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The Drag Detective stars in Laughter, Lies, and Lip Sync, set in and around the town of Benidorm.
It features the Dashing Drag Dick, who by day is a mild-mannered retired policeman called Clive Johnstone. Who was born and raised in Kendal but, due to circumstances beyond his control, finished his career in London. One case went unsolved, and he hasn’t thought about it in years.  
He now lives and laughs in the sunny coastal city of Benidorm on the Costa Blanca, where by night his alter ego, Vera Copsicle, is the lead drag at The Pink Carnation Dragway, where she lip-syncs with the best of them. 
This story is littered with bad jokes, the odd musical reference and occasionally stereotypical dialogue. There may also be double and sometimes even treble entendres, straining at the leash to jump out at you, or, as they say, go at you like a ferret up a drainpipe. 
Our tale is one of intrigue, death, misdirection and a full fried English breakfast for only €3.00. And the real crime is how any cafe in Benidorm can make a profit on such a cheap breakfast.
Benidorm’s fame stems from the massive influx of tourists who flock to its streets and hotels in huge numbers every year. There is something for almost everyone here, and the chemist always has a cream for that rash’.
There is a resident population of around 60,000 made up of many nationalities. A huge proportion of the tourists are from the UK. But in winter, thousands of Spaniards travel from the North to spend Christmas and the Three Kings celebrations. 
Everyone has an opinion about Benidorm, with some views being more favourable than others. It’s a bit like that thick yeast extract spread; you know, the stuff made from the by-products of brewing beer. You either love it or you despise it…
I hope that some visitors will take a break from their pints and explore the various places I've endeavoured to include in these stories.
 
 
The show is about to start. Light bulbs flicker and neons flash. Take a seat and sip your drinks; the Ladies of the Pink Carnation will wow you tonight. This performance takes place in one of the best drag clubs in Benidorm...
Laughter, Lies & Lip-sync 
 

Uno
 
	Here in the dimly lit and rather scruffy rear dressing room of the Pink Carnation Dragway, sit our soon-to-be hero and her troupe of fellow drag artists. The club is in the old town part of Benidorm, and while it is not the most salubrious club in the area, it has, however, been a staple for anyone wishing to have an experience of a lifetime, and due to the quantity of innuendo and dazzling silliness of its resident and guest artists, it is widely known by all as a place for laughter, lies and lip sync. 
Vera Copsicle, who is a vision in her sequins and feathers, was busy knitting a scarf, which was something she always did when nervous or thoughtful. The bell rings to announce the ten-minute warning, so she puts down her needles and starts applying the final touches to her makeup while Blondie Bumshell, Señorita Myleene Dicktrap and Heidi Squeeky excitedly gather around her; the club's resident dresser, Rico, was fussing over all of his queens.
"Tonight's show is going to be absolutely legendary!" Vera exclaimed, her gruff Cumbrian voice filled with enthusiasm. "We're going to completely slay that stage tonight; I can feel it in my water, and my new song at the end of my set is going to go down a storm. I’ve been practising it at home in the bath. I know my neighbours like it, as they have been banging on the walls.” She says, laughing.
Rico, his nerves evident beneath his confident smile, was adjusting the hem of Vera’s costume for the umpteenth time. "I do hope the walls were all that was being banged. Please be careful tonight, as we don't want you tripping on those heels again, you know; otherwise, your rabbit might just disappear down the wrong hole.” Chuckling, he glanced in Blondie Bumshell’s direction.
Blondie Bumshell, who was dressed in her usual tights, ripped black rubbish sack and platinum blonde wig, tried to keep a straight face as she placed a hand on Rico's shoulder. “Don't say that; falling off our heels is no joking matter.”
"And don't forget to serve us some fierce moves, darling! We're counting on you!" agreed Myleene Dicktrap, her sixty-a-day voice as gruff as a rainy day in Bolton, chiming in with her usual flamboyance.
"You're all amazing. Let's go out there and show them what we're made of.” Laughed Heidi Squeeky, her bubbly persona overflowing out of her tight costume as usual. 
These four performers were the mainstay of the club; occasionally new acts would be allowed a spot during the week. But come Friday and the weekend, these four powerhouses of the drag circuit held their own and others if they asked nicely and usually gave a show that you could try but never really forget, no matter how much you drank.
Taking the stage door first was Myleene; she usually started the show on a light note with the song ‘Falling in Love Again’ from The Blue Angel film. That always got things going, although sitting open-legged on a chair usually made the first row blush. Her set was, as usual, over the top, and the clapping and cheering buoyed the others tonight. During the day she was a painter and decorator called Steve Perkins, who at 62 had been in drag most of his adult life. Being the youngest of three children when the other two were girls gave her ample opportunity for dressing up. She had travelled most of Europe in her early 20s and was a staple in a couple of clubs in Dartford. She was rumoured to have had a brush with fame, something she dined out on. However, the brush was a paintbrush, and all she did was some decorating for Cilla Black. Myleene lived on one of the campsites just outside Benidorm.
Coming off stage Myleene excitedly said, “That Maxwell bloke is back again. I told you he was here on business; nobody comes to the show three weeks in a row, well, unless they have some real issues anyway. I bet he is trying to find some new talent for that show in England they are calling ‘Drag Me Out’. I heard it was going to be about a group of Drags on holiday, and it's going to be written by that knob Keith Banner.”
“You could be right; I’d heard that they were trying to find a drag version of Judith Chalmers or even Joan Bakewell to host it,” excitedly exclaimed Rico, who was the girls’ dresser and toucher-upper, a job he thought should come with danger money or at least gloves and a mask.  
Unlike his last job, he didn’t have to fluff anything, not that he was complaining at the time. However, it was a chore, working in the adult film industry in winter in Cleethorpes of all places, which could play havoc on the male actors' parts, as the weather was freezing and most of the films were set outdoors for some strange reason. 
He was sofa surfing at a friend's house in La Cala but was hoping to move in with Heidi soon, as she had just dumped her current boyfriend. Rico was at least forty but told everyone he was an experienced thirty-two. 
His accent was European, whatever that means, but in reality he was from Stornaway, and he left when he became allergic to salmon at the age of fourteen. His parents were from Venezuela originally and fled the country after the flour uprising in 84. Just lately he had been helping two of the bar staff with their charity work collecting old newspapers and books to send to needy people. Well, at least there were some more needy than him, which made him feel better.
The next drag to take the stage was the jovial Heidi Squeeky, dressed from head to toe in an overly tight latex baby romper, complete with a huge comedy dummy. The tailor who made her outfit sold up and left Benidorm the day after he delivered it and moved to a hut somewhere near the French border and could be heard muttering about pink blancmange and talcum powder. 
Heidi’s act consisted of doing a surreal and over-the-top Betty Boo, and she insisted on trying to do the do, as it were, with just about everyone she could. She was the oldest of the group at 72 and was a retired Blackpool tram driver called Ralph Green. She had been in the navy as a young woman, and her parents were originally from Jamaica.  
She was desperately trying to stop smoking and was instead draining an industrial-sized vape every day. It wasn’t helping that Vince and Myleene were smoking in front of her, and they used to tease her something chronic, saying the nicotine in those vapes was the only thing getting her through the day. 
Heidi took the stage as she usually did with her men, fast and furiously and with a determination that belied her age. She launched into a raunchy metal version of ‘Doing the Do’, followed by a loud rendition of ‘Where are you Baby’ and finished with ‘I’m on my way’, all with the slightly manic accompaniment of the Cocktail Cows, who were a trio of backing singers from Rochdale. And the less said about them, the better.
As usual she went down like a banana in a split, the crowd joining in on every chorus. Heidi was on fire tonight, and at the end of her turn, she thanked the crowd and left the stage to rapturous applause.
“Girl, you set that stage alight; how am I supposed to follow that?” and giving Heidi a hug, Blondie Bumshell gets ready for her turn. Blondie is if you haven't yet guessed, is, a Debbie Harry tribute, and while she has none of the sex appeal that Ms Harry had in the late 70s, she does give it her all. Blondie in the real world is a welder from London called Derek Atkins, who is 56. Derek has a nasty lisp, something that amused everyone around him, as it was only noticeable when he was on stage. 
She came to drag late when her friends entered her into a competition late one night while drunk in a pub in Chelsea. Blondie takes the stage and does passable versions of ‘Heart of Glass’, ‘Atomic’ and ‘Maria’. The crowd are happy, but they are all waiting for Vera.
Finally it's the turn of the star of the show, and Vera checks her costume for the last time and heads out of the dressing room and round via the no longer used kitchen area to the opposite side of the stage. 
It's a bizarre tradition here at the club that the leading lady always appears from the left as the audience looks at it. The lights dim, and a single spotlight focuses on the stage right; it's a trick to fool the audience, and as the light fades to black, the room explodes with colour, and dry ice smoke wafts its way across the stage and flows over the edge into the audience. Vera erupts in a burst of white light to the opening bars of ‘Diamonds are forever’, and the crowd are on their feet; she waves to them all and laughs and lip-syncs as if her life depended on it.
Tonight, as he has for the past couple of weeks, is the well-known talent scout Maxwell Hound. His table has been positioned so he can see all of the stage, and the reason for his visit is to decide which of these acts, or even if any of them, he will offer a lucrative contract to. As a new show is in planning for prime time TV in the UK.
By his side there is a glass of average Spanish brandy, which keeps being topped off by a young lad called Phil, who has been told to keep an eye on him by Raymond, who is the club's owner. 
The bar staff in the club dress like vulgar boy scouts, complete with tight blue shorts, a short-sleeved shirt and, of course, the scarf and obligatory woggle. They don't get badges for lighting fires with sticks or doing Bob a job. However, don't look too closely at the badges they have got, as you would be shocked at what some of them were for.
Vera continues her performance, the crowd enjoying every moment; she rattles through a couple more songs and then announces her final song for the night. 
“Ladies and Gents, tonight I will be offering a new song for your pleasure,” and with that the opening bars of ‘White Rabbit’ ring out, the lights pulsing to the opening beats of the music, with Vera standing in the centre of the stage.
Completely taken aback by this, the crowd are stunned into silence, and Maxwell and the rest of the audience stand so they can take in the spectacle. A woman sitting to one side of him gets up and bumps into the table on her way to the bar. She mumbles an apology and stands the glass she had knocked over back up. She then steps off to one side and waits, watching both Maxwell and the show.
The audience sits and is transfixed; Maxwell picks up the shabby blue notebook from the table. He then removes the rubber band and puts it on his wrist; with a flourish, he pulls a silver fountain pen from his pocket, and he makes some notes, and smiling to himself, he then closes the notebook and puts it back on the table next to the glass. 
The song finishes, and for a split second the club is silent, but then slowly the applause starts and rises to a crescendo, and everyone is back on their feet cheering, whistling and clapping. Another waiter with a cloth draped over their arm comes over and refills the glass and moves the notebook as they do so. Maxwell sits down and drains the glass again and looks around him as if something had caught his eye. He was sure he had just seen someone familiar to him, a woman in her late fifties, but why would she be here? It was well known by all that she hated this place.
Coming off stage as the applause starts to die down, she is in a dreamlike state. Vera is completely stunned at the response, and it takes her a moment to gather her wits. She reaches for her knitting but stops herself. 
A moment later the club's owner, Raymond, enters with a bottle of champagne and a massive smile on his face that threatened to remove the top of his bald head.
“Darling, you were the tops; you were a sight for my old mince’s, and that put a great big smile on my boat, you did,” Raymond gushed. “The new song is wonderful, amazing; we will be beating off the punters for ages now.”
“Oh, you are too kind, Raymond,” said Vera, confused as usual by Raymond's Cockney sayings and hoping she would not be ‘beating anyone off’, as it were. “If you hadn’t asked me to spice up my performance, I might still be doing that horrid ‘Kinky Boots’ routine.” 
And with that, she sat down and allowed all of the others to fawn over her, like the diva she was. Raymond Peacock was on a high; his little club that he had worked so hard to promote was finally going to be the ‘in’ place if Maxwell chose one of the drags for the TV show. He was confident that all the best drag acts would want to perform for him and hordes of punters would be beating a path to his door. Raymond had spent all of his savings and even remortgaged the villa, much to his new wife Doreen’s annoyance and her reluctance to even visit the club. 
He would show that arrogant bitch that it was all worth it. And why did she seem to spend so much time at home sifting through piles of old books she had spent good money on from the rastro in Polop and El Cisne in Benidorm? Some of them were so old the paper was almost see-through, and why did she get so excited about vellum of all things? He didn’t mind the charity work, though, and she would spend hours looking through boxes of rubbish, determining what items would be good for the charity and what would be thrown. He remembered the excited look on her face when she discovered bundles of postcards, and she would spend ages reading each one.
Raymond had met Doreen in the UK at a speed dating club; he couldn't be sure, but she seemed to be stalking him. After the dates had finished, she approached him, and they became friends. They met up a couple more times, and Doreen seemed to be very interested in what he did and where he came from. A couple of weeks later he returned to Spain, and they kept up a relationship over the internet. Doreen surprised Raymond by flying over a couple of weeks after. She said she was fed up with the UK and wanted to try something different. She didn’t give Raymond much information about her younger life except that she had been married a couple of times, once to a foreign man who ran off and left her when things got tough and the other had died. She also confided that she had children, but she gave them up when they were very young.
“Let’s all get Brahms,” Raymond enthused, “and drink to our wonderful, lovely, lip-sync queens.”  
And with a flourish he opened another bottle of champagne and filled everyone’s glasses to the brim, the music from the support act leeching into the dressing room while everyone talked and laughed. Raymond looked around and wondered where Maxwell was. After all, he did say he would come round to the dressing room after the main show to fully introduce himself and to let the girls know what he thought. Maxwell had also said that he would let them into a secret about the new show, and he had also mentioned to Raymond that he wanted to talk with Vera privately about something.
'Oh well,' thought Raymond. I expect he will
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