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Chapter 1.
"... One ... Two ... Three ..." Arthur W. Yong mentally paced out the empty cupboard. "That should be enough for the meddling brat." He’d teach her not to mess with his stories.
He glanced over the paper clipping. Girl maimed in car accident, the headline read. Yes. The perfect model for the tragic figure he needed. He remembered her well. As a young man, he’d met her once at a lunch-time concert during a visit to Switzerland. He winced. She’d stood out like a bright light in the midst of a drab, middle-aged audience. He was immediately attracted to her, but when he accosted her in the foyer, she’d snubbed him like the haughty brat she was.
He put down his pen, taking care not to smudge the ink, then raised the cup to his lips between trembling fingers. Since the attack, thirst was a constant companion, but drinking was a struggle. Being unable to control half his face, liquids sneaked out his mouth, ran down his chin and ended up on his shirt. His right hand, the only one that worked, ran nervously across his chin, checking. He breathed a sigh of relief. No tea had dribbled past his pinched lips.
Turning back to the manuscript, he reached for his pen only to have it slip from his uncertain grasp leaving a black blotch in the middle of the text. He cursed silently as he mopped up the ink, then painstakingly rewrote the lines.
So what remained to be done? The church held its own against unusually bleak weather for summer, its tower pointing bluntly at heaven. The cloister was in place. The nuns walked its wind-swept corridors. A hoard of ill-dressed girls cowered under a nun’s watchful eyes, reciting lessons. To cap it all, the whole edifice bathed in a foul stench of burnt cabbage. Were he to close the pages, he was sure the smell would still linger.
He took a further sip, cautiously replaced the cup on his desk and closed his eyes. How would the story begin?
"Greetings Baron. Good of you to spare the time."
He was startled by the unfamiliar voice. Being called ‘Baron’ startled him too. That hadn’t been in the story, but then neither had he. He’d written himself into other stories but never had he been unwillingly transported into one. He had no desire to be trapped in the dismal world he’d concocted for the girl. That was her hell, not his. After all, he was the author. She was a mere character. 
"Baron?" the voice said tersely.
Opening his eyes, a tall, gaunt nun stood before him dressed in a black tunic over which she wore the traditional black apron. Her stern face was framed in a white coif topped with a black veil attached behind her head. Her lips were drawn in a tight line below a sharp nose. She was far more daunting than he’d described in his outline. Could this really be his story?
“Greetings, Reverend Mother.”
They stood in a small, sheltered doorway cut deep into the thick wall that encircled the convent. Selecting a key from the keyring at her waist, the Abbess unlocked the door and ushered him into the guest house, a nondescript little building nestled against the convent wall. The interior was bleak and austere. He caught sight of a number of tiny bedrooms each furnished with a single metal-framed cot. 
"I trust your little community is thriving," he said, placing his small holdall on a cot.
The Abbess winced, no doubt baulking at the word 'little’. From what he knew, the number of nuns continued to decrease. There were barely enough to maintain essential activities, let alone run the orphanage and school. 
"And the girls?" the Baron enquired.
"There seems to be no end to the orphans and other down-and-outs that require the firm, helping hand of God," Abbess Johannes said, leading him out into the gardens that lay within the walls.  
At the centre of the gardens, the buildings surged in a clumsy jumble. Parts were built in local grey-green stone, but most was wood, much of which was badly in need of repair. Having drafted  notes about the convent, he knew the cloister lay at its centre and beyond, the church rose sullen and neglected. 
The Abbess didn’t make for the main buildings, instead she led him along a covered walkway that hugged the wall. Wind had blown dried leaves into corners and under benches, adding an air of abandon to the sinister scene.
A piercing scream ripped the numbing silence. A young girl dressed only in a tattered pinafore dress rounded a nearby building, running head down, her bare feet pounding the ground. Close on her heels came a nun waving a large stick, her robes girded up around her knees. 
"How dare you," the nun shouted.
Intent on escaping, the girl hadn’t spotted the Abbess who stepped out and intercepted her. The Baron wrinkled his nose. Not only did the kid look filthy, she smelt it too.
"Is this yours, Sister Helga?" the Abbess asked, shaking the girl. 
Sister Helga came to an abrupt halt, one hand pressed against her chest as she struggled to catch her breath. When she’d recovered, she nodded greetings to the Baron then grabbed the girl by the scruff of her neck. 
"This unholy specimen thinks she can mock us," the nun said.
The girl’s eyes flashed, her fists clenched, her tall, wiry frame tensed to flee. 
"What’s your name, girl?" the Baron asked, forcing himself to take an interest.
"Tania," the girl mumbled. 
For all her black eye, the livid bruise on her cheek and the scratches and cuts on her arms and legs, this one hadn’t yet been broken. 
"Where do you come from?"
"Nowhere, Sir."
"Her parents abandoned her in the hard times after the Second World War," the Abbess explained. "I’ll talk to you later, Tania," the Abbess said, then she turned back to the Baron. "You must be thirsty. Why don’t you join me for some refreshment?"
He followed the Abbess along the covered path till the walkway ended abruptly at a long, two-storey building. Halting in front of a low door, the Abbess pointed up at the building, explaining that it had once been the gymnasium, "the pride of the convent and the region," she said. The ground floor now served as a school for orphan girls and the first floor had been converted into a dormitory. 
"Keep your head down," the Abbess warned, as she opened the door onto a dark, dank passage. The tunnel surprised him. No such passageway existed in his plans. He was relieved when they finally stepped out. They were once again outside the convent, close to the main entrance where the drive curled up in front of the church.
They skirted the library, which, according to the Abbess, would have housed many a treasure had it not been for the hoards of Protestants that had ransacked the place during the Reformation. Finally they reached the Abbess’s House that lay between the library and the West Porch.
Holding the front door open, the Abbess invited him in. 
On her knees in the hallway, a young girl scrubbed the tiles. Seeing them enter, she scuttled out of the way, hauling bucket and brush after her. 
The Baron guessed she was twelve, but her skinniness and her hair cropped short made her look even younger. A tattered pinafore dress hung over her emaciated frame barely reaching her thighs. Like Tania, she was peppered with bruises and cuts.
"Clear that away, Suzanne, and prepare tea for two," the Abbess ordered.
The Baron followed the Abbess into the reception room. A small casement window let in a hope of light, most of which got squandered amongst the dark-stained furniture and dull drapes. The musty air hung heavy and suffocating.
The Abbess was boring him with the difficulties of getting extra money to pay for the children – apparently the local council had withdrawn part of their subsidies – when a timid knock came at the door and Suzanne entered carrying a tray bearing two cream-coloured mugs, a pot of tea and a small plate with two tiny biscuits on it. The Baron leaned away, overpowered by the smell as the girl moved around the table, transferring the tea things onto its surface.
"That’ll do," the Abbess said, dismissing her, much to the Baron’s relief. Before she could leave, however, someone knocked and entered. The Abbess introduced the short, chubby nun as the Prioress and sent Suzanne to get an additional cup.
"That won’t be necessary," the Prioress said. "Reverend Mother you’re needed. There’s a problem with one of the girls."
The Abbess got wearily to her feet and apologised to the Baron. "I’ll be back as soon as I can. If you need anything, just ask Suzanne." 
The girl moved closer and poured him a mug of tea. Ignoring her, he took a bite of a biscuit and almost spat it out. Leckerli! He should have known. It was a local specialty. He couldn’t stomach the mixture of candied peel that gave it its distinctive taste. 
Replacing the half-eaten biscuit on the plate, he glanced at the girl. She’d returned to her position, leaning against  the wall, her head hung, her hands clasped tightly in front of her. He wished the Abbess had dismissed her. He needed time to think.
Despite it being Summer, the room was cold. He clasped his hands around the mug, savouring its warmth, savouring also the ability to use his hand again, one of the few perks of being in a world of his imagination. Then he raised the mug to his lips, only to wrinkle his nose and put it down without drinking. It smelt so strongly of the girl that her odour masked any hint of peppermint. At the thought of her filthy fingers pawing the mug, he struggled to stop bile from rising in his throat. Getting to his feet, he took refuge by the window.
Outside the sky had clouded over and the threat of rain made the unpaved drive look all the more mournful. Somewhere in that direction, further down the hill, hidden by the folds in the landscape, lay the town, although he hadn’t bothered to venture so far in the outline of his book.
When he finally turned away, hoping the girl might have left, he caught her staring at him, a troubled, almost calculating look. What could possibly be going through her shrivelled little brain? He didn’t want her telling wild tales to the Abbess. He’d done nothing wrong, but girls of that age could have fertile imaginations. Better to win her over.
"Tell me Suzanne," he began, "how long have you been here?"
"For ever," the girl mumbled. 
He let out a "Hmpf!" of frustration. Conversation was not going to get him far.
"Tell me about school. I’m intrigued."
She stared at him, her lips pressed in a firm line, her fists clenched. What had he said wrong?
"Dunno," was all she finally uttered.
"What do you do?" he asked, forcing himself to be civil.
"Lessons," she said, her expression full of disgust. "Mostly I’m the Abbess’s special help.”
It was then the door squeaked open. Both spun to see who’d arrived. The Baron’s face flushed with guilt. Goodness only knew why. As for the girl, she stood stock-still, her complexion drained of blood.
A small head peeked round the door and surveyed the room, then Tania emerged. Her wild array of scars and wounds now included fresh red weals on the back of both hands. 
"You all right?" she asked Suzanne, ignoring him completely. "Did this bloke hurt you?"
Suzanne shook her head, glancing fearfully at him.
The sound of the front door opening had Tania scuttling out, leaving them alone. The girl hastily gathered up the crockery and headed for the door Tania had used.
"Ah Baron, I’m glad you’re still here," the Abbess said as she entered. Noticing that Suzanne was not there, she enquired after the girl.
"She cleared away the remains of tea."
"Well Baron, you haven’t told me the reason for your visit. I’m sure you didn’t come just for a social call."
"I have a favour to ask."
The Abbess frowned as if she’d been expecting as much.
"The twelve year-old daughter of acquaintances has fallen on hard times. Her parents were killed in a terrible accident and she was maimed." He was pleased at the note of sadness that infused his voice.
"In what way was she injured?"
"She limps badly and the accident has left her deaf and dumb." At least, she would be, as soon as he’d finished writing her miserable part in the saga.
"And what do you expect us to do?"
"Take her in till I can find a permanent place for her." Long enough to break the girl. "I’ll pay you well. No special favours required. Treat her like the others." He had a hard time not smiling at the misery the girl would have to endure.
"And what’s the name of this gem?"
"Kaitling, but most people call her Kate."
 
 
Chapter 2.
The school corridor lurched sideways. Peter leaned against the wall and shifted the weight from his crutches. His hands and arms ached. Closing his eyes, he took a deep breath. The doctor had been right. It was too early to return to school. But he’d insisted.
"Are you all right?" someone asked.
He opened his eyes, hoping the world had righted itself, and saw a schoolboy standing in front of him, a worried look on his face.
"You dropped this," the boy said holding out a tattered copy of Wilde’s Picture of Dorian Grey. 
Peter propped one of the crutches against the wall and stretched out a hand. The coma had left him clumsy and their fingers touched momentarily as the boy handed him the novel. Seeing Peter flinch, the boy took a step back, his pale blue eyes fixing him. Like many others, the boy seemed to expect something of him, but Peter had no idea what.
"I’m Andrew. You must be Peter," the boy said, his voice soft and musical. "I heard you’d been ill."
Peter studied the slender youth. Andrew’s tentative smile echoed the caution in his eyes. His lips were full and sensuous contrasting with a willful chin. He wore his short brown hair carefully combed. Yet no amount of combing could conceal his natural waves. Peter’s hair in comparison was much longer and never looked so tidy. The boy seemed younger, his head barely reaching Peter’s shoulders. 
Mmmm, he’s delicious, a girl’s voice purred in Peter’s head. It was Kate, the young girl’s spirit that lodged in his mind. He’d offered her refuge when her spirit had been brutally severed from her body.
Cut it out, Kate. His silent words were laced with affection. 
You may not like boys, but I don’t have to pretend I’m not interested, she scoffed.
It’s confusing enough having a girl in my head, Peter told her, without you muddling my emotions.
She burst out laughing, sending an unbearable wave of shivers down his spine.
That’s unfair, he told her, trying to shield himself from her emotions.
He’s talking, Kate warned.
"... do you like Wilde’s book?" Andrew asked.
"Haven’t begun it yet," Peter muttered, not wishing to get drawn into a conversation. Kate was right. He didn’t like boys. They made him uneasy, with their bragging, their rough ways and their dirty habits. He preferred girls. Luckily his step-sister Fi came waltzing down the corridor, sparing him any further questions. 
Fi reminded him of a pixie. She was short and slim, but strong, with high cheek bones, sparkling blue eyes and shoulder-length auburn hair. She’d ditched her school blazer and tie, donning an airman’s dark brown leather jacket, a prize found at a jumble sale. She had such a way with clothes she could even make a pleated, bottle-green school skirt look fashionable with the right accessories. On her head was her green beret, aslant as always, matching the green silk scarf tied loosely around her neck. 
Even Kate had to admit she looked good, although she did comment, I hope the headmaster doesn’t see her dressed like that. 
Peter chuckled. The headmaster was Fi’s new step father and Peter’s guardian.
Fi flung an arm around Peter’s shoulders, almost knocking him off his feet, and kissed him noisily on the cheek. Then she turned to greet Andrew.
"Hi Andy. You chatting up Peter?"
Andrew blushed bright red. 
That was Fi for you, not an ounce of diplomacy in her. Every young man who took an interest in Peter, not that there were many, was his potential lover. She’d have been delighted if her 'pretty boy' as she called him finally found a boyfriend. She preferred girls. 
"Oie Andy!" a burly youth bellowed from the end of an otherwise deserted corridor. "Quit keeping us waiting."
"Blasted brother," Andrew muttered under his breath, his smile replaced by a worried look. 
Thick-set and muscular, the youth swaggered down the corridor. A typical rugby player, head down, ready to blunder into the scrum. He’d also removed his tie, but unlike Fi, it made him look scruffy. Planting himself squarely in front of Andrew, his back turned to Fi and Peter, he shoved Andrew against the wall. 
"Are you deaf?" he shouted.
Peter sensed Kate readying for a fight. She was a genius at unarmed combat, the author of those spectacular moves people thought were his. How could they possibly know he mentally stepped aside to let her use his body? 
I don’t think my body’ll hold up to a fight.
Don’t worry. I’ll take care.
"I wouldn’t do that, if I were you," Peter warned Andrew’s brother, his voice trembling slightly as he spoke.   
"Who says?" the youth asked, spinning round to face Peter.
Andrew laid a hand on his brother’s arm and tried to pull him back, only to be shoved away. "Come on, Brian," Andrew pleaded, "Let’s go. Mum’s be worried."
"You wait till Mum hears you’ve been hanging out with these pansies. She’ll be furious." Brian spat on the ground, as if to underscore his words.
"Please, Brian," Andrew beseeched, tears forming in his eyes.
Brian face twisted in rage and swore, "Poof!" 
His fists clenched, he lunged at Andrew. Kate sprang into action. Taking over Peter’s body, she slammed one of the crutches between Brian’s ankles and twisted sharply. Catching him off balance, the move sent him sprawling across the floor, his arms and legs splayed in every direction. He slithered to a halt inches short of a row of filling cabinets.
"Leave him," Andrew whimpered, tears streaming down his cheeks. "You’ll only make things worse."
Brian struggled to his feet and stood swaying for a moment. He glared at Peter, leaning unsteadily in Peter’s direction then abruptly charged, growling like an infuriated boar.
Some people never learn, Kate thought. 
Using the crutches as a lever, she hopped sideways at the last moment, causing Brian to collide head-first with the brick wall. A resounding thud rang out, followed by a muffled grunt and Brian sank in slow motion to the floor.
"Stop!" Fi ordered. "Stop, both of you!"
Brian knelt on one knee nursing the side of his head as Peter took back control and edged along the wall out of reach.
"Enough," Fi continued. "Andrew, take your brother to the infirmary. The nurse is still there. Get him patched up and go home, both of you."
Brian looked game to fight on. When Andrew tried to help him to his feet, the youth shook him off. Putting his hand to his head, it came away soaked in blood. "I’ll get you back for this, poof," he said glaring at Peter and staggered off down the corridor ignoring Andrew who scurried after him.
Why did Fi have to stop me? Kate complained. Peter was alarmed at how shaken she sounded.
"Kate says you’re a monster for spoiling her fun," Peter told Fi, trying to make light of what was happening.
No I didn’t! Kate protested.
"I bet she didn’t," Fi said.
"I wish we could still talk mind-to-mind,” Peter said. “All this would be so much easier."
"I agree. If Brian bears a grudge, which seems highly likely, not being able to call each other mind-to-mind could be a disaster," Fi pointed out soberly.
Oh no! Kate gasped. 
Like thunder clap, a blast of vivid memories exploded in Peter’s head. 
A man dressed in black leather, his face masked, towered over Kate, an axe grasped in his hand. All around, a sinister crowd of priests robbed in black, pressed ever closer, their enflamed eyes boring into her. And over it all, a powerful voice rang out, "Kill her". Kate’s head was slammed onto the chopping block and the deadly axe whooshed down towards her neck…
Horrific memories of his own clamoured for attention, leaving Peter struggling to keep a grip on his emotions.
It’s all lost, Kate wailed in Peter’s head sparking a searing pain between his ears. 
She’d always been so level headed and dependable. Even confronted with her own execution, she’d remained stoic. Now the brunt of her accumulated misery crashed over him. His back slithered down the wall till he landed on the cold floor, his head gripped between his hands.  
"What’s the matter?" Fi asked, alarmed.
"It’s Kate," he gasped. "The mention of talking mind-to-mind had her bursting into sobs." Better not mention the horror that had gone with it.
Fi knelt next to Peter and took him in her arms, pulling him tight against her. "It’s going to be alright, Kate," she whispered in Peter’s ear. "We’ll find a way. We’ll sort this out, I promise."
Fi’s arms around him calmed Peter, even if they did little to assuage Kate’s despair. Nothing could get her body back. What a horrid prospect! A life without a body! It was a wonder anyone could survive. They crouched a long moment in each other's arms until Kate’s sobs finally abated. 
I’m sorry, she told Peter. It’s so hard. I try my best ... But the fight reminded me of all that violence... 
Peter shuddered.
What’ll become of me? Kate asked, her words trailing off.
"I have a suggestion," Fi said, helping Peter to his feet. She removed her beret and placed it on his head. "Why don’t you loan Kate your body for the weekend? What do you think Kate?"
"She’d like that," Peter said, relaying Kate’s thoughts. The suggestion made sense, but he cringed at what it would entail. “As long as you don’t go running the streets with me dressed as a girl." It was meant as a joke, but he shuddered at the thought of bumping into someone like Andrew.
"Wasn’t that always your secret dream, my pretty boy?" Fi asked, her pixie face sparkling with delight and malice as she slanted the beret on his head and began undoing his school tie.
Come on, Peter, I’d really like that. Not that I don’t enjoy being in your head, but it’s claustrophobic. Peter couldn’t help noticing her brave attempt at humour. Just for me, Kate entreated. 
"OK," he conceded. 
"Sorry to keep you waiting," Dr Grant, said as he hurried down the corridor. He was no longer wearing the dark university gown that many teachers draped over their everyday clothes, but he still cut an impressive figure with his impeccable grey suit, his sober floral tie, not to mention his greying hair and his stately handlebar moustache. Seeing the beret on Peter’s head his smile fled. "I trust you won’t make a habit of dressing like that, I might have to give you detention for breeching school rules."
Peter hastily pulled off the hat and handed it to Fi who took it with an exaggerated bow. Dr Grant gave them both a stony look.
Is he angry? Kate asked, sounding perplexed.
I’m not sure, he told Kate. He knows full well I wear girl’s clothes, even if he’s never seen me do it. 
Of course, Dr Grant would be furious if he went to school dressed as a girl. More than that, Dr Grant would probably feel betrayed. Not that Peter would ever do it. The thought of being mocked by fellow pupils had him shrinking back in horror.
After all the emotions, Peter was exhausted on the way home and he’d willingly have slept, but he forced himself to tell Dr Grant about the fight. Unlike many adults who butted in with their opinions before you’d finished, the headmaster listened in silence, interrupting only when clarification was necessary. Peter went on to describe Kate’s reaction. Dr Grant knew all about the girl in Peter’s head. He’d made her acquaintance when Kate had first visited Peter mind-to-mind.
The headmaster listened, his face grim as he watched the road ahead. "I suspected Andrew was having problems, but he is a good pupil and always puts on a brave face. It would seem you have unwittingly unearthed the gravity of his situation."
"Is there nothing we can do?" Peter asked, his own solicitude surprising him.
"You might need to do something for us too," Fi pointed out. "If Andrew’s brother decides to get revenge."
I’m so sorry, Kate moaned. I started all this.
"No you didn’t," Peter replied out loud. "It’s Kate. She thinks it’s her fault."
"Andrew’s brother started it," Fi pointed out.
"And what about you, Kate?" Dr Grant asked as he turned into the winding drive that led up to their home, a large mansion on the outskirts of town.
"She’s really sorry," Peter relayed. 
"I wish there were something we could do to make you feel better," Dr Grant said.
"Peter’s agreed to let Kate borrow his body during the weekend. I’m sure that’ll help," Fi said, brimming over with enthusiasm. "So you’ll be gaining a daughter."
"I look forward to meeting you face to face Kate," he said, sounding a bit uncertain as he brought the car to a halt in front of the house.
Peter blushed. It didn’t make any difference that John Grant knew about and tolerated him dressing up, Peter was still embarrassed at the prospect of parading in girl’s clothes before his adopted parents, especially as John had never seen him dressed like that.
Dr Grant switched off the engine but made no move to get out, instead he turned to Peter, his face grave. "I know you are a cautious boy, but you need to be extremely careful. No one should know what happens here. We might be in 1960, but few people are as tolerant as us. Many would not understand if they knew we let you dress as a girl. They would probably be furious. Some might even call the police. And we can hardly use Kate as an excuse. She’s as much a secret as your dressing up."
 
 
Chapter 3.
"Do I really have to wear that," Kate asked, as Fi handed her a bra. When she’d agreed to borrow Peter’s body, she’d never imagined being forced to dress like a doll. "It’s hardly as if Peter’s body needs it."
Fi laughed. 
Tell her to quit poking fun, Peter grumbled. 
I thought you always dreamt of dressing as a girl.
I did, but I never imagined parading in a dress in front of my headmaster. I’ll never be able to face him again. What’s more, it’s not me that’s dressing up, it’s you.
His distress affected her deeply. The last thing I want is to upset you. Let me hand back your body...
No. Don’t. I know how much you miss having a body. This weekend is for you, not me.
"Peter’s upset," Kate said out loud.
"How come? I thought dressing up would make my pretty boy happy..."
"He’s feeling a little…" and she paused, uncertain about the word to use, "dispossessed."
Get on with it, Peter told Kate. We’re going to be late.
"Peter said hurry up."
Fi took the bra back from Kate. "I’ve got a remedy for flat chests," she said, pulling two round pads from her pocket. 
Typical Fi, Peter muttered. No beating about the bush.
Fi helped Kate clasp the bra behind her back. Kate wasn’t sure if it was her or Peter that shuddered as Fi slid the two pads in place. 
"There," Fi said. "Look at yourself in the mirror."
The sight of herself in Peter’s body in matching pants and bra made her uncomfortable. It was true, he could easily be mistaken for a girl, with his thin, pale face, his high cheek bones and his light brown hair, not to mention his slender hands and long fingers. 
No, it was not so much seeing a boy dressed as a girl that disturbed her. She’d come to accept the ambiguity. What choice did she have? Rather, it was the make-believe. Where she came from, people were not continually pretending they were someone else. In addition, Peter’s discomfort at being dressed up seeped through, even though he was trying to mask his emotions. 
She turned her back on the mirror and picked up the dress that Fi and her mum had chosen. The two had bought the most feminine clothes they could find, as if that would help her forget she was in a boy’s body. 
Made of a silky material she didn’t recognise, the dress was royal blue and reached to just below her knees. The long sleeves buttoned at the wrists and there was a rounded white collar below which a double line of buttons ran the whole length of the front of the dress to the hem. A belt pulled the otherwise loose-fitting dress tight around her waist causing it to billow over her chest. That it concealed Fi’s padded bra suited her well. Even though she knew Fi’s mum and Dr Grant were not dupe, she couldn’t help imagining what they would think if they saw that she, or rather Peter, had sprouted breasts.
"Now the tights," Fi said. They were a paler shade of blue than the dress. Another article from Fi’s mum’s shopping spree.
Kate made a face. She’d have preferred more practical clothes, a full-length skirt or trousers and a blouse.
"You’ll like them," Fi insisted. "They look so sexy."
Kate snorted in a very un-girlish way. She’d caught the habit from Peter. "I hardly think there’s any need to appear attractive."
"Of course there is," Fi retorted. "Every girl wants to be attractive."
"Dinner’s ready, girls," Fi’s mum called up.
Kate sat on the bed and tried to pull on the tights, but kept getting them twisted. The effort exhausted her. In the end Fi came to the rescue. Kate was acutely aware of Fi’s helping hand, all the more so that she felt Peter’s embarrassment.
Being a girl is hard work, she told Peter, as she finally pulled the tights up around her waist and smoothed her dress in place. I can’t see why you ever bother. Next time round I want to be a boy.
Good luck with that, Peter said, clearly still disgruntled.
Come on Peter. I know you’re tired, but don’t spoil my weekend by being in a bad mood.
Fi sat Kate on a chair such that her face was in the light and carefully applied lipstick and eyeliner. "Just a hint of colour," Fi said.
Kate took the court shoes from Fi and slipped them on. They were a darker blue than her dress and had flat heels. Fi’s mum had managed to find a pair that fit Peter’s feet. Kate was grateful she didn’t have to strut around on high heels as she’d seen some girls do. She could barely manage to stay standing on her bare feet.
"You look wonderful," Fi said, walking around Kate admiring her. 
When the girl stopped her turning and leaned closer, Kate panicked, imagining Fi was about to kiss her. Her feelings were heightened by Peter’s alarm. But Fi just brushed the hair out of her eyes, then pulled back.
"You are such a tasty morsel," Fi said, licking her lips. "You make my mouth water."
She makes us sound like a meal, Peter complained.
"Peter suggests we go down and eat before you gobble us both up," Kate said, a wry smile on her lips.
Fi laughed and took Kate by the arm, helping her down the stairs.
"Ah, there you are, Kate. How good of you to come," Dr Grant said, emerging from the kitchen with a tureen of hot soup in his hands. "Shame both you and Peter can’t be here at the same time."
The apparent ease with which he accepted her in Peter’s body astonished her, considering that earlier he’d expressed his reserve about the business of dressing up. It was like a play, she thought, but unlike the one she’d seen at Peter’s school, the actors and the audience were the same people. She was surprised how much they all seemed to love pretending.
"I am very glad to be here," Kate replied, hoping she’d got her lines right. 
"Let’s have a look," Christina said, as she followed Dr Grant from the kitchen. Kate had first seen Fi’s mum shortly after Peter had fled his home and gone to stay with Fi and her mum. It was only later when Christina had met Peter’s headmaster, John Grant, and fallen in love, that they’d all moved to his house.
Like Fi, her mum was short and slim, barely reaching her new husband’s shoulders. She could have been taken for an older version of Fi, the same high cheek bones, the same sparkling eyes with a few added wrinkles and a hint of dark shadows. She even had auburn hair, although hers was longer than her daughter’s.
And like her daughter, Christina was enthralled by the business of dressing up. She had Fi turn Kate round to get a good look. "The dress is so feminine. It fits well and those colours suit you." Running her fingers through Kate’s hair, she added: "You could have done something with this, Fi."
Fi shrugged. "I like her hair that way. It makes a statement about being both boy and girl."
Of course. She’s done you up to satisfy her own tastes, Peter complained.
Kate glanced at the mirror in the entrance hall. The neatly dressed young girl with short, chestnut coloured hair whose sparkling eyes stared back caught her by surprise. Could it really be her? It certainly wasn’t Peter.
All four sat at the dinner table and Dr Grant bowed his head. 
"Would you like to say grace, Kate?" Dr Grant asked quietly.
The prospect troubled her. She’d never had to recite a prayer before.
Think of something important that has happened for which you are grateful, Peter suggested.
"May those that are excluded because they are different find a home such as this in which they are accepted and appreciated as they really are."
"Amen," they chorused. 
Amen, said Peter silently.
When the meal was over, Kate offered to help clear away.
Christina refused. "You’ve been ill and must be exhausted after a day at school. And it wouldn’t do to dirty your lovely dress. Take a seat and rest."
Truth is she’s worried we’ll break the plates and glasses, Kate teased.
We’re not that clumsy, Peter commented. 
Kate smiled at the ‘we’. You’ve dropped things a lot recently, she said, reminding him of several moments when things had slipped from his fingers.
Kate went slowly into the living room with its deep armchairs and the crackling fire heaped high in the fireplace. The added warmth was most welcome. The weather had turned cold since Peter had left hospital and wearing such a flimsy dress and tights didn’t keep her warm.
How am I supposed to sit down in full view of everyone with such a short dress? Kate mused.
Keep your knees together, Peter suggested. I think that’s how it’s done.
How uncomfortable and handicapping, Kate snorted, imagining herself having to fight in such an attire. 
Her thoughts had Peter giggling. Kate smiled too.
"It’s good to see you smile," Christina said as they joined Kate. Dr Grant agreed.
"I was joking with Peter about wearing short dresses. They are such a handicap."
"But you look so pretty," Christina protested.
It was Dr Grant’s turn to laugh. "Fashion has its limits."
When Fi returned from the kitchen, the conversation turned to Andrew and his brother. Peter’s fear at the mention of the youth had Kate worrying too.
"What exactly did Andrew’s brother say?" Christina asked.
"He said, I’ll get you back for this poof," Fi told them, shuddering.
A desperate hammering at the front door halted their conversation.
"Who could that be so late on a Friday evening?" Dr Grant wondered as he got to his feet. The knocking rang out again. "Coming!" he called, leaving the room.
You don’t think it’s him, do you? Peter asked, trepidation in his voice.
Who?
Andrew’s brother.
Surely he wouldn’t dare come here...
Kate strained to hear as the front door opened. There was a heavy thud followed by a gasp and then a groan. Fi and Christina immediately got to their feet, but made no move to investigate. Kate would have got up too, but her legs ached from so much standing and walking.
No further groans came, much to her relief, but she was sure she could hear faint whimpers. Concerned, Kate struggled to her feet and took a step towards the door, but Fi’s mum placed a hand on her arm to stop her. "You girls stay here," Christina said and hurried out of the room.
From the hall, Kate could hear the sound of scuffling feet. 
It’s a fight, Peter gasped.
No. It’s more like something heavy being dragged across the floor.
"Fi, Kate," Christina called out, "come quick."
Fi rushed out into the hall, followed more slowly by Kate, only to find it empty. Urgent whispers came from the kitchen. A trail of blood smeared across the white tiles showed the way. 
On the kitchen table lay a boy caked in half-dried blood, his chest heaving as he struggled to breathe. Twisted in pain, his face was almost obscured by the blood that flowed sluggishly from a gash across his forehead. Just above his right hip, his jacket and shirt had been ripped apart revealing an ominous red stain.
Christina was trying to staunch the flow of blood from the wound on his head, dabbing it gently with a wad of cotton wool.
"John’s gone to phone for an ambulance," Christina told them. "Fi, fetch a clean cloth and some warm water." 
Kate rounded the table trying to get a better look. The boy’s face seemed familiar. Only when Fi returned with water and a cloth and wiped the blood from his cheeks and lips did she recognise him. 
"It’s Andrew," she gasped.
 
 
Chapter 4.
The ambulance arrived in a whirl of noise and activity. To Kate’s relief, the ambulance men announced that neither wounds was serious. All the same, they insisted he go to hospital. She didn’t relish the idea. Hospitals reminded her of Peter’s long stay and her being trapped in his unconscious mind, unable to do anything. 
Dr Grant took the ambulance men aside and explained. "Taking Andrew to hospital," he said, "might put his life in danger." Finally they agreed, provided the headmaster called a doctor. Getting one to answer a house call at night wasn’t easy, but the doctor who came was a friend.
"He was lucky," the doctor said. "Half an inch more and that knife would have caused serious harm." He stitched up the wound  in Andrew’s side and cleaned up the gash on his forehead. Then he rummaged in his bag and extracted several pills. "Painkillers. The boy’ll probably need them." He slid the pills into a tiny envelope, handed it to Dr Grant and left, promising to return the next day.
What a strange world, Kate thought. These people come at the body from the outside with knives and needles. Even if pills did enter the body, they were still a sightless remedy unable to adjust to conditions inside. 
Peter had told her about such behaviour, but seeing it first hand was surprising. If only they knew how to cure from inside, they wouldn’t do so much damage. The two of them had become adepts at healing from the inside until ... Feeling Peter shudder in a distant recess of her mind, she broke off that train of thought.
Everyone was concerned how Andrew would react when he regained consciousness. Dr Grant, Fi and her mum all offered to watch over him, but Kate had insisted she do it.
"I’m not tired," she’d told them. "All I do is sit around in Peter’s head." It wasn’t true, of course. If Peter’s body was tired then so was she. His body was hers, after all. And Peter was exhausted.
Peter was adamantly opposed to her spending the night with Andrew, but she managed to persuade him, pointing out that the boy would surely remain unconscious.
As everyone prepared for bed, Christina brought Kate a thick woollen blanket. "It can get cold at night," she said. "If you are too tired, fetch me and I’ll take over.
At that moment Dr Grant, who came by on his way to bed, said, “Keep that blanket around you. Seeing you dressed like that might confuse Andrew."
I should say so, Peter muttered.
 
A distant clock struck two. Kate shivered, then yawned so widely her jaw cracked. She’d already drifted off several times. Wrapping the blanket tight around her shoulders, she rested her head on her arms. All were asleep, even Peter in her head.  
Raising her hands to her face, she ran her fingers around her eyes exploring their shape and the feel of her skin. It was soft and firm. She let her fingers trail down the high cheek bones, stopping only when her fingertips reached her lips. Pursing her mouth, she pressed her fingers against her puckered lips. A troubling quiver stirred in her stomach and she hastily pulled her fingers from her mouth.
Peter’s body had become familiar, but this was the first time she had control for an extended period. For twelve years she’d lived secure in her own body. It’d never crossed her mind she might be without. If you didn’t have a body, you were dead, right? But she wasn’t. She’d survived. It was a reprieve, but also a condemnation. She’d never have her own body again. Tears welled in her eyes. She shook her head to clear her sight and looked down at Andrew. The soft whisper of his breath, regular now, was the only sound in the silent house.
She laid her hand on Andrew’s. It was far too warm. Concentrating on the feel of his skin, firm against hers, she repeatedly tried to cross the natural barrier that surrounded him to get to his mind. It had always been so easy. The trick was to make yourself tiny and not force a passage. The more you forced, the more the barrier resisted. Once inside, she’d be able to heal his wounds. But try as she would, she couldn’t get in. 
Discouraged, she closed her eyes and began quietly humming a song she’d heard on the radio, one of those silly tunes that irritatingly whirled round and round in your head. Snatches of the words came back and she sang softly: "...sorrows heaving around my head... Making me remember when... When I’m not able to remember at all... The voices say to me that this was meant to be... Love's unkind and love's untrue. Oh why did love pick out you?"
"Poor me," a voice said.
Startled, she sat up, hastily pulling her hand from Andrew’s. Was she hearing voices again? It wasn’t Peter, she checked, he slept on.
"It’s the title of the song," the voice said.
She opened her eyes to see Andrew staring at her, his regard so intense, she had to look away,.
"How do you feel?" she asked, pulling the blanket tighter around her shoulders.
"I’m not sure. Everything is muddled." He made a move to sit up, but stopped with a groan. She sprang to her feet letting the blanket fall and almost fell over in her hurry to help him. Her head was spinning wildly. 
"My head hurts. My side too," he said. "What happened? Where am I? What am I doing here? Who are you?"
Kate smiled as she gingerly made her way back to her chair. Picking up the blanket, she wrapped herself securely in it. "Which answer would you like first, Andrew?"
A troubled look flitted across his face at the sound of his name. "Who are you?"
"Kate." 
"Do I know you?"
"I don’t think so."
"But you know me."
"Yes. I saw you once at school."
"Do you go to my school? I’ve never seen you."
"No. I don’t. I don’t go out very often." The ludicrousness of her words had her smiling.
He looked troubled again. She wondered if her smile had offended him.
"But why are you looking after me? Are you an apprentice nurse?"
A giggle bubbled up inside her and burst from her lips. She had an irresistible desire to play with him. "No. I’m an apprentice magician."
He looked alarmed, but his alarm quickly changed to anger. "Are you making fun of me?"
She sobered immediately. "No. Not at all." How silly of her to mention that other life when it no longer existed. "I offered to watch over you."
Andrew’s eyes roamed the room. "Where am I?"
"At Dr Grant’s house."
He looked at her blankly.
"The headmaster," she said.
"Ah yes. Where Peter lives."
"Yes. When you staggered in, you were covered in blood ..." Seeing Andrew turn even paler, she halted. "You’re not going to faint, are you?"
"No. I just remembered what happened."
Intrigued, she wanted to know more, but she wasn’t going to badger him. "Would you like a painkiller? The doctor left some."
"Thanks. But I can get by."
There was a long pause during which neither spoke.
"Who are you, Kate?" Andrew asked, his eyes perplexed as they fixed her. "I mean, it’s the middle of the night, and I find myself accompanied by a pretty girl I don’t know who claims she’s an apprentice magician..."
Kate blushed. Thank heavens Peter was asleep. Had he been awake, her chatting to Andrew might not have been to his liking and the boy calling her ‘pretty’ even less so. 
"All that business with magicians was just make-believe," she said, hoping a little deceit might cover her blunder. This world was tricky and it was changing her. If she wasn’t careful, she’d end up as muddled about reality as everyone else.
"Shame," he said. "I’d like to know a magician’s apprentice."
Kate shrugged off the blanket, feeling too hot all of a sudden, then hastily pulled it round her again, uneasy at the way his eyes lit up at the sight of her dress.  All this was far more complicated than she’d imagined. In her world she’d had little to do with boys. She’d been far too busy studying magic. And in Peter’s world, judging from the few she’d met, boys reacted in ways she didn’t understand.
To her embarrassment he continued to stare at her as if searching for an answer. "You remind me of Peter," he finally said. "You look so much like him you could be his sister."
"No, I’m not, although you could say we’re close..." She had a hard time not giggling. He couldn’t possibly imagine how close.
He looked away. "I see." His words were heavy with meaning, but what that might be completely eluded her.
"What do you see?" she asked, perplexed.
"You are his ..." The words seem to stick in his throat. She waited, intrigued. "Girlfriend."
She checked to see if Peter was still asleep. She was relieved to find he was. "Yes. I suppose you’d say that." She looked up at him to gauge his reaction. He looked in pain. "Are you sure you don’t want a painkiller?"
"Maybe that would be a good idea," he said, his voice a strangled whisper.
She rose in alarm and went to fetch water from the kitchen. When she returned, Andrew lay with both hands covering his face. Were those tears trickling down his cheeks? "Oh Andrew, does it hurt that much?"
He hastily wiped the tears from his face and took the glass of water and the pill.
"I think I’ll try to sleep," he said, not looking her in the face.
"Sleep tight," she said and sat down, preparing to continue her silent vigil.
"They never did like me," he said after a long silence.
"Who?"
"My brother, my mother. I was the odd one out. The misfit. My brother liked football, I hated it. I liked reading, he hardly opened a book. I got good marks. His school reports were a disaster. He was always fighting and smoking and drinking. The very thought of it makes me sick. He’d hit me. When I didn’t fight back, he got mad. He called me a pansy and hit me harder. He said he’d beat it out of me. Mum encouraged him. There was something wrong with me, she said. It was father’s fault. Bad blood, she called it. Tainted, she called me. Weakling. Weirdo. Poof. Fairy. Never Andrew."
He struggled to silence the sobs that rose in his throat. 
Kate leaned forward and placed her hand on his, squeezing it gently. "Cry," she said. "Nobody will hit you here." Seeing his distress increase, she lifted his hand to her lips and kissed the back of it.
He turned his tear-filled eyes in her direction, that unspoken question still strong in them.
"I used to lock myself in my room, to get some peace, but he broke open the door and took away the key. Meal time was the worst. They’d taunt me, refusing to give me anything. I didn’t deserve food, my mother said."
"How long has this been going on?"
"Years."
"And you told nobody?"
"No. Never!" He sounded shocked. "If I complained, he’d have beaten me even more."
"Poor Andrew."
When she felt his fingers curl around hers she realised she still held his hand. Gently freeing herself, she asked, "What happened last night?"
"Brian was hopping mad, but to my surprise, he didn’t mention it back home. Then at dinner he was horrible. He took away my food and when I complained, he handed me a bowl of dog food. When I refused to eat, he smeared the stuff around my mouth. It tasted foul, so foul I threw up all over him. He was furious, but I managed to escape and barricaded myself in my room." 
"Much later, I heard him fumbling at the front door. He must have dropped his keys, because he cursed several times, his words slurred with drink. I turned out the light hoping he was too drunk to think of me. And when he headed for the kitchen I thought I was going to be lucky, but my relief was short lived. He burst into my room, sending my barricade flying, and staggered towards me brandishing a carving knife. ‘Don’t think you’ll get away this time,’ he said, then he lunged at me. I bit back a scream. I didn’t dare wake mother. Instead, I rolled off the bed as the knife plunged into the mattress. Several times he came at me, and each time I dodged."
"I cowered in a corner with him towering over me. He staggered forward and took a wild swipe, getting in his first hit, slicing open my forehead. I muffled a scream as blood spurted everywhere. He let out a whoop of triumph and attacked with renewed vigour. He’s not a good fighter, especially not when drunk. His hands and legs never go where he wants. I would’ve escaped without further hurt, but he tripped over my slippers, fell forward and cut through my jacket and shirt, leaving a large gash in my side."
"How did you escape?"
"In falling, the idiot knocked himself out. I was terrified he was dead. But, to my relief, he began snoring. It was a dreadful sound, like a wild animal. I was sure he’d wake mother. If she came, she’d kill me for hurting him."
"But he hurt you," Kate said, indignant.
"Do you think that mattered?"
"It must have hurt terribly."
He nodded. "I thought I was going to die. There was blood everywhere and my head and side throbbed dreadfully. I didn’t know what to do. Then I thought of Peter. Had he not protected me at school? And he was staying with the headmaster who didn’t live far away. Surely he’d protect me."
A strange tugging distracted Kate. She hadn’t felt such a call since Peter summoned her from across the worlds. Who could possibly be calling her? The thought worried her. What if her executioners were dragging her back to finish her off? She tried to resist the pull, but it became insistent. She reached out to Peter, meaning to wake him, when everything went black and her link to him was severed.
 
 
Chapter 5.
Peter fled as fast as his legs would go, panting wildly. Dark figures pursued him down murky, wind-swept corridors. Whenever he thought he was rid of them, another cloaked nun surged up, nails outstretched to claw his face. A strident chorus of female voices intoned a funeral mass to the sound of their steadily advancing footfalls. 
"No!" Peter wailed, desperately trying to end it. His cry awoke him, but the nightmare played on and with it lingered the nasty smell of that other place. 
Where was he? Certainly not in bed. To his surprise, fingers were gently raking through his hair. "Cut that out Fi."
"Are you all right?" a boy asked. "You sound strange."
Peter eyes sprang open in alarm and he looked up. His head was resting on the edge of a camp bed in which Andrew lay, a bandage wrapped round the top of his head. The boy looked confused and worried. Peter sat up abruptly and as he did Andrew’s fingers fell from his hair. 
 Glancing down, Peter was shocked to see he was wearing a blue dress and pale blue tights. His hands flew to hide his face as he blushed bright red. Then memory flooded back. It was Kate’s weekend. But where was Kate? He plunged into his head, searching desperately, but found no trace of her. Fear and panic coursed through his veins as he teetered on the verge of a gaping hole.
"She’s gone," he wailed and sprang to his feet.
"What’s the matter?" Andrew asked, dismayed, struggling to prop himself up on one elbow. When Peter didn’t answer, he repeated, "Kate, what’s up?
"Kate!" Peter exclaimed and staggered towards the door, shedding one shoe as he went.
He hobbled up the stairs, hopping clumsily from shod foot to bare foot. Halting a moment to catch his breath, he shook off the lone shoe, then continued on in stockinged feet. 
His shout had woken everyone. Lights flickered on and doors squeaked open. He hastened on up, not wanting to meet anyone. In the attic was a small, disused room that had once housed a maid. He headed there, wanting to hide. Inside, the door shut tight, he flung himself on the narrow bed and buried his face in the musty pillow.
Where could Kate have gone? Since that fateful day when she had been beheaded, her spirit had never left him. Without his body she couldn’t survive. Unless, of course - he shuddered at the thought - she’d been given another body. The cursed Arthur Yong sprang to mind, a malevolent jester grinning insanely at him. Peter clenched his fists and bit back a scream of frustration. So that was it. The blasted author was meddling with her life again. Hadn’t he done enough damage already?
Peter rolled over on his back and stared up at the sloping ceiling. Where did that leave him? Had his spirit not been lodged in Kate at the end? Could it have perished with her body? The thought terrified him. He might have become Kate’s body, but had she become his spirit? With her gone, was he now spiritless? He didn’t feel any different, apart from the seething anger, that is.
He closed his eyes and dug deep inside, frantically scanning the smallest neurons in search of anything that resembled a spirit. But what did a spirit look like and where would it reside? He might have been used to having another spirit in his head, but he’d always seen it as Kate, not as a spirit. As for his own spirit, even if he’d travelled in that form to Kate’s world, he had no idea what it looked like. Hopelessness washed over him. He opened his eyes, searching the blank ceiling for inspiration. 
If Kate had a new body, he might be able to call her. That was how they’d got to know each other across the divide between worlds. He tried. Kate? If she could answer, she would. But he felt no answering presence, no reassuring voice. Oh Kate. Where are you?
Downstairs people were calling his name. Couldn’t they leave him alone? As he roamed his mind in search of Kate, the heavy weight of sleep tugged at him. He was exhausted. Not surprising, what with Kate keeping his body awake all night and the aftermath of the coma.
When he awoke, warm breath caressed the back of his neck and arms grasped him tightly around his waist. Someone was lying close behind him. Alarmed, he imagined Andrew had pursued him. The thought made him furious, especially as he was still wearing Kate’s dress. He was about to break free when a sleepy female voice said, "Ah, you’re awake."
It was Fi.
She pulled him in a tight embrace. "You make a lovely girl, you know," she whispered in his ear.
For someone who claimed to be so in tune with others, she could be very insensitive at times. He shook himself free and sat on the edge of the bed. "Stop that!"
She pouted. "Now that you’ve tasted being a girl, you no longer want my caresses? I knew it, you prefer Andrew."
The absurdity of her accusation had Peter wanting to lash out. It took all his control not to shout at her. "You don’t understand," he said through clenched teeth. "Kate’s gone."
Fi looked at him uncomprehending. "What do you mean ‘gone’?"
"When I awoke she was no longer in my head."
"That’s terrible. I didn’t know she could do that."
"She can’t. Not without a body."
"Could she have found a new one?"
"Found? No. Been given one? Maybe."
Fi looked at him blankly.
"You remember that bloke who wrote the story about Kate? Well I suspect he’s written her a new role."
"Why ever would he do that?"
"Revenge. We did mess up his story." He was going to remind her what happened, but she seemed distracted. 
"Poor Andrew was worried," she said, straightening his dress. "He thought Kate ran away because he’d offended her."
"Who cares about Andrew! What about me?" he said indignant. "Not only has my other half suddenly disappeared, but there I was parading as a girl with a fellow schoolboy."
Fi was struggling not to laugh.
"It’s not funny," he snapped. Anger threatened to overwhelm him. Was that the tribute he had to pay for the loss of Kate? Wild, uncontrollable anger.
A knock came at the door.
"Can we come in?" he heard Fi’s mum ask.
"Who’s ‘we’?" he asked, irritated.
"John and I."
Peter took a blanket that lay folded on a chair by the bed and wrapped it around himself. As Kate he’d accepted to be with them dressed as a girl, but he was not ready to do so as himself.
"Come in."
Fi’s mum took him in her arms and hug him tight. Dr Grant was more reserved, smiling from a distance.
"You lost this," Fi’s mum said, handing him one of Kate’s shoes.
Peter looked at the shoe perplexed.
"We found it on the stairs," John said.
"What happened down there?" Fi’s mum asked.
"I awoke to find Kate gone."
"Maybe she just dropped out for a moment," Christina suggested.
Peter groaned and stamped his foot, causing the blanket to slip from his shoulders. He was fed up explaining. "She can’t survive without a body." Better not air his suspicions about the author.
"You look worn out. Let’s have some breakfast, then you can have a rest," Dr Grant suggested. "We can talk about this later." Looking at Peter’s dress that was now clearly visible, he added, "Maybe you should change before you come down. It might be a bit confusing for Andrew and we wouldn’t want him gossiping at school."
Why were these people so worried about Andrew? What about him? Once the adults had left, Fi fussed over him, removing his makeup, chattering all the time. She was like a dynamo charged with words. She got on his nerves, something that had never happened before. 
When she finally left, he took a long shower, hoping the warm water would undo the knotted muscles. Despite his efforts, his jaw remained clenched and his shoulders and neck were so tense they hurt.
Having donned his shorts and shirt, he felt uncomfortably underdressed. Pulling on long socks that reached to just below his knees helped. He pinched one of Fi’s colourful kerchiefs and tied it around his neck. Glancing in the mirror, he had the impression Kate was looking back at him. Annoyed, he pulled off the scarf and tossed it on the bed. He ruffled his hair, pushed his socks down to his ankles and undid two buttons of his shirt. Showing off his chest was not his way, but it seemed like something boys might do.
Stepping cautiously down the stairs, in no hurry to arrive, he prayed Andrew would be too ill to join them. His prayers were not answered. Andrew sat at the table surrounded by John, Christina and Fi in quiet conversation. 
"Ah, there you are Peter," Dr Grant said. "As you can see Andrew joined us while you were away. He’s been in the wars, but he is well enough to eat with us."
Peter glared at Andrew. The boy was staring at him, surprise, alarm even, in his eyes. Realising that his mouth had fallen open, Andrew snapped it shut and looked away, embarrassed. Peter looked away too, furious.
"Is Kate not joining us?" Andrew asked, looking questioningly at Peter.
"She had to leave in a hurry," Dr Grant explained. "She asked me to say goodbye and to tell you to get well soon."
"What a shame," Andrew said, appearing more crestfallen than his words let on. "She was so kind during the night."
Peter shuddered at what Kate might have done while he slept. The boy seemed besotted with her.
"Whatever happened to your head?" Peter asked, deciding that, had he been away, it would be normal to enquire, but his words came out far harsher than intended.
Andrew shot him a troubled look. 
"Did the accident damage your tongue?" Peter snapped before he could stop himself.
"Peter, that’s not very kind," Fi’s mum chided. "Andrew doesn’t need you being unpleasant to him after all he’s been through."
Peter stamped his foot in fury and was about to launch into a tirade against Andrew when the sight of Dr Grant frowning brought him up short. Tears brimmed in his eyes and threatened to overwhelm him.
"I’m sorry," Peter said, rubbing his eyes with his fists. Everything was such a muddle. "I don’t feel myself," he managed to add through clenched teeth. "I am so angry..."
"It’s because of Kate, isn’t it?" Andrew blurted out. 
Was the blighter trying to taunt him? Peter took a threatening step in his direction, but Dr Grant held up a warning hand, his face stern and forbidding.
"It must be really hard," Andrew said, his voice catching on the words, "when the one you love suddenly leaves," 
"Are you all right Andrew?" Fi’s mum asked. "You should lie down."
Who cared about Andrew? He was the one suffering from the loss of Kate, not Andrew. Anger bubbled up again, red hot and eager to shout its mind. He felt like a little kid with a tantrum coming on. Feeling small and helpless only further fanned his anger. He had to avoid touching the objects on the table for fear he’d throw them at someone. Despite his efforts, the anger was getting the better of him. He kept his mouth shut in case he snapped at someone or worse, tried to bite them. He clenched the seat of his chair with both hands trying to get a grip on himself.
Dr Grant got to his feet, pulled up a chair and sat next to Peter, laying a hand on his clenched fists. "You are a good person, Peter. Things will work out," John said quietly.
It was just too much. Peter could hold on no longer. He burst into tears and buried his head in John’s shoulder. The man put an  arm round him and with his other hand patted Peter’s back. 
"There, there," he said. "Don’t doubt yourself, Peter. You have done great things and you will do more. You’ll get her back."
"But I feel so angry," Peter confessed. "I could smash everything."
"Anger is unpleasant, for all concerned," John said. "We’d prefer not to have anything to do with it, but it is the expression of a force that insists on being heard and we need to heed what it is saying."
Peter had no idea what his anger was telling him, but Dr Grant’s words unravelled some of the knots that held him under pressure. "Thanks," he said.
 
 
Chapter 6.
Sun was streaming through a crack between the curtains when Peter awoke. Chaffinches squabbled in the trees outside. He sighed. Term would soon be over and he had a mountain of schoolwork to catch up on.
All was quiet in the house. It was Saturday. Fi had gone to Guides and Mr and Mrs Grant must have gone shopping. Looking around the room, he spotted Kate’s dress sprawled across the dresser where he’d abandoned it. 
Kate! His heart sank. 
He rechecked. No sign of her in his head. His only hope, if you could call it that, was that the author had spirited her away into a nightmare of his making. Peter strove to still his anger and frustration as he pushed back the covers.
He shook out Kate’s dress and hung it in the wardrobe. Just in case she ever came back, he told himself, running his fingers appreciatively over the soft material. 
He was about to leave, when a delicious sequence of notes wafted up
Chapter 7.
Chapter 8.
Chapter 9.
Chapter 10.
Chapter 11.
Chapter 12.
Chapter 13.
Chapter 14.
Chapter 15.
Chapter 16.
Chapter 17.
Chapter 18.
Chapter 19.
Chapter 20.
Chapter 21.
Chapter 22.
Chapter 23.
Chapter 24.
Chapter 25.
Chapter 26.
Chapter 27.
Chapter 28.
Chapter 29.
Chapter 30.
Chapter 31.
Chapter 32.
Chapter 33.
Chapter 34.
Chapter 35.
Chapter 36.
Chapter 37.
Chapter 38.
Chapter 39.
Chapter 40.
Chapter 41.
Chapter 42.
Chapter 43.
Chapter 44.
Chapter 45.
Chapter 46.
Chapter 47.
Chapter 48.
Chapter 49.
Chapter 50.
Chapter 51.
Chapter 52.
Epilogue
The Author
Boy &Girl
We Girls
Stories People Tell
Chimera
The Reaches
The Keeper's Daughter
The Starless Square

OPS/images/B_GII-Front_Cover-v2020-1000x646x300.jpg
. ~*Boy &Girl S;ga Book 3
... InSearch
- of Lost Girls
’ ) . ¢ i ‘ = _

e ;

‘ hMtCIusk’ey





OPS/toc.xhtml
		In Search of Lost Girls		Other books by the author

		Thanks

		Chapter 1.

		Chapter 2.

		Chapter 3.

		Chapter 4.

		Chapter 5.

		Chapter 6.

		Chapter 7.

		Chapter 8.

		Chapter 9.

		Chapter 10.

		Chapter 11.

		Chapter 12.

		Chapter 13.

		Chapter 14.

		Chapter 15.

		Chapter 16.

		Chapter 17.

		Chapter 18.

		Chapter 19.

		Chapter 20.

		Chapter 21.

		Chapter 22.

		Chapter 23.

		Chapter 24.

		Chapter 25.

		Chapter 26.

		Chapter 27.

		Chapter 28.

		Chapter 29.

		Chapter 30.

		Chapter 31.

		Chapter 32.

		Chapter 33.

		Chapter 34.

		Chapter 35.

		Chapter 36.

		Chapter 37.

		Chapter 38.

		Chapter 39.

		Chapter 40.

		Chapter 41.

		Chapter 42.

		Chapter 43.

		Chapter 44.

		Chapter 45.

		Chapter 46.

		Chapter 47.

		Chapter 48.

		Chapter 49.

		Chapter 50.

		Chapter 51.

		Chapter 52.

		Epilogue

		The Author

		Boy &Girl

		We Girls

		Stories People Tell

		Chimera

		The Reaches

		The Keeper's Daughter

		The Starless Square










OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





