as his fiancée’s parents are concerned.’

‘And Jean-Michel knows that Albin is his father’s
partgl,er, even though the age is little more than his
own?

‘Of course. I think it’s a great idea because it allows
more ambiguity; it gives an extra frisson in the scenes
between Albin and Jean-Michel too. But I may be for-

ett;pr,lg something. Have you ever been in a musical be-
ore:

Yes, we did A Chorus Line a couple of seasons ago. I
took dance and singing lessons for that. I didn’t get a
decent part, but I was understudy to all the male
leads. I had all the dance routines to learn, and I
rather enjoyed the dancing part.’
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‘But did you dance in heels?’

‘Of course not, but I bet I could now.” Ian twirled
around, and curtseyed gracefully, as they arrived in
the restaurant foyer. ‘And backwards in heels too.’

If you’re sure that’s what you want, I'll ask. It may
be harder work than you think, though.’

. It’s a dream, though: getting away from continual
disappointment that I'don’t get better roles here. If I try
and fail, it’s better than wondering what might have
been, if I do nothing!’
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‘Oh that was so beautiful.” Harriet said over and
over a%aln at the last night’s party. ‘Donna Lucia, you
were the most beautiful actress we’ve had this season.
I'm so pleased you stayed in character to come to the

party.’

‘Thanks a bunch,’” Courtney muttered to Daniel as
they stood on the edge of the gathering assembled in
the restaurant.

T bet Ian’s forgotten how to act out of drag.” Daniel
wl'lus ered into her ear. 1 can’t see him getting another
role here.

T don’t think you'’ve made many {riends in the com-
any, dear boy,” said Henry, still in costume as the
ut 1(21‘. T hear they tried something on with you last

week.’

T’ll not ask what you heard,’ Ian replied, whispering
once more. You might want to let slip that the doctor
has samples if [ want to go to the police.’

‘And why haven’t you done so?’ asked Henry.

T truly don’t remember what or who did it. I was a
bit sore, and I haven’t really worked out how I feel
about it all. I didn’t want it to spoil the last week
though. The show seemed more important than me.’

‘But I believe it was rape,” Henry said.

T don’t want to talk about it.” Ian closed the subject.
‘Just let them know....’
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Tl follow your feelings then,” Henry replied. ‘And I
must say that if I didnt know it was you under that
Donna Lucia costume, and of course’if I were thirty
years younger, I’d have been tempted myself.’

If you were thirty years younger, I might be tempted
to let you,’ Ian 1_"6113 ied in Donna Lucia’s voice, looking
at him coquettis lly. ‘And think what a scandal that

>

could have caused

‘Has Ian told you the news?’ Lottie joined them. ‘He’s
gom}§ to audition for a professional role on La cage next
week.’

T thought once you’d discovered drag, you’d never
be able to leave it alone,” Henry said. ‘You've certainly
got all the mannerisms and style to carry it off any-
where, on or off the stage.’

Tt was never my intention...” lan started.

1 knew he could do it,” Lottie interrupted. ‘See how
he played this week, even though I fitted him with big-
ger boobs that he expected.’

1 wish you luck.” Henry bowed to take his leave.
‘This lot will never forgive you, though, but I'm so
pleased.’
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‘What do you mean?’lan asked on Monday morning.
T was expecting that you’d be removing these breasts
and I'd be back to normal.’

‘Breasts are normal. Lots of people have them.’
‘You know very well what [ mean.’

T know very well,” Lottie said, ‘that you have to stay
female and go to see the producers in character, I
pulled a lot of strings to get you this chance, and you’re
not messing it up. “They’re expecting a glamorous fe-
male impersonator, and that’s what they’re going to
see.

‘But I thought the part was for a guy!’ lan protested.

‘Yes, of course. But a certain sort of guy—one who
looks 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 to
breeze 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 effeminate
man who dresses up?’

‘He may have been played that way in past produc-
tions, but they want a more believable feminine ap-
Froach in this production. The joke is going to be how
eminine Albin can be, and his effect on Charles’ son’s
future father-in-law.’

‘But I have work to do this week.’

It’s not as if anyone will notice. You work alone, and
no 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 charm
them.’

‘But how do I work with these talons?’ Ian held out
his 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 spelling
checker 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.’

‘’'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 grow
old thinking of what might have been:

‘Okay.’lan relented. ‘Female it is.” He flicked his hair
and pouted, then laughed.

_ Lottie lauéhed too. ‘Who knows, you may snare a
rich 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 [ want to repeat.’

_ ‘One bad experience isn’t a lifetime, lan. Good expe-
riences are where you find them; don’t shut off your
mind to whatever comes.’

‘To tell the truth, I don’t really remember much
about it. I guess it’s escaped my mind anyway.’

It took a good girlfriend to make me realise all I was
missing. I know we nearly had a fling, but that would
have spoiled everything. This way we can keep working
together.’

T think I understand that. Am I to stay Lucy, or
should I adopt something more exotic?’

_.No Lucy Morgan sounds authentic enough for the
billing, unless you want it to be lan instead, to
emphasise that you’re male under the makeup.’

T 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 get
you ready. Don’t forget, full makeup and heels all
week. Lashes, and dress it up in the evenings. Imagine
you’re still playing a part all the time.’
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b

‘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 do
some private readings with the director.’

‘So what do I have to do?’

‘Everything, really. Your salon appointment is this
afternoon, and again at eight in the morning to make
sure that not a hair is out of place.’

‘Why this afternoon?’

Tve been thinking about that. I decided you need
more hair, so you’re having extensions, and your roots
done. Don’t complain, but you’re having Killer nails
and permanent eyelash extensions as well.’
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‘Aren’t these killer nails already?’ lan held out his
hands.

‘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.’
Tl be there forever.’

It will be a long afternoon, and of course, when you
get back, I've a new set of breasts to fit. ['ve been ever
so careful with these, and I'm sure they’ll look really
impressive, 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'm
%oin% to need a production line to keep you in breasts.
ou’ll be full time in rehearsal, and all that entails; the
costumes and hair, the dialogue rehearsals, the dance
classes. You may not be coming back to computer
work here.’

T'm scared,” lan admitted. ‘1 don’t know if I really
want to be masquerading as a female all the time. How
do I get a date?

‘How did you get a date before?’

‘Okay.’ Ian sighed. ‘You got me there. I never was a
success. Maybe I was too serious about acting?’

‘Or maybe a computer geek wasn’t an_attractive
proposition. I know I3170u’re anice guy, but believe me, if
you get this part, there’ll be dates galore and parties
and a whole theatrical circle of real friends. It’ll be the
greatest fun. Just keep your courage.’

T guess you’re right.” lan smiled. You’re the boss.’

Ian was in the salon from early afternoon to beyond
closing. 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 _Charl_egfl’s Aunt. There was a little glam-
our by association with the star of the show.

Nothing was left to chance. Pedicure was followed by
manicure; nail extensions longer and redder than ever
before, with gentle points rather than straight across
as before. Ian looked at his fingers with scepticism.

‘How do I do anything with these?’ He asked.

‘You do everything with them easily.” The girls
showed him their nails. ‘You’ll find they’re natural in a
day or so.’

As this was going on, his hair was being treated:
strands were lifted and sectioned, colour brushed into
each division c_overingbthe re-growth from the roots.
Swatches of hair were brought and compared, straight
and luxuriant. After his hair had been washed, col-
oured and dried, there began the process of attaching
them in smaller swatches.

Progress was slow, with Ian feeling new sensations
as his hair grew heavier. Slowly strands of the new
length were draped over his shoulders, and still the
process continued from the top of his head, over his
ears, round the back and down to the nape of his neck.
This blonde was special, flowing and rippling as the
hairdgessers’ hands shifted it and added strand after
strand.

They took a break, excusing themselves as their
hands needed to rest. lan wasn’t allowed any rest,
thouéh; he changed to another chair, where he was re-
clined whilst two dgirls started on his eyelashes, one at
each side. On and on th%y worked, slowly and method-
ically. After what seemed to be ages, Ian was returned
to the hairdresser’s chair and the expansions started
again. Eventually, Lottie appeared and it was over.

‘No makeup?’ Ian asked. T 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’re
here 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 had
all been such a rush, and yet so organised. His
makeup was far too elaborate for the day, yet it looked
so simple. The contouring made his features so soft
and feminine once more. The hair, artfully arranged in
aloose yet firm bun, looked as if it was about to tumble
into 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 fine
when Lottie presented it, but now it seemed a little too
tight, a little too low-cut, a little too informal for the
day’s meetings. It was too late to change now. And
were these heels a little too high for comtort?

T should be used to this,’ Ian thought, trying deep
breaths to settle the butterflies ﬂap&:)mg in his stom-
ach. He picked up his handbag and once again took
the mirror. He touched up his lipstick, pale and shiny
lips outlined to make them look bigger than they had
ever looked before.

Sensing his nervousness, Lottie tried to make some
conversation. After gettmﬁ only monosyllabic re-
sponses, she sighed and settled back to watch the road

pass by.

The car turned into a private drive, winding through
watered lawns to a single-storey house, with high col-
umns supporting a portico that screamed opulence.
The chauffeur’s screen came down silently. ‘Welcome
to Mr Cameron’s home,’ he said.

He got out and {)roffered his hand; Ian stepped out
of the car. Lottie followed, and together they walked up
four steps to the raised area around the door. There a
lady in beige, holding a clipboard, gave them a wel-
coming smile. ‘You must be ucz Morgan,’ she said, of-
fering her hand to shake. ‘And Lottie Baxter, welcome
again. Mr Cameron is in the conservatory and asks
that you join him there.’

Mr Cameron appeared to be the epitome of a genial
theatre producer, dressed casually in a background
that stressed his success. T’'m hoping that my son will
be 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 for
Albin.’

‘That’s very kind, sir,’ lan replied nervously. 1 hope I
don’t disappoint him in the flesh.’

T’'m sure you won’t, my dear.” He moved to indicate
that they should move into an area with a table set for
lunch. T 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 been
dismissed. Tl see you later.’

T’'m sure Steve will be with us soon,” Mr Cameron
said after Lottie had left. T can only apologise. He must
have been held u}o at the theatre. But come, my dear,
you can tell me all about yourself whilst we wait.’
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It was nerve-wracking. Mr Cameron appeared to
have had Lucy’s life, and Ian’s, thoroughly researched.
There was little he didn’t know, and alt ou%h his ques-
tioning was gentle, it was carefully directed.

‘And how do you feel about taking this extraordinary
role for an extended period?’ he asked.

T'm really excited by it all.” Ian heard himself, and
mentally kicked himself for sounding too trite.

‘Steve has some radical ideas for this production. I
think our modern audiences will love it.’

Ian was b(ﬁginnin§ to feel uncomfortable when Steve
arrived in a flurry of motion and papers, laptop falling
towards the hard floor when Ian caught it.

‘Phew. That was close. All my notes and photo-
%raphs are there.” He collected them more carefully.
ou’re Lucy; I'm so pleased you could come.’

~ He huggt(led Lucy naturally and genuinely, air-kiss-
ing both cheeks. T must say, youre as lovely in the
flesh as I hoped.’

‘Thank you.’ Ian blushed. Lucy wasn’t used to male
compliments.
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1 saw you twice as Donna Lucia.” Steve continued. ‘I
know you’d be right for me, well, I mean our produc-
tion, but I do need you to read and take a few costume
tests. 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 be
young and fabulous. That’s where you come in. Albin’s
alter ego, Zaza, is going to be flamboyant in the night
club scenes, but in a feminine flamboyance, not an ex-
aggerated drag way. The bit where all Aibm’s.drag
dresses are removed can stay in, because Albin is re-
ally feminine in this production, not over the top.’

‘Bput how do you overcome the Uncle Al bit in scene
two?’

‘We substitute Aunt Alice. He’s stepmother to
Jean-Michel, despite being not much older. She’s ele-
gant and confident, and in the ‘Chez Jaqueline’ scene
when Albin is persuaded to perform a song, Albin will
reveal himself as a female impersonator, but won’t be
pulling off a wig to show a bald head. We've still a little
work to do on that scene.’

~‘So  Jean-Michel’s future parents-in-law are

right-wing bigots. They’re in a sticky situation when
their daughter refuses to give up Jean Michel, and
they have to hide in the drag review to avoid being
shown up in the press with Albin and George who are
known as gay activists.’

‘That’s easy. We dress them in the most flamboyant
of drag outfits; put them in the chorus, where they fail
to co-ordinate with all the routines. Tfley escape with
the cast, and the young lovers, leaving Georges and
Albin to the grand finale rather than the low-key end-
ing in some productions. I think that’s where you’re at
your most glamorous. | want the audience to gasp
when they see you there.’

You seem to have it all worked out.’

Yes, I have. What the public need is a spectacle,
maybe a falr%z stor}slz, with a happy endm? They want
music and old-fashioned glamour, and if'it’s telling a
tale 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’t
have said that before you’ve made up your mind.’

T think I’'m pretty sure.” Steve took lan’s hand and
looked at it, turning it over as he spoke. ‘We have to lis-
ten to you read, and do a couple of costume tests, but
I'm hoping you’ll be with me—er, with us when the
production opens.’
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T've been working so hard.’Ian said as Lottie fussed
around him. T don’t know if I can take time out to have
dinner with Steve.’

‘You can and you will.” Lottie said. 1’'m having some
trouble keeping up with your need for these breast
f(})lrms; and as these are new, you don’t want to waste
them.

‘Waste them?’ Ian said. ‘What do you mean?’

T mean that you need a gentleman to appreciate
how good they look.’ Lottie laughed, and then held up
a dark red dress and black one. “Which do you think?’

The red.’ Ian said immediately. It’s such a floaty
skirt, and the bodice will cling so closely.’

‘Okay, and you didn’t notice that it was lower cut so
that he could see more.” Lottie smiled to herself.
You're quite the diva already.’

‘Oh, no; don’t say that!’ [an replied, as he touched
up his mascara, squinting into the hand held mirror.
T’'m scared, I don’t know what he expects, and I don’t
know how | 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 got
this 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 a
kept woman—except that I'm not a woman. Arrgh, I'm
so confused; I don’t know what to say.’
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‘Don’t say anything. Just go and have a wonderful
date with Steve.’

Ts that it?’ lan looked up. ‘Is this a date? What am 1
expected to do?’

T’'m sure there’s not an answer to that. Stop over
thinking it all. You go, you enjoy yourself, and you re-
lax. Steve will be good company, and a gentleman in
everything. It’s like he’s been treating you with kid
gloves all along. He’s not going to change into a mon-
ster.’

The door buzzed and Steve was there, red roses held
out and accepted with another blush, and then they
were in the car and on the way to a restaurant. Steve
had chosen one on the estuary, with river views and a
band softly playing a Latin style in the background as
they took their seats.

‘How am I doing?’ [an asked.

T couldn’t ask for a better leading lady. You've
charmed the rest of the cast, you've worked harder
than any of them, and you've never given less than
your all. I'm so pleased.’

‘You say that as if there’s something with a big BUT
coming.’ lan spoke before he thought what to say.

If you want a BUT, then I'll give you a gentle one. It’s
your breasts.’

‘They’re glued on, I know. [ can’t grow a pair.’

‘Hush, hush. That wasn’t a criticism, but I've been
talkm%{to Lottie and she can’t keep up. She’s worried
your skin underneath may be irritated too much, and
she’?i \]\fi{)I,‘I‘led 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 poured
wine into lan’s glass. ‘Have you considered getting im-
plants?’

‘No—I don’t know what you’re suggesting. I'm not an
actress, I’'m an actor.’
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‘An actor who plays a part beautifully.’ Steve tried to
lighten the atmosphere. 1 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. It
would give great publicity to the show, and I'm sure it
would make life easier for you.’

T don’t know what to say.’ lan avoided Steve’s eye.

‘Just think about it. You've been dressed as a girl for
the past few weeks; you've never expressed any inten-
tion to dress as a boy. It’s a natural thing to consider. If
I'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 attacked
because I looked and acted like one.’

_ ‘No one’s going to attack you here, or in my produc-
tion.’

‘Okay, I guess I gver reacted. But now can we drop
the subject, please?’

k 3k 3k 3k 3k k Xk

‘How was your date?’ Lottie asked next morning.

It was really dreamy. The restaurant was lovel¥ and
everything was so perforce. You were right, and T was
wrong 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 said
ou’d been talking and that you were worried about
ow secure my breasts would be with all the dancing.’

“That’s true. They’re the best that I've made, but
iven the dancing in the show, and all the need for
em to be perfect, I do anticipate a problem.’

‘But Steve suggested implants.’ lan’s shock showed
on his face as he spoke. at would mean that I’'d al-
ways have breasts.’

‘Let’s just consider where we are, my dear,” Lottie
said slowly. ‘This is a day off, and I've come to take you
for coffee and a catch up.’
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Yes. I really do need you to be a friend.’ lan grasped
her 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 bag
are matchm%, and I can smell that wonderful perfume
from here.” Lottie said. ‘You’re wearing the breasts I
made for you. So what’s the difference 1if you had im-
plants? It’s not like you’re dressing so macho on your
days off.’

‘Am [ 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 with
you. It all seemed so natural.’

‘And you look wonderful. Your eyes are confident,
your walk is confident. No one could mistake you for
some boy.’

1 need to think things through, don’t I?’ Ian
shrugged. ‘Let’s go and get coffee. I'll think later.’

‘Don’t think too much, just follow your instinct.’
T’'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 for
drinks with the sponsors.” Ian replied. T'm going to
need 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 knows
I'm only a boy in makeup.’

‘And have you never thought that it could be the
main attraction?’ Lottie asked.

You don’t mean....’

“I do mean...” Lottie smiled. ‘Don’t throw away a
good friend who wants to be on your side.’

T hadn’t thought about it like that.’
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The week’s rehearsals were hard. Lines were
blocked and Iperfected, stage moves practised until
they 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 breast
forms Ian was wearing became insecure. Lottie could
isee something was wrong by the expression on his
ace.

_ T could feel something as we went into the tap rou-
tine.’ [an said.

Lottie ran her hand under the shoulder strap of the
practise dress he was wearing. ‘We need to go to and
see to this.” She signalled to the director, and they left
the stage.

1 think it must be the perspiration.’” Ian dga.sped
flopping into a chair in his dressing room, and kicke
off his heels, resting and getting his breath back after
the energetic routine. ‘Is there no waterproof adhesive
you could use?’

‘That is the waterproof adhesive. It’s surgical
strength, and the best we have. Keep still and I'll make
some repairs.’

The bell rang after a few minutes, and Ian stood to
return to the stage. ‘That feels secure now,’ he said.
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‘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. ‘Be
careful, Steve. I don’t think he knows what he feels
right now.’

‘But doesn’t the producer always get to seduce the
leading lady?’ Steve asked.
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1 hope you’re joking.” Lottie replied. ‘He’s a good kid.
A little bewildered with all the things happening right
now, but underneath, he’s gentle and good-hearted.’

‘Don’t worry.” Steve looked serious. T've kissed so
many frogs; I'm not going to mess up when I get a
chance with a real princess.’

‘Hi, Steve.’ Ian entered, dressed in a simple black
dress, straight and ﬂoor—lenfc{;th, with a plain necklace
dropping info a scooped neckline, black heels showing
as he walked elegantly across the room. His eyes were
smoky with long black mascaraed lashes; his nails,
deep red and their now usual extravagant length. He
wore plain earrings which dangled from his lobes and
shimmered as he moved. He hugged and air-kissed
1Stfeve as friends do, two silver bangles jingling on his
et wrist.

Steve held onto his hand as Lottie wrapped a black
pashmina around Jan’s shoulders. They walked to the
elevator silently, with a pleasant air of tension between
them, and then to the waiting limousine at the door.

Once in the concert hall, Steve was swiftly greeted
by acquaintances and friends. Ian was introduced as
Lucy, and the more people he met, the more nervous
he became. Steve must have sensed it all, because Ian
was steered away from the crowds and into a private
box, where chilled champagne awaited them. Steve
popped the cork quite ostentatiously, and as it flew to-
%vargs the stage, they both laughed. The tension was

roken.

‘Won’t they all be wondering who you've brought to
the 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 whoever
we meet. [ think they’ve all given up on trying to marry
their daughters off to me anyway.

lan 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 enjoyment
as 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 the
conduc‘qor and the soloists, and smiling éracmusly as
he was introduced. The conductor kissed his hand.

Steve helped him into his wrap as they walked the
short distance from concert hall to late night restau-
rant, where more champagne awaited them.

1 thought your rehearsals were wonderful this
week.” Steve kissed Ian’s hand and held on, sitting
closely around their table.

T’m so pleased.’ lan replied. ‘Everyone has been so
helpful. I was afraid there would be jealousy and back-
biting, but there’s nothing but love.’

b

It’s so §ood to see a show coming together like this.
Steve held on to Ian. Tve done it so many times, but
this one has a really special feeling.’

‘My instinct tells me that you’re going to say that’s
because I'm in it.” [an laughed.

‘Of course, my dear.’” Steve replied. ‘And the pro-
ducer always seduces the leading lady.’

Is that what this is?’ lan was suddenly serious. 1Is
that what you’re doing?’

‘No—I mean yes.” Steve blushed — a really rare oc-
currence. T'm not usually the one to seduce the lead-
ing lady. I leave that to the directors, but with
youg—,yes, [ am trying to seduce you. Does it upset
yous:

‘You know I'm just an illusion.’ Ian replied.

‘And a very desirable one.’” Steve edged closer. Tve
never wanted anything so much as to be successful
with you.’

T don’t know what to say.’ [an 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 consciously
decided simply to let it happen, and not to think too
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deeply. Steve for his part, was charming and as he
promised, as seductive as he could be. In the limou-
sine on their way to lan’s apartment, he put his arm
round him, and held him closely. Ian could feel his
hand caressing his false breast, and decided to ignore
it. He rather liked the feeling of being the centre of
someone’s attention.

1 suppose I should ask you up for coffee?’ Ian said
softly as they arrived.

Yes, you should, and I will accept.” Steve replied. 1
t(jon’t really want this evening to end. It’s been magical
or me.

‘Don’t get carried away.’ lan said. ‘Remember what’s
underneath all this makeup and finery.’

T do.” Steve laughed. ‘Why do you think I'm coming
up for coffee?’

There was a note from Lottie when they entered the
apartment. She’d gone out on a date of her own with
%n old lffll‘lfl‘lend. [an silently thanked her and wished

er well.

Ian went into the kitchen and started to fill the cof-
fee percolator. Steve followed, put his arms around
Ian, and kissed the back of his neck.

‘Hey,’Ian Protgasted, turning into his embrace, you’ll
never get cotfee if you don’t let me get on with it.”

Steve kissed him full on the mouth, holding him
more 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 an
neck, ears and eyebrows. They kissed again, and in
unspoken consent went into the lounge and fell to-
gether onto the couch.

Ian could never tell how he got out of his dress. He
heard the zipper as it was released down his back, and
kicked 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.

~ T'm scared, Steve,” he said softly as he saw the bulge
in Steve’s pants.
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T’'m not going to hurt you,’ Steve said. 1 know what
happened to you, but that was then, this is now.
You're with someone who wants you, not someone who
wants to humiliate you.’

_ Tthink 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 it
inside his pants. ‘There’s nothing scary about wanting
something or wanting someone.

Ian’s hand seemed detached from his body as he
watched it wrap itself around Steve’s penis, feeling it
grow as his fingers explored from base to tip.

_Instinctively, Ian reached forwards and kissed the
t1ﬁ). He knew what he was doing, knew perhaps that he
shouldn’t be doing this, but still he drew closer with
his lips. He kissed the tip again, and then swirled his
tongue around the tip. He heard Steve moan softy.

A thought flashed through Ian’s mind: ‘Stop or it’s
too late.” It flashed by, and he swirled his tongue
around the tip again and then wrapped his lips around
the top. He could taste something slightly salty, not
unpleasant, but something he’d never tasted betore.

_There was a new urgency in Steve’s breathing, and
his hands gently took the back of lan’s head, pulling
him further and further onto the shaft.

~ lan’s thoughts a%ain registered what was happen-
ing, but the moment took over and he allowed Steve to
thrust 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 ga %cd 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, the
emission dlsap?eared. The shaft softened and limply
withdrew from lan’s throat, They fell together into an
embrace on the couch. Steve’s breathing seemed
soothing as lan laid his head on his chest. He felt
Steve’s arm enfolding him. The taste at the back of
Ian’s throat impinged on his thoughts. He realised
what he had done, and done willingly.
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1 think you’d better go,” he said to Steve, who al-
lowe?1 him to push hlmselfup. He sat at the end of the
couch.

T didn’t mean for that to happen, if you didn’t want
to.” Steve reached for Ian who retreated away from him
and further back into the end of the couch.

T don’t know.’ lan felt tears rising. 1 don’t know if I
wanted it. I wanted it when I did it, now [ don’t know if
wanted it. I'm confused. I don’t know what I want.’ Ian
sobbed. ‘Please go.’
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‘Are you all right?’ Lottie found Ian lying in the bi
bed, awe}ke and tearful. ‘Steve called me to come an
see you.

‘Lottie, it was amazing, and it was awful. I didn’t
know what to do, and then I was doing it. I didn’t want
to, but I couldn’t stop myself.’

‘Hold on there.’ Lottie said. T don’t know what’s gone
on, but I guess you and Steve did something together,
and it was your first time.’

‘Of course it was my first time.” lan sobbed. 1 didn’t
even know what to do until I was doing it.” He looked
u% and saw a glint in Lottie’s eye. ‘Okay, I did know
what [ 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 a
pregnancy started like that.’

T can’t get pregnant.” lan laughed. ‘Even a girl as
dumb as me knows that.’

‘So was Steve gentle, or did he force you into doing
anythin ﬁou didn’t want to do? He’s very worried in
case he’s hurt you.’

‘You can tell him I’'m okay. I guess I was a little
shocked at what I could do. I mean, I didn’t even know
how to do the things I did, but I did them.’

Page - 87



THE REPERTORY COMPANY BY JESSICA MATTHEWS

‘And how did that make you feel?’

T felt really powerful, as if I was in control, and then
[ wasn’t. I guess something took over, call it instinct.’

T think you had a very feminine experience. It’s
what some women feel, maybe what all women should
feel: that power of their sexuality when they’re with
someone who wants them.’

Tf you put it like that, maybe you’re right. Maybe 1
should call Steve.’

T think you should, but not before I've fixed your
breasts. Didn’t you notice, the join is separating
again? I'll have to repair these. The new set isn’t ready,
and isn’t going to be for a few days.’

T’d better be careful in rehearsal then.’

Ian called Steve, and a date was arranged after the
next week’s rehearsals. It was going to be an easier
week, 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 time
irlllt e salon that he hardly seemed to be rehearsing at
all.

T'm ever so self-conscious,’ lan confided to Lottie.
Tve tried to keep out of the way. These breasts aren’t
looking good.’

‘And there I was thinking you’d be pleased to be free
of 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 be
ready for Monday, so relax and enjoy the rest.’

‘But Steve’s taking me out again tomorrow. We're
gﬁlﬂg on his boat in the afternoon, and then dancing in
the evening.’

Tll do my best.’
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Hi, gorgeous!” Steve breezed into the apartment,
took fan into his arms, and kissed him fiercely on the
lips. Tve 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-
ant old Mercedes soft-top, with the wind almost
threatening [an’s extensions.

‘Be careful,” Steve cautioned as the boat powered
away from the quay. ‘The sun and the wind can
quickly burn your skin.’ Ian took the hint, tied a sun
hat over his hair, and slathered sun cream over his ex-
gpsed skin. In spite of himself, he asked Steve to do the

its he couldn’t reach, and discovered that he was
thrilling to the touch of his hand, rubbing sun cream
so gently.

T think we’ll tie up at that jetty.’ Steve pointed to the
shore. You’ll love the seafood there.’

A long lunch under sun shades ensued. Ian was
conscious of the drift in himself towards the role of
Steve’s girlfriend. He knew, as much as Steve did, that
it was all an illusion, but if he put his thoughts into
words, he knew that the illusion was one that he
wanted to continue.

_Steve took him home to change for the evening, and
E1dnft linger. lan hurried into the apartment and called
ottie.

‘My breasts are comin agart,’ he said as soon as
she answered. 1 could feel them slipping away inside
the swim suit to_]g [ was wearing. Fortunately I could
pu{_t.a \()\izr,ap over it as we had lunch, but I'm sure Steve
noticed.

‘But he wouldn’t say anything.’
‘No, but I was so self-conscious.’
Tl come and see what I can do.’

Two hours later, Ian, dressed to kill in a deep red
dress with a high neckline, waited for Steve to come
and collect him.
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Is this all right?’ lan asked Lottie for what seemed
like the fifteenth time.

‘Of course it is. Ladies don’t have everything on
show all the time. The higher neckline, with your hair
all piled up, looks wonderful. The red sets off your
blonde hair so well, and the simple earrings, dan%1nﬁ
down, emphasise how long and slim your neck is. He’
be dehghted.’

Steve’s look said as much when he collected Ian.
They sat in the back of the limousine once more;
Steve’s arm pulled [an 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 held
[an 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. 1 can do anything after all this last week’s
rehearsal. Backwards in heels is no problem at all.’

‘You're delightful. But—what’s wrong?’

T think my boob is travelling independently.” Ian
glgoped at his breast through his dress. 1 need to go to
the bathroom.’

He emerged some minutes later and walked slowly
to Steve who was waiting nearby. T'd better call it a
night.’ lan said.

T can offer coffee again,’ Ian said as the car came
round to pick them up. You'll have to bear with me,
though. I’'m going to have to do something with this as
soon as I get home.’

Steve went to make the coffee. Ian scurried into the
bedroom where he inS]:})lected the damage. The dress
fell around his feet and he stepped out of it. The breast
was coming away from his skin, it was loose, yet he did
not have the solvent to remove it easily.

He wondered what to do. He didn’t want to damage
the prosthetic, and rummaged for a full bra to hold
thln%s t?]gether and to cover the join which was now so
visible. He found an elaborately decorated one in a sort
of baby peach colour, with full cups and a dainty bow
in the centre.
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He dressed quickly, finding the matchin% panties in
a boy boxer style, and then pulled on a full-length oys-
ter-coloured robe with a tie belt. He released his hair
so that it hung like a heavy blonde curtain around his
shoulders. He sh%ped on some mules with a tiny heel,
and took a deep breath. As he stepé)ed back into the
lounge, he glanced in the mirror and realised that the
robe was transparent.

Steve noticed it too, and came to kiss him. Steve’s
eyes appraised everything and his look was one of
complete approval. They sat on the couch; lan snug-
gled into Steve’s shoulder, with his arm over and rest-
ing gently on the bra.

_Tlove it that you have breasts too.’ Steve said. I can
picture you with real ones so easily. Ones that stay on
and don’t need glue to keep them in place.’

T think these are nice breasts.’ lan said dreamily.

T can feel the join.” Steve laughed. ‘Are they coming
apart?’

“lan didn’t want to do anything to draw attention to
his problem, and turned into Steve to kiss him as a
distraction.

The distraction became a desire, and Ian forgot why
he was worrying and concentrated on the body next to
him. Instinct took over once again, this time bolder
and more blatantly. Ian’s hand found Steve’s growing
shaft and stroked it, watching as it grew.

1 never thought I could do this.’ Ian licked the tip
and allowed it to slip between his lips. His tongue
rubbed up the underside.

‘You're doing it very well.” Steve moved round to give
greater access.

As he did, Ian felt a hand sliding underneath him,
and there was a tug as his panties were pulled aside. A
finger probed. A strange feeling, but not unpleasant,
he thought as he continued to give attention to the
shaft in his lips.

A second finger entered, and began to play inside
the passage. Up and up it went. lan could feel himself
tensing, and willed his muscles to relax. He took a
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deep breath and tried again as he breathed out. The
fingers slipped further inside.

‘What are you doing?’ he whispered, raising his
head to look at Steve.

T'm gently trying to open you up,” Steve whispered
back. want to come into you, to take you as a
woman.’

[an took a moment for the words to register. A
woman? That must mean him. T’d like that,” he heard
himself saying.

Steve moved from under him and lan allowed him-
self to be positioned on his back. Gently, Steve raised
his legs so that they were resting on Steve’s shoulders
as he slowly moved upwards, kissing Ian’s body from
navel to chest through the robe which had become
loose as he moved.

Ian felt suddenly scared. He remembered that night
so many weeks ago now, when his consent had not
been sought. True, it hadn’t tonight, but his body was
urging him on. He couldn’t stop as sensation over-
lapped with sensation.

~ Something cold was spread on his bottom and the

fingers worked it up and inside him. ‘It will make it
easler,” Steve said softly, as Ian could feel the tip of
something that wasn’t a finger begin to probe for an
entry.

‘That feels too big,” [an whispered.

Tt isn’t.” Steve reéolied. ‘You have to allow it through.
Breathe deeply and relax the muscles.’

Ian did as he was told, making his breathing audible
so that Steve could hear when he was breathing in and
out. 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 push
harder and travel a little further inside. Another breath
and a little further. lan gasped. He couldn’t talk, and
coul((iin’t think. Only the tip of that shaft was in his
mind.
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He pictured it, probing and insisting. He forced an-
other breath out and pushed down as the tip pushed
up. A bit further. Several times he forced relaxation on
unwilling muscles and then suddenly, a slide and slip
and it was in. He could feel; Steve’s sack against his
skin. It couldn’t go further.

It hurt too. It was a sharp pain, but Ian didn’t find it
an unwelcome one. He knew what he was doing. He
knew who was doing it to him. He wanted it to go on
and 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 what
was happening, he was in climax too, spurting all over
his own stomach as Steve burrowed inside him.

. lan knew what was happening. Steve was coming
inside him. There was no doubt. He was being used as
any woman might be, and despite a nagging Ieeling at
the back of his mind, he knew that this ' was what he
we%nted. It was making him complete as Steve’s prop-
erty.

‘Property,” he thought, as he felt Steve’s thrusts
weaken and die. That’s old-fashioned. Maybe Il be his
partner. That sounds nicer.’

Steve withdrew and stood beside the couch. Ian
could feel a wet trickle onto the top of his thighs.

‘Please fetch a towel from the bathroom,’ Ilan asked.
When Steve did so, he tucked it under himself as Steve
sat down. Feehnﬁ light-headed and somehow satisfied
he took Steve’s flaccid shaft in his hand and started
rubbing it gently, feeling the lubrication remaining as
his hand slipped up and down.

‘This should be ever so messy,” he said softly.

T cleaned it in the bathroom,’ Steve replied. 1 think
it 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.’ He
rubbed a little more vigorously.

‘Careful,” Steve cautioned.

Page - 93



THE REPERTORY COMPANY BY JESSICA MATTHEWS

‘Tell me a story,’ lan 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 his
hands off her, and when he discovers she’s really a boy
in disguise, his joy is complete. He knows where
there’s equal marriage and so her presents her with a
great 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 with
the .boy’s penis so carefully, that it’s ready for action
again?

‘That sounds a good story, but I'm all messy.’

It’s all lubrication.” Steve replied. It won’t hurt as
much this time.’

‘Who said it hurt?’ [an replied. 1 never did.’

‘You forget, I could see your face, and I'm so proud of
the way you were forcing the muscles to relax, just to
let me in. I could see.’

1 wanted it. My body took over. I wasn’t thinking of
anything but getting that glorious shaft inside me.

‘Then turn over.’ Steve helped [an onto his front and
then raised his behind so that as Steve knelt, his shaft
was poised at the entrance. Tll be gentle.’

‘Just get on with it.” Ian pushed back, feeling the tip
once more.

‘Hey, don’t be impatient.” Steve pulled back and
then thrust forwards forcefully. lan gasped. Tl teach
you to be impatient.’

Steve stayed large this time for much longer. Ian
moaned, fee 1ngTSteve’s ball sac hitting him as he was
pounded 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, thrusting
and forcing the pace, until he came again, pulsing,

yushing fluids into lan, who moaned and whimpered a
ittle at the ecstasy of it all.
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Ian was not long out of bed when Lottie arrived in
the morning. He heard her coming in, and went imme-
diately to the mirror to check his makeup and hair as if
she was there to check up on him. He tried to look in-
nocent, as if nothing had happened.

T see someone had a busy night.” She took in the
mess in the lounge and the logk on lan’s face which
said it all. 1 guess we both got lucky.’

T don’t know what you mean.’ Ian replied.

‘Of course you don’t, but you have the look of a lady
who’s been on the receiving end of a rather interesting
and 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 some
bad 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?’lan asked incredulously. ‘What’s the
bad news?

‘The prosthetics had a flaw and we don’t have any in
stock. Given the problems we’ve had, and the fact that
you’re contracted to this show for the foreseeable fu-
ture, implants seem the only way forward.’

‘You've been talking to Steve!’ lan snapped. ‘Did he
set you up for this?’

‘No he didn’t, And look; it’s a day off and }flou’re in
full makeup, with hair attractively in place, heels on
your slippers. Given that you’ve been living as a girl for
the past few months, and seeming to enjoy it, I'm sur-
pr1%ed,that you haven’t been begging for implants al-
ready.
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‘But it seems so final,’lan replied. ‘This way, I can go
back to my old life if this fairy tale ends.’

‘Admit it!” Lottie _sr;a%ped back. You don’t want it to
end. You’d hate it if it had to end. You’re more girlish
that any girl | know. That’s the attraction for Steve; he
knows you’re going to be the perfect girlfriend every
time.’

‘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 afraid
of 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 T've got to decide soonest. It seems like it’s all de-
cided. All T have to do is present myself.’

Tll make some calls.’ Lottie picked up the telephone.

Ian sat quietly on his own, not listening as calls were
made and times were booked. He thought of the steps
that he had taken to reach this point. From bit part
glayer, to Donna Lucia. He thought hard and remem-

ered the feeling of liberty once he had got over the
shock of presenting himself as a woman.

_ Lucy had become his alter ego in his mind. Perhaps
it was really time to allow this alter ego to take over. Af-
ter all, he’d been so happy in the woman’s role with
Steve. The doorbell sounded. Lottie went and returned
with Steve.

Tl do it,” Ian said as they both looked at him. ‘Book
me in before I change my mind.’

‘That’s wonderful; a good decision.’ Lottie replied.
‘Will someone tell me what’s going on?’ Asked Steve.
Tmplants,’ Ian said. ‘It’s what you wanted.’

Tt is; I won’t deny it. It will be great publicity for the
show, and ...... ’
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_ Is that all you think about?’ Ian stood, tears form-
ing in his eyes. 1 thought you’d be pleased for me; for
us; and all you can say is the show.” He sank to the
chair and sobbed.

Steve looked at Lottie and then turned to Ian. ‘It’s
not like that. I didn’t know about this decision until I
came in here. Lottie told me there was a problem with
the prosthetics and I came to ask if there was anything
we could do. I also came to ask you to wear this for me.

‘What is it?’ lan sniffed behind a tissue.
It’s here in this box.’

Ian took it gingerly and opened it. ‘It’s too beautiful.
[ don’t know, I can’t—it’s a ring for a ret;[iy girl to show
her friends; to wear with a wedding band....’

‘And that’s what I intend for you,’ Steve said. ‘1
waited for someone like you, never imagining that
you’d come. And here Q%(])u are, more periect than I
could 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 know
me.’ [an sobbed again. T'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 I
don’t know if I should go back to that. It seems so long
ago.

‘Please accept me.” Steve went on one knee in front
of Ian. Tl see that everything is right. I’ll not force you
3nywhere you don’t want to go, today or any other

ay.’

Ian took the rin%lfrom its box and slipped it onto his
left ring finger. He held the hand out, the diamond fac-
ing ‘i{olwar s him and turned his wrist, watching it
sparkle.

‘Call the surgeon,’ Ian said. Tell them I’'m ready to-
day, right now. I want breasts of my own, and Steve, if
you want this rm% back, you can’t have it. Whatever
you’re proposing, I accept, you crazy fool.’
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T told them to get on with it,” lan explained to Lottie
when she visited the recovery room. T’m all purple and
brullsied down there and it feels as if I've been hit by a
truck.’

‘You didn’t let anyone see the surgeon with you. It
must have been scary, thinking about what you were
doing to yourself.’

‘Not really. They said what they put in, they can al-
ways take out. It may leave a scar, but fife gives you
scars sometimes anyway.’

‘They do look big. Am I allowed to say that?’

‘You may say that. And theyre %roportionate, my
surgeon says; big but believable, high profile, or some-
thing like that, and as natural-looking as they can
make them. When the swelling goes down and you get
used 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 with
Donna Lucia taking over my life. I must have been
crazy.’

‘Or [ must.’

‘Let’s both be crazy to§ether.’ Lucy smiled. ‘1If these
things weren’t so big and so sore, I'd give you a great
big hug.’

k 3k 3k 3k 3k k Xk

The opening night arrived, a frightening night for
any producer and director. Would the public like the
p1a§17.. Perhaps even more 1mportantéy) would the crit-
ics like it? In the end, everyone liked it.

T always had a feeling that I wasn’t right with m
identity,” 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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‘Haye you really had time to feel that you’re just a
boy with breasts?

‘If I'm honest, no. I live in a girl’s world. On stage or
off stage, I haven’t tried to be a boy in ages, and I don’t
think I could remember how to be one anyway. Now I
have to get to the party.’

Lucy took her place in the anteroom, and checked
her 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 to
the six-month party. It was worth it. Qur star allowed
us to gain a great deal of publicity and interest, as well
as 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 it
grew louder as Lucy entered the room. She was out of
costume in a strapless dress of shimmering grey silk,
which ended above the knee. Her matching grey heels
looked far too high for comfort, yet she almost skipped
across to take Steve’s hand.

Henry Potter was there with Harriet Casey from the
old theatre, and he blew a kiss across the room. Lucy
waved and blew one back.

All attention, although no one said so, was on her
breasts. Just a tantalising glimpse of cleavage was
available over the top of the bodice, which seemed to
be holding generous but ]?.roportlonate orbs. The two
rings on her left hand glittered as she waved. She
raised her left hand to her husband’s neck, and pulled
his head down for a quick kiss on the lips, before turn-
ing and waving again.

Then the party began.

#H##
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