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RELUCTANT PRESS

Saint Modestine’s
School for Girls

By Susan Hulbert

“It’s good of you to agree to this meetin%é Commis-
sioner.” The Bishop was dressed like a hiker, with a
backpack and sturdy boots.

“l confess to being intrigued, My Lord Bishop. It’s
not every day that I'm asked to meet someone like
you.” Commissioner “Brad ” Bradley was dressed
similarly at the Bishop’s insistence.

“I'm sorry. I had to insist on casual dress and
somewhere neutral where neither of us would be
likely to be recognised. And you should call me
Bishop. We don’t need formality here.”

“l guess this is a confidential matter.”

“It is. Since we’re here beside this lovely river, I
su%égest we walk along the first trail.” The Bishop
looked over his shoulder. “No one must know any-
thing about this meeting.”

Page - 1



SCHOOL FOR GIRLS BY SUSAN HULBERT

_“Are you afraid of something?” Brad asked as the
Bishop scanned their surroundings once again.

“I really am paranoid, aren’t I, but one reads so
much about long range microphones and cameras
with long lenses.

“There are only our cars on the parking lot and
we’re going into rather dense woodland, so long
lenses wouldn’t be of much use.” Brad waited as the
Bishop looked round again.

“Long range microphones wouldn’t be too much
ood with the noise of the water rushing beside us ei-
ther.”

They walked in silence for a minute or two.

“Why don’t you tell me about whatever’s troubling
you?” Brad asked, then laughed. “I get the feeling
that you should be saying that to me?”

The Bishop looked at him, then, realising that it
was a joke, smiled in agreement.

“I've got a real problem and I wanted to ask if you
could help,” the Bishop said in a soft voice, as if still
afraid of eavesdroppers. “You know that my church
has had some unfortunate scandals recently.”

“l do and I congratulate you on the way you've
acted,” Brad replied. “It can’t have been easy to pro-
vide evidence and see the reputation of the church
being shredded in public.”

“It wasn’t, that’s why I'm talking to you today.” The
Bishop’s voice dropped even lower. “I think that
there’s another area of sin which I need to root out,
once and for all.”

“I'll certainly help all I can but you’re going to have
to explain.”

“No one must know,” the Bishop said. “It must
never become public knowledge, not after all we've
been through.’

“l can’t promise that we can ignore serious crimi-
nal behaviour.”
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“l know and that may be my problem later on but I
have to do something.’

“Do you want to tell me now, or shall we meet
again?” Brad asked. “If we seem to be regular friends,
say hiking companions, like today, we could keep in
touch more easily.”

“l think that’s a great idea,” the Bishop said
thoughtfully. “I could telephone your office and ask if
you’re free for a walk at irregular intervals and you
could do the same.”

“Let’s choose somewhere like this where we’re rela-
tively concealed from prying eyes and there’s a lot of
1foac11<g1;ound noise. That should help you to talk more

reely.

Next week, they met again.

“I'm so glad we've had this meeting,” the Bishop
said. “I've been wrestling with my conscience for
weeks wondering how to approach you and now
you’ve made it easy.”

They walked companionably for another half hour,
climbing steadily as the path rose from the river and
followed a tributary into the hills. Trees turned to
scrubland and then there was only grass and wild-
flowers as they approached a cairn at the summit.

They sat on the grass and each took a flask and a
sandwich from their backpacks.

“I think someone at Saint Modestine’s School for
Girls is not as holy as he should be,” the Bishop said
suddenly, as if something had told him to reveal his
purpose. “It started with a whisper and then a ru-
mour. It was as if someone wanted me to know.”

“Being not as holy as he should be isn’t a criminal
offence.” Brad poured from his flask.

“It’s more than that,” the Bishop sighed. “I think
he’s been putting some of the girls from the school
into the hands of some nasty men. They’ve been ca-
joled and maybe even bribed.”
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“g‘oolish virgins?” Brad asked. “Are they under
age?”

“l get the biblical allusion,” the Bishop smiled
grimly. “I'm not sure that they are. I don’t think so
although it’s possible. It’s more than that. This could
seriously damage people’s faith in my church.”

“Can’t you simply get rid of all the people you sus-
pect?

“Not easily, unless I have some proof of serious
wrongdoing,” the Bishop replied. “My investigations
haven’t found anything, but the rumours persist.
Maybe I haven’t got access to subtle investigators like
a Police Commissioner?”

“And that’s where I come in?” Brad asked. “I’'m not
sure what ¥ou want me to do and how you want me to
do it. A full investigation would hit the press as soon
as it starts.”

“l really was hoping for something more subtle.”
The Bishop’s eyes almost pleaded for an answer.

“Leave it with me; I'll try to come up with a strat-
egy,” Brad said. “We’ll go hiking again soon. I'd like a
few more details from you though, if you can get
something without alerting your staff.”

3k %k %k %k k %k %k k %k k

Brad had been thinking about the Bishop’s di-
lemma for a few days, when he spoke to him again.
This time they hiked on the other side of the river and
parked in different car parks.

“I’m going to have to get someone else to deal with

things,” he told the Bishop. “If I do it personally,

uestions are going to be asked and we don’t want
that.”

“Tunderstand,” the Bishop replied. “Please do your
best to shield my church.”

‘I'll do my best.” Brad gasped a little as theff
climbed up the scree towards the head of a waterfall.
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“I’'ve decided that I need someone to take matters for-
ward; may I ask then to contact you personally?”

“You may give them my private number.” The
Bishop paused to think about it. “We could meet pri-
vately, like this.”

“l have in mind a woman investigator.”

“That will be fine as long as I don’t get in trouble for
violating my vows of celibacy.”

“l think that when you meet her, you'll be reas-
sured on that one,” Brad laughed. “She’s reliable and
discreet. Ill make sure she has the funding to take
matters through.”

“In that case, I look forward to meeting her.”

“Can you get Inspector Joy Barton for me?” Brad
called to his personal assistant as soon as he got
back to his office. “Tell her to get here as soon as she
can.

3k %k %k 3k %k %k %k %k k

“The Commissioner was very vague about your
problems.” Joy met the Bishop at the same riverwalk
a few days later. She was large and lumpy in her hik-
ing gear, florid faced, with tufty hair sticking untidily
around her knitted hat.

“I have a real problem,” he said, feeling he could
ogen up to her. “I need help to get real evidence on
abuse at St Modestine.”

“That’s a pretty exclusive school for girls, isn’t it?”
“You know it?”

“I know of it,” Joy said. “I went there some years
ago when some silver went missing but I can’t pre-
tend I know much more.”

_ “I suspect that two or more of my staff have been
involved in matters which could cause serious em-
barrassment.”
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“You'll have to tell me what you know.”
“l understand but it’s so painful.”

The Bishop led her to sit on a rock and took out his
flask. He poured two cups and handed her one. He
looked round as if checking that there were no eaves-
droppers again.

“I think they’re encouraging some of the older girls
to attend parties, where men, old enough to know
better, pay them for services.”

“Don’t the girls complain?”

“Oh no; sadly they seem to be chosen for their ap-
petite for money,” he continued. “When I have
thou%'lt that there may be evidence forthcoming, I
have been disappointed and word of my enquiry has
been relayed to those whom I suspect.

“But I'm guessing that they didn’t resign.”

“No, theyre still very much_ there.” He paused
again. “I did speak to the mother of one girl who
wanted to complain. It was some months after her
daughter had left the school and was waiting to go to
university.”

“Would she give evidence?”

“Not at all.” The Bishop turned as if to admire the
view. “She told me that if she complained, her daugh-
ter would be singled out and she didn’t want that.”

“Understandable I suppose, but you said she’s left
the school.”

“They promised her daughter would receive an ex-
cellent reference if she kept quiet and the opposite if
she didn’t. Her child would be labelled an immature
tli;)ub1§,maker and liar. You can guess which path she
chose.

“But she told you.”

“In confidence, and I fear I may be breaking her
confidence by telfing you this.”
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“You haven’t,” Joy replied. “You've not told me who
she is and I'm not going to involve her anyway.”

“Of course you’re right, and I know that I may have
to be more explicit as your investigation makes prog-
ress.

“I'll try not to be intrusive,” Joy paused. “Are there
no boys at the school?”

“Of course, we have adopted modern standards
but the boys are day pupils and rarely have social
contact with the girls outside tuition hours. We only
have girls as boarders.”

“That’s a pity.,” Joy said. “I was thinking that
someone inside the place would be good.”

“That’s an excellent idea.” The Bishop thought.
“But the women we employ aren’t there full-time.
Theg work hours rotate and many are part-time
workers.”

“There’s something I do not understand.” Joy
looked at the Bishop, waiting for him to explain more.

“I think some of the staff members are facilitators,
rather than active Iparticipants. They manage the
irls and they are all girls who are involved, no boys.
he girls are allowed off campus and take advantage
of that permission but we don’t know much more
than that.”

“Difficult,” Joy muttered.
“Surely you have women investigators.”

“We do but this is éoing to require a long term
placement. I can’t think of anyone skilled enough or
one who’d be willing or able to be away from their
own life for what may be a few months.’

“I can understand that,” the Bishop replied. “They
may have families or elderly parents to look after.”

“And there’s a %)roblem of appearance,” Joy
thought out loud. “Ideally we need a spy in that
group of girls and I can’t think that any of our female
investigators would pass as a teenage girl.”
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“l think we should hike back now.” The Bishop
stood. “There must be some way of getting an ob-
server in there.”

“I agree that’s the best way,” Joy said. “It’s the who
and how that we need to get right.”

3k %k %k 3k %k %k %k k %k k

“We’re safe to talk in my office.” Brad indicated to
Joy which seat she should take. “I had it swept for all
kinds of bugs and listening devices yesterday.”

~ “I'm not sure about my status in this investiga-
tion,” Joy said. “Forgive me, sir, but my superiors are
starting to ask questions.”

“I'll have you drafted to m¥ personal staff,” Brad
said. “l want you to give full-time attention to the
Bishop’s matter.”

~ “I'think the wa%forwa'rd is to find some way of get-
ting inside the school without arousing suspicion.”

“I know that’s the best way but there’s a problem

when the group we have to investigate are teenage

1r})s. Perhaps it would be easier to infiltrate the Ma-
1a?”

“I agree but there may be a way,” Joy said. “It will
need you to fglve me authority to work entlrelly inde-
endently. If anyone connected to the school gets a
int of what I'm about to suggest, it could close the
whole project.”

“I can give that authority but I need some details.”

“l don’t have a female member of staff who could
do it,” Joy said, watching the disappointment on
Brad’s face. “The Bishop has a place in the college to

ive at his discretion. He suggests that as a way in.

ut I told the Bishop there’s no one who could be
away from home and family for an extended period,
even if they could look the part.”

“From the bits I know, the Bishop said the target
group was late teenage girls,” Brad replied.
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“l may have a plan but it’s going to need you to
authorise it.” Joy opened her document case and
pulled out a folder. “It’s not going to be cheap.”

“Assume that I'll approve the budget and tell me
about it.”

“Look at this guy.” Joy slid a photo across the
desk.

“Okay, it’s a recruit. That much I can tell. He looks
too young to Aom the force and if we still had any
physical standards, he’d never have gotten in.”

“I agree; in an earlier age, he would have been far
too small,” Joy said. “He’s only five foot four inches
tall and the slimmest recruit that our uniform people
have ever had to fit.”

“And you know this how?” Brad’s face showed
some doubt.

“l had a drink with an old friend who’s an instruc-
tor. “This guy came up in a general conversation. I
didn’t say a word out of place.”

“I don’t get it.”

“There’s a lot to work out but he’s a black belt in
one of the martial arts and has a good, if not spectac-
ular, education.”

“But boys are excluded from this scandal as far as
we know.’

“Exactly, and that’s where this needs secrecy and
money... ~ Joy hesitated.

“Come on, tell me. I don’t care how sketchy the
plan is.”

“I think that with a bit of investment and a lot of
training, he could become my daughter and a seven-
teen-year-old student in Saint Modestine’s School for
Girls; a girl student.”

“That’s a lot to take in.” Brad rubbed his brow.
“Could it work?”
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“I think it’s the best shot we have. His instructors
have reported that he’s keen and adaptable. We can
only put it to him.”

“Okay.” Brad thought and wrote something on a
piece of notepaper. “Here’s my personal authority to
do whatever you think fit.”

“The first thing I need to do is to disappear and
re-invent myself,” Joy said.

“But you’re going to run this.”

“l know but I need a home for my new daughter
and it’s really important that no one could trace it
back to this office,” Joy said.

“Good thinking,” Brad agreed. “You report only to
me and if it all goes wrong, it’s not traceable back to
this office.”

“l was thinking more about protecting us from
leaks rather than you from blame,” Joy said. “But I
guess it’s the same thing.”

“I'll arrange an apartment,” Brad said. “And a pool
car.”

“That’s no good, it could be traced back and the
all look the same anyway. Send me the money and I'll
arrange an apartment and lease a car.” Joy replied,
“I'll need money to live like I'm a wealthy single par-
ent of a teenager in an independent school.”

“Anything else?” Brad smiled at her thoroughness.

“My daughter will be expensive. Shelll need
clothes, of course, and all the accoutrements that go
Wl'[lh her being a normal and over-acquisitive teenage
girl.”

“So if I have him posted to my office from training,
he could report to you.”

“Yes but we can’t order him into this job.”
“Of course and it must never ever leak out.”

B “I(:Jl'nless it’s a successful operation.” Joy smiled at
rad.
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“How long before you could get started?”

K

“l could start tomorrow if you have the funding,’
Joy said. But I think we should wait until he’s trained
and posted to your office before we do anything more.
He needs to be given a choice.”

“If he agrees?”

“We should aim for the beginning of the next
school year. There’s a lot of training between the po-
lice college and girls school and that may not be
quick or easy.”

“And the costs?” Brad said. “I think I'll have to
speak to the Bishop to ask if he’s got any funding
available.”

“For goodness sake, don’t tell him why,” Joy said.
“You can ask him to reserve the place but say it’s for
an old friend’s daughter. I don’t want to risk any as-
soclilat,i,on with you or the Bishop outside these four
walls.

“This is looking to be expensive.”

“If you want it done properly, I can’t think of an-
other way forward.”

“Sadly I can’t either,” Brad sighed. “I don’t think
we can [imit the costs without failing to do the thing

properly.”

“The training costs won’t be small, depending
upon how far he’s willing to go with his imperson-
ation.”

“How far?”

“How much of a girl he’s willing to be.”

K K K %k Kk %k k k k

“You want me to do what??” Carson West won-
dered why he was being posted to the Commis-
sioner’s office as a new recruit. He’'d reported, then
been whisked off in a private car to an anonymous
apartment in a block outside town.
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If that wasn’t enough, char(liging out of his neatly
ressed uniform into oversized sports clothes in the
ack of the car made it all seem weird. The car

dropped him off at the entrance where he was in-

structed not to speak to anyone but to go at once to
meet his new boss.

“Come in, Carson.” Joy opened the door almost
the second he knocked. “I don’t know how to explain
this gently but you'’ve been selected to be an under-
cover officer.”

“Is that because I'm small and expendable?”

“It’s certainly because of your size,” Joy explained.
“But there’s no one else on the force that has any
chance of completing this mission.”

“Do I get to lock up the bad guys?”

“Maybe, but not for some time.” Joy’s smile was in-
fectious. “The way you'’ve been recruited is a little un-
usual but there’s a serious purpose. If you accept the
g}ission, your life may change in ways we can’t pre-

ict.”

“Mystery upon mystery.” Carson didn’t know what
to say.

“You’ll be undercover, living completely in the role
created for you. You'll be on your own and report only
to me.”

“No contact with my old friends and family?”

“None whatever,” Joy replied. “I saw your file
though; it doesn’t list any family or next of kin.”

“I don’t really have any.”
“No girlfriends or boyfriends?”

“Neither to speak of,” Carson replied. “I've dated
several girls but I guess that they don’t like that
they’re usually a head taller than me.”

“I guess they don’t know what they’re missing.”
Joy smiled at him. It wasn’t reassuring.
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“‘I'm going to five you some details of what’s re-
quired of you and in doing that, [ have to swear you to
complete secrecy.”

“I'll swear to that,” Carson replied.

“The Commissioner told me to tell you that if a
whisper of this ever gets out, your future career will
be as the officer in charge of washing traffic cones, in
the Department of Washing Traffic Cones and the
staff will be one person.”

“l didn’t know we had anyone to wash traffic
cones,” Carson said.

“We don’t unless this gets blown.”

“I think you’d better accept that I'm sworn to se-
crecy,” Carson replied. “I'm prepared for undercover
work and I'm sure I can survive under cover for a
substantial period.”

“l accept that.” Joy took a folder from her docu-
ment case. “Working under cover is hard work. Any
slip and you could be in trouble and the whole project
can be wasted.”

“l think I'm prepared.”

“Okay, here’s the deal.” Joy opened her folder.
“You’ve heard of Saint Modestine’s School for Girls;
they take a few boys as day pupils but it’s mainly for
girls from wealthy families and they’re all boarders.”

“I know where it is,” Carson re&olied. “You can’t
miss the girls. They wear that old fashioned girls’
school uniform.”

“Did you ever have any contact with the school;
1%ny %ld girlfriends, or perhaps you knew one of the
oys?”

“No; it’s a place for rich kids, not people like me.”

“The Bishop in charge of the school has ap-
proached the Commissioner for help,” Joy contin-
ued. “He’s afraid that some of his trusted staff are
abusing their position.”
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“So he could just sack them, he doesn’t need much
evidence to stop that.”

“It’s a bit more sensitive. He wants to clean up the
school and doesn’t want any scandal.”

“So why does he need to involve us?”

“If you’ll let me finish, I'll explain. It’s all to be kept
as quiet as we can.”

Carson blushed at the rebuke. “I should have
guessed.”

“He fears that some of the older girls are being...
used, for want of a better word. Theyre being paid to
attend parties for older men; men old enough to be
their fathers or grandfathers.”

“Like high-class call girls?”

“The Bishop thinks that there’s some sexual activ-
ity involved, but doesn’t know if it’s full sex. Whatever
it is, it ac][opears to be arranged by some of the school
staff and they are paid for their services, with more
money being distributed amongst the girls involved.”

“Have none of the girls com?plained?” Carson
asked. “What about their parents?”

“The Bishop has rumours of complaints but none
have been pursued. He thinks the parents are being
offered the option of seeing their daughters get glow-
ing academic references from Saint Modestine’s or
having the reputation of one who was expelled for
lewd behaviour. That’s a euphemism, by the way.”

“So they shut up.” Carson saw the point. “Not
much of a case unless there was force involved and
you don’t seem to be saying that there was any coer-
cion.”

“The girls were simply led on. It could be their own
inclination or simply to get more money than their al-
lowance,” Joy said. “Remember that Saint
Modestine’s is quite strict. The girls have quite an
early curfew and are checked in and out of the place
unless some members of the staff are with them.”
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“So how are they getting out to these parties?”

“The Bishop thinks that they’re taken out in the
school’s bus, as if it was an ordinary organised trip.
Only certain members of staff are involved and such
enquiries as the Bishop has been able to make have
been negative.”

“Hasn’t that made them give up?”

“Maybe for a while but they’ve got their confidence
]ﬁafk”:’ Joy said. “The Commissioner has agreed to
elp.

“So where do I come in?”

3k %k 3k 3k %k %k %k %k k

“We want you to go undercover as a pupil in the
school,” Joy said. “I'll be your mother and your con-
tact. We’'ll have an apparently good lifestyle and a
background that should withstand any checks.”

“But the boys are only day pupils.”

_“I know; that’s why we want you to go as a girl pu-
pil, specifically a seventeen-year-old girl pupil.” Joy
paused to watch as her words sunk in.

“Do I look like a seventeen-year-old girl?” Carson
couldn’t think what to say.

“Probably not but with some contacts that the
Commissioner has, you could be made to look like
one,” Joy replied.

“But I don’t know how to behave like one.”

_ “I'm sure that’s only a matter of study and ap]iﬂica—
tion,” Joy said, wondering herself if that could be
true.

“When do I have to decide?” Carson shook his
head as if in disbelief.

~ “Right now, I'm afraid,” Joy said. “You'll need some
time to get prepared and into character. We’ve provi-
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sionally registered you as a pupil from the start of
next term.

Carson took a deep breath and looked skywards.
“Okay, I'll do it,” he said. “One condition, if I'm al-
lowed to ask for conditions.”

“What would that be?” Joy asked.

“If ’'m to do this and be successful, ,you’ve got to al-
low me some discretion in all things.

“What things?”

“I don’t know but there’ll be times when I'll know
that I have to do something or ask for something that
you haven’t thought of.”

_ “I think I understand.” Joy nodded. “That’s en-
tirely reasonable. Come to me with anything you
want to ask.”

“When do you start being my mother?” Carson
grinned, and then they both [aughed.

“Right now,” Joy said. ‘Tl take you to your new
home.”

3k %k %k 3k %k %k %k %k k

“I've brought nothing with me.” Carson looked
round the huge family room of their temporary home.

“You weren’t meant to bring anything,” Joy said.
“In fact, I want everything youre wearing and every-
thing you’re carrfvllng in this ba%. It’s going to be de-
stroyed so that there’s nothing lying around to con-
nect you with your real identity.

Carson looked at her and then understood. “I
guess that makes sense.”

“Your bedroom is the first door through there.
You'll find clothes in the dressing room.” Joy pointed
where he should go. “Everything should fit. It’s goin%
‘}clo feel strange, but don’t worry, there’s only you and

ere.
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Ten minutes later, Carson re-appeared. He was
dressed in skinny jeans and a tight top which
sﬁlmmed his waist. He had white canvas slip on
shoes.

“Here’s everything I had.” He handed the bag to
Joy. “I've only kept the cash from my wallet. Do you
want my mobile phone as well?”

| “Everything,” Joy said. “Cash is okay, but nothing
else.

Carson blushed and looked away as he dropped
his phone into the bag. “I guess its goodbye to all my
old girlfriends.”

“Were there a lot?”

“Not this last six months while I've been in train-
ing,” he replied. “And before you ask, no boyfriends
either.”

“I've arranged for us to go to a private clinic as
soon as we can,” Joy announced. “The Bishop has
given me the contact, so we must assume it’s safe.”

“What do we need a clinic for?”

“They’re going to help us get Yyou to pass as a sev-
enteen-year-old girl,” Joy said. “Don’t ask me the de-
tails, but they deal with gender issues all the time.”

“Can I keep my name?” he asked.

“You can be Carson; it’s an unusual name but I've
heard it for both boys and girls,” Joy said. “From now
on I'm Mom or Mummy. I'm listed as Mrs White on
everything and I'll get your identity documents made
out as Carson White.’

“What about Mr White?”

“He died in Iraq,” Joy said. “There’s a paper trail if
anyone ever wants to check.”

“Is that for real?”

“It was an old boyfriend,” Joy said, “But we weren’t
together for a long time before he was killed. I've a few
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calls to make so why don’t you settle into your room
and I'll call you when dinner’s ready.”

; “Okay Mom,” Carson said with a huge grin on his
ace.

3k %k 3k 3k %k %k %k %k k

“l thought I'd dress for dinner.” Carson re-ap-
peared when Joy called.

“That’s amazing.” Joy looked him up and down.” If
[ didn’t know better, I’'d say you’ve been a girl before.”

“I haven’t,” he replied. “I did do some dancing
when [ was younger; modern and tap with a little bal-
let but I was always too short for most of the parts. It
did teach me a bit about stage makeup though.”

“That’s not stage makeup.” Joy looked at him.

“It’s from a YouTube video,” Carson said. “I know
the basics and there’s a laptop in there, so I used it. I
thought you’d want me to get into character as soon
as possible.”

“Well, I certainly approve.”

“It’s a strange sensation, wearing a dress.” Carson
said. “I love feel of it, the tight bodice and the short
sleeves; the way the skirt flares when I move.”

“It really looks good.”
“l used the full range of lingerie too.”
“How did you know about that?”

“Come on,” Carson laughed. “The porn industry is
all around the training school. You should take a
walk round the students’ bedrooms. The posters in
some would make your eyes water.”

“But it’s all in the best possible taste,” Joy asked.

“There’s nothing that the commandant there could
censor, if that’s what you mean. They’re scantily clad
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is what you’d say. Nothing obscene at all but lingerie
was on display for all to see.”

“So that was your guide?”

“I got a little help from the internet as well.” Carson
twirled round, making his skirt flare out.”

“Stockings and a garter belt.” Joy noticed. “Most
girls would choose tights.”

“Maybe I'm not like most girls,” Carson laughed.
“It’s not an unpleasant sensation, although I'm not
sure about higher heels.”

“Those look to be about two inches,” Joy said. “I
don’t want you to risk spraining your ankle or worse.
We do have a tight schedule to keep.”

“‘I'm not sure about these breast pads though. I
fastened the bra really tightly but they do feel inse-
cure.

“That could be a problem in a girls’ school.” Joy’s
face looked seriously at him.

“It could be a bigger 8roblem if 'm going to be in an
all-girl environment,” Carson replied. “I used to stay
with my aunt and uncle. My girl cousins and their
friends were always comparing their boobs.”

“l guess they were at that age.”
“Yes, the age I'm supposed to be, seventeen.”

“l don’t think we’ve thought that one through
E[r,c,)perly,” Joy said. ‘I'll have to think seriously about
it.

“Is the makeup okay?” Carson said.

“I think it’s a good attempt,” Joy said. “I don’t re-
ally know what’s fashion for a girl of your age but
dark eyes and pale lips are a pretty safe option.”

“You should see some of the frights on the videos,”
Carson laughed. “But there are lots of really pretty
ones. I guess I'll have to practise.”
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