Billy
By James Farish-Carradice

 Christi was not a lesbian; she had a boyfriend for Christ’s sake! She had been in a steady relationship with that boyfriend for the last 18 months. Still, her boyfriend had never made her feel the way she felt when she first caught a glimpse of Billy. Was it love at first sight? Christie didn’t want to admit to it because Christi didn’t believe in love at first sight. Christi didn’t really believe in love the way other people did. Not that kind of love anyway. She wasn’t the romantic type either, in fact you could say she flat out despised romance. Sentimentality too. That was just the way Christie was. 
 The people who knew her or at least thought they did referred to her as a cynic; Christie preferred the term realist. The one thing about so called ‘love’ that really got on her nerves? The fact that something like 90% of people manage to find their ‘soul mate’ within a 15 kilometre radius of where they live. What are the odds of that? There are over 6 billion people on Earth and yet the person you were ‘meant’ to spend the rest of you life with went to the same high school as you!
 Her boyfriend, Gavin, understood her line of thinking. That was one of the main reasons they were together; that and the fact that she found him incredibly attractive. Gavin wasn’t the sharpest knife in the draw but he had a kind a heart and he treated her well. What happened with Billy had nothing to do with Gavin, it was just one of those things. Something Christie never expected but something that not only changed her life but also her outlook of life.
 And it started at a strip club.

***

“What d’ya reckon Christi? Not bad huh?”

 Pete the office larrikin snapped her out of her stupor commentary. She offered him a weak smile in return as the group made their way to a table. The discomfort of being the only female in the group was being swept aside by the discomfort of being the only female in the room with less than ninety per cent of her body on display.
 “First time at the strippers then?”

Why did he insist on engaging her in what he thought passed for conversation? Could he not sense he disinterest? This time she didn’t even bother to respond. He waited a lot longer than seemed appropriate before eventually getting the hint.
 “Suit yourself then…prude,” Pete muttered turning his back on her and instead striking up a conversation with some of the other lads. 

 Christi wasn’t a prude though; she was anything but. It hadn’t been her idea to come to the strip club for their work break-up but she definitely hadn’t raised any objections. Maybe she would have feigned incredulousness at the suggestion had there been another woman in the office with whom she could associate but there wasn’t and she kind of liked it that way.
 “ I’m going to the bar,” she said to no one in particular as she squeezed her way past her work colleagues.

 As she stood in the queue tossing up the idea of ordering a glass of champagne (or whatever sparkling wine they referred to as champagne in this place) she glanced around and caught the briefest glimpse of one of the waitresses. She figured that they were called waitresses because she didn’t know what else to refer to them as. This girl that she happened to notice was fairly short, a lot better looking than the girls they had up on stage at the moment and, oddly enough, walked with a pronounced limp.
 “Next,” Christi heard someone say rather forcefully and snapping out of her reverie she looked around to see she was the only person left at the bar to be served.

 “Next,” the bartender repeated.

 Christi ordered a Becks beer and handed the girl the money. Waiting for her change her thoughts drifted back to the girl she had seen. The unusually attractive girl that she was all of a sudden fixated on.
 “Does one of you girls have a limp?” Christi asked the bartender as she collected her change.

 “They’re not my girls honey but I reckon you’re talking about Billy,” the girl responded before shuffling down the bar to serve another customer.

 Still not completely back with the living, Christi returned to the table her office friends were getting comfortable at and took a seat.
 “Thanks for the drinks,” one of her co-workers sarcastically commented but Christi was hardly paying attention, she couldn’t get this girl’s face out of her mind.

 Did I just fall in love? She asked herself.

***

Christi wondered what her boyfriend would make of her visiting a strip club. He was the open-minded sort although she doubted he had ever set foot in such an establishment; he was far too modern for that. Far too 

His name was Paul. They had met at work
