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Enunciate. “You are Veronica Lake.” Her lips form the words perfectly, but the

voice still isn’t right. Practice doesn’t always make perfect.

I give my hair a final flick and return the brush to my vanity. My hairdo is fine.

It darn well better be, for what I paid for it. Human hair doesn’t come cheap. That

isn’t the problem.

Problem is, I really don’t look like her. Around the eyes, sure. Passable lips. Small

face with nice symmetry, high cheekbones and a feminine nose. It isn’t any one

thing in particular, it just doesn’t add up the way I’d like it to.

Oh, I look like a woman all right; no problem there. I’m even attractive, in a

feminine way, aided by Veronica’s trademark tress drooping over one eye.

“Peek-a-boo,” I say softly, and smile.

The smile fades. It all seems so pointless. In her heyday, Veronica Lake was

Hollywood’s greatest star, not to mention a powerful and confident woman, while

I’m just a weedy little dude with a Josephine complex. (That’s a female version of

the more familiar Napoleon complex.) A bitter pill, indeed.

My height is another issue. Even at five-foot-five I’m still too tall. Lake herself

needed heels to pass the five-foot mark. Not that you could tell that from her

films, since she was usually paired with one of your shorter male leads. So maybe

it doesn’t matter.

I sigh. None of it matters. Why compare myself to her at all? She beats on me like

a poodle with a rag doll. And it always hurts.
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I stand up and tug at the panty line of my body briefer, which feels a bit on the

tight side. I flex each stocking in turn and check the garters. The hem of my silk

slip tumbles past my knees. I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.

I step into my new dress and zip up the back. It’s a duplicate of the outfit Veronica

wore as Connie Dickason in Ramrod, with full-length puffed sleeves and a tight

crossover bodice. I paid a downright gorgeous penny to a nice immigrant lady to

stitch it up for me. She didn’t speak much English, but she had no problem

understanding what I wanted. I think she was from Thailand.

Hands on hips, I check myself out. I might be pretty, and someday I might even be

a woman, but I’ll never be her. I’ll have to settle for being me.

Whoever the hell that is.

*

I’m not sure I should do this. I’ve been out before, but only under cover of dusk, if

not flat-out darkness. I’ve walked around the block (or blocks) often enough; I’ve

driven around town in my little Ford Focus, and once I even got drive-thru from a

Mickey-D’s. The girl who handed me the bag barely looked at me, so I must’ve

passed.

I’m pretty sure I can pass. I posted my picture online and everyone in the forum

said I looked really nice. But then they would, wouldn’t they?

I pack a small purse. My keys, of course. A wallet with some basic ID, although

‘Colin’ isn’t really a unisex name. Kleenex, a bit of makeup, my mobile…

I peek through the curtains. The sun’s still up; it’s not even dinner time. Do I really

want to do this? When people can see me and everything?

I have to. Baby steps, Chloé. Not that the heels I’m wearing will let me do much

else. Five-eight is too tall for Veronica but not for women these days. I hope.

It’s cold out, so I can wear my winter coat. It’s short enough to show off my legs,

and light enough that anyone who checks me out can tell there’s a girl underneath,

but the double-breasted (faux) fur collar keeps me warm.

I pick up my purse—and nearly drop it when the phone rings.

My voice. I have to remind myself to dial it back to my masculine norm (which

isn’t all that masculine, I’m told). When I dress, I’m used to keeping the pitch up,

with a well-honed feminine inflection. I clear my throat.

The hall mirror isn’t helping.
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It’s Gina. “Hi, Colin. What’s up?”

“Not a lot,” I reply, trying to keep my earrings from hitting the mobile. I don’t

know what that might sound like, but I’m sure a woman would recognize it.

“If you’re free, I’d like to stop by.”

My heart stops. “Uh… I’m not.”

“Really? You’re home, aren’t you?” She sounds annoyed. “I’ve got your birthday

present with me, all wrapped and everything. In case I don’t see you on the day.”

“Yeah… sorry about that.” I don’t have to think, my excuse has been ready to go

for more than two years. Ever since we started dating. “I got called in to the office.

The server’s down again.”

“I take it this isn’t something you can fix online.”

“Nope. I need to be in the server room.”

“Too bad,” she sighs. “I was hoping to drop it off.” Then she brightens. “Oh, well.

I’ve got your spare key on me, so I’ll just pop by. I’m in the area.”

My relief vanishes in a rush of fear. I have to get out, and fast. I sign off and jam

the mobile into my purse, grab my keys and—crap! Into the bedroom.

My closet is full of dresses and fancy shoes and a lot of other stuff I’d rather she

not see. I usually keep it closed and tell people it’s just for storage. My regular

clothes are in a wardrobe next to the bed and a low bureau with a mirror, which

does double-duty as a vanity. I pack my makeup away and stuff the carry-case into

the closet, followed by my jewelry box, a dress bag, and the styrofoam head my

wig lives on. The room’s clear.

I close the bedroom door, hesitate, then step onto the balcony. I’m six floors up

with a great view of the lake. Which direction would she be coming from? Where

would she park? Which way should I go?

Damn. Apparently, ‘in the area’ means ‘right out front’. Gina just left her car,

halfway down the block, carrying a square package the size of a vanity case.

There’s no time to clear the building and I dare not take the elevator.

The apartment door locks behind me. The corridor is circular, wrapping out of

sight in both directions. The elevator is to the right, so I go left and duck into a

small laundry room. Minutes later the elevator doors swish open.

Footsteps, then a loud knock. She’s just being polite. The door opens and closes.

I panic. She could return at any moment. With nowhere to hide, I rush to the

elevator and stab at the button. It takes forever to open.
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When the floor drops under me, I sag into the wall. Safe. But I’m torn between

relief and guilt. I lied to her, and avoided her, but I don’t regret not letting her see

me like this. No one wants to have that conversation.

I consider hiding in my car until she leaves, but that would look rather suspicious

should anyone see me. It’s a small car. And leaving via the parkade would take

longer than just promenading out the front door. Which is what I end up doing.

Reaching the sidewalk, I allow myself a quick glance up. Was that a shadowy

figure I saw, next to the fig tree on my balcony? Maybe not. It was only a glance.

I pass Gina’s little red Miata. Why did I come this way? For all I know, she could

be right behind me. But even if she is, she’d just get into her car and drive away…

Right? Unless of course she recognized me…

Christ. I shouldn’t be outside. There are people all over the place—coming out of

buildings, getting in and out of cars, passing me on the sidewalk, giving me the

once-over. Where on Earth did they all come from?

Calm down, Chloé. You’re a woman now, so just shut up and be one.

I slow my pace, put a little more swing in my step. I stop clutching my purse like

it’s a machine-gun and let it dangle in one hand. I try to relax, even smile a bit.

It’s good to be out and about, I tell myself. It’s good to be a girl.

*

“Peek-a-boo.” The cat in the window gives me a long stare before going back its

washing. Mesmerized by the sway of my gorgeous blonde tresses, no doubt. I’m a

long six blocks from home, on a street lined with small shops, a multitude of

restaurants and bars, and one dense mall that takes up a whole block. Thus far no

one’s given me a second look, even though I look like a timer traveller from the

Forties. I shouldn’t be surprised. Retro is ‘in’ these days.

What to do next? Dining alone is out of the question, but takeout is a possibility.

Or I could get groceries. Or I could check out the wine bar two doors down from

the pet store. Or… That’s when I see a little red Miata cruising up the street.

What the hell is she doing here?

I face the window. The car pauses, its reflection superimposed on the cat, and it

feels as though the two of them are staring straight through me. Of course, I can’t

see the driver, but Gina couldn’t possibly be looking for a blonde woman dressed

like an iconic actress from the Silver Screen era—could she?
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The Miata moves up the block and disappears into an underground parkade.

Decision time. With Gina here, I could just go home. But if she’s looking for me,

she might go back there. So that’s out. Damn. Why would she be hanging around

here, when I’m supposedly at work? On the other hand, she certainly isn’t going

to find me—I’m in disguise, for God’s sake!

Helplessly, the cat and I exchange stares. What a mess.

Oh, no… Gina just stepped out of the mall. Wine bar it is.

I was here once before, with Gina—which may or may not be a bad omen. At least

I know my way around. I find a seat at a small table next to the fireplace. There’s

no fire but the place is warm enough, so I lose the coat. The server stops by and I

order a carafe of white wine; I’m pretty sure I’ll be needing it.

My purse is on the table. I take out my phone, because that’s what people do when

sitting by themselves and I’m definitely trying to blend in. I tuck that stray tress

behind my right ear and poke at the screen. No messages, but the Find My Friends

app is blinking. Someone I know is—

Oh, for— I’m broadcasting my location! The app tells me that Gina is less than a

mile away. Quite a bit less, in fact—she’s right outside. Her face is pressed against

the window, squinting to see past her own reflection.

I deactivate the ringtone. If she calls, that would be a dead giveaway. But I can’t

turn off Find My Friends so easily. Were I to abruptly vanish from her screen it

would look like I had something to hide. I’m still hoping to get out of this.

I can tell her it’s a glitch. Everyone knows Apple Maps is full of ‘em.

So I was at work the whole time, see? Wine bar? What wine bar?

Yeah, that’s gonna fly…

She’s coming inside. I sit up straight, the way a well-dressed woman should, and

study the phone’s screen with even greater urgency. I tell myself the damn thing

isn’t a homing beacon. There’s no big red arrow pointing at the guy in drag.

I try not to stare while she checks out the room, then heads for the bar. That’s a

relief; she had to have seen me, which means she’s not looking for a blonde in a

vintage dress with puffed sleeves and a crossover bodice.

Thank God for that. It means she didn’t see me leave the apartment.

It also means I might just weather this storm.

*
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I pour the last quarter-carafe into my glass. Gina left for awhile—presumably to

see if I’m hiding anywhere nearby, like maybe the pet store—but returned before I

could risk making a move. Now she’s nursing a beer at the bar, staring at her

mobile as if it holds a hidden clue to my whereabouts.

She texted me when she got back: “@novo ciao whr R u?”

Just what does she think I’m doing? Hiding under a table? Crouching behind the

bar after slipping the counterman a fiver to keep quiet? I mean, c’mon!

I have to get out of here. If nothing else I’m gonna need a washroom pretty soon

and I don’t fancy checking out the ladies’, especially with Gina here.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

Huh? I was so focused on Gina, I didn’t see him coming.

He sits down. Oh, crap… It’s Matt, from work. He’s in customer service. I’ve met

him a few times, at company mixers and twice to fix his laptop after he’d mucked

it up somehow. Computers aren’t his forte, but girls are.

“I was hoping you could settle a bet,” he says, backed up by his trademark boyish

grin. “My buddies over there”—he waves at a table across the room occupied by

three men, none of them familiar—“figure that you’re supposed to be either Grace

Kelly or a blonde Ann-Margret. But I say Veronica Lake. Who’s right?”

I feel terrified. I’m stuck here, miles from home, in a wig and a dress, tits on my

chest, makeup all over my face—my girlfriend is sitting, like, twenty feet away,

hunting me down like a Terminator on estrogen—and this guy wants me to settle a

wine-bar bet? Who’s right? Not me, that’s for damn sure. “You are,” I say.

“Cool.” He gives his friends the thumbs-up. They grimace and turn away.

“It wasn’t a fair fight,” he says. “I’m a huge film buff. I love all that Golden Age

stuff. I guess you do too. Hey, I’m Matt.” He sticks out his hand.

“Chloé.” My hand feels tiny in his.

“Pretty name.” He picks up the empty carafe. “I’m sorry to intrude. It’s just that a

beautiful woman drinking by herself isn’t something you see every day. I thought

you might’ve been stood up. And, you know, since it couldn’t possibly have ever

happened to you before, you might not know how to handle it.”

I’m no expert, but as pick-up lines go that one sounded pretty good. I relax a bit.

“So you’re here to console me?”

“I am indeed, should it become necessary.” His eyebrows lift. “So, is it necessary?

Are you distraught? You do seem a bit distraught.”
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I glance at Gina, who’s now arguing with the bartender. “I was supposed to meet a

girlfriend for drinks,” I say, “but she had to cancel.”

“That’s too bad. So you’re not distraught?”

“Not really, no. But I appreciate the gesture.” It occurs to me that talking to

someone is pretty good cover in a bar filled with couples. So, lightly, I touch his

hand. Guys really go for that. I should know.

His eyes widen, but he soldiers on. “I’ve seen a few of Lake’s films. My fav was

probably Sullivan’s Travels. Kind of weird though, the way they never gave her

character a name. You don’t see that very often.”

I nod. Lake was known as ‘the girl’ throughout the film.

He makes a point of maintaining eye contact. “What’s your favorite?”

I poke back the hair threatening to half-blind me. “I guess I like Ramrod.”

“Haven’t seen that one.” He signals the waitress. “Can I buy you a drink?”

“I really shouldn’t,” I say, eyeing the carafe.

He seems to sense an opportunity. “That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” Then, to

the server: “Gin and tonic. A martini for the lady.” He grins. “That’s a line from a

movie. Sinatra, I think.”

“Cherry-flavored,” I tell the waitress. A girly drink.

“So who does she play in, uh…”

“Ramrod. She’s a woman whose fiancé is killed and she takes over his ranch.”

“A Western, huh? Interesting. Is that who you’re dressed as?”

“Good guess.”

“I’m good at guessing.” He leans back. “Here’s another one: her character is a

beautiful woman who triumphs against incredible odds, using her strength of will

and a judicious use of what some might call ‘feminine wiles’.”

“Ah, so you have seen the movie.”

Hands up. “Nope. That’s just what I’d expect from the name, and from Veronica

Lake herself. And to be perfectly frank, from you as well.”

“From me?” The waitress sets a conical glass in front of me.

He grins. “Beauty, strong will, feminine wiles. It all fits.”

Oh, he’s a charmer. “I won’t argue,” I say, eyes downcast. “But I don’t feel all that

strong-willed. Quite the opposite.”
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“Women are strong in different ways than men,” Matt says, as though he speaks

from experience. “Most guys don’t get that.”

I feel a little dizzy. “But you do…”

“You’re stronger than you think, Chloé. Here you are, sharing a drink with a man

you just met, talking like you’ve known me for—well, maybe not years. A few

weeks, at least. Most women would’ve told me to get lost.”

“I guess I’m not most women.” Besides which, I had my reasons. Gina is back to

scanning the room for her philandering boyfriend. Come to think of it, now I am

with someone else. But she drove me to it.

“In that regard,” he says, “you really do remind me of Veronica Lake. One role in

particular—Jennifer, in I Married a Witch.” He touches his lips. “Oops! I didn’t

mean to imply—”

“I know what you meant.” I stare out the window. “How does it go? ‘Twould be

nice to have lips… lips to whisper lies… lips to kiss a man and make him suffer.

Father, why cannot I have lips, and eyes, and hair?”

Matt leans forward. “Take my word for it. All those things—you’ve got ‘em. You

could kiss a man if you wanted to.”

“I could, couldn’t I?” I smile and pick up my purse.

*

I’m not sure what’s more intoxicating: the feeling you get from being in control of

a situation like this, or actual intoxication. Not that I have to make a choice. Matt’s

so eager to lure me into his apartment, for a private screening of one of Veronica’s

films, he’s practically skipping on ahead of me. He doesn’t stray too far, though,

probably for fear I might bolt.

This is unfamiliar territory. If we were a couple of guys out for a drink, grabbing

dinner or a flick, I’d be deferring to the guy all over the place. He’d be the cool

dude with the boyish charm and a way with the ladies, and I’d be living on crumbs

in his shadow. No way would we be equals.

As it is, I’m the lady he’s trying to have his way with and instead of being ignored,

I’m being flattered and treated like an equal. It seems strange that I had to become

a woman for that to happen. There has to be a double standard somewhere around

here, but I’m having a tough time pinning it down.

Being tipsy isn’t helping.
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Going to his place got me out of the wine bar but it didn’t get rid of Gina. She’s

across the street glaring at her phone. Mine is still in my purse, broadcasting my

every move to any and all jealous girlfriends in the area. She must think I’ve gone

off with some other woman.

She’s half right. It’s just that I am the other woman.

We stop outside his apartment building. Gina’s looking this way, so now’s the

time to put on a good show, to eliminate any lingering possibility that she might

figure out who I am.

“This is it,” Matt says. “Not having second thoughts, are you?”

“Just enjoying the fresh air.” It’s nearly dark and getting chilly. I take a step closer.

“Where do you stand on the issue?”

“Fresh air? I’m all for it.” He rubs his arms.

“Don’t tell me you’re cold.” I’m right in front of him, gazing upward.

“Just a bit.” I can see his breath. My heart races on ahead.

“Even with me here?” I touch his hands. They are cold. He looks so confused.

I practically have to force my fingers in amongst his. “You’re warm,” he says,

sounding surprised.

“Do you like that in a woman?”

He can’t take his eyes off me. “I like that about you.”

How gallant. I lower my lashes. He finally gets the message. Our lips meet, all too

briefly, but then he comes back for more and our mouths melt together, like two

chocolates left in the sun.

I’ve kissed a girl or two before, but nothing like this. I’m the one being kissed, and

I can’t just pull away whenever I feel like it. It’s not my call. Ending the kiss is the

man’s responsibility. It’s not something I’m sorry to lose.

Finally, he’s done. He steps to my side, touches my hair, then moves to apply

gentle pressure to the small of my back. “Ready to go up?”

I glance down the street. Gina’s walking away, back toward her car. She turns the

corner and disappears. I’m in the clear. I could go home.

Or not. “Sure,” I hear myself say.

*
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I shouldn’t be here. Just how far am I planning to push this? Matt’s trying to score

and I’m living a lie. The farther it goes, the bigger the lie. That said, the truth isn’t

an option either; no one wants to have that conversation.

I really shouldn’t be here.

So why am I sitting on his couch? Why is my coat hanging in his hall closet? Why

is my purse way over there on his kitchen table, with my mobile tucked safely out

of sight? Why aren’t I getting the hell out of here?

“All set?” Matt sits down beside me. The DVD is teed up and ready to go.

“Fire away.”

How about that. The guy really does own a copy of Sullivan’s Travels. I was half

convinced it was just an excuse to get me here, ten storeys up and sharing a suede

love seat. Which begs the question of why I agreed to come, if I’m so sure he just

wants to get into my pants—given that I don’t have any pants for him to get into.

Literally and metaphorically.

Ten minutes into the film, he’s holding my hand—as if a bit of on-screen tension

is something that might frighten poor little me. The nerve of the guy. Still, I’m not

pulling away, although I shouldn’t be getting the guy’s hopes up.

I probably shouldn’t rest my head on his shoulder either, but I do.

I try to relax and watch the film. That’s what I’m here for—isn’t it?

My thoughts drift. Veronica’s screen presence is mesmerizing, even when she’s

pretending to be a ditz like ‘the Girl’. Such a strong, forceful woman; confident to

the brink of arrogance. Not like most ladies back then. But today? She’d fit right

in. A lot better than I’ve ever fit in anywhere.

Matt squeezes my hand, in the process shifting it onto his thigh.

It slowly dawns on me that I no longer want to be the kind of girl you see in these

old films. Not anymore. They’re feisty, and sometimes flamboyant, but they

always end up acting submissive to anyone in pants. If I was willing to submit to

like that, I would’ve stuck with being a guy.

Matt’s lips brush the top of my head.

A modern woman—strong, confident, and liberated. If it’s not what I am, it’s what

I want to be. Everything I might have wished for as a man, I could at least imagine

achieving as a woman—but only as a woman. The irony is enough to make my

head spin, although it might be the cherry martini talking.

I feel his breath on my cheek. I know what he wants.
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On TV, the Girl says, “Why, Mr. Smearcase, aren’t you getting a little familiar?”

“I’m trying,” Matt says.

So he’s seen the movie often enough to know the dialog. Which means maybe he

wasn’t just feeding me a line to get into my pants, or down my throat, or up my

whatever. Maybe he actually cares… “You’re prettier than her,” he whispers.

I look up, half in surprise. That’s when he kisses me. I don’t have the will to resist.

Instead, my eyes close, like any woman’s would. Our lips dance.

I’m a woman. I’m a woman being kissed by a man.

His arms surround me. My breasts press into his chest. Waves of thick blonde hair

splash across my back. His hands grip my shoulder blades, and one slides under

my hair, caressing my neck. Strong fingers cup the back of my head.

This is what women do. This is what I do. My nylon-clad legs slide over his lap,

one rubbing atop the other. My mouth opens. The kiss deepens.

I find myself gazing into his eyes. “Such a creature of rare beauty,” he murmurs,

touching my hair where it threatens to obscure my view. “Such a gentle soul. Such

a beautiful woman…”

My tummy does a back-flip into the deep end. Oh, he’s good. He owns me now.

Not because he claimed me like some sort of prize, but because I gave myself to

him. Willingly. Whatever he wants, I will do…

I touch his cheek, his neck, the back of his head. Our lips fly together.

My back arches. His tongue glides into its new home.

This goes on for quite some time.

*

“Oh, Veronica…”

I feel his tension, and part of me is proud for being able to provoke that kind of

reaction in a man. But, come on—he’s thinking about her instead of me!

For some reason that bothers me, although I have no idea why it should. After all,

I set out trying look like her. Isn’t this what I wanted?

“What’s wrong?” He stares at me like I’ve got food stuck in my teeth.

“Nothing,” I say, even though it’s a lie and we both know it.

“You feel tense.”
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I look away. Long pause. Then, “You called me ‘Veronica’.”

He shrugs. “Yeah, so?”

Good question. “You were pretending I’m her.”

“Guilty as charged. Isn’t that what you were doing?”

I feel foolish. “I guess so.”

“So what’s the problem? You’re ‘the Girl’ and I’m this John Sullivan guy.”

I stare at the TV. “I never thought of it that way.”

He sighs. “I seem to recall that Veronica was often paired up with Alan Ladd.

Would you prefer to imagine yourself with him?”

I smile. “You do look a bit like him. Around the eyes. Not to mention that he’s six

inches taller—”

“Ah-ha! I get it now. You like tall guys.”

“Veronica does. Or did.” I take a deep breath. “Actually, she was the only actress

in Hollywood short enough to make Mister Ladd look like a normal guy. The only

prominent actress, anyway.” I swing my legs to the floor.

He looks disappointed. “Are we done?”

“I should go,” I say, glancing at his lap.

“The movie’s not over.”

“Another time.” I retrieve my purse. There’s a text from Gina: “nIs ass, hav :)

sweetie”. The purse clicks shut. What does it mean? A sarcastic kiss-off perhaps?

Maybe she saw someone else and thought it was me…

Either way, she’s gone. I let her down. Guilt trickles through me like poison. It

shouldn’t have ended this way. And it wouldn’t have were I not afflicted with this

curse, this need, to be a woman. Even if only part-time. But what can I do? It’s not

like I can patch things up by telling her what really happened.

Matt holds my coat for me. “I should walk you home,” he says, although I suspect

he doesn’t really want to. I tell him that it’s not necessary.

“Ordinarily I’d ask for your phone number, but I have a feeling you don’t give it

out to strange men.” He seems amused. “Of course, I could give you my number,

but—you know, call display.”

“I’m sorry.” I feel awful. I shouldn’t have come.

He shrugs. “That’s okay. I’ll leave a note on your desk. Or you can leave one on

mine. Either way. Next time we’ll finish the movie.”
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I stare at him, horrified. “My desk?”

“Sure. At work. You know, that company we work for?”

My brain freezes. I can’t think. I can’t move.

His expression changes. “Oh, you thought I didn’t know?” He laughs. “I mean,

yeah, you look great and all… But I’m not an idiot.”

I stare at the floor. So I didn’t pass after all. Just another bitter pill in a lifetime full

of the things. “When did you…?”

“Figure it out? Not when you walked into the bar, if that’s what’s bugging you. It

was after you sat down. You hunched over too much.”

“Your buddies must’ve had a good laugh.”

He frowns. “They didn’t know—and I sure as hell wasn’t gonna tell ‘em.”

“Why not? People have been pointing at me my whole life.”

“That’s their problem.” He touches my hair. “You never told anyone?”

I shake my head. This part of me is a secret room at the back of the house, with a

hidden entrance through a trapdoor in the floor of the hall closet. No one knows

it’s there. Maybe no one ever will.

“Must be lonely in there.” Then he hugs me and I’m overcome with relief, elation,

and a whole lot of sheer terror. Part of me thinks crying on his shoulder might be a

good idea. Another part wants to flee and never return. Fleeing wins.

I still don’t give him my number. You can never be too sure.

*

It’s nearly midnight by the time I get home. I drop to the couch, exhausted.

Gina’s gift is sitting on the coffee table. It’s not my birthday yet, but I don’t

suppose I’ll be seeing her anytime soon—if ever. I open the package.

It’s a wig. I hold it up. It’s a shoulder-length blonde pageboy titled ‘Grace Kelly’,

according to the packing slip, complete with the actress’s trademark under-the-ear

forward curl. Human hair too, which is expensive. Why would she give me this?

The bedroom door opens. “Don’t get up,” Gina says, her voice calm. “We’ve got a

lot to talk about.” She sits down next to me. Our hands touch.

Guys really go for that.  �
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