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Chapter One

 


Mark Twain once said he never let college
interfere with his education. It’s a cute little ditty but true,
one I can personally attest to, for my collegiate experience
involved so much more than the simple pursuit of academic
excellence. The four years I spent at the University of Wisconsin
at Madison turned out to be a rather unique and formative period in
my life in ways that, even today, adds new meaning to the trite old
saying that fact is stranger than fiction.

My name is, or I should say was, Andrew
Justin Newly. That, like so much else, changed at college. Now,
before going any further, I must make perfectly clear that the
chain of events that made my freshman year so pivotal in my life
and laid the groundwork for what followed was never really beyond
my control. The choices I made were mine, all mine. Nothing was
ever forced upon me. The most anyone ever had to do was to make a
suggestion or give me a friendly nudge every now and then as I
journeyed along a path that I’d often dreamed of following but had
never found the courage I needed to set out upon. Were it not for
Sarah Rendell, Tina Anderson, Kathy Shaw, and Kay Monroe, four
girls who were to play a major roles in my most unusual journey, I
expect I never would have even tried.

For as long as I can remember, I found myself
fascinated by girls like Sarah, Tina, Kathy, and Kay, but not in
the way other boys my age were. Like the girls I grew up with, they
seemed to live in a world apart, one that was far more intriguing
and fun than the mundane life nature, chromosomes, and the mythical
Fates who decide a person’s destiny had consigned me to.
Unfortunately, it was the sort of thing I found myself unable to
discuss with my friends or my parents, as much out of fear of
consequences I’d suffer if I did so as by what would become of me
if I dared to stray outside the accepted bounds of the society to
which I belonged. Perhaps if I lived in San Francisco or some such
place, I could have found a way to explore my fascination with the
female gender. But I didn’t. So, my strange affinity for all things
feminine became a dark desire that I often pondered, but never
explored. I’d like to think I was simply being realistic, a
character trait I inherited from both of my socially conscious and
very successful parents. Be that as it may, when the time came for
me to head off to college, I had no doubt that I would continue on
as I always had, curious but very, very careful to keep the allure
I felt for the world of females to myself. It didn’t take all that
long for that strategy to begin to unravel.

It all started out innocently enough. There
was no dramatic or sudden moment of truth. I wasn’t bowled over by
a bolt out of the blue or experienced a sudden epiphany. Nor did I
engage in any long, drawn out, and tortured Hamlet-like
soliloquies, endlessly pacing back and forth across my tiny room
with my head bowed and hands clasped behind my back, muttering, “To
be, or not to be.” Like so many things in life, it just sort of
happened. In fact, whenever I look back at it all, the whole
process started out as nothing more than a lark, a silly prank,
dreamed up by a group of friends who were out to do little more
than prove a point.

~

 


I expect my experience during my first
semester at college was no different than it was for most kids who
were off on their own for the first time in their lives, a period
that was little more than a blur. It was a time when I suddenly
found myself exposed to a cacophony of experiences that I had
little time to sort out and assimilate, much less enjoy. Unlike
grammar school, middle school, and high school, where a person is
slowly weaned off of one system and introduced to another, along
with a band of trusted friends, that first semester as a freshman
was akin to being thrown off the high board into the deep end of
the pool, a pool chilled to a brisk 34 degrees Fahrenheit. For me,
it was quite a shock, one I found to be especially cruel after
having recently been a high school senior, the top of the heap in a
familiar school, surrounded by kids with whom I had grown up.

Like most of my fellow freshmen, I managed to
survive those first few months, but not without a fair amount of
thrashing and fumbling about. Bit by bit, I managed to develop the
skills I needed to survive and, to a degree, flourish in this
strange new world in which I found myself, one that had few rules
governing the conduct of myself or my fellow students. For, unlike
high school, where the inmates were still watched over by parents
and a faculty firmly anchored to a community governed by shared
norms, college affords its students endless opportunities to
jettison the social conventions of their parents and try things
they’d never dared to try before. It was during this turbulent and
most wondrous period that I came to accept that what Mark Twain had
said was true, college was more than a diploma mill, a rite of
passage I needed to endure. It was a place where I had the freedom
to find out just who Andrew Justin Newly really was, provided, of
course, I found the courage to do so.

~

 


One of the most daunting challenges I faced
during my first semester at college concerned my living
arrangements. Before the first month was out, I had come to the
conclusion that dorm life was not for me. While it had its moments,
and it did allow me to meet all sorts of new and, I dare say,
interesting people, it was like living in the terminal of a busy
and rather unkempt midtown bus station. There was no privacy at
all, something I cherished. That little quirk, as well as my
roommate’s habits, convinced me that I needed to find other
accommodations, and fast.

It’s not that Fred was evil or anything. On
the contrary, he was no different than the rest of us on the floor;
a young male who had been condemned to four years of higher
education. Intellectually, he was very much like me, above average,
able to grasp new and complex ideas with ease, and eager to make
his mark academically. In his case, this was definitely a plus
since he hadn’t quite made up his mind as to whether he wanted to
be a doctor or a lawyer. When I asked him, on the first day we met,
how he could be torn between two professions that were so
diametrically opposed to each other, he flashed an impish smile
that was something of a trademark for him and laughed.

“One way or the other, Andy, me boy, I’m
going to make money, either from patients who are foolish enough to
trust their lives to me or the poor schmuck doctors who didn’t
quite deserve the trust they were given.”

Had Fred been a bit more domesticated,
there’s a chance we just might have gotten along famously as
roomies and become the sort of friends that would have made the
hardships of dorm life worth enduring. Unfortunately, when not in
public, Fred’s social graces and habits would have made a goat gag.
Sharing a room with him was like living at Ground Zero. Now, I’ll
be the first to admit that I wasn’t the neatest person in the world
at the time, but, in comparison to Fred and some of the other guys
who lived on that floor, I could have been a poster boy for
Better Homes and Gardens. Having grown up in an average
middle class suburban neighborhood, I never had the opportunity to
see a real pigsty. Yet, within two weeks, I came to appreciate that
I was living in one. How Fred managed to reach into his
ever-present pile of rumpled clothing every morning and find
something that allowed him to leave the room looking every inch Joe
Cool College never failed to amaze me. By Thanksgiving, after
spending a blissful weekend back home in a room where I could cross
the floor without becoming entangled in a pair of Jockey shorts
that were well on the way to biodegrading, I made up my mind I
needed to get my own apartment.

It was this quest for a spot of privacy and a
place where I could rest my head free of the fear of being attacked
by an alien life form that had found a home in one of the heaps
Fred seemed so fond of that led me to taking a job as a waiter at
O’Shanahan’s. For while my parents were sympathetic to my needs,
they were unwilling to provide the extra money I would need to pay
for an apartment. My father seized upon this occasion to teach me
an important life lesson, the kind parents love to inflict upon
their issue. When I approached him with the idea, he pointed out
that we had agreed on a budget, one that included the cost of the
dorm but didn’t come anywhere close to enough to cover an
apartment. It took a fair amount of maternal intervention, as well
as shameless pleading on my part, to finally work out a deal that I
could live with, and my father would accept. Eventually, it was
decided that if I could make up the difference that an apartment
would cost, my father was more than willing to continue providing
the previously agreed upon amount he’d allocated to me for a dorm
room. Hence, the job at O’Shanahan’s, one I was able to secure
thanks to Sarah Rendell, a girl Fred was seeing at the time.

O’Shanahan’s was a good place for a college
student to work. It was one of those combination restaurant and
tavern run by a manager who was willing to work with the students,
who made up most of its wait staff, when it came to their
schedules. This benefit came at a price. Being an upscale Irish Pub
that catered to the sort of people one finds in a city like
Madison, there were strict rules governing the personal appearance,
dress, and conduct of the wait staff. These issues were quite
important to the owner since O’Shanahan’s cliental consisted mainly
of lawyers, doctors, lawyers, businessmen, lawyers, lobbyists,
lawyers, politicians, and, of course, lawyers. All were
professional types who were self-assured, confident, type-A
personalities. Many, if not most, were male, males with egos that
were nearly as large as their portfolios and expense accounts. None
of them gave a second thought when it came time to pay the sort of
prices O’Shanahan’s charged for everything from high-end, imported
beers and wines to the catch of the day. In return, they expected
to be served by a wait staff that was well-groomed, responsive to
their every need, and courteous to a fault.

To make sure we all met these standards,
O’Shanahan’s supplied our uniforms, which was a great deal for
those of us who were college students since we didn’t have to put
out for them ourselves. For the male waiters, this consisted of a
well-starched, buttoned-down, white shirt worn with a black tie,
and black, well-pressed slacks. The girls weren’t quite as lucky.
Their outfit consisted of a blouse woven from a softer and silkier
material with billowy sleeves and an open collar that dipped
dangerously low. And, instead of slacks, they wore skirts that
tended to be tighter and shorter than most of the girls who worked
there would have picked for themselves if they’d had an option to
do so. In addition to restricting their stride, the skirts forced
them to take great care when bending over. And, as if that wasn’t
bad enough, they also had to wear heels. While they weren’t
particularly high as heels go, averaging a tad over two inches,
they were high enough to leave the poor girls all but lame and
footsore after an evening of scurrying about between the kitchen,
the bar, and their tables.

Being the sort that paid attention to
people’s behavior, particularly the way females conducted
themselves, it wasn’t long before I found myself wondering if the
difference in how the hard-charging alpha types, who frequented
O’Shanahan’s, treated the wait staff was due to our personalities,
how we went about our jobs, or something as simple as what we were
wearing. Whereas my customers never seemed to notice me as they
schmoozed clients or lobbied politicians over lunch, enjoyed a late
afternoon drink after a hard day in the trenches, or spent a
leisurely evening out on the town parading their current trophy
wife about, they all but fawned over Kathy Shaw, a perky little red
head who had the sort of charm that could brighten up even the
gloomiest day. I don’t know how many times I saw customers of hers
interrupting conversations whenever Kathy showed up at their table,
just to flirt with her. I wasn’t the only one who noticed this
difference.

It goes without saying that the vast majority
of O’Shanahan’s clientele were nothing at all like the socially
conscious intellectuals who taught at the college or even my
parents, good people but people who never came across a liberal
cause they weren’t willing to champion. Instead of dreaming of the
day when the Age of Aquarius would dawn once more, O’Shanahan’s
patrons were creatures who lived in the real world and made it go
round and round. They had money, power, and influence, which, to
them, were all pretty much one in the same. They used these assets
to make things happen. In the process of doing so, they rewarded
those who catered to their needs in a manner they felt befit their
status, whether or not that status was deserved or merely presumed.
Hence, part of the attraction to O’Shanahan’s for a young college
student, such as myself, was not the microscopic salary that Henry
Weir, the man who ran the place, paid us, but the tips we received
from men who were very conscious of their image and appreciative of
those who helped them cultivate it. It was a question of tips and
who received the most that served as my gateway to a different sort
of education, one that had nothing at all to do with college.

~

 


As with so many great journeys of discovery,
mine started with a simple observation I made one Friday evening in
February of my freshmen year. After the final bitter-enders had
been shooed out the door by Henry, and those of us who’d been
waiting on them all evening were finished cleaning off our assigned
tables and setting them up for the next day’s lunch crowd, we
gathered at the bar as was our habit to sort our tips and exchange
the fists full of coins and singles for larger, more manageable
denominations while enjoying an unhurried and refreshing drink.
Like most Friday nights, this one had been a long one, when the
afterwork crowd merged seamlessly with those who dropped by for
dinner with the wife/girlfriend/domestic partner/friends. Days like
that made for a lot of work, few breaks, and a fairly decent haul
of tips.

Gathered at the bar, those who made up the
evening wait staff sat in silence, slowly sipping sodas the
bartender offered up without having to be asked while sorting
sticky change and wads of crumpled bills that had been left behind
among the dirty plates and soggy placemats. After cashing in this
haul and going over to Henry to collect those tips that had been
put on a charge card, I returned to the bar, climbed back up on my
stool, and did some quick calculations on the back of a blank order
form. When I was finished, I sat up and studied the scrawled
numbers.

Sarah Rendell, the girl my former roommate
was dating and who had helped me get this job, stopped sorting her
tips and looked down the bar to where I sat sporting a worried
expression.

“What’s the matter Andy? Did you get
stiffed?”

I hesitated for a moment as I went over my
calculations just to make sure I hadn’t made an error.

“No, not once tonight.”

“Then, what’s with the long face? Cheap
customers?”

“No more than usual, I guess. No, it’s just
that I don’t see how I’m going to make ends meet. I barely covered
last month’s rent by using some money I got over Christmas from my
grandparents. But that’s pretty much gone. If things don’t pick up
here, I’m sunk.”

Off to my right, at the end of the bar, Carl
Reed, the only other male waiter who was on that night looked up at
me and grinned.

“Well, good buddy, looks like you’re either
going to have to find yourself another job or a more affordable
place where you can rest your weary little head.”

Rolling my eyes, I sneered.

“The only thing out there that’s cheaper than
the place I’m in now is a refrigerator shipping crate. And the idea
of working two jobs with the course load I’m carrying is definitely
a non-starter.”

“You can always give up sleeping,” Carl
replied doing his best to look as if he was being serious. “It’s
either that or back to the dorms for you, amigo.”

The very thought of moving back into the
student dorms only added to the gloom that had been brought on by
my woeful financial situation.

“That,” I stated rather crisply, “is not an
option.”

Seated next to me was Kathy Shaw, a
psychology major who had something akin to a photographic memory
and the ability to bounce back and forth between half a dozen
conversations without missing a beat along the way. Pausing, she
glanced up from the pile of bills she had been sorting and
smiled.

“You can always get yourself a roommate or
two and split the costs. That’s how I’m able to afford living off
campus.”

I looked at Kathy for a moment. I had
considered that option but had quickly rejected it lest I find
myself saddled with another Fred. As I sat there gazing at her, I
momentarily forgot about my problem and just stared, for she was
the sort of person at whom anyone, male or female, enjoyed looking.
There was no one thing about her face, her hair, or her figure that
stood out. It was everything about her, the way the whole package
was put together and the manner with which she conducted herself
that turned heads wherever she went. I found my mind wandering as I
tried to figure out how she managed to be so together despite six
hours of racing from one table to the next. It was just one of the
things about women that made them so fascinating to me.

“I expect a roommate would make all the
difference,” she continued, thinking as she did so that I was
paying attention to what she was saying.

Her mention of a roommate brought my
wandering mind back from the tangent onto which it had veered.
Though it was hard to do so, I turned my face away and, once more,
stared at the figures I’d jotted down on the blank order form.

“Don’t get me wrong Kathy,” I muttered
apologetically. “It’s a great idea, but one that would defeat my
whole reason for moving out of the dorm.”

Reaching over, she placed a hand on my arm in
an effort to reassure and comfort me. My response was rather
reflexive. With a start, my head snapped about as my eyes became
riveted on a small hand that was almost as white as the sleeve of
the shirt it was resting upon. Embarrassed by my reaction but not
wanting her to see the blush that was rising in my cheeks, I
averted my eyes over to the piles of cash she had been sorting.
Seeing an opportunity to change the subject, I managed to muster up
a weak but passable whistle.

“Wow! I can see you have no problem when it
comes to finances. That’s got to be at least double what I took in
tonight.”

Flashing her perky little smile, Kathy
corrected me without thinking while giving my arm a friendly little
pat.

“Oh, at least that. It’ll probably turn out
to be more like triple.”

Only when she noticed my pained expression
did she pull her hand away as she hastened to undue the hurt.

“Well, maybe it isn’t quite that much. I
mean, this all looks like a lot but…”

Now, it was my turn to make a gesture.

“There’s no need to apologize or be sorry for
doing as well as you do. I mean, if I worked as hard as you, I’m
sure I’d be right up there when it came to tips”

From his end of the bar, Carl guffawed.

“Dream on. You could work you’re little
hoofies to the quick, and Kathy would still put you to shame when
it came time to tally the evening’s haul. Face it, Andy, me boy,
with the assets that Kathy has working for her, it’s no wonder she
puts a couple of sorry sods like you and I to shame when it comes
to tips.”

From where she sat, off to our left, Sarah
gave Carl the sort of look I referred to as her “mom” look.

“And what, exactly, is that supposed to
mean?” she asked in a tone that matched her expression.

Carl was one of the most unflappable people I
had ever met. He could withstand the most withering critique or
disparaging remark and come back with a quick retort that was
neither bitter nor harsh. As he returned Sarah’s scathing glare, he
waved his hand over his tips, then pointed at her pile.

“I’m just stating the obvious, dear girl.
It’s no secret that the fairer sex always does better than wretched
scum like Andy and I when it comes to tips.”

“Maybe if you were a bit more charming, you’d
do better,” Sarah replied.

Her comment caused Carl to chuckle.

“Honey child,” he stated using a mock
southern accent like the one we had all heard Sarah effect when she
was playing up to a man who looked as if he was a big tipper,
“unlike you, I’m afraid most gentlemen don’t appreciate it when I
stick my little titties in their ear while serving them.”

Despite my dismal plight, I couldn’t keep
from laughing, a response that only served to fuel Sarah’s growing
anger.

“Did anyone ever tell you that you’re a
pig?”

Like a mischievous child who’d been found
out, Kathy tucked her head between her shoulders as her cheeks
turned beet red. Looking over at Sarah out of the corner of her
eyes, she sighed.

“But it’s true, you know. We both flirt
shamelessly with men when we think there’s a chance that they’ll
give us better tips.”

Unwilling to concede the point, Sarah became
more adamant, slapping the flat of her hand on the bar to add
emphasis to her argument.

“That’s bull,” she exclaimed to the three of
us. “The fact that Kathy and I are female makes absolutely no
difference when it comes to the tips we receive.”

“Yeah,” Carl smirked, “and being Catholic
doesn’t matter in deciding who the next Pope will be.”

At this, both Kathy and I glanced at each
other. Leaning over, I whispered in her ear.

“Maybe we should get out of the line of
fire.”

“Go ahead, slither away,” Sarah snapped
overhearing my remark.

Looking up at her, I smiled politely.

“You better believe I’m going to tuck tail
and run. I don’t need to take a semester of applied logic to know
there’s no point in becoming involved in an argument in which there
can never be a resolution.”

“What do you mean?”

With a shrug, I lifted my soda and took a
long sip before answering her, using the time to formulate a
response that wouldn’t add fuel to the fire Carl seemed hellbent on
stoking.

“What I mean to say is that there is no way
of proving or disproving Carl’s supposition.”

Sarah was a business major, a young woman
with a head for numbers and an aggressive, take no prisoners
attitude that would one day be more than a match for even the most
ruthless corporate Hun. Having been riled by Carl’s comments, Sarah
refused to let the subject drop, not until she’d won.

“Who said we can’t prove he’s wrong?”

Enjoying the sharp exchange he’d ignited,
Carl sat up, clasped his hands together, and stared at Sarah as he
leaned across the bar.

“Do tell me, Miss Rendell, how do you propose
we go about testing your opinion that gender has nothing to do with
the number of tips we each receive? Shall we take a poll?”

Jumping off his seat, Carl made his way
behind me and thrust his head between Kathy and I while placing one
hand on each of our shoulders. He then began to address an
imaginary patron.

“Excuse me, Sir, before we serve you your
main course this evening, would you be so kind as to answer a few
questions?”

Standing upright and assuming a serious
expression that mimicked the sort sported by many of our customers,
Carl answered his own question.

“Why, of course not, my dear boy. Ask
away.”

Leaning over once more as we all did when
serving our customers, Carl continued.

“I was wondering, Sir, if you would prefer to
have your coffee served by this fine example of American manhood
seated here to my right or this charming red-headed lass who has
been endowed by her creator with a magnificent set of tatas?”

Stepping back, Carl once more took on his
customer’s expression as he carefully studied me from head to foot,
than did likewise with Kathy. Stroking his chin with his right
hand, he shook his head.

“Hmm… That’s a tough one, me boy. Let me
think on it a while.”

By now, we could no longer hold back. Not
even Sarah could keep from laughing at Carl’s antics. Straightening
up as our laughter faded, Sarah regarded Carl for a moment before
speaking.

“No, not a poll, you dolt” she stated slowly
as her eyes shifted over to where I was sitting. “I have a better
idea, one that’s based upon solid scientific methods and a little
market research.”

Placing his weight upon my shoulder and
Kathy’s, Carl lifted himself up onto his tippy toes and sniffed the
air.

“Do I smell a bet?”

“If that’s what it takes to prove you wrong,
then we’ll put some money on it,” Sarah replied crisply.

Unsure of where this was going, I became a
bit concerned at the mere thought of risking some of my hard-earned
tips.

“We? Who is this mythical we you’re
talking about?” I asked anxiously.

“All of us,” Sarah stated with an air of
confidence that sounded more like an order. “It will be fun. And if
your partner in crime is right, quite profitable for you as
well.”

Being the son of a businessman and a student
in desperate need of money, my ears perked up.

“Okay, so what’s the deal?”

Looking about, Sarah hesitated. Leaning over
the bar, she whispered to the three of us.

“Not here. We’ll talk about this later, at my
place.”



Chapter Two

 


On weekend nights, when there was no need to
tumble out of bed and rush off to class early the next day, it was
customary for us to gather at Sarah’s apartment to watch a DVD
while munching on whatever snack food we could find and generally
vegging out. On this night, however, Sarah had something very
different in mind as we trudged over to her place. Since my own
small apartment happened to be in the same building, it was not at
all unusual for her to send me scampering back to my hovel to fetch
whatever food or drinks I had on hand when our little late-night
gatherings depleted her meager stock of junk food. On this night,
Sarah didn’t even bother checking her cabinets before informing me,
as we were entering the foyer of our building, that she didn’t have
much of anything. Knowing that I didn’t either, I stopped at the
door and looked over my shoulder at her. “Well, I guess that makes
two of us.”

Mustering up the sweetest smile she could,
Sarah batted her lashes as she reached out and placed a hand on my
forearm.

“In that case, Andy, would you be a dear and
run down to the convenience store and see what sort of goodies they
have?”

Since money was something of which I was
always in short supply and spending what I had on chips and popcorn
was not the most efficient use of the funds I did have, I felt like
responding with a hearty, “Hell no.”

Unfortunately, I found I had to change my
priorities when three doleful faces turned their tired, pleading
eyes toward where I was standing. Sensing any effort on my part to
protest would be futile, I raised my hands in mock surrender before
dutifully tromping back out into the cold night air. From the
doorway of the apartment building, Carl reminded me not to get the
cheap stuff.

“Some of us still have taste palettes, you
know.”

I spent far more time at the store gathering
up the sort of fare that would satisfy my friends as well as Cindy
Wells, Sarah’s roommate, than I should have. It wasn’t that I
needed the time to ponder the selection. It’s just that every time
I picked something up, I instinctively looked at the price and
mumbled something like, “There goes that tip,” or, “This is worth
forty-five minutes of busting my butt.”

You see, when every dollar you earn makes a
difference, it’s hard to part with them on frivolous things, like
nachos and chips. Still, there are some things that are more
important than money, like avoiding the sort of grief I would have
to endure if I came back empty-handed. Of course, had I known what
was going on in my absence, I would have been a lot less careful
about making my selections and hustled back to Sarah’s at the
double quick.

I knew right off that something was awry the
moment Sarah opened the door and let me in. For, instead of being
hailed as the conquering hero, the expressions on everyone’s faces
made me feel like a Christian who was being shepherded into the
lions’ den at feeding time. Once inside, I did my best to make
light of the terrible feeling I had by blurting out a simple,
“What?”

From her perch on the corner of a sofa, Cindy
broke the silence. Wearing a sly smile, she nodded without ever
taking her eyes off of me.

“Oh yes, I see what you mean, Sarah.”

Having no idea what it was Cindy was talking
about and feeling rather uncomfortable with the situation, I walked
across the room as casually as I could and set the bags of goodies
on the beat-up coffee table before slipping my jacket off. Behind
my back, I heard Kathy and Cindy whisper to each other, then
giggle.

Turning sharply, I looked about the room.

“Okay, what’s going on?”

After exchanging quick glances with Sarah,
Carl snickered.

“It’s your idea, madam chairwoman,” he
intoned mockingly. “I suggest you lay on some of those heavy-duty
communications skills you’ve been acquiring in the business
department and sell Andy on your scathingly brilliant idea. Though
don’t be too upset if he tells you to do something unnatural with
them,” he added while sporting a cheeky grin.

Ignoring Carl’s taunts, Sarah turned toward
me and took a moment to study my face before speaking. Only later
did I come to appreciate that it wasn’t my expression she was
gauging.

“As you recall, we all agreed to a wager. Is
that correct?”

Looking about the room before answering, I
got the sneaky feeling that, in my absence, a plan of some sort had
been decided upon, one that involved me.

“Yes,” I replied cautiously. “We did. If
memory serves me right, it concerned tips.”

“To be precise,” Sarah continued, “the
question under consideration is whether or not we girls, Kathy and
I, make more in tips from our customers simply because we are
females.”

Sitting on the floor on an oversized pillow,
Carl hoisted the glass of wine he had been sipping from in a mock
salute to Sarah.

“It’s true you know. Tits equal tips. The
larger the former, the greater the latter.”

Unable to ignore his taunt, Sarah took a
moment to reach over to where Carl was sitting and gave him a quick
slap on the back of his head before turning her full attention back
toward me.

“While you were gone, we discussed how best
to test Carl’s rather crudely stated supposition,” she stated while
regarding him with a withering gaze in an effort to warn him to
keep silent.

It did her little good as Carl once more cut
in.

“As well as the amount of the bet. Can’t
leave that out now, can we?”

Doing her best to ignore him, Sarah pressed
on.

“There is no way to do a side-by-side
comparison, as one would do when testing a product while conducting
marketing research. And we certainly can’t do any sort of blind
test.”

“Of course, if the customer does happen to be
blind, their handicap could very well prove to be a blessing,” Carl
quibbled as he teetered on the edge of crumpling up on the floor in
a fit of laughter.

This time Carl was quicker than Sarah,
pulling away from her before she could administer a well-deserved
slap up the side of his head. Instead, she had to settle for a
rather scathing glance.

“Do you want me to continue? Or would you
prefer we drop the whole thing right here and now?”

Unable to hold back any longer, Carl broke
out in a fit of laughter as he rolled over onto the floor, shaking
his head as he waved his free hand at Sarah.

“I’m sorry,” he cried out as tears of
laughter streamed down his cheeks. “I’m sorry. Please, do go
on.”

Sarah paused and took a deep breath as she
gathered her thoughts. From her corner of the sofa Kathy took up
the slack.

“Perhaps you’d like to sit down, Andy. You
must be tired after a long night on your feet and a trip to the
store.”

“No, no. I’m fine. I think I’ll take this
standing up.”

Once more, Carl found he was unable to hold
back. Grabbing his sides, he rolled completely off his pillow,
laughing hysterically as he slapped the floor with his hand.

“Atta boy, Andy,” he howled. “Take it like a
man.”

In one swift motion, Sarah pulled the pillow
she had been leaning against and threw it across the room at
Carl.

“You can be such an ass.”

After taking a moment to collect himself and
wipe the tears from his eyes, Carl once more pleaded for
forgiveness.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

By now, even I was starting to become just as
annoyed at Carl’s interruptions as Sarah was.

“For Christ’s sake, Carl. Will you shut up
and let her finish?”

“Yes ma’am. I’ll hush. Whatever you say
ma’am.”

At first, I thought he was addressing Sarah.
Just how wrong I was quickly became apparent.

When she was ready to continue and as quickly
as she could lest Carl derail her train of thought once more, Sarah
laid out what they’d discussed and agreed to in my absence.

“In order to accurately measure the
difference a person’s sex makes when it comes to the amount of
their tips, it will be necessary for someone who’s been working
there as a waiter to, ah, well…”

Like a thunderclap, it struck me. My
expression must have betrayed my shock for Carl once more broke out
into a fit of laughter. Without allowing myself an opportunity to
consider the issue, I instinctively responded as I always had when
my masculinity was called into question.

“No way! There is no way in hell I’m
going to do something like that.”

To everyone’s surprise, it was Kathy who
spoke up next. Jumping onto her feet, she rushed across the room to
where I was standing, placing one hand on my forearm and another on
my shoulder as she looked into my eyes.

“Oh Andy, don’t be like this. It’ll be fun.
We could all learn a lot from this.”

“Like what?”

“Well,” she continued, looking up at me
through her lashes, “I imagine at some point you’re going to have
to take at least one semester’s worth of physiology and human
behavior. What better way is there to learn about how people
respond to someone of a different sex then to experience it for
yourself?”

Ignoring everyone else, I stood there rooted
to the spot, staring into Kathy’s big green eyes. Unhinged by her
proximity and the sensation of having her soft hand clasping my
forearm, I found myself quite unable to speak. Taking advantage of
this, Sarah explained the deal.

“If you guys are right, and it can be proven
beyond a reasonable doubt that gender does make a difference when
it comes to tips, Kathy and I will hand over all of the tips we
take in for one month.”

Unable to help myself, the analytical side of
my brain kicked in, computing the approximate size of her wager.
Astonished by the resulting figure, I asked her what would happen
if there was no discernable difference. Sporting a coy, little
smile, Sarah shrugged.

“Then, we, Kathy and I, will have the
pleasure of knowing we were right, and you two are little more than
misogynistic pigs.”

For the first time, Carl was serious when he
spoke.

“We can’t lose, good buddy. If we win, we
rake in cash. If they win, the only thing we’re out is our pride,
which is something you may not have very much of when this is
over.”

“Our pride? What do you mean our
pride?” I asked pointedly as I began to regain my senses and
reconsider what was being proposed. “And what do you mean when you
say we rake in the cash? I’m the one who’s going to be
dressed up like a fairy.”

Kathy lightly slapped my arm by way of
protesting my last statement.

“Andrew Newly, you are not going to be
dressed like a fairy. If this is going to work, we’re going to have
to make you as convincing as we can. After all, we’re all in this
together.”

“That’s right,” Sarah added. “Our jobs will
be on the hook as well if anyone discovers what we’re up to.”

“Especially Henry,” Carl pointed out. “I
doubt if he’d take too kindly to us peasants messing with the minds
of his precious clientele.”

“Then why risk it?” I asked plaintively as I
half-heartedly groped about in search of an excuse. “This is silly.
No, wait. This is insane, certifiably insane. The whole idea of me
trying to pass myself off as a female waiter is ludicrous. If I’m
found out, I’ll be humiliated.”

While what I was saying could very well turn
out to be true, even as I was raising my voice in protest, another
little voice in my head was telling me that I’d be a fool to say no
to the opportunity my friends were presenting me with. The idea of
finally being able to dabble in something I’d long been curious
about was beginning to take hold. Still, I knew I had to make a
show of resisting. It was both instinctive and, I expect,
anticipated.

Taking up the part of the devil’s advocate,
Carl cocked his head.

“I guess you’re right, Andy. It’ll be far
better to face the humiliation of going back to your dad, admitting
he was right, and you were wrong before moving back into the dorm,
the stinking, smelly, overcrowded, noisy dorm, where you’ll have
all the privacy of a goldfish in a bowl.”

His statement was a low blow, about as low as
it could be. But it was effective, conjuring up images and memories
that were even more repugnant to me than the idea of being
humiliated in public. They were so distasteful that I found myself
unable to think straight as my father’s smug expression, the
thought of losing my apartment, and the idea of going to bed
fearful that a heap of Fred’s dirty laundry would tumble down on
top of me during the night and bury me alive in an avalanche of
smelly socks and urine-stained underwear flashed through my
brain.

Ever so slowly, those frightful images faded
as another thought slowly began to worm its way to the fore, one I
had kept locked away deep within in me for as long as I could
recall. For the first time in my life, I was being offered an
opportunity to explore a world that had always fascinated me. It
was a chance of a lifetime, one that was simply too good to pass
up. Unable to mount an effective counter argument, and not really
interested in doing so, even if I could have, I let my arms drop to
my side as I slowly took a seat on the sofa next to Sarah and
looked about at everyone’s expectant face.

“Okay, so what’s the plan?”



Chapter Three

 


Wasting no time, the girls began to set their
unique social experiment in motion that Saturday night. I was
midway through my shift when Henry Weir, the night manager came
over to me while I was waiting for an order to come up.

“I’m sorry to hear we’ll be losing you after
tonight,” he stated in a voice that betrayed neither regret nor
sincerity. “But I understand how things are with you kids. You’re
here to get an education, not be a waiter.”

Blindsided by his statement, I stared at him
blankly. Realizing he had caught me off guard, Henry smiled.

“Oh, don’t worry. Sarah explained everything
to me. She told me how you were reluctant to tell me, how you were
waiting until the end of the shift before doing so.”

This, as they say, was the moment of truth.
If I said nothing, I’d be committed to either playing my part in
Sarah’s harebrained little scheme or faced with a financial
disaster that would leave me literally out on the street. With my
mind racing a mile a minute, I tried to think of something to say,
some graceful way of informing Henry that I was not leaving even
though part of me was excited over the coming trial. Unfortunately,
this internal debate took too long. Before I could speak, he raised
his hand.

“It’s okay, really. After tonight, you’ll be
a free man, one who no longer has to worry about punching the clock
or putting up with businessmen and lawyers who are full of
themselves.”

Reaching out, he grabbed my hand and gave it
a firm shake. With that, he turned and walked away without ever
realizing how wrong he was about my freedom, or for that matter,
being a man.

~

 


With the stage set, it was now time to
prepare the actor, or in my case, the actress. Sunday was usually a
day I set aside for catching up on class work due the following
week as well as tending to mundane domestic chores like laundry,
cleaning the apartment, etc. That all went out the window when
Sarah informed me on our way back to our building after finishing
our shift on Saturday night that I was to be in her apartment
bright and early the next morning.

“We have a lot of work to do and not much
time. So, meet me at 9 AM sharp. Shower, shave closely, and don’t
eat breakfast beforehand.”

Trying to make light of the whole thing, I
waved my hand about in a sloppy mock salute.

“Yes, ma’am!” I bellowed as I executed
the salute.

Sarah ignored my clumsy stab at humor.
Glancing over at her, I could see the determined expression she
always wore when discussing something that was important to
her.

“Andy, please, don’t screw it up.”

“Just how important is this to you?” I asked
dropping back to my normal tone of voice. “I mean, I know there’s
money involved and all, but, other than that, I thought this was
supposed to be a prank.”

“Perhaps it is a prank as far as you and Carl
are concerned. For us, it’s different. When Kathy and I were
discussing the details of this earlier, we all came to the same
conclusion. Each of us can use this little experiment in some of
the classes we’re taking or will have to take next semester.”

Concerned this whole affair was becoming
something more involved, something bigger than I had first
imagined, I cocked my head and stared at Sarah.

“Oh? Like what?”

Sarah bowed her head slightly as she began to
explain her way out of a corner into which she’d inadvertently
painted herself.

“Well, as you know, Kathy’s majoring in
psychology. She’s got a course in human sexuality coming up that
includes all sorts of studies dealing with the difference between
men and women. Part of the course requires each student to do a
study of their own and report on it. This little experiment of ours
will be perfect.”

“Great, I’ve gone from being a poker chip to
lab rat in one fell swoop.”

Though I meant my remark to be cynical, Sarah
seemed pleased with my response. Slipping her arm about mine, she
drew closer to me as we continued to make our way along.

“I knew you’d understand,” she chirped
brightly.

Never having been intimate with me like that
before, I was a bit taken aback. Still, I managed to stay focused
on what we’d been discussing, asking her what sort of academic
benefit she would derive from our little experiment.

“In one of my classes, we’re discussing the
corporate culture and how people from different socioeconomic
backgrounds interact with each other,” she explained as she
squeezed my arm tighter. “I’m not exactly sure yet how I’ll be able
to use your experience, but I’m confident I’ll be able to figure
something out. Perhaps, a unique perspective on how a simple change
in gender can affect a business or something along those
lines.”

“You’re really serious about all this, aren’t
you?”

“Of course, I’m being serious. It’s perfect.
All I’ll have to do is prepare a questionnaire of some sort for you
to fill out as well as conduct an interview when this is all over.
I’m sure your responses will provide me with all sorts of
interesting insights that I can use in a paper. It will be great.
Besides,” she added as a devilish grin crept across her lips. “I’d
love to prove Carl wrong.”

I was tempted to say that I didn’t care about
that but didn’t. Nor was I up to admitting to Sarah, and maybe even
to myself, just how much I was also looking forward to this. In
addition to providing me with an opportunity to make some
additional money, the very thought of finally being allowed to
indulge a long-held, childhood fantasy of mine was almost too good
to be true. So, I kept my mouth shut, doing my best to keep from
smiling while walking arm-in-arm with Sarah.

~

 


At precisely nine o’clock the following
morning, after trotting down two flights of stairs to the floor
where Sarah lived, I knocked on her door. As I stood there, it
suddenly occurred to me that I had absolutely no idea what was
waiting for me on the other side. In our discussions leading up to
this moment, Sarah had never afforded me the opportunity to ask her
what, exactly, she was planning to do to get me ready for Friday. I
had no time to dwell on this oversight as she threw the door open
and greeted me with a broad smile. Before I could even manage a
friendly “Hi,” she reached out, grabbed my arm, and pulled me
in.

Once inside, I found myself struggling to
regain my balance as Sarah closed and bolted the door before
turning about in order to introduce the people I hadn’t seen during
my hasty entry.

“Andy, you already know Kathy and Cindy.”

Collecting myself, I sheepishly acknowledged
them with a nod as my full attention turned to the other two girls
in the room.

“The girl with the big brown eyes and the
down-home Southern drawl is Kay Monroe, a third-year drama major.
She’s here to help us with mannerisms, make-up, and wigs, which is
something we’re going to need since your hair is impossibly
short.”

This caused everyone in the room, including
me, to laugh although mine was more of the nervous laughter of a
condemned man.

Hoping to keep all of this as light-hearted
as possible while maintaining something of a typical male attitude
for as long as possible, I motioned at the other stranger.

“And who is the tall, strikingly good-looking
blond?”

After another round of giggles, the girl
introduced herself. Flashing a warm, friendly smile, she stood up
and crossed the room to where I was standing.

“I’m Tina, Tina Anderson. Pre-med.”

While I could understand Kay’s presence,
Tina’s announcement that she was pre-med caused me to glance over
at Sarah.

“Ah, Sarah, just how far are you planning on
taking this little experiment?”

Sarah gave me a light slap on the arm.

“Don’t be silly. Just look at her, you dolt.
She’s as tall as you are and while you’re not exactly a body
double, the two of you are close enough to be twins. Since we’re
going to need something to dress you in over the next few days
while you’re getting your act together, I asked Tina if she would
be so kind as to lend us some of her things.”

At five eight and weighing about 130 pounds,
I could see that Tina’s statuesque and very feminine figure was
close enough to my pathetically lean frame to justify Sarah’s
choice. As I was assessing her, Tina was carefully scrutinizing my
facial features. She even reached out and lightly ran her
fingertips along my cheek and chin before turning to Sarah and
giving her a quick, conspiratorial glance.

“You’re right, you know,” she stated in a low
voice. “He’s almost too pretty to be a boy.”

I guess her comment caused me to flinch, for
she was quick to add that I was a good-looking male, but not in the
traditional sense.

If she meant her last comment to be
comforting, she missed that mark by an Irish mile. Sensing my
growing discomfort, Sarah cleared her throat.

“Why don’t we get started?” she
announced.

Turning to me, she asked if I was ready.

Having no idea what, exactly I was supposed
to be ready for, I nervously shifted my weight from one foot to the
other as I looked round the room at the girls, flashing them a weak
smile.

“I guess I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”

This brought another round of nervous
chuckles that slowly died out.

“First things first,” Sarah announced. “It’s
time to shed that rather drab cocoon of yours and see what kind of
butterfly you are.”

Escorting me to her bedroom, she opened the
door and led me in. On her bed there was a pair of white panties
and a short, powder blue silk robe.

The sight of these feminine things laying
there, waiting for me, hit me like a brick. Instinctively, I froze,
an action that caught Sarah by surprise.

“What’s the matter?”

Staring at the items on her bed as if they
were a multi-headed alien creature, I tried to explain but could
only manage to stammer.

“I… well…”

Coming around me until we were face to face,
Sarah took my hands in hers.

“Andy, this can’t be some kind of farce or
drag show. If we’re going to do this, we need to do it right if
we’re going to keep anyone from being embarrassed or fired. That
means you’re going to have to look and play the role one hundred
percent. It’s going to take a lot of work and patience on all our
parts, in particular, you. It’s not easy being a girl, you
know.”

Sheepishly I peeked over her shoulder at the
garments on the bed.

“Yeah, I guess that’s just starting to dawn
on me.”

This, of course, was a lie. Still…

Sensing my hesitation, she asked if I wanted
to back out of this.

“Nothing’s happened so far. Nobody’s put
themselves out there yet. So, if you don’t feel like going through
with this, now’s the time to say so.”

I considered her words for a minute, maybe
two. Though she was giving me the opportunity to back down, the
plaintive tone of her voice, as well as a pleading look on her face
that she made no effort to hide, clearly betrayed her feelings on
the matter. That, together with the opportunity to indulge a
life-long fantasy, proved to be all too tempting. In an effort to
recapture the lighthearted mood, I sheepishly looked down at the
floor between us.

“Well, all I can say is, thank God neither
Fred nor Carl are here to witness this.”

“I made sure neither of them knew anything
about this just so they wouldn’t accidently drop by and gum up the
works,” Sarah informed me in an effort to put that fear to
rest.

“Andy, we’re not here to humiliate you or
make fun of you. Please have a little faith in us. All we want to
do is help you and…”

Now, it was Sarah’s turn to avert her eyes as
I peeked up at her.

“And?”

With a sweet little smile, the sort that is
capable of melting all resistance in the hearts of even the
strongest of males, she gazed into my eyes.

“Maybe, just maybe, we can all have some fun
while we’re doing this. Who knows? You might even manage to enjoy
this.”
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