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Author’s note




This story contains several drag performers. When out of drag, they are referred to by their real names and with their usual pronouns. When in drag, they’re referred to by drag names and pronouns. 

For example: Joel is he/him out of drag, but she/her when she’s Litera Lee. Content warning for mild transphobia and unrelated use of the word cunt because it’s a compliment in drag circles. There’s other swears too, because Aster is like that. 










  
  
Chapter One 




When I hopped off the train with my bags at the Foggy Basin station, I saw the first Rainbow Flags going up on Main Street. Talk about timing, right? All the feelings I had that moving back home was a massive slide backwards vanished, and I knew I had to run a motherfucking drag show. 

Obviously.

Naturally the year I move home after finishing college is the very first year my tiny home town of Foggy Basin has a Pride festival. Yeah, the stars aligned with a whole gay-as-fuck festival to celebrate my return. I’m just that lucky.

I’m already lucky enough to be trans, to have worked it out at such a young age and to have the world’s greatest older brother. I came out to Dillon and he took me to Target to buy boy clothes. Like, he’s actually the sweetest man on the planet. I came out to my parents and they were cool too, but they’re too busy living their dream of traveling the continent in a campervan to come home and give me a hug. It’s fine. The fact is, I’m blessed with luck and lovely people surrounding me. 

Well, aside from my so-called high school Best Friend For Life, but the less said about Harlow the better.  

Dillon — my awesome big brother — met me at the train station. He was grinning wide, he was always grinning these days thanks to his incredible fiancé, and gave me the biggest, warmest bear hug a guy could hope for. 

“Hey Aster, welcome home.” Dillon said, into my hair. 

Smelling his familiar scent and feeling the last chill of winter in the fresh country air, joy flooded me. I teared up and squeezed him extra hard. Being on T had made crying weirdly hard to do, but I could still manage it now and then. “Thanks, Dill.” 

He let me go and picked up the nearest of my suitcases. Packing up my college life to come home had been weird. Part of me wondered if I shouldn’t go to New York or move to a place in San Francisco, do the real writer’s life thing, but I was too much of a small-town boy at heart. I knew from experience visiting big cities that I got overwhelmed quickly. 

That’s actually one of the reasons I sought out an Autism diagnosis. So much noise and too many people and always something new to look at. Some folks thrived on that kind of environment. Despite wanting to, very, very much, I did not. 

I needed a town that got real quiet after eleven pm. I needed the sound of cows mooing if I walked out of the town limits. I needed green things to look at and the vast blue sky. 

The conflict in me was real, though. My soul wanted to be in the middle of New York City, ordering bagels and living in a crappy converted loft where the elevator didn’t work, scraping a meager living by selling articles to magazines, but it just wasn’t who I was. 

Accepting it was a bitter pill, but I’d done it. I was back.

I took a deep breath of Foggy Basin air and shouldered the backpack that had my laptop in it. The beautiful thing about being a writer is that it’s not location-locked. I could write anywhere, as long as I had a wifi collection. Or just like a pen and paper.

“Pride, huh?” I said as we lugged my bags to my car. 

“Yeah, exciting isn’t it? The parade’s going to start right by the grocery store. I’ve been helping out a little with organizing it. Tane’s going to do some music and we’ll have a stand at the festival grounds. Lots of healthy snacks, protein, sports drinks, that kind of thing.” 

I beamed at him. “That’s so cool. So, the grocery store isn’t marching in the parade?” 

Dillon ducked his head. “Nah, I didn’t really... I’d rather just do the stand.” 

No surprise there. Dillon loved the community and he’d do anything he could to make an event like this a success, but he wasn’t the center of attention kind. I’d got all of that gene. 

“Maybe next year I could put something together.” 

We loaded the bags into the car and climbed in. 

Sunlight caught on a rainbow flag, winking like sequins. The vague feeling I’d had since first laying eyes on the flags crystallized. What Foggy Basin’s first ever Pride Festival needed was a drag show. I didn’t have a job yet, besides helping at the family business, the Foggy Basin Grocery Store. Since I had the time, why not? 

“So, I think I mentioned, but I’ve been doing drag. Think the committee would approve me putting on a little drag show? I could bring in a performer or two from ...” I almost said back home, but now Sacramento was just the place I’d gone to school. Foggy Basin was home. “One of my friends,” I finished, a little weakly. 

My drag history was relatively recent but very in depth. 

I went to college in Sacramento and fell into the drag scene thanks to the LGBTQIA club I signed up to. Right from the start, drag fascinated me. I knew almost immediately that I didn’t just want to watch drag shows, I wanted to be up on stage. 

The fateful night of my first drag show happened on a warm February night, my first year of college. 

Picture this: I’m headed to a club, ticket on my phone, a baby queer who hadn’t worked out he was trans yet, dressed in booty shorts, a tank top and a leather harness with little angel wings on the back. In the club, I sat with one of my college friends. The music started, the performer walked on stage and my head split wide open with possibilities. 

A tall, gorgeous, blonde-wigged queen emceed the evening, getting everyone cheering and clapping. She introduced the acts, a lot of queens, yes, but also something I’d never seen before: a drag king. He was doing a cowboy act, making fun of Achey Breaky Heart and he was Hot. Not just hot but capital ‘h’ Hot. 

He strutted on stage and the crowd erupted in cheers. 

Something inside me broke. 

I didn’t just want him; I wanted to be him. 

I wanted to draw on a sharp jawline and dab on some stubble. I wanted to get on stage and have the crowd go wild for me. 

The flame ignited inside me that night wouldn’t be satisfied until I gave it a go.

Long story short, after a few more shows, I made friends with a bunch of drag performers, got ‘adopted’ by a drag daddy (the cowboy! His drag name is Thrill Pickle, so good). I learned how to do the makeup, how to dress and how to put together an act that didn’t suck. 

My drag name is Bloke Lively. I’ve performed a handful of times now, but mostly I help out at shows as a kitten, or stage hand. It’s great fun, and doesn’t require learning any dances or lyrics. I’ve been involved in multiple shows over the last year or so. 

“Almost certainly, they’re saying yes to pretty much everything,” Dillon said. “I don’t think we’ve ever had a drag show in Foggy. People would love it, right?” 

“I think so.” I watched the familiar store fronts out the passenger window as Dillon drove. “It’s a ton of fun. I could even, ooh...” I sat up, clapping my hands. “I could do an open call, maybe hold a workshop or two so people new to it could try it out?” 

Dillon raised his eyebrows and cleared his throat. “I’m not going to do drag.” 

I burst out laughing. “I wasn’t going to force you! Although, you do have gorgeous long legs for it...” 

Dillon shook his head. “I’ll be too busy with the snack stand.” His cheeks were red. He thought I was going to try and convince him. 

I took pity. “It’s fine, I only want people who are desperately excited to try it out.” 

“Okay.” Dillon nodded, then glanced at me. “And you’re a drag... king?” 

“Yeah, I know, no one’s heard of a drag king because we’re not on RuPaul.” I sighed. “But drag kings have been around since Vaudeville days.” 

“That’s cool.” 

“So, can you help with a venue for the drag show?” 

Dillon grinned. “Absolutely.” 









