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Dragging His Heels

Part One

By Deena Gomersall

Craig Danilova was out on the town with hisfriends, Rick, Mart and Phil, they had been hittingthe bars since early evening to celebrate Martstwenty Seventh birthday and the boys were in jovialmood and out for a good time.
They were making their way through a part of townthat was full of theatres, Cinemas and night clubs;one such night club, The Coconut Beach, had neonadvertisements outside showing the entertainmentfor that evening� it was cabaret which included adrag show.
�Hey! Hey! Look here guys� look at these pic-tures� cocks in frocks� look at the fucking face onthat one.� Rick called out, having stopped to look atthe illuminated posters.
�Can you imagine waking up after being pissed outof your heads the night before, finding you had one
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under your bed sheets?� Phil asked.� Getting a roundof raucous laughter.
�Hey� they aren�t all weird looking� look at thesetwo� surely that one in the red dress is a realwoman, she has tits and everything.� Mart expressedpointing to the photo he was looking at.
Craig leaned over his friends to take a closer lookfor himself, the one that Mart had indicated was themost beautiful woman he had ever seen; he was in-stantly captivated by the image.
�Ooh! Mart fancies a chick with a dick.� Philmocked.
�Fuck off, Phil. Tell me you wouldn�t say no tothat? And like I said, she will be a real chick; I betya� they do have real girls on some of these showsy�know.�
Craig was still mesmerised and couldn�t take hiseyes off of her.
�And just how do you know queens have real girlsin their shows? Phil continued pressing Mart�s but-tons.
�Well there is one way to find out, Craig suddenlysuggested, �Let�s go in and see for ourselves.� Craig,at thirty one, was the eldest of his friends and, at 6�3�he was the tallest and regarded as the leader of thegroup.
�What! I�m not paying good money to go watch abunch of ponce sissies mincing around on a stage.�Rick protested.
�Oh, come on, why not? We can have a good laughat least and a fewmore beers.� Mart backed Craig up,�Anyway, it�s my birthday so I should have the lastsay in the matter.�
With that the four friends made their way into theclub. It was well lit inside with round tables coveredwith cloths, four chairs to each table. At the front wasthe stage and the drag act was already under way.
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There was an empty table in the middle of the roomandMart and his party were shown to it by the maîtrede and their drink orders were taken.
On stage two drag queens were acting out someslapstick comedy routine. In spite of big hair and overelaborate make-up, especially around the eyes andlips, their faces looked feminine in a freaky kind ofway.
As the drinks were brought to the table by a wait-ress the men, except for Craig? Began calling out andheckling, there was immediate response from the twoqueens who used their wit to deliver quickcome-backs which had the rest of the audiencelaughing at them.
Banter continued until the end of their set andthen, as they left the stage the lighting went downand a new person entered the stage... a spotlightsuddenly illuminating the figure.
�And now, please welcome, back on stage... MissCandy Floss.�
It was her... it was the one in the photo. She wasn�tdressed as outrageously, wearing a full length gown,her make up was heavier than normal but she justlooked naturally like a beautiful woman with longstraight blonde hair piled up atop of her head.
Craig found himself applauding her on stage withthe rest of the audience while Phil and Mart arguedwhether she was a real �she� or not.
�You can see the difference� Mart was saying, andshe has the voice of a woman." Referring to the songthe performer was now singing.
�He�s miming, you goon.� Phil spat back... �And,It�s just make-up making him look like a girl... withenough make-up even an ugly toad like you could...well... no, maybe not.� Rick laughed with his twomates whilst Craig remained fixated on the stage.
�Look at her figure, bro... she has a waist, hipsand... tits.� Mart continued with his analysis.
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�Padding and corsets.�
�And how come you know so much?� Rick thenchallenged.
�Lexie watches that Rude Paul programme all thetime.� Mart answered? Referring to his wife.
�Rude Paul? I never heard of it. Oh, and what... sheforces you to watch it with her and take notes.� Philfired back. The four friends, even Craig, laughed atthe remark.
Craig then clapped and whistled as �she� went offafter the song. The two other drag queens reappearedon stage along with another; previously unseenqueen who�s eyes looked enormous from themake-up he wore.
They all wore female style clothing that no real fe-male would be seen dead in and began goofing abouton stage again. This brought about some more heck-ling from Craig�s table. Craig felt uncomfortable asother punters looked across and scowled at hisfriends� rowdiness.
The three queens were then joined by Candy, theobvious star of the show and for a finale they all gottogether to sing �sister�s�. A song apparently popularby three females, �The Beverley Sisters�, decades ago.
Candy had changed outfit to a dress that came tothe ankles but had a wide split up the front to justunder her groin and showed off a pair of long shapelylegs and the four inch stiletto heeled shoes on herfeet.
Her hair was different now, up in a high pony tailand cascading down to past her shoulders like ashimmering waterfall and she had dark eye lineraround her eyes. Craig had never seen such a visionof beauty.
After the drag show a resident DJ took over themusical entertainment and the boys stayed to guzzlea few more beers. It was in the early hours of themorning now and the nightclub would be their last
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call before each phoned separate taxis to see themhome. All but Craig were married with a young fam-ily.
Back in the apartment where he lived alone, Craigstripped off down to his boxers and collapsed into hisbed. His dreams that night would be filled with theimages of one �Miss Candy Floss�.

XxxxxX
Craig wasn�t sure what he was doing, he wasn�tsure what he hoped for, he only knew he had to seethe vision of Candy Floss again.
It was the following evening and Craig, san friends,was forming a part of the queue outside the doors ofthe Coconut Beach night club.
Being on his own this time Craig was offered to sitat a table that already had two people seated, a mar-ried couple, Daniel and Thelma. Craig was able to sitfacing the stage and he was closer to the stage, thistime, too.
He sat and watched the early part of the show thathe had missed the night before... the latter part was arepeat of that which he had seen previously.
Candy was involved quite a bit in some of the earlyroutines and, being closer, Craig could see her faceall the better and still could not detect any hint of shebeing a he.
After the show Craig talked to the couple until theyfinished their drinks and left. He still had half a glassfull and was planning on drinking it off and goinghome himself when suddenly there was a voice be-hind him.
�So, have you left your boisterous friends at homethis evening, honey?�
Looking around Craig gasped and almost fell off ofhis chair when he saw it was her... him... Candy.
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�Oh... y... you are... you are one of the performers.�He struggled to answer.
�I�m Candy... and you were here last night withthree friends, right?�
Craig was analysing the person�s voice. Soft andyet with a deeper edge than her face would suggest.Not feminine and not manly either. Craig felt a pridethat, in a room full of people, she had noticed himand remembered him.
�Yes, that�s right, I was. I must say that I feel hon-oured that one of the stars took note of me amongsteveryone else in here last night.�
�It was hard not to with all that rowdy hecklingthat was coming from your table.�
Craig�s joy of having been noticed was suddenlydashed. �Oh, uh, that wasn�t me... Honest� that wasmy friends.� He quickly defended himself.
�So you ditched them tonight and came by your-self? Then it should be us that are honoured that youcame back to watch the show two night�s running.Mind if I sit, honey? These heels are killing me.� Shegestured down to the glossy red high heels that shewas wearing.
Craig was blown away afresh, this beautiful per-former wanted to sit at his table. �Oh, hum... yes, yesof course.� Now, however, he was wondering just howlucky he should feel. If this was indeed a real, geneticfemale he would be thrilled... but what if she was ahe? A drag queen... a man dressing as a woman... aqueer... a sissy!
�So would you like to buy a lady a drink?� Candythen asked, a lovely smile forming on her red paintedlips and showing a glimpse of snowy white teeth.
�Oh... er, yes... of course. What wou...�
�I�ll have a G & T thanks honey.�
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It again occurred to him that he may be buying afellow male a drink in the way he would buy a girl adrink. He wasn�t gay, he had no real problem with ho-mosexuals but he didn�t want to be confused as beingone.
But even while he was chewing that over a waiterhad come across at the beckoning of Candy ready totake his order... the waiter already knew what Candywould drink so he was waiting of Craig�s preference.
�So, do you play in this place full time?� Craigasked as the waiter left the table.
�You mean am I resident here? No, I and some ofthe others we�re booked here for five weeks and thenwe move on to other states but, if you like dragshows, there are always drag shows in this club.�
Craig didn�t want to give a wrong impression,�Oh... uh, no... Not particularly.� He answeredquickly.
�Oh! What brought you back here two nights run-ning then?� Candy asked, lifting her glass to her lipsand taking a drink.
Craig didn�t know how to answer, not without giv-ing the true reason away; instead his face just beganto flush in embarrassment.
Candy was quick to pick up the signs; she was flat-tered but didn�t want to make the poor man feel un-comfortable.
�The act here finishes this weekend actually. Thegirls and I will split up; I personally will be going overto North Dakota from here.�
Craig was shocked. �North Dakota! Oh, I thoughtyou were probably based here in Carson.�
Candy laughed lightly. �Heavens no, unless theyare locals and resident, Drag Queens work all overthe States and some such as me are internationaland will work all around the globe.�
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Suddenly forgetting his concern as to whether shewas male or female, Craig was suddenly crest fallenthinking that, after that evening, he would likelynever see this beauty ever again.
Once more Candy picked up the signs that thisman was interested in her.... she thought he was verygood looking too, she had noticed him the night be-fore. There was mutual interest and she believed,surely, he must know about her as she was a dragqueen.
�Say honey, if you aren�t sick of us yet, then whynot come to the last big performance next Saturday?�
Craig was amazed�She was inviting him... if onlyshe was a�. �Sorry, I can�t make it.� He apologised.
�Oh, you got something better to do?� She askedwith a pout.
�No... It�s not that, honestly.� Craig began, his facereddening, �I�m out of work at the minute. I don�t getmy next unemployment check till Monday; I�ve prac-tically cleanedmyself out just coming again tonight.�
�Well then, I�m totally impressed that you woulduse your last bit of money coming to watch our showtwo nights running. Have you got your eye on one ofour girls? Which one?� She asked leadingly with asmile.
�Uh� No; none of them.� Craig faltered; givingCandy a warm feeling... she now knew for sure hewas interested in her.
�Well then, if our newest number one fan is doingnothing else, let me give you a complimentary ticketto the show... I�ll even stand you a few drinks.�

XxxxxX
Craig couldn�t believe it... he had virtually got him-self a date with a stunning drag queen... one whom
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he still didn�t know as to whether she was male or fe-male.
But he had been unable to resist the offer, not be-cause it was a free night out but, if he didn�t go, hemay never clap eyes on her again. He hadn�t beenable to get her face out of his mind since the previousSunday.
He arrived being dressed smart casual in a lightpair of slacks and a knitted sweater. Surrenderinghis ticket at the door he was surprised to be escortedto a table right at the front. This time he was seatedwith three middle aged women who turned out to be,apparently, Drag queen fans.
They talked together endlessly about all the placesthey had travelled to and about their favourite dragqueens, of whom Candy was one... and, as theyspoke, it became apparent that Candy was a truedrag queen, in so much as, she, or rather, he, was amale.
Craig felt deflated; he had come chasing a vision ofbeauty that wasn�t as they appeared. And yet, he wasintrigued, how can a man possibly look like the mostbeautiful sexy woman he had ever seen?
When the drag show part of the evening startedCraig was surprised to find that there were a lot ofdifferences to the performance he had seen twice be-fore. Apparently they did this to lure back in anyonewho had been to see the show over the past twoweeks... it paid off because the house was full.
The other queens wore different costumes andthey were more interactive with the audience... one ofthem pulled a young male member of the audienceout of his seat and onto the stage. Craig felt the man�sembarrassment as the two queensmade him the buttof their jokes.
Candy came on and did a rehearsed act with thethree other queens, her face make-up was heavier,more elaborate than previously, giving her more of adrag look but, if anything, also enhancing how pretty
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she looked. She wore a long glittering tulle dress andhad large earrings in her ears.
During the act Candy would often look to where hesat and give a smile or, at one time, a wink... whichthe three women argued was directed at one of them.
In another set Candy came onto the stage wearinga sexy satin corset that showed flesh bulging over thebreast cups and cleavage. The costume was tight un-der her legs and the groin area appeared flat... nosign at all of any male appendage.
Her long shapely legs were adorn in black fishnettights and had a glossy sheen to them. She wore pat-ent black shoes with a slim five inch heel that helpedmake her legs and ankles look all the more sexy.From her shoulders to the floor she wore a long blackcape that had a crimson lining.
She wore long satin gloves up her arms; there wereadornments around her shoulders and she wore ablack head cap that had large black plumes at-tached.
Craig watched her, unable to stop his eyes glanc-ing over her body, if he now didn�t know better, shewas perfect in every way.
Candy was singing, or rather, lip syncing to a songabout a boy and a girl. He watched her as she exitedthe stage by a set of steps to the side and walk intothe audience, her long cape trailing behind. Shetouched and flirted with several males, creating analmost jealous feeling to rise within Craig. But shewas heading in his direction.
He could scarcely believe it when Candy stoppedright behind him and he felt her put her arms aroundhim in an embrace. He immediately felt tingles allover his body.
The audience were lapping it up, the three womenwere whooping. Candy caressed his cheek with hersoft hand and ran her fingers along his short beard.
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Craig could smell her strong feminine perfumewhich was intoxicating. She placed her cheek to theside of his face making him embarrassed when hebroke into reality that this was a fellow man that wascaressing him and yet, he could feel his penis stirringand becoming erect inside his pants.
Candy caressed him throughout the rest of hersong and, at the end, delivered a little kiss to hischeek... which the audience hollered at and whichsent a strange shiver running through Craig�s core.
But his parents were strict disciplinarians withtheir own out dated beliefs and who poured scorn onhomosexuality and anything that was considered outof the norm and some of that had rubbed off ontotheir three children as they grew up.
It was why Craig, at his age, still had not settleddown with a wife and children of his own. He�d had afew long term girlfriends but none had ever workedout.
And now, here he was with a man dressed as awoman, who had to be gay and he was having funnyfeelings from her touches which disturbed him.
Candy went back onto the stage... the show con-tinued with the other drag artists as she disappearedback stage. When she reappeared she was wearing abeautiful full length dress, less make-up and her hairdone in feminine curls that fell around her slimshoulders.
He was taken by surprise when she sang again...but this time clearly not lip syncing... and she had areally nice voice... slightly husky but nothing like amanly voice; it was high and sweet.
As the show drew to a conclusion Craig decided tobeat a hasty exit. He was now drawn between mixedfeelings, he was sad to think he would never seeCandy again and he felt rude for not thanking her forthe complimentary ticket but she was not what sheappeared to be and he wasn�t interested in other
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men, and she was another man. Candy was just anillusion of a beautiful girl.
He downed his drink and was about to turn outfrom the table when a smartly dressed man ap-proached him.
�Sir, Miss Candy Floss has invited you to join herback stage after the show, for a drink at the greenbar.� He told him.
Craig was momentarily taken aback. �What? Oh,um... actually, I was just leaving.� He stated.
The man seemed surprised. �Sir, it�s very unusualfor Miss Floss to invite anyone to the green bar, youshould consider it quite the honour.�
Craig stopped to consider the offer for a moment.He couldn�t deny he was very attracted to the imagethat Candy presented and he also had an empty feel-ing in the knowledge he would otherwise never seeher again... could it hurt? One drink? It wasn�t as if aman in female clothes was going to be mewing allover him in a bar.
He decided to let the man lead him into a privatearea of the club and up a flight of stairs. There, uponentering a fairly large room, he saw what looked like awell stocked version of a public bar with bottles at-tached to the rear walls and beer pumps on the coun-ter.
There must have been fifteen people in there al-ready... a few guys, a few females... the female vocal-ist who had also been performing that evening, talk-ing to two men and, around one table, the three dragartists who had been with Candy.
They were all out of costume wearing loose fittingclothes that could be worn by either male or femalesbut more on the feminine side and they still hadmake up on. They were talking loudly andanimatedly; there was no sign of Candy.
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�What can I get you sir?� Asked the man behindthe counter, wearing a white shirt and vest with adickey bow.
�Oh, erm... Scotch on the rocks please.�
Craig reached inside his pocket and pulled out hiswallet. The man smiled at him. �No charge here sir.�He informed him.
Receiving his drink Craig remained stationary atthe bar not knowing what else to do with himself andhe was there ten minutes later when Candy finallyappeared.
Craig hadn�t known how to expect her but he hadhoped she wouldn�t have cleaned off the make up andbe dressed in male clothes... she wasn�t.
Candy was wearing a feminine top with a floralpatterned front, a white knee length skirt that had asplit to the left side and wearing a pair of black,strappy, two inch heel sandals... her blonde hairlooked natural and was in a bob that came down toher shoulders.
She smiled at him through her coral painted lips.�Hey, thanks for coming back here.... do you wantanother of those?� She asked in that soft yet slightlydeep voice of hers.
Craig looked at the glass which his fingers weregripping tightly... two thirds down, he was going tosay no but he was nervous and finally mumbled ayes.
Candy ordered herself a gin and tonic and once thedrinks were poured she turned to him again andsmiled.
�Come on over here with me sugar and I�ll intro-duce you to the other girls.�
Craig had to suppress a smile at her referral to theothers as �girls� as they were quite clearly men, eventhough one of them at least, appeared quite attrac-tive with the make up.
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