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This story includes the words queer and faggot which some might find offensive. One of the main characters is an alcoholic who eventually seeks help through a 12-step program. He is a heavy drinker. There are references to on-page blackouts. And bouts of risky behavior in his past.

Important note: If you are squeamish about cum, this is not the book for you. There is significant cum play.

Also, for those unaccustomed to drag culture, when performers are in drag (queens), they are referred to with she/her pronouns. Even when out of drag, the performers are often referred to by their drag names and she/her pronouns continue to be used. It's common but not necessary.

Trixie Lamour (Cole) can also be found in the LJ M/M Romance books Snowblind, Merlot Rebellion, and Capital Adoration. She deserved her own book, so I wrote it for her.
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Cole held the hot washcloth to his face, rubbed his eyes with it, and pulled it away, depositing the wet mess of makeup-stained cloth into the sink. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. Leaned forward and examined his eyes. They looked weary and bloodshot. It had been a long night last night. Two separate shows. He'd needed to run from one to the next. Luckily, they were only blocks apart but he'd been forced to dash through downtown Kelowna, BC in full drag in precarious heels. He'd had an entourage of gay men with him. It hadn't felt risky.

Even if it had been ...

He had drunk far too much alcohol to care. People had a habit of buying the drag performers shot after shot and Cole never turned down a free drink. He'd nearly sprained his ankle last night when he'd stumbled on his platform heels while off stage because he was so drunk.

Tequila had been his shot of choice. The audience had obliged with the libation. Keeping them coming on stage all night long. He'd had his last one just before he left for the night after schmoozing with the crowds of people that had gathered in Kelowna's only gay bar.

He'd been propositioned by a gay couple but he hadn't felt up to a night of sex. It was a lot of work satisfying two or more people. Especially if they were a straight couple. Diving into pussy wasn't something he did very often. His technique wasn't great. They never seemed to care. Just having a drag queen in bed with them was enough excitement for whomever he was with.

Whatever their sexuality, the men were always primed to fuck him.

Often, he ended up stumbling around strange neighborhoods in drag at 3 am, waiting for a cab. He knew it was dangerous but the alcohol typically wiped out his fear.  

Back at home last night, he barely managed to pull off his wig before he collapsed, kneeling in front of the toilet and reacquainting himself with his longtime friend, the white porcelain god.

Now his head was pounding and he still felt nauseous but he was due back at the bar in two hours for another show. It was 8 am. He'd booked himself in to perform at drag brunch.

Cole had to keep a tight schedule. This was his sole livelihood. He'd gone to school to be a special needs child educator and worked for years in the field, but things had gone haywire in the school system. Anti-gay protests were breaking out around the acceptance of LGBT rights in schools. Anti-SOGI tirades even happened in school district council chambers.

Protect the Children! 

To fight back, Cole had picked up a gig doing Drag Storytime at the downtown library because he loved kids. He wanted them to grow up in a kind and accepting environment. The crowds attending were huge, but the protesters at storytime eventually figured out who Cole was in real life and had been relentless. He had been harassed at home and in the parking lot at work.

Six months ago, his drag personality social media page had been pulled down without notice, likely reported by the anti-gay, anti-drag protesters as being the page of a groomer pedophile.

It was complete and utter bullshit.

He'd decided he'd had enough and he'd quit his job at the school he loved.

He lifted a shot of tequila to his lips. Hair of the dog along with two aspirin and an anti-nausea pill and he'd be right as rain. No one could ever accuse him of being anything less than fabulous. He had a reputation as one of the best drag performers in town and he was safeguarding it.

It had started ten years ago, his love of drag. It had been a dare to get up on his first stage. A local drag celebrity had become friends with him and was always commenting on the delicate and feminine traits of his face and his sharp wit. She'd finally convinced him to give it a go. She'd painted his face and lent him a costume. The effects he saw in the mirror alone had convinced him.

He was hooked.

He'd burst onto that stage like he was meant to be there. Not even three weeks after his amateur performance, he'd been pulled from the newbie circuit and given his own weekly spotlight.

Cole headed for his makeup table and sat himself down on the stool. The tools of his craft were laid out neatly on the plastic-covered surface. The makeup table was an antique passed down from his grandmother. She'd been incredibly supportive of his supplementary career choice.

He smoothed his hand across the surface of the table.

She'd been gone for years.

Cole lifted the purple glue stick and flattened his eyebrows down, sticking them to his face. Normally, he would have popped on a wig cap next, but he had no hair to speak of, except for the shadow of dark blond. He had decided to shave his head last week. It made life easier.

Next was his wide paint stick. He covered his eyebrows completely with it, blending what had been glossy purple and brown into the background of his forehead. He moved it to his beard areas and covered the constant dark shadow of his jawline and lip in the thick full-coverage makeup.

He used a sponge in all the crevices and blended that shit out, making his face look like a flat paintable canvas. And his neck. He'd been feeling washed out recently, plus it was summer, so he decided to give himself a tan. Cole took a darker cream contour stick and ran it along the outer edge of his face and down his neck, then blended it out, covering his entire face, neck, and shoulders—and his chest. He'd likely be wearing a costume that had dropped shoulders.

A cream blend stick in white was next. He painted a teardrop shape to cover his cheekbones, then used a second sponge to press it across his cheekbones and around his eyes. He blended the edges and set everything in place with a special powder.

He'd need to be well powdered to withstand the heat in the gay bar this morning. Summer was cooking. And it started early in the day. Okanagan temperatures could sky-rocket by 9 am.

He packed pure white eyeshadow on the hollows under his eyes. He'd need the illusion of health to counterbalance the dark circles that were now a permanent fixture. He blinked at himself in the mirror as he finished applying it. He almost looked normal.

Some dark powder was next to create a nice deep forehead contour, then along the bridge of his nose, drawing it out along the center. He powdered under his eyes and on his beard areas, and a little bit at the top angle of his jawline, and right in the center of his forehead.

The palette of his face complete, he turned to his eyebrows. He used ash-colored eyeshadow to start the shape of a new brow. He introduced a darker color with a smaller brush to give them more dimension, then switched to a liquid eyebrow liner to increase the number of eyebrow lines.

Black liquid eyeliner was next. Cole liked a thick cat-eye effect. He painted one eye, then used the same eyeliner to carve a soft line along the top of his lid, and then blended it out with medium brown eyeshadow. He took a deeper brown and continued to create the definition.

Cole pulled out his eyeshadow palette and chose a silver glitter eyeshadow. He pressed a coating of it onto this eyelid. He used a touch of white eyeshadow just under his eyebrow, then added black liner under his eye, and blended it out with brown shadow.

He moved to the other eye and repeated the entire process. It was time-consuming but worth it. It gave his eyes a truly feminine look.

He gripped his makeup table and closed his eyes for a second as the room seemed to spin. It was possible he was still drunk from last night and he'd just added fuel to that.

Cole took a deep breath and went back to work. He curled his lashes, added some mascara, and then used tweezers to lift a false eyelash. He applied the glue and popped it on one eye and then repeated it for the other. He turned his head back and forth, looking at himself, blinking, fluttering the long lashes. Even he could admit, he was stunning. He picked up the liquid eyeliner and added some bottom lashes toward the inside of his eye to make up for the shortcoming.

Better.

His green eyes stared back at him.

He had to look away.

He blended his entire face with a large brush and then opened a light-colored powdered blush and used it on his cheeks, temples, and a small touch on the end of his nose. He used a highlighter just under the outside of his eyes and then created a soft line down the center of his nose.

Cole looked at his chest in the mirror. He added a little highlighter to emphasize the center of his chest to create some cleavage between his man-titties. He cupped his pecs with his hands and lifted them, imagining what it would be like to have actual breasts. Not that he wanted them. He was thrilled to be a gay man in a virile man's body. It was just a ponderance, breasts.

He added a warmer blush to his cheekbones, softening his face, and then a few soft dots of dark shadow across his cheeks and over his nose to create some natural skin texture. He dusted it all with a brush. Next were his lips. He used dark crimson lipstick liner to create a cupid's bow and then moved to below his lip to create an exaggerated lip. He filled in his lips with the lip liner.

He turned his head back and forth, then added a lighter color along the center of his lips. He topped it all off with a gloss. He sighed as he finished. He looked good overall.

Not like someone who was crashing and had only had 5 hours of sleep.

Cole went in search of the lavender blond wig that was straight-cut glamor all the way to his waist. He'd spent significant time with a straightening iron getting it completely flat. Usually, he had a stylist handle his wigs but he was broke at the moment. Family stuff.

He placed some double-sided tap along what would be his hairline, then pulled on the wig and set it in place with spray-on glue and a hairdryer.

His look was complete.

Trixie Lamour was born and ready to party.

He had to think about what outfit he was going to wear. With a skirt, he could go lightly tucked. With a bodysuit, he had to hide his cock completely.

He felt like punishing himself.

Bodysuit it was.

Cole went to the bathroom and used a razor to make sure he was shaved well enough that the tuck tape wouldn't have anything long to stick to. Outright pain wasn't on his agenda.

He made sure to empty his bladder. It would be hours until he could use the washroom again unless it was an emergency. He would not be having coffee this morning.

He kept his tucking supplies in the bathroom so he could use them in front of the mirror. He started by rolling some tubular gauze over his penis, twisted the gauze while it was halfway down then folded it over on itself and completed capping the tip of his cock.

Next came the tuck tape. Cole used specially designed tape in the shape of a pyramid with a long tail at the peak. He peeled away part of the backing paper and stuck the wide exposed sticky tape to his pubic area just above his shaft. Not his favorite part, but he reached between his legs from the back with one hand and pushed his testicles into the cavity they had descended from in utero. Then flattened his penis between his legs and held the entire thing in place.

He switched hands so he was holding everything from the front. He removed the rest of the backing paper and while pulling firm, he taped his penis in place, yanked the tape up between his butt cheeks, and pressed the thinner tape end to his skin at the small of his back.

He looked at himself in the mirror. If you didn't know better, you'd think he'd had his cock removed ... and that would be a damn crying shame. He loved his cock. Loved when men sucked on it and deep-throated it. Loved fucking a guy's hole with it. Loved cumming all over himself.

The dirtier, the better. He loved it all.

His cock stirred, so Cole redirected his thoughts to unpleasant things to calm it down. He had a shit-load of paperwork to do. His dad had passed away three weeks ago, leaving everything to his mom and naming her as executor of his will. But his mom had dementia which meant Cole had to enact the power of attorney provision set up for his mom. Then move forward from there.

He had been named as the alternate executor of his dad's estate ... so there was that. And then their house. His mom had been placed in long-term care four months back. With his dad gone, there was no one living there. Cole had to make a decision. Sell it or rent it out.

It was almost more stress than he could handle.

He looked at the racks of costumes clogging his living room. It was impossible to sit down anywhere anymore. Along with the racks of clothes were piles of shoes, shelves of wigs on mannequin heads,  trays of jewelry, and an assortment of foam hips pads and silicone boobs.

Sometime in the last year, his collection had spilled out of his second bedroom into the main space. Sometime after his husband had given up on him and walked out of his life.

Spouting something about Cole being a drunken mess.

He wasn't wrong.

Cole chose his costume. It was covered in purple and silver sequins. It was heavy but it fit well. He pulled on his tights first and padded his hips slightly. He didn't like the overdone hips some of the girls sported. He liked a more natural effect. He shimmied the bodysuit into place and scratched his arms to bits as he fed them through the shoulder straps.

Costume in place, he grabbed a couple of silicone chicken cutlets and used them to fill out his outfit in the chest area and push up what little flesh he had on his pecs into a breast-like shape.

He scanned through his shoes. He didn't want a repeat of last night. He felt unsteady on his feet. He chose a pair of silver, sparkly, three-inch heels. They were safer than platform heels.

Cole looked at his phone. He had an hour. He should've eaten before getting ready. Now his stomach was objecting but he didn't want to mess up his lips. He snagged a boxed protein shake from the fridge, popped a straw in it, and drank the whole thing. That would have to do for now.

He rehearsed some of his ideas for banter with the crowd in his head. Mostly, it came naturally, spilling out of his mouth without much thought. He had to be careful at brunch, though. Entertaining a bunch of straight women, stagette parties, and straight couples—the bread and butter of drag brunch—was infinitely different from entertaining a club full of queers at night.

Not that the banter wouldn't become sexual. It always did with him. He liked to tease the shy ones. Elicit brash responses from the brave ones. And generally have everyone laughing.

It was a skill.

And Cole had it in spades.

No.

Trixie Lamour had it in spades. He just facilitated it.

It carried into his real life as well. He had a quick tongue that he used to keep everyone at bay. People never got to know the real Cole. The shy, sensitive Cole. The one with feelings.

The Cole who currently had the weight of the world on his shoulders.
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Chapter Two | Noah
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Noah closed the door of his office. He needed to be alone for a few minutes. The morning had been meeting after meeting. In the afternoon, he might be able to get the stacks of paperwork done. He had three probate files on the go. Plus his usual workload of will and power of attorney preparation. His week had been brutal. He was actually looking forward to the weekend.

He flipped open the wedding invitation on his desk. It had been unexpected. He hadn't talked to Debbie in years. She and her fiance, Naomi, had decided to host a wedding slash mini-high school reunion. The response had been well ... sparse because of the location.

The event was happening in the Kootenays in Kaslo, BC on an old farm of sorts near a deep glacier-fed lake surrounded by jutting mountaintops. Kaslo was a small town with a population of one thousand and forty-nine people that swelled in summer. The brides to be had rented a resort in the middle of a heavily forested area, away from any major civilization.

It was just what Noah needed. Time in nature. One of his favorite hobbies was camping. British Columbia had so much to offer when it came to campsites and varied landscapes. From rolling arid deserts to rugged Pacific coastlines to thick mountainous rainforests.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





