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I’d been dressing for many years—in secret, behind her back—and I was careful

too. I only did so when she was out of the house for at least two full days, and I

would always wait until I’d received confirmation (by phone call or text message)

that she had safely arrived; officially because I was concerned for her well-being,

unofficially because of that and (more importantly) to eliminate the possibility of

discovery. I kept my womanly clothing in a locked trunk in the attic, ostensibly

full of memorabilia from my side of the family and labelled as such. So nothing

could possibly go wrong… until, of course, it did.

Carly stopped dead when she opened the front door and found me lounging in the

living room, dressed to the nines in a sequined V-neck dress and my best big-hair

wig: shoulder-length waves and curls, with some nice wispy bangs. My face was

fully made-up, with a pair of over-sized diamond earrings dangling from pierced

ears that normally held only studs. To top it off, I was wearing her favorite

perfume, so that traces of it left in the air wouldn’t be out of place.

A sly smile crept across her face. “So… you’re a female impersonator now, is that

it? You went out and got yourself a new job?”

I set my wine glass aside and stood up, painfully aware of how well I could walk

in my own pair of D’Orsay pumps with heels far too narrow for a man to easily

master. I thought fast. “Uhhm… yes! Yes I did. I’m a female impersonator now,

just like you said. It pays a lot better than you’d expect.”

“I’m sure.” She strolled into the room, studying me with eyes narrowed. “Better

than being a tax accountant? What’s going to happen to your practice?”

“I, uh… decided to keep it going. It only gets really busy near the end of the fiscal

year. I thought this would be a good way to generate a bit more income during the

rest of the year.” My hands fluttered about—how was I supposed to stand?

“That sounds logical.” She stopped and pursed her lips. “You make an attractive

woman, you know that? If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were the real thing.

A genuine lady, about my age, expertly made-up—did you do all that yourself? It

took me years to get that savvy with a makeup brush.”

I tried to hedge. “Partly. I studied up online, but I got some help too… Down at

the female impersonation club. One of the other ‘girls’.”

“Well, even so. It’s very impressive. Oh, do sit down. I’ll join you.” She plucked a

glass from the sideboard and filled it from the bottle I’d opened. She took a seat

next to me on the couch, lounging back with one leg bent over the other. “That’s a

load off,” she sighed. “It was a long flight.”
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“You’re back early,” I said woodenly, still in disbelief.

“They decided to cancel the rest of the conference. Somebody tested positive for

that flu virus. You know how it goes.” She rolled her eyes. “Getting an earlier

flight was no problem. Lots of cancellations.”

“I can imagine.” So that was it: my awful secret was collateral damage from the

effing Coronavirus pandemic. I sure didn’t see that coming.

“I’m surprised they hired you so quickly,” she mused. “The club, I mean. Given

that you’re so new to the business, and that you needed help with your look.”

“Yeah, I was too. But they said I was a natural.”

“I see. Well, looking at you now, I can see how right they were. You were born to

the bra, my friend. I’m surprised I didn’t notice it sooner.” She took a quick sip.

“Drink up, girl. Don’t let me stop you. By the way, how did they even find out

about you? The folks down at the club. Also, what club?”

“The Kitty Cat Club.” That much, at least, was true. The Kitty Cat was a lounge

and music venue downtown that hosted a live drag show every second week. I’d

been there a few times myself, once while cross-dressed. That wildly exhilarating

excursion was only last month; the staff might even remember me. “I checked out

the show after I got the idea for this, erm… sideline. Some of the performers saw

me and, well… the rest is history.”

“Again, impressive. But as a performer, you must have an act. Singing, dancing…

something along those lines? I’d love to see it.”

“Sure thing. But I’m still working out the kinks. I’ll let you know.”

“I’m sure you will.” She touched the sleeve of my dress. “I love this fabric. The

style is so retro, it’s wonderful. Mmm. What’s your name, dear?”

“My name? You know my name, Carly. We’ve been married how long?”

“Your stage name, sweetie. I can’t very well call you Jonah, can I? Besides, I’m

not married to you, am I? You being a woman and all.”

“Oh, right. It’s… Joan, or Joanie. Sort of a tribute to Joan Collins.”

“Yes, I can see the incredible resemblance. Joanie it is, then. Joanie and Carly. It

feels like we’re old friends already, doesn’t it? Girlfriends, that is.”

“Yes, I guess it does.” I drank a little and shifted in my seat. Where on earth was

she going with this? How long until I could break away and change clothes?

“Is it okay if we do that? When you’re dressed up like this, I’ll call you Joanie and

treat you like a female friend who’s staying with me—and you can act the part.”
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I hesitated. “I guess that’d be okay. It would, uhm… help me get used to being in

character, wouldn’t it? That would help with my act.”

“There you go!” She nudged me playfully. “You should dress up more often, you

know. Not during tax time, of course. But around the house, whenever you don’t

have to meet a client that day. The more often you wear makeup, the better you’ll

get with it—not that you need much help on that score. But the more you wear

heels and skirts, not to mention that corset you’re rocking, the more comfortable

you’ll feel living in a woman’s skin, as it were.”

“Sounds like a plan.” I drained my glass. “Welp, I’d better go change.”

“What, already?” She glanced at her watch. “It’s not even dinnertime yet. Tell ya

what, I’ll dash upstairs and change—can’t have my bestie outdress me—and then

we’ll hit the town like the pair of classy ladies we are. It’ll be like Friday nights

back in college, yeah? I’ll bet we can even lure a couple of men to come over and

ply us with sweet talk and free martinis.”

I fought back an urge to hyperventilate. “I dunno, Carly. That was a long time ago.

I’m not really comfort—”

“Calm down, girlfriend. I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to.” She

stroked my back, then drew me into a quick hug. “You’re not fooling anybody,

you know. Least of all me.” She wagged a finger in my face. “Naughty girl. I’ve

known about your ‘dressing up’ for years. Ever since I found your stash up in the

attic. Using your birthday for the combination wasn’t exactly secure.”

My gaze slid to the floor. “Oh, God. I’m so sorry, Carly. I meant to tell you… I

really did. It just never seemed like the right time.”

She rubbed my back, then plucked my bra strap. “I get it, as in totally. You didn’t

want to spoil what we’ve got going. In fact—” She giggled into my ear. “—you’re

such a girl. But that’s okay. Because it’s okay to be a girl, even for a guy.”

Deep breath. “Thanks. It means… a lot, to hear you say that.”

“It’d better.” She stood up. “I’ll go get changed and we can go.”

I looked startled. “But I thought—”

“Oh, we’re still going out. I’m starved. We can skip the men, though—this time.”

Halfway up the stairs, she stopped. “You don’t actually have a job at the Kitty Cat

Club, do you?” I shook my head. “But it does exist, right? And they’ve got female

impersonators?” I nodded and she smiled. “Good. I look forward to seeing it.

Hopefully we can get you ‘discovered’; then you really would need an act.”

Anything’s possible, I guess. I’m a pretty fair singer, if only in the shower.  �


