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UNDER COVER

by Philippa Peters

*****I. PROLOGUE*****
I didn�t set out, not in a million years, to be acrossdresser, a transvestite. I hardly knew what theterm meant, even when I became an adult. When Ilearned about �them,� I lumped them all in with sex-ual deviants as did all my comrades. To fit in, I madequeer jokes just like everybody else and thoughtnothing of it. It was all part of growing up and beingpart of the team.
When the Lieutenant asked me, after I�d only beensix months in uniform, to join the Vice Squad, I wasnaturally elated. Sue and I were married about thattime and the first complaints were being raised aboutthe hours I worked. But since crime didn�t sleep, andour crimes mostly happened at night, I asked her tolive with it for the time being. I was sure I�d be re-turned to more regular duties in six months or so.
Oh, and the money I was getting, the extra bo-nuses. Yes, SueAnn loved those. She even laughedand told me I could take as long as I liked in doing
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whatever I was doing, so long as I kept on depositingthe bonuses all in our bank account she had accessto, which she considered to be hers. Okay, I was ma-nipulating my wife, but, honestly, the cop work I wasdoing on the Vice Squad was a lot more interestingthan my home life with Sue.
It hadn�t taken me long, you see, to figure out whythey took such a naive guy like myself into Vice. Ilooked much younger than I really was. Letting myhair grow, I didn�t look at all like a cop as I�d used to. Ientrapped more gays than I can even remember bystrolling through one of the parks in what we calledthe Meat Market section of the East End. Surpris-ingly, I didn�t get much work on the other side, withthe ladies of the night. There, if anything, I wasback-up for other operations.
I remember trying to arrest one really tarted-upblonde once, she in a short black leather miniskirt, atight red sweater and with masses of blonde hair. Onher high heel stilts, she towered over me. She smelledof cheap perfume. She had thick makeup on her faceand laughed at me when I tried to arrest her.
�They�re sending out the kiddie cops now, arethey?� she asked in a surprisingly deep voice as sheswung at me. I was used to the cracks about myheight�thank goodness there wasn�t a height re-striction on our force�but I wasn�t used to thestrength with which she hit me. I went down like aton of bricks and could only watch as she ran off, asbest she could in her high heels, down Goldsmiths�Street.
She was tackled, and I mean tackled, by Ed Col-lins, a former linebacker, and knocked senselessagainst the pavement. Her blonde wig was knockedfree to reveal short, black, slicked back, masculinehair.
�Meet George Rodriguez,� said Eddie, getting upand flexing his shoulder. �Also known as WandaStarr, or Wendy Rodriguez. He�s got quite a left hook,
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from his boxing days, I think. I should have warnedyou.�
Mymouth must have dropped open a mile becauseEddie laughed at me. He told everyone about me go-ing only one round with Wanda, before losing on aTKO. For one night, I was the Kayo Kid to everyone onthe Vice Squad.
Wanda was a revelation when she, I mean he, re-gained consciousness. He wanted to be put in thevan with the girls, which was easy to do since we weremaking a big roundup that night of everyone on thestreets, checking IDs and such. When he wanted tobe in the holding pen at the station with the girls, theruckus started.
I didn�t blame the girls not wanting a man in withthem, despite the way Wanda looked in a dress, butwhen we took him to the male pens, I couldn�t believethe reaction of the men we were holding there. Theydidn�t reject him, or tell us not to put him in there.No, they wanted him in there, with them, for somefun, they said. And he wanted to go, strolling pastthem like he was a queen or something. Which hewas, of course.
We finally put Wanda in solitary, and called hislawyer, showing us he was one of Silk�s �girls,� as theyhad Henry White exclusively on call for them.
�You got an education tonight,� said Annie Phelansympathetically, as we went off-shift together. Anniewas an undercover, �like you,� she�d told me, but Iguessed that she wasn�t anything like me at all. Shewas, after all, a woman, who dressed, when sheneeded a uniform, in the Women�s Quarters, whichall the policewomen and female detectives used.
I laughed and told her about Wanda, how I could-n�t believe the attitude of the guys in our holdingcells.
�It takes all kinds,� Annie said and proceeded to fillme in on all the kinky places there were in town that I
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didn�t know about. I learned, agog and sickened,about perversions I couldn�t credit.
�You watch out,� she warned me. Annie lookedaround Danieli�s, the bar cops hung out in, afterhours. We�d sort of wandered down there together.That�s when she told me that she was like me. Shewas �undercover� just as I was going to be. �You�regonna be put out there on some undercover jobsoon,� she said, her voice lowered. �You don�t looklike a cop, you know. Anyone your size and with yourfresh looks is going to be dropped in somewhere,probably in among the gay boys.
�There�s a longstanding problem there with drugscoming in. The stuff�s still coming in through the gayguys even after we closed down the South Americansand the street merchants. We�ve lost guys dead onthat detail, before now. So, watch your ass, Charley.If I were you, I�d ask to transfer out now, beforePolanski sets you up.�
I didn�t have time to really listen to Annie�s advicebecause it was the next day that I had a one-on-onewith Polanski; he recruited me into a bent investiga-tion. I mean, I did think about what Annie had said tome, but when Polanski told me that he wanted me,with less than a year under my belt, to go undercoveron the street, I was flattered.
It was only after a couple of days that I learned thatI�d have to pose as a real swishy fag, perhaps even adrag queen. That was too much. I didn�t want the jobthen. It was Annie who let me know that I wasn�t go-ing to be a �street gay� for long. She said it was imper-ative that I be Alice, the alter-ego she and Polanskihad cooked up for me. They wanted me to get reallyclose to the ones well-connected to the drug tradewhom she�d finger for me.
So my nerves, really affecting me, told me not tolisten to or obey Annie. She said I had to pluck myeyebrows a little, affect a few queenly mannerisms,shift my voice up, you know, do a few little things
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that made me swish. I realized too why Polanski hadtold me when I came on the squad not to cut my hair.
It was probably why he waited to set me up for solong. My hair was in a ponytail, a short one by thenand, with a decent manicure, I was clearly advertis-ing myself as what I was not. No, I would walkthrough a park and act gaily, a little bit, or sit in abar, drink, and exchange queenly sex talk with a sillyfaggot, but that was all I was going to do.
That�s what I said to Annie, who just shook herhead at me, and asked me if I would keep getting thebonus she loved me delivering to her so much. No, Ishould never have discussed SueAnn with Annie,should I?
I tried to explain it all to Sue but she got royallyticked off with me, because the little changes I�d af-fected. I really had a problem with that. After all sheknew I was into police work when we married. I ex-pected better support from her. I was glad we hadn�tany children after the rows about what I was doingstarted.
I stayed away from the apartment for longer andlonger periods, claiming to be working. Actually, An-nie Phelan and friends were better companions thanSue was for me. I was learning how to be a male hus-tler on the streets. It was excruciating to be sneeredat and mocked by the uniforms on the beat as well asby the studs.
Annie, as an undercover, appeared to me to be aprostitute, a true professional. She told me, frankly,that she was. She made more money from the menshe was seeing �on the street� than she ever did fromthe Department, even with the bonuses they paidher.
�I can�t pose as a drag queen,� Annie told me. �I�vetried it and I�m sussed out, discovered, each time.�That�s why Polanski�s thinking of a new way to getinto the bent organization. He wants to use a cop,
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who can be a hot queen. I bet he�s got you lined up forthe job, Charley, or should I call you Alice now? It�swhy he�s brought us two together. I�m going to trainyou for the job, eventually."
If I swallowed once in that meeting with Annie in agay bar, talking to �her�, I must have swallowed andbeen shaken up a hundred times. No, I couldn�t dothis. I couldn�t be this kind of policeman, I decided,even as Annie continued giving me instructions onwhat I was to do, who to talk to, and what about,�nothing serious, just about stuff queens are into;where to buy clothes, fashionable, female clothes,and maybe a good pot dealer. I�ll give you the info andyou see how the contacts I set you up with react. I re-ally want to know about anyone who talks about re-cruiting you, and for what, but don�t say anythingabout you being interested in that unless I give youthe word.�
Some of Alice�s �friends�, non-police, were gay. Thegood gays, she called them with a smile when I asked�her,� nervously, hardly able to talk to or look at herwhen one of them, Kate, in a red wig, and greendress, so clearly a faggy queen to me, a bartender, ifthe gays Kate, who�d joined us for a drink, my treat,was pointing out to me everywhere on the block weregood guys. That�s when Annie started calling themgood gays, as they weren�t into the bent organizationwe were looking for.
When some of them and other guys on the street,laughed at me and taunted me, I wanted all the timeto stand up and challenge them but Kate showed mehow to embarrass them by coming on to them, in afaggy way. She made me lisp and break my wristwhen I gestured to them, taking their insults as com-pliments and so driving them away.
I just had to get away from it all. Surely, SueAnn,my wife, would sympathize with the predicament Iwas in.
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I snuck into our apartment and slipped into bedwith her, and whispered sweet nothings in her ear.She really snuggled up to me as we made love in thedark. But in the morning she almost went berserkwhen she saw me for the first time in weeks, over my�slightly� feminized appearance andmannerisms. Shecalled me all the names I�d heard on the street al-ready. I tried to reason with her, to be her husband,and to assure her I�d be over with this job soon. Ithought I would be. She said she was going to see theCaptain about what the Department was doing tome.
What could I say? I knew what Polanski and theDepartment wanted. I knew because Annie had toldme that I was close to getting a good lead into whatPolanski had called the leading drug supply andmoney-moving gang in the city. He�d called it a bentorganization. I didn�t know then that it was the BentOrganization, capital letters, organized by oneJohnny Bent, a wise guy as they say.
I�d like to have been a fly on the wall at that meet-ing between the Captain and Sue. I knew, however,that it wouldn�t do me any good with the Department.So, I went downtown after I left Sue, as quickly as Icould. I hadn�t really got close to Annie�s or Kate�sfriends, other queens, as I had been told not to pushit. I�d just been blending in, becoming part of the localscenery.
I was a hustling queen (contradiction of terms)who went by the name of Alice. Yes, Annie hung thatone on me and started calling me that the last time Iwas in Kate�s bar, The Duchess of York�s. I wonderedif I could speed things up. I knew some names. Icould be subtle in my approaches. I could get thiswhole queen, gay undercover thing over in days, in aweek, couldn�t I?
Well, that was only true, up to a point, wasn�t it?
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*****II. FLY ON THE WALL*****
SueAnn Howell had wasted no time in coming in.She�d waited patiently for over forty minutes to seeCaptain Lou Carson, her husband�s boss. Her un-smiling mouth had been set in a narrow line eversince she�d perched herself on the wooden chair out-side Carson�s office.
Carson, of course, knew she was there and hadguessed the topic she wished to talk about. The headof the City Police�s Vice Squad, however, needed asmuch time as possible to compose himself after talk-ing to Jeff Polanski about Charley Howell�s assign-ment.
Carson had not been totally aware of what Howellwas up to but he�d approved the operation in princi-ple from the get-go. He�d been made aware, though,of SueAnn�s distaste for her husband posing as gayfor the Vice Squad. Sue Howell was not afraid tospeak her mind over the phone, to other police wives,about that dislike of her husband being on the ViceSquad, even though she liked the extra �danger�money Charley got for his undercover assignments.
The captain sighed and tossed the file back on hisdesk. He could think of nothing to satisfy SueAnnHowell�s inevitable complaints. He pressed his inter-com button.
�Yeah?� came Mulligan�s irritating sneer tinnilyfrom the ancient machine.
Carson sighed again. �Mrs. Howell is waiting to seeme,� he said. �Tell her to come in.�
The words had barely ceased echoing from thespeaker when the heavy brown wooden door wasflung back and Sue Howell stalked in.
Carson scowled to himself. Trust Mulligan, hethought. Couldn�t even get up off his butt to open thedoor for the wife of a brother officer. A �hard� cop like
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Mulligan probably thought very little of someone asundersized as Howell. But with the mob so tight anddifficult to penetrate in Eastgate, tougher than any-where else it seemed, a Howell, with his non-policelooks, was worth a dozen or more Neanderthals likeMulligan.
With exaggerated care, Sue Howell caught thedoor, closed it and stepped forward the one pace nec-essary to sit down in the chair before Carson�s desk.She sat ramrod-straight on one of the two woodenchairs he kept for interviews.
SueAnn Howell was a slender woman, aboutthirty, older by a few years than Charley he guessed,and not homely. Her wavy hair was light brown, pre-cisely and expertly cut to frame her face with thick,straight lines. Her thin face was dominated by aprominent jawline that made her appear obstinateand prevented her from being really attractive orpretty.
Carson had met her on other occasions when shewas relaxed and happy. The strong jawline in a smil-ing face had seemed to reveal only firmness andstrength of character. Her light grey eyes humour-lessly watched his assessment of her.
�Charley came home last night,� she said briefly.
Carson frowned. �He shouldn�t have done that,� hesaid. �He shouldn�t be breaking out of his cover whenhe�s on assignment.�
SueAnn Howell took out a white-tipped cigarettefrom her purse. Her hand shook only slightly as shelit it, ignoring the two �Thank you for not smoking�signs on his desk. She wasn�t at all apologetic aboutbreaking the law forbidding smoking on city prop-erty. She took a long pull on the cigarette, the shad-ows beneath her eyes showing the strain and tensionshe was feeling.

Page - 10

UNDER COVER BY PHILIPPA PETERS



Smoke issued from her mouth as she spoke. �Howlong is it since you�ve seen him?� she asked, her voicetight.
�Not for two months,� Carson said, grimacingslightly. �But I get reports on his work. Regular re-ports. One in just today.� He patted the folder on hisdesk.
�So you haven�t actually seen him,� Sue Howellsnapped, her pale eyes boring into his. �You haven�tseen what you�re doing to him!�
�Well,� Carson said, a feeling of apprehension ris-ing in him. �This is a special job and Charley does getspecial pay. He shouldn�t have broken his cover. Is heat home right now?�
�No,� snapped the woman again, bitterness tingingher voice. �He went back. Back to his queer friends,just where you want him.�
Her eyes challenged Carson to defend himself. Hewas too wise to fall into that trap. �If you have a pre-cise complaint,� he began slowly, waiting for thehammer to fall.
�He looks just like a woman,� she flared. �You doknow that, don�t you? It is what you want him to be,isn�t it?�
Only years of experience in interviewing criminalsprevented Carson from showing any emotions. �Thisassignment...� he started to say. Then he tried againas she sneered at his words. �The extra pay. Therehave to be compelling reasons. It�s not easy to ex-plain.�
�I understand what undercover work is,� SueAnnHowell said angrily. �I knew he had to go in deep anddidn�t like him to be away so long. I wanted him toquit. Then he came home last night.� She glared atCarson over the cigarette smoke. �He looked morelike a woman than I do!�
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Tears welled in her dark-lined eyes but Carsoncouldn�t tell if they were tears of rage, unhappiness,embarrassment, frustration, or what.
�I did see him close up until this morning,� shewent on furiously. �I felt so unclean!� She shuddered.�It�s as if a woman hadmade love to me last night andtoday.�
Carson squirmed in his swivel chair. �SueAnn,� hesaid. �Let me assure you about this.� Inside he felthis own anger rise at Charley Howell, Jeff Polanskiand whatever sick or bizarre game they were playing.If words like Sue�s ever got out in public, well, itwould be a scandal, for sure.
�You should have seen the way he left our apart-ment today,� Sue went on, ignoring Carson�s inter-ruption. �He was wearing more eye makeup than I�veever worn in my life, and his hair,� she shifted in dis-comfort at the memory. �He�s had it permed! It�s allwavy and curly! I tell you, Captain, that along withhis eyebrows all plucked out and his nails so longand polished, he doesn�t have to wear a dress tomake him look like a woman!�
Carson raised a hand in a helpless gesture. Hewondered what in fact he could do.
�You�ve got to stop him,� Sue Howell insisted, tearsgone as quickly as they had appeared. �I don�t care tothink about what he�ll be like when he finishes thisjob, Captain. I only know that I didn�t marry awoman! And I won�t be married to one!�
�Oh Sue,� said Carson, deliberately continuingwith his fatherly routine, even though he was seeth-ing inside, and for the same cause as she was,though she wore her rage on the outside. �It may notreally be that bad. Things do get out of proportion attimes when someone needs to do a special job. Howcan things have gone too far if Charley�s come to visityou, his wife? He missed you. Doesn�t that tell yousomething?�
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Sue Howell was not buying it. �Not at all,� shesnapped, her mouth hard and thin. �You weren�t inbed with him last night, were you?� Her voice wasmore strident and accusing. �He�s shaved off his bodyhair, you know. He was carrying a shoulder purseand he had his own makeup and hairspray in it.�
Carson�s chair squealed and creaked as he rockedin frustration. �There�s only a little I can do,� he saiddirectly. �The job�s really being run out of Narcotics.Technically, he�s on loan to them. Of course, I�ll fol-low up, talk to the guys running the operation.�
Sue Howell had become very still as he began hisbafflegab. �You�re not going to do anything, are you?�she asked, her voice level but hard. �You don�t careabout the personal cost to husband or wife, do you?Just so long as the arrest is made. Well, how long doyou think it will be, before you�re reading about thisin the newspapers?�
Her face twisted into a sneer. Carson didn�t doubtshe meant every word she said. Still he tried the offi-cial approach to such threats.
�I wouldn�t do that if I were you,� Captain Lou Car-son said softly. �We�d just throw both of you to thewolves. We know all the rumours floating around andwhat we don�t know, we can make up. We could justlet the people he�s playing around with know thathe�s a cop. What would you have then?�
Lou got up and moved around his desk, sitting onthe edge, looking down at her, deliberately hulkingover her. �If we were not protecting him, what do youthink would happen to a spy?� he asked, his voice in-creasing in loudness and power. Sue did soften a lit-tle as she looked up at him, a troubled expression onher thin features.
�No,� Lou went on. �You won�t do anything to hurtthis assignment or Charley�s future with the Depart-ment, right, Sue? He came right out of this ghetto,Sue, and you know how he feels about the junkies
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and druggies that live there. He�s committed to clean-ing up that sewer and he wanted to help wipe out thisfestering sore.�
Lou Carson was stretching it. He knew nothing ofCharley Howell�s motivations. He didn�t really knowhim at all and what he was learning about him fromSueAnn Howell sickened him. He sensed that SueHowell was not mollified, either. She left with theparting shot that if Charley wasn�t back in a month,nothing would stop her from going public with hercomplaints.
At least, Carson thought ruefully, I got her to notblow her stack right away, a small victory. Now hemust check into Charley Howell�s assignment andwhat he was up to, right away, which meant treadingon Jeff Polanski�s toes and stirring up Narcotics. Butwhat kind of officer, was it, after all, who took posingas a gay decoy for Vice into a lead-in for passing assome kind of drag queen? They never asked their offi-cers in Vice to go that far. And if they did, what kindof man would accept such an assignment?

*****III. CHANGES*****
Every major city has its area of dubious fame, or atleast a few blocks with ill-gotten notoriety attached tothem. Knightsbridge was such a place. It was in oneof the three-story sandstone buildings along AdamsAvenue that Charley Edward Howell, me, was born.Adams Avenue was one of the cobbled side streetsthat led onto �The Block�, where the nightlife of thearea had once had its artistic centre. Now it was allstrip clubs or worse.
Of my mother, I remembered little. Whether I wasdeserted, deliberately abandoned, or if some catas-trophe befell my mother soon after I was born, I hadnever found out. I had tried to look into it after I be-came a cop. My own earliest recollections, as I toldthe interrogator when I was being interviewed for ac-
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ceptance into police training, were of many womenshowering various amounts of love and blame on me,usually accompanied by a distressing aroma of thickperfume and alcohol fumes.
I �dossed� in the lower rooms of several houses onAdams Avenue, with the �caretakers�, as I calledthem, older, usually drink-sodden ex-members ofThe Life, I guess. They were in too much of a stupor,most of the time, to notice that I was growing up onmy own.
I wasn�t unhappy in this time of my life. There wereother children just like me. We had good times to-gether. Our few needs for sustenance and recreationwere met by organized thieving, or �collecting�, as wecalled it, from the outdoor markets and stalls alongKnightsbridge Avenue. This long, tree-lined street,with its outdoor �garden-restaurants� along the side-walks, served, from noon on, the affluent businesssection of the city, which was fortuitously locatedjust south off Knightsbridge itself.
When I was about ten, a change came over myworld. Perhaps I look back too glowingly to the yearsbefore that, seeing them as carefree and golden,when really they weren�t. Maybe I just grew, mentallyand physically. Others noticed and began to treat meaccordingly. Anyway, however it was, I suddenly be-gan to see the people of Knightsbridge as vicious andmean.
I saw a lot of my friends callously beaten andthrown out of the tenement houses we�d all known sowell. They lived in the dark, dangerous hovels of al-leyways if one of us couldn�t sneak them into our ownbasement rooms where other kids, usually the youn-ger ones, wouldn�t tell on us.
The girls I�d known as playmates were sucked intothe livings of the big townhouses. They never cameback once that happened, to play with Billy Red orme. We learned all about Mr. H, heroin, and its sud-den and easy proliferation throughout the ghetto. We
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saw the pushers, flashy, well-dressed men. and knewhow they got their money. We saw the dismal, brut-ish existence of men, women and children, in con-stant search of �the fix.� Billy and I swore to get evenwith them all, pay back all the pushers, for the loss ofour �golden days.�
It didn�t happen overnight, of course. We didn�tknow that there were other forces at work, changingthe ghetto inexorably from a bohemian existence intoabject poverty. And like all the other youth, whocome from the street, I had still to pay my dues be-fore the path I was to take in life gradually and pains-takingly became clear.

***
After I left Sue, still screaming about my appear-ance, I flagged down a taxi to take me back to myroom in Knightsbridge. The cabbie eyed myfluffed-out curls and eyeliner about my lids. �Yes,miss,� he said sarcastically when I told him to dropme on the corner of Knightsbridge Avenue andLester, near to Conchita�s.
I was used to the stares now and the sarcasm. Iknew I could turn the cabbie around by just comingon to him as a woman would. He�d run a mile then.I�d have �won,� but I couldn�t be bothered. Even so, af-ter the exchange with Sue, I was feeling worse aboutdoing what I was doing, not better. It was all an act, Itried to reassure myself, then thought about AnniePhelan again and what she was trying to get me to doon a long-time basis, wear women�s clothing.
Even thinking about it made me tremble. I�d said�No, I won�t� to her again but she just gave me thatfunny smile of hers. I was getting used to that. In ashort while, I saw the taxi driver secretly checking meout in his rearview mirror. So, I took a compact out ofmy purse and lightly powdered my nose as Annie hadtaught me to do, like a girl.
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I fluffed out my hair, gently teasing a few waywardcurls out to get a fuller, more feminine effect. I de-bated lipstick and decided against it. The driver waslooking far too interested in my exaggerated feminin-ity as it was. If he only knew, I grinned nervously tomyself. I could have arrested him in the Meat Market,if I wasn�t so deeply undercover, for the look he wasgiving me now.
I gave him a generous tip. As I held it over hisshoulder, I saw the striking contrast between mywhite, slim, hairless hand, the nails soft, pink, andpointed, and the cabbie�s thick brown mitt, with itssausage-like fingers. He took the bill shakily as Istroked his hand, his eyes widening when I told himto keep the change. I finished him off with a wink anda little smile. As I stepped away from the cab, I had tolaugh, a shaky laugh, at the way he sat there justwatching me walk. I could do an exaggerated walk asthe queens did. Women have a subtler way of doingit, but I hadn�t mastered a true woman�s walk.
I waved back at �my� cabbie as I sashayed up toConchita�s on the Row. It had changed so much sincethe �golden days.� All the trees had long since disap-peared. The city had projected a freeway throughhere and had begun the cutting. Some day in the fu-ture they�d carve out the roadway as well. If they evergot round to it. Black asphalt mounds were the onlytestimony to a gracious style of living that had oncemade Knightsbridge a place to go.
Now, stark buildings on either side of the dividedstreet had many windows boarded over with planks.Where there was paint on any door or window frame,it usually hung in tatters awaiting its turn to fall inshreds to the sidewalk below.
A motley group of people were about on the streets.All races walked Knightsbridge Avenue. That hadn�tchanged. Most of the women here in the early morn-ing were prostitutes, on the lookout for the last ves-tiges of �trade�. They weren�t interested in me, except
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as a competitor. So, I got a lot of hostile glares, butnothing more so long as I kept moving.
No longer was this a place for businessmen and of-fice workers to spend leisurely lunchtimes. No,Knightsbridge was now a garish oasis in the centre ofthe old city, and an eyesore, which the city�s reformpoliticians promised to clean up vociferously at eachelection. But as some said cynically, night people andstreet people needed a place to be, to go to, away fromdecent people; and no decent person ever went intoKnightsbridge, did they?
A pink-haired, black prostitute sneered at me as Icrossed an alley leading down to Temple. Conchita�sneon sign was hot and red and missing the vowels.�Not going in there, are you, girl?� the whore sim-pered at me.
I had a sudden flash of memory. I�d seen her beforeat the city�s main precinct. She was one of JimmyStick�s string of girls. The Stick was a notoriously vi-cious pimp who regularly beat up his girls to keepthem in line.
I doubted that the girl knew me. I was very differ-ent now from what I�d been. �My man don�t like yourkind,� the pink-haired girl said pointedly, gyratingher hips suggestively to remind me what she had andI didn�t. I almost laughed out loud at such taunting. Ifshe only knew how much I agreed with her.
So the Stick was in Conchita�s, was he? It had be-come a hangout for pimps in the last few years, itsdays as �The Flower House� long gone. The gar-den-restaurant had then boasted of freshly-cut flow-ers on every table and the most gorgeous waitressesin town.
The garden was now a paved forecourt, crackedand crumbling, tips of solid iron posts protrudinghere and there to trip the unwary, reminders of theparasol-covered tables anchored to the ground which
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had drawn everyone of note to The Flower House on awarm Summer day.
I considered making a remark to the pink-hairedgirl, Bobo, that was her name. Then, I thought betterof it. It was best I preserve some anonymity. I couldbe arresting her next week for prostitution. If she rec-ognized me and spread it on the streets, well, I�d haveto deal with it.
So I arched my thin, feminine eyebrows at Bobo�sgrinning white lips and minced on past Conchita�s toturn onto Lester Street proper and into the �queer�section of Knightsbridge.
Almost at once, as I reached the cobbled street, Iwas accosted by two young queens whom I knew onlyslightly. But they greeted me instantly as one of theirown. Britney and Caroline both wore tight, leatherminiskirts, halter tops and huge, glittering earrings.Each wore thick eye makeup and pale foundationcream and powder. Their pronounced stance and ex-aggerated movements, even the way they wore theirshoulder purses, told what they really were.
�Don� let that bag put you on, honey,� cooed Caro-line, flicking �her� wrist languidly at me. �She� wasvery thin, and not wearing a bra or padding accentu-ated that. �She only thinks she can give a better headthan we can.� The last, in a high falsetto, was di-rected down the street.
Britney said nothing. �She� rarely did because ofthe deepness of her voice. It had lost her many ascore, she�d once lamented to me, talking to me asthe drag queen, Alice, I claimed to be. Britney�s voicedid break up the other queens on occasion by its un-expected bass depth in the usual falsetto chirping ofthe lisping group gathered in JP�s for an early morn-ing coffee before bed.
Unlike Caroline who was obviously male and did-n�t try to conceal it, Britney was quite pretty. She wasblack with a moderate Afro and a lithe, slender ap-
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pearance, enhanced by what I think were falsies, butit was hard to tell. Both �girls� were well over eighteen,hooked on speed, users of anything they could get,both thinking they�d one day get that one big scoreand be gone from the ghetto.
�Too right,� I agreed in my own raised voice. I wassomewhat sorry for them. There was nowhere forthem to go in the city but Knightsbridge. There wasnowhere they would be accepted for what they were. Ireally didn�t want to bust them. This was, after all,their social and spiritual milieu. Even if they ever didget out, I was sure they�d find their way back. Herethey had a place. They were drag queens, male pros-titutes. They were home.
I waved to them and gave them a friendly smile butI felt in great need of a drink. So, after exchanging afew words about how slow a night it had been, I wenton up the west side of Lester Street to the AlleycatClub. My rooms were just four doors away.
The Alleycat Club was down twelve steps into thebasement beneath apartments, which, like the Club,catered exclusively to drag queens, their compan-ions, or others who weren�t offended at beingpropositioned by a man in a dress. It was run by asmall �retired� queen who had the stubbiest fingersand longest nails that I�ve ever seen. Peggy was al-ways on duty in her club, wearing long, voluminous,sequinned evening gowns and several glitteringnecklaces about her throat.
Peggy smoked cheroots from a long cigaretteholder, always held in a way to show off �her� long fin-gernails and long, blonde hair, one side alwayspinned up to show off �her� heavy silver or gold, ear-rings. �She� looked sixty. I was one of the few to knowthat she was yet to reach fifty, aged before her time incamps in Eastern Europe for her very obvious devi-ant looks and behaviour.
Peggy nodded to me, as I�d been in many times overthe last two months. She was talking to two
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black-suited �straights� as I would now have calledthem. In a booth toward the back, I spotted EllieRags, another street queen Kate had introduced meto. She was alone and obviously nursing a bottle.
Moving as fluidly as I could, conscious of the eyesof the suits on me, I joined Ellie. �Hi, darling,� I saidin my adopted murmur. It wasn�t a female voice byany means. I did inflect just a little though, and thatlittle was enough, along with my slightly altered ap-pearance, for the queens to accept me as one of them.�What gives with the suits?� I asked, smiling inwardlyat the limp-wristed gesture I�d made.
Ellie squinted at me and then smiled. She wasdressed in her usual tatters and her long, dark hairwas in desperate need of a good shampoo and condi-tioning. �Muscle for the Stick,� she said in herhigh-pitched, babydoll voice. She smiled again at thebill in my well-manicured hand and pushed her glassforward.
I ordered beef sandwiches as well as beer for bothof us. Dolly, the waitress, gave us �her� usual sniffand walked away most provocatively, her hips sway-ing almost from one table to the other in the well-peo-pled bar. I looked after her pert figure in the blackminiskirt, tights and high heels and wondered ifDolly realized what I was thinking. If she knew I sawher sometimes as a woman rather than as a dragqueen, would that explain why she sometimesvamped me, a queen, supposedly like herself?
Ellie Rags bubbled over with gratitude at my treatand readily talked about the straights with Peggy atthe bar. �Stick�s horning in, haven�t you heard?� Elliesaid in her stage whisper of a voice. I saw one of thesuits raise his head to listen in with interest. �TheCampari collectors aren�t about anywhere and theword is that Campari is out, far out. He�s not to bepaid off by the bars. Jimmy has the franchise now.He wants everyone paying him off, queens as well aswhores. It looks like big trouble.�
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Ellie Rags rattled on while I tried to keep a stillface, showing only mild interest. Arturo Campariout? It couldn�t be. He was mob-connected. But then,where would a pimp like Jimmy Stick ever get thenerve, the muscle, or the chutzpah, to horn in on amob-connected protection racket? The muscle in thesuits, laying something on Peggy at the bar, seemedto indicate, however, that everyone, sooner or later,was going to have to answer to the Stick.
How could I get the word out, I wondered, as Elliewent on about Desiree, the blonde, glamor queen atthe far table, and her trouble with Darryl, her boy-friend, two-timing her with Sue-Ellen, a black femaleimpersonator, a Diana Ross lookalike. I was thinkingof Campari retaliating for sure against the Stick�smuscle. Unless he was dead, of course and couldn�t.And that was a chilling thought, a very chillingthought, because that might mean a change at thevery top had taken place. I�d have to report that, rightaway. It was what I was down here, in Knightsbridge,for, wasn�t it? And that brought on more shivers as Irecalled more of my last conversation with Annie.
As soon as I could, I dropped a five note on Ellieand half of my sandwich. The bar was almost empty,I noted, when I stood up and turned round. Clearlythe word was out. I had missed it in calling on Sue.Likely, Polanski had it already and would be prettyscornful when I did call in. Dolly pouted at me as Ipassed her. I�m afraid that I did blush, thinking ofSue�s gesture when she�d seen me preparing to leavethat morning.
One of the strongarms suddenly moved across mypath. A hard hand gripped my arm. �Where�re you go-ing, dearie?� sneered the smaller of the two stocky,broad-featured men.
�That�s Alice,� Peggy interrupted anxiously in herdeep rasp. Wow, the word about me, my new namewas spreading fast. �She doesn�t whore. Not much,anyway. You don�t need to bother her.�
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The black eyes on me narrowed but the sneeringsmile got wider. �That I don�t believe,� the littler oneholding me snarled. �Why, I wouldn�t mind this littlepiece myself. You take that waitress, Dom. That wig-gly one you liked and I�ll take this one. We can haveourselves a little party.�
I saw Dolly�s face at the bar. Now she looked asafraid as I felt. I knew I could disable this guy prettyquick if I absolutely had to but there were two ofthem; they had a lot of bulk on their side.
�Let go of me!� I said. I didn�t have to disguise thefear in my voice.
�Oh, what a disappointment!� said the taller one atthe bar. �She sounds like your brother, Vinny.�
The shorter guy really twisted my arm as he lookedat me, a savage gleam in his eye. �So, what do you do,Alice?� he asked in a low, urgent voice. �What kind oftricks do you turn? Don�t tell me you work.�
�I...I get by,� I said as softly as I could, trying not tobe attractive in any way at all. Suddenly, all thebreath was knocked out of my body. My lungs gaspedfor air as the lower part of my body went numb withpain and shock. My legs gave way and I fell to thefloor between the red-topped tables. The little guymust have had something about his knuckles to hurtme so much when he hit me. I had a glimpse of a kneeand a foot coming into me. I rolled, the blows glanc-ing off my shoulder.
�Hey! Don�t break up my place!� yelled a franticPeggy. I could hear the rustle of petticoats and skirtsas �she� came around the bar.
�Stay there!� ordered the bigger guy.
�You can�t do this,� Peggy persisted as I felt the footresting on my head. I stayed very still, though I nowfelt more angry than anything. �Whenever�s there�strouble, the queens stay away,� Vera went on ur-gently. �It will take forever to get them back if just one

Page - 23

RELUCTANT PRESS



of them is abused in here. Alice there is typical. She�lltake anything that�s not nailed down and fence it inMorry�s or the Paradise Pawn. It�s only when theycan�t steal that they start whoring.�
I felt the pressure ease. I felt like blowing my coverentirely. I was going to get up and smash the thug�sface in, even if his buddy did get me. But they wereboth withdrawn to the door by the time I wobbled tomy feet.
�From now on, it will be different,� said the biggerguy, Dom, at the door. �If you�re gonna rob, dearie,it�ll be to pay off the Stick. You�ll be on his book fortwo bills a week, just like everyone else on the street.No more freelancers. Everything is gonna be orga-nized now.�
I found my purse and picked it up. One of thepunks started to snicker and pointed at me, whisper-ing something to his partner. I wanted to throw it athim but they turned and left. Peggy, standing overme, was ordering me a drink on the house.
So, what was it that Annie had said to me that wasprovoking me into all this anxiety and stress? �Totake the next step,� Annie had said to me, after we�dbeen discussing the drug trade again, �you have towear a dress, my pretty Alice.� I was shaking my headimmediately. �Polanski�s given me a dress allowancefor you. I can�t wait to take you shopping, my girl.Then, when you�re comfortable in drag on the street,we�re going to put you next to a woman named Ginawho�s looking for pretty queens right now. Rewards, Ithink, to some of the gay boys who�ve done her fa-vours It�ll be a soft job, Just keep your eyes, your earsand your legs open.�
I almost vomited all over Kate�s bar. I stood up, mytemperature through the ceiling. I didn�t know whereI was going. All I knew was that it would be out ofthere, away from this horrible woman leering at me.
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�Oh, sugar in the morning,� said Annie, reachingout to grab my arm. �You�re an effing virgin, aren�tyou? Sit down and let me talk to you about that!�
�Eff you,� I snarled at her, very masculine in toneand not caring at all. �I�m married, Annie. You knowthat. And I�m never going to do what you think I haveto do. I�m not wearing drag, ever!�
�Why don�t you go home to your wife then?�taunted Annie.
�That�s exactly what I�m going to do,� I snapped ather, grabbing my purse and leaving her the bill.�That�s exactly what I�m going to do!�
And I did. Look how that worked out.

***IV. HOW TO SOLVE A PROBLEM***
Lou Carson�s call to Jeff Polanski produced littleresult at first. The young lieutenant was rarely in hisoffice, a trait Carson admired. Polanski was a re-spected cop in the Department, respected for his out-standing police work. He was also one of the most de-spised by everyone at the rank of sergeant and abovefor the shameless way he�d jumped grades on thepromotion lists.
Polanski himself cared little about the envy thatsurrounded him. He was small for a policeman andconducted himself in a brusque, officious mannerthat would have been guaranteed alone to make himenemies, never mind the favouritism that seemed tomark his career. He was very well-dressed, his suitsalways well-tailored. He looked like the successfulyoung executive he must have supposed himself tobe. All the new young officers admired him.
He bustled into Carson�s office just after lunch, hishair longer than regulation and clearly styled by abarber who must make more than a policeman�s pay.He immediately took possession of the chair that
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SueAnn Howell had used earlier and threw open a filein front of himself. Carson recognized a photo ofCharley Howell as a rookie in uniform clipped to thetop.
�You want to see me about Howell,� said Polanski,fierce, dark brown eyes glaring at Carson. Carsonhad not said what he wanted to see Polanski aboutand wondered who was filling him in on what hap-pened in Vice.
�His wife came to see me this morning,� the cap-tain said briefly, setting aside the folder he�d beenworking on. �He was home last night and his femmyappearance shocked her.�
There was silence. Black eyebrows rose but theyounger man still waited. Clearly, he thought therewas more to be said.
�She is threatening to go to the press if we don�t gethim off this case right now,� Carson said in the samemonotone as before. �She�ll claim that we are turningher husband into a woman.�
�Damn,� said Polanski quietly. He raised a hand tohis chin and rubbed it softly, thinking. Lou Carsonlooked stolidly at the beautiful, white, silk shirt, theheavy gold cuff links and the golden watch. Thewhole impression of success breeding upon successcouldn�t be missed.
�I put her off for the short run,� said Carson. �But Ithink it�s time I knew more about Howell�s assign-ment, don�t you? Or do I just throw him to thewolves?�
Polanski�s eyes seemed riveted on the noticessomewhere behind Carson�s head. �Why?� he askedat length with a frown.
Carson was not too surprised. This was JeffPolanski after all. �You don�t seem at all perturbed,�Lou Carson said patiently, �by what happens to us,to you, if the details of an undercover case become
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public. Even if it just became common knowledge inthe Department, Charley Howell could be killed. Wecould also become laughingstocks of the Depart-ment. I, in particular, would not like that. Not onebit.�
The two held eye contact for several seconds beforePolanski finally gave way and looked down at thefolder in front of him. �Well,� he conceded. �You mayhave a point. Not everyone will understand whatwe�re doing in this particular case.�
Carson settled back in his chair. �What exactly isHowell up to at this moment?� he asked baldly. �Iknow as little about his assignment as his wife.�
Polanski frowned. �You remember what we askedfor?� he inquired reflectively, still holding the infor-mation tight to himself.
�You asked for one of our undercovers, someonewho had worked with queens before,� answered Car-son. �I offered you both Bailey and Mann, who�veworked much more extensively with gays thanHowell. But you turned them down and picked outHowell four months ago, no experience, not even timein uniform. You gave him to us for seasoning.�
Polanski nodded. �So, Lou,� he said, with anotherintensive look. �You�ve got all the information youneed. You must have worked out a lot from that. Youdon�t want chapter and verse, surely.�
Carson folded his arms and considered. It waspretty obvious why Charley Howell had been chosenfor an undercover job with queens. He had the slen-der stature and regular features to be able to appearas a convincing drag queen, at least to others wholiked to see men in dresses.
Carson also knew that it had taken Polanski all ofa week to persuade Howell finally to �see what hecould do.� There were a lot of inducements in thepackage, some concerning bonuses and mentorshipthat would ignite other officers in the Department if
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they ever saw Howell�s file. Carson had actually beensurprised when Howell finally gave in after a week�spressure from the Narcotics lieutenant.
�Organized Crime has asked me what�s going on,�Carson said at last, raising the ante. �How do theyknow you�re doing an infiltration? They want accessto the product if it�s on the Bent Organization.�
Polanski�s eyes were hooded and his brow deeplyfurrowed. �Well,� he said, stretching and putting hishands behind his head. �Next time you get that call,tell them to go right to the Commissioner. This iswhere this operation originates and where I get mydirect orders from. Don�t repeat that last item to any-one, Lou. It�s on a need-to-know basis.� He held theolder man�s gaze with his and tried to stare himdown.
Anger welled up in Carson. The damned Commis-sioner. Trust him to be playing fast and loose withthe Department so that a pipsqueak like Polanskicould put it over his superior. �So I refer Mrs. Howellto the Commissioner?� he asked, letting his emotionscolour his tone.
The young lieutenant snorted and stood up rap-idly. He slammed shut the Charley Howell file andheaded for the door. �That woman needs to get awayfor a while,� he snapped, pausing in the doorway. �I�lltake care of that. We don�t want Charley ducking outto see her every five minutes either. He�s got a coverto build. He�s only on the fringe, as it is, right now.�
Despite his bluster, Polanski was in fact badlyshaken by Lou Carson�s revelations about CharleyHowell. He hurried off directly to the Commissioner�soffice. What would Charley do if his wife was sud-denly to leave town on an extended holiday? Heguessed that Howell would need sympathetic femalecompany from time to time to alleviate the role hewas playing but, very plainly, SueAnn Howell couldnot fill that role.
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Polanski began to reorganize in his mind, thinkingof the policewomen he could use as liaison withHowell. He would have to instruct them personally onhow to behave with Howell now that the testingphase was coming up. Polanski could see it happen-ing. So far, Howell had just had to fake a few ges-tures, thin out his eyebrows, backcomb the permthey had put in his hair. But there was so muchmorehe could be called on to do before he was really ac-cepted as a drag queen, not the least of which waswearing women�s clothes. He hadn�t yet, as far as Jeffknew, and didn�t seem to think he would have to do.Polanski knew differently.
The Commissioner let him into his office, aggriev-ing his secretary no end. Grant Powers had sil-ver-grey hair and the air of a professional diplomat,which he�d been before his appointment, rather thanthe poker face of a policeman. His light blue eyeswere generally appraising and rarely touched by hu-mour. He waved Polanski to a comfortable chair onthe far side of his long office and came and sat besidehim. He�d appointed Polanski Detective Lieutenantand had nothing but praise for the way the youngman did his job. He often referred to Polanski as theproblem solver of the Department, an epithet that didnot sit well with the older men in charge of variousdepartments.
�The Jack Bent investigation has hit a snag,� saidPolanski, coming right to the point. There was neverany formality between the two men. �Howell�s wifehas seen him at home and she�s upset enough tostart some trouble, perhaps in the media.� He pausedunder the intense scrutiny of the older man. �Al-ready, O.C. has a line into Vice about something go-ing on. We both know what that means in terms ofleaks to the bad guys. Now the wife has got Vice up-set. The more we tell them, the more will get out. It�sgetting riskier for Howell and for all of us. We couldall get spattered here.�
�This is the only way we can do it?� asked the Com-missioner slowly, thoughtfully.
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�We�ve tried everything else,� Polanski said, goingover old ground. �We just don�t know enough. Weneed intelligence. We don�t even know where to putour wiretaps. I mean, Corona gave us our first lookunder the cover, so to speak, but with Bent himselfdead...�
Polanski sighed, seemingly at a loss for words. �Wecould start a crackdown again,� he began again.�Push hard on everyone. See if Corona was telling usa tale?�
Commissioner Powers shook his head. �No,� hesaid. �If the information Corona gave us was only fiftyper cent accurate, we have to go undercover. There�sno other way in such a sensitive area as this. Isn�t itironic,� he smiled but it didn�t reach his eyes, �thatOrganized Crime only discovered why they calledParazzino �Johnny Bent� now that he�s dead?�
�They do say that Maurizio�s taken over the BentOrganization,� said Polanski trying to give the Devilhis due. �That last federal report says Maurizio wastransporting the Chilean shipment they lost track ofin San Diego. My guess is that it�s already on thestreets and we�ve blown another one.�
Perhaps the Commissioner was the only one of thetwo who realized that each time they got into theHowell thing, they had to talk out the assignmentand reconfirm to themselves that the job was neces-sary. Polanski, at least, had convinced himself again.His voice was firmer.
�Yeah, we have to crack this group,� the younglieutenant said firmly. �They successfully distributenarcotics to any city, in any quantity desired, any-where in North America. There�s not an informer inthe bunch. We don�t even know who�s who in thegroup. We need a line-up and then we can go to work.That means infiltrating and undercover work. Itmeans a genuine drag queen working for us, orsomeone who can pass for one.�
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�Can Howell really do that?� asked Powers doubt-fully. �He could pull back...�
�I think the alarm shown by his wife is a goodsign,� said Polanski confidently. �If she�s worried thathe�s more of a woman than she is, you know he canpass the obvious tests about his sexual orientation.�
�Well,� said the Commissioner, spreading hishands. �What are your plans now?�
�A vacation for Sue Howell,� said Polanski. �Andmore support for Alice, that�s Howell�s street name.�
Powers nodded. �You know, the expense of this op-eration is going to be challenged soon enough. I�llneed some results from Howell soon. He hasn�t gotinto the Bent group yet, has he?�
Polanski shook his head. �I wish I had more to tellyou,� he sighed. �We�re still following the game plan,establishing Alice as a player. We�ll eventually pushher in front of the group but if they don�t nibble, wemay just have to give it up.�
Grant Powers smiled. �You�ll have done your verybest,� he said reassuringly. �And we will get them all,one way or another, you know. It would be so good tobe able to look in on Maurizio�s family right now,though, wouldn�t it? If your undercover could showus that alone, it would be a success.�

*****
At the other end of Lester Street running parallel toKnightsbridge Avenue was a narrower street of five-and six-storey apartment buildings. Lock-up shops,clubs, bars and pool halls made up the lower storeylevels below fairly affluent apartments. Redpath Ave-nue was the heart of the drug industry ofKnightsbridge. Traffickers openly bargained for amyriad range of hard and soft drugs in the manybars. Millions of dollars were exchanged here every
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week, Gilberto Corona had claimed, which was whythere were so many banks clustered at the east andwest ends of the thoroughfare.
Johnny Bent had operated from his club onRedpath, according to Corona, a distribution systemfor the full spectrum of narcotics across North Amer-ica. No matter how the consignment came into thecountry, Corona had told his disbelieving interroga-tors, Bent could arrange from Knightsbridge itsmovement to a lab for breaking down, to a factory forpackaging and to the buyer�s home city at a desig-nated drop.
Bent did not supply any of the cutters or packag-ers of the drugs, but he did supply able courierswhich enabled him to give a previously unknown andundetected delivery service of money and drugs ri-valled only by the biker gangs. It would still be un-known but for the fact that the death of its founderhad brought about a power struggle in the Bent Or-ganization.
Giuseppe Simoni had eliminated other Bent lieu-tenants, all but Gilberto Corona, who he had forcedout of the distributing end of the drug industry. Manyof Corona�s listeners had found his stories toofar-fetched to believe. As yet, however, no one hadbeen able to disprove what he�d said. After sixmonths of interrogation, that said a lot on his behalf.
It was known that Corona had tried to set himselfup on the financing side of the drug trade. His ineptperformance, cutting drugs already stepped on morethan once, had led his partners to attempt to kill him.His retaliation had been discovered by good policework, yes, he had been informed on, and so, in histurn, facing three indictments for murder one, Co-rona had begun to bargain for a deal.
Federal authorities denied such an organizationcould even exist. Corona was fabricating stories, theysaid. They�d done a complete about-face, however,when a taped conversation between Chicago and St.
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Louis capos revealed a complaint that withoutJohnny Bent, all the families were suffering trans-portation difficulties. It was being looked at, �at thenational level,� Chicago confided. Bent�s operationwas �too distasteful� for the Chicago capo to talkabout or want to take over but licence was going to begiven to Tommy Black, an alias later found to be thatof one Giuseppe Simoni, to take over and run theClub �in the same way as it was operating before thedeath.�
Corona wasn�t immune to catching the sudden in-terest in his stories. For a month, he refused to talkabout Johnny Bent. Only when he had immunity anda sliding-scale deal on the three murders he hadcommitted did he open up, as far as he was able, to aspecial group of interrogators that had includednewly appointed Detective Lieutenant Jeff Polanski.Together, they agreed that if Corona was telling thetruth, he was giving them all an immense problem tosolve.

*****V. ALICE*****
Having shaved closely and backcombed my hairagain, a trick it had taken me a week of continuouspractice to learn under the eyes of a scornful police-woman, I prepared myself carefully to take a tripdown to Redpath. In the mirror, I saw a slender,young man looking at me, the thinness of his eye-brows and femininely combed hair very disconcert-ing.
I was doing a lot for the department, I thought, as Ibegan to apply makeup to my face. It was disturbinghow eyeliner, rouge and a little lipstick transformedmy face. It was definitely a feminine face then. Nowonder I was being propositioned so much by thejohns who go for drag queens. I put them off, trying tobe cheery about it. I really wanted to arrest the guysas I had on my stint through Vice, when such offershad been made to me, when I was the bait in a
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round-up. There was no way of course that I wouldever, or ever even wanted to, take anyone up on theiroffers.
�Picky Alice,� Peggy had said to me when I turneddown one guy who looked like a college student. He�dsomehow ended up in Dolly�s arms before the nightwas over. Speaking like a queen, I bemoaned the factshe didn�t even thank me.
I studied my features in my mirror. I was quite reg-ular in looks. A light application of powder to my facedidn�t change the fact that my skin was clear and un-blemished. It was the mascara and eyeshadow thatmademy neatly outlined eyes stand out as they neverdid when I wasn�t trying to be Alice. As I was begin-ning to be more adept with brushes and pencils, Iwas beginning to look more and more feminine, fe-male, even beyond what my policewoman tutor hadtaught me.
My eyebrows were always difficult, probably be-cause thinking of myself as �feminine� definitely mademy hands wobble and shake. I managed it, this time,with only three erasures, an omen of an auspiciousevening. The pink lipstick I had bought in one of theshops that specialized in sales to queens, down in�The Hole� across Redpath, in streets that led to thecanals.
I studied myself as I blinked my heavily fringedeyelids. I felt a catch in my throat as I realized that,from the neck up, I did look just like a woman. It was-n�t that way when I�d started. It had just been a job, alaugh to be so campy. This was sick, I told myself. Igulped as I thought of women�s clothing. In women�sclothes... I forced that thought away. There was onlyso much I was going to do for Polanski. I�d alreadypassed my limit in that regard as it was.
Anyway, I gave myself away by every gesture Imade as I walked, ate or even sat down. I wasn�t wor-ried about that, of course. I wanted to be known forwhat I was. That was the whole point, wasn�t it?
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There was only the rare queen, like Dolly, who couldactually sustain any kind of female performance aftera casual scrutiny of the group Kate had introducedme to. There were others, like the showgirls fromBase One, female impersonators, whom I�d heardwere indistinguishable from women. I must admit Iwas very skeptical about that. Besides, obviousqueens like me were never admitted to places likeBase One. So, how could I ever find out?
I put on a purple shirt and a white pair of pants. Iwas fairly thin but I thought I was pretty masculinewhen undressed nevertheless. My tutor Annie hadsuggested, early on, that I wear a padded corset. Itwould give me some alluring female curves but I�d de-clined that. I wondered what she was thinking inmaking such a suggestion. I guessed that she�dwanted to get me into drag just to humiliate me insome way. I wouldn�t do it. She�d left in a huff, proba-bly thinking she could �shame� me into doing it.
I didn�t see any of the queens on the streets in theday in full drag. So, as far as I was concerned, it was-n�t necessary for the job I had to do. If it looked like itwas going to be necessary to be in drag all the time, Ifully intended to inform Polanski that the job wasover.
I looked at my thin gold watch, actually one ofSue�s. The ache of the blows I�d taken at the AlleycatClub had worn off but it had made me late starting tomake myself up. It was getting late for meeting mycontact on West Redpath and passing on the streetgossip about Stick. I hoped Polanski would nipJimmy�s rise in the bud. I didn�t want to have to en-dure more beatings, without a fight back, if I didn�tfence my �stolen goods� with Jimmy�s boys.
I picked up my purse and a white sweater and leftmy room slowly, shuddering a little from the cold air,and what I knew I was going to have to endure fromthe knowing looks I received from everyone I met thatnight. I�d rested up that afternoon, dozing and catch-
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ing up a little on the sleep I�d lost in visiting Sue. Isighed at that memory.
Sue wouldn�t understand that I had to match myhours to those of the queens on the block if I was go-ing to complete this assignment. The only way I wasgoing to get it over with quickly was if I tried harder tobe more queenly. But that was asking too much, Ithought, as I saw Ellie Rags talking animatedly to twofine �queens,� at least I thought they were by how tallthey were, outside the Gator Club.
Ellie darted over to me when she saw me comingup the Row. The other two followed. I could see nowthat they were both men, despite their high heels,short skirts, and feminine figures. Each had big hair,one red-haired, the other brunette, long and tum-bling over their necks and shoulders. They hadheavily made-up faces and did look like women, par-ticularly from a distance, but I�d seen too manyqueens in my two months in this quarter. I was rarelyfooled now, even from down the block.
�How are you, Alice darling?� Ellie Rags asked meurgently. �I was telling Desiree and Raquel all aboutyour being beaten up.� Ellie�s hair was �her� own, longand straggly about her face. �They shouldn�t be al-lowed to get away with that, should they?�
�I don�t know,� I said cautiously, looking at the twofeminized faces staring at me.
The red-haired one smiled a little. �Take it easy,��she� murmured to Ellie, her voice neutral, not obvi-ously masculine. Her loose sweater, tented at herchest, was a dark blue, almost black, slimming herwide shoulders and generally stocky figure.
These queens were definitely out of Ellie�s league.Ellie really was one of the most sexless people I�veever met. I seriously doubted Ellie ever engaged inany sexual encounters at all. Ellie did delight,though, in soft feminine clothing and was always irri-tating other queens by his persistent requests to

Page - 37

RELUCTANT PRESS



touch and fondle new materials. I wondered some-times if Ellie had just drifted into the street life of thequeen to indulge what was really a harmless fetish.
These queens were of a different sort. They hadwary, knowing eyes, despite the extra false lashesthey wore. I didn�t doubt that these two were for saleto anyone with the price on Upper Redpath. Therewas something provocative in the way they stood,hands on rounded hips, one hand relaxed and theother stiffly supporting them, parodying fashionmodels. Their eyes constantly flicked up and downLester Street as if afraid of missing a prospectivetrick.
�Are you going to deal with the Stickman?� askedthe brunette, her smooth tones not quite male, butnot quite female either.
I shrugged. �What�s it to you?� I asked. �Whoknows? I could just move on.�
The answer seemed to satisfy them. Their interestin both Ellie and me quickly evaporated. They sweptoff down the block. Ellie had tagged on to me whichmade it difficult for me to follow the others and seewhat they were up to. Ellie hung onto me until wereached Redpath where there were a few queens outcruising the block. A few waved to me. One or two Iknew were out but would never attract any business.Like Ellie, they relied on handouts of some sort to ex-ist.
Ellie rushed over to a little group and began a de-tailed account of How Alice Got Beaten Up In TheGator Club to two queens as ragged as herself in thedoorway of the Lester Hotel.
I slipped away quickly and headed up Redpath to-wards First. The upper part was lined with cheap ho-tels, bars, and clubs. Some had fanciful names, suchas the Paradise or Tropics. The queens who workedregularly at straight jobs often roomed here or foundemployment in the bars or kitchens. Some hotels al-
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lowed only an overnight, or by-the-hour, clientele. Itwas to one of those hotels that I went to pick up mypipeline to Polanski.
Only when I entered the Bellamy Gardens to en-quire archly of the bored desk clerk for Mr. Jackson�sroom did it occur to me that I�d been in there before.Kenny Ball had been caught here, in a tourist�s room,rifling through a guy�s pants. He�d pegged the guy asa drunk and thought he was passed out. The guyused his belt buckle on Kenny and left him a terriblemess. I shuddered as I remembered it. The old,sad-faced clerk looked up at me in surprise.
�Someone just walked on my grave,� I said in thelight voice Kate had said would pass as queenly.
The clerk nodded knowingly. �In high heels, I bet,dearie,� he said gruffly.
�Naturally,� I said with a smile of my pink, paintedlips. I sashayed down the foyer to the old open-grilletype elevators they had in the Bellamy. As I waited, Iremembered that Billy Red had called the policeabout Kenny, his eyes all closed with the bruisingfrom the beating he had taken. The police came andpicked up Kenny but they didn�t even go into the ho-tel to check out what happened.
That had shocked me more than the beating. Get-ting bloodied was a way of life for us all at fourteen. Ilooked back across the foyer and saw that nothinghad changed, not even the dusty, red and gold ches-terfields under the pictures of flowers. One of uswould sit there doing something like filing our nailswith stiletto blades while upstairs the others wouldbe rifling the rooms we could get into.
I looked at my softly manicured hand with thepainted nails as I pressed again for the elevator.Tourists no longer came to Redpath, or if they did, itwas just for an hour, like the man who was waitingfor me.
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I could see that Eddy Westham was trying hishardest not to show his disgust with me when I even-tually got to the room he�d taken. Eddy had been un-dercover himself and primed, along with me, byPolanski himself when I was still debating taking thisassignment on. He�d acted with revulsion at the ideaof a cop pretending to be a queen. It looked to me thathe still wasn�t over his initial reaction to the job I�dtaken on.
Eddy didn�t know how to treat me when I camemincing in daintily, playing the queen meeting ajohn, in case there were prying eyes about us, orpricked-up ears. They should be convinced after mychatter asking him how he liked my new, curly hairand how I�d bought a new, pink lipstick just for himbecause he liked it so much, and how did he like mynew eyelashes, that I�d curled just for him? I was go-ing to be too much woman for him, I just knew it, Ideclared, as I shut the door. Eddy backed across theroom, his face a sickly shade of yellow, matching thegrimy curtains.
I didn�t see Westham�s reports on me until verymuch later. I didn�t know he was telling Polanski Iwas changing, that I was actually looking more andmore like a woman, facially at least, and was very at-tractive as one. Westham had written that even mygestures didn�t give me away for I was acting confi-dently (if he only knew!) and unaffected. He�d seen farmore manly women than I was. My frilly shirts andtight pants weren�t out of line with what women werewearing. With my hair in curls at my neck, he�d havesworn I was a woman, Eddy reported on me.
I went on blithely about my run-in with JimmyStick�s men, and the conclusion about Campari. Ididn�t know that Westham would be telling Polanskithat my voice was low but steady and not at all atodds with my appearance. �I thought I was interview-ing a woman,� he later told Polanski. He asked if itwasn�t time to get me out before I became a total per-vert?
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�How about Johnny Bent?� Westham asked when Iwas finished. �That�s where the Lieutenant wantsmore action. Kate gave you some leads there, didn�the?�
I noted how he kept his genders straight. �Kate�sgone,� I said. �Blew town. I told you she wouldn�tstick around. She was far too nervous after introduc-ing a cop to her friends. Luckily, she didn�t rat on mebefore leaving. As for Tommy Black, I�ve only heardwhispers. The queens don�t seem to pay much atten-tion to mob dealings. This thing with Jimmy Stickmight be Tommy stirring things up. As it is ��
I stopped for a moment and looked into my pursefor my lipstick. I would have to redo my lips beforeleaving, in a darker shade, I thought. I took out a cig-arette. I carried them but rarely smoked. All thequeens I knew did. It was supposed to cut appetiteand make them thinner. So, I�d learned to smoke butI didn�t do it normally unless I had to. Or unless I wasnervous, as Eddy�s disgusted glances were makingme.
As I put the cigarette to my lips, though, EddyWestham stood up and came across with his lighterto light it for me. We both became aware of what thegesture meant in the same moment. He coloured. Sodid I, but I think my makeup concealed my flush.
�Thanks,� I said, not changing my tone. There waslipstick all over the end of my cigarette. I should beusing non-stick types of lipstick but queens do like toleave evidence of their femininity everywhere. So, I�dbecome used to leaving lipstick bows on glasses andcups wherever I dined.
Eddy was studying the building opposite withmore interest than grey concrete deserves, as I wenton. �I�ve identified a number of queens who might bewhat Corona described,� I said, blowing the smoke inEddy�s direction. I was angry at him and at myself. Atmyself mostly, for letting it matter what Eddythought of me for doing a job he couldn�t possibly do.

Page - 41

RELUCTANT PRESS



�These queens are not on the street, not obviouslyanyway,� I went on. �They�re in the clubs a lot, themost expensive, naturally, and they all seem to livewell but it could still be high-class whoring. One ofthem, known as Diane, has been on a trip West sinceI first got here. She passes as a woman, I�m sure,which is why I can�t quite fathom why she�s here un-less there�s a certain type of guy she likes. You know,one who likes queens as you�re supposed to.�
�Not much, is it?� growled Westham, still lookingout of the window, his ears pink at my remark abouthim liking queens. �By the way, I�m supposed to passyou another message. Don�t duck out to see Sue for awhile, will you? She won�t be home for a while. Shewent on a holiday to France with her mother.�
I gaped. �France?� I asked. �We don�t have thatkind of money!�
�I heard the Department paid,� admittedWestham, risking a glance at me. �Heard you brokecover, I guess. They don�t want it happening again.�
I stubbed out the almost complete cigarette in hisashtray. I picked up my purse fitfully. How like Sue, Ithought angrily, to take off just like that, and withouttelling me. And Polanski. If he had the money forthat, I should be asking for a way bigger bonus to dowhat I was doing.
�Oh,� said Westham, his mouth dropping as I tookout my lipstick and compact and began to do my lipsagain. I didn�t think at all how feminine a gesture itmust have been to Eddy. �You�re going to be having anew contact, in place of me, too. Annie Phelan�sworking undercover again. She�ll be talking to youfrom now on. Polanski thinks you two have more incommon than you and me.�
I looked hard at him. I could tell by his expressionthat Eddy knew what he was saying and was trying toput me down. �I�m sure we do,� I said, rubbing my redlips together, trying to get a perfect, feminine bow to
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my lips, not thinking first before I spoke as I usuallydo on the street.
Eddy�s face reddened. He looked at me so furiouslythat, for a moment, I thought he was going to be vio-lent with me. �Just get your ass back on the street,�he said, striding over to open the door. I saw such alook of loathing on his face I was afraid just to passhim.
I could have told him that I didn�t want AnniePhelan as a contact any more. He could tell Polanskithat I wanted to keep him, Westham. No, I didn�twant her suggestions about me putting on skirts,curling my hair and brushing it curvaceously alongmy chin to make it appear more feminine. No, I didn�twant to wear panties and bras. I wasn�t going to. Thisacting disguise was as far as I�d go. I don�t know.Maybe saying that to Eddie would have impressedhim. But the look on his face as he stared at me sug-gested that nothing I said would ever get EddieWestham on my side.
�My money,� I said, putting out my hand. Polanskifound this a good way to reimburse me so that I hadenough, but not suspiciously large amounts, on thestreet.
Eddy was counting it out into my hand as two goodlooking, that is feminine, queens strolled by. Desireeraised her hand in salute while Raquel gave me aknowing smile.
�Wait up, girls!� I called, grabbing all of Westham�swad and hurrying after them. They held the elevatordoors for me.
�Hey!� yelled Eddy, coming down the hall after me.�That wasn�t all for you!�
I blew him a kiss as the doors closed and we sankfrom his view. We could hear him as he cursed me allthe way to the bottom of our ride down.
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�Well, you got more than we did tonight, isn�t thatright, Raquel?� the red-haired Desiree said to herbrunette-wigged partner.
Raquel nodded and began to laugh. �Did you takeall that guy�s stash?�
�No,� I lied. �But he got more than he paid for any-way. He�s leaving town, as it is. I deserved a goingaway present. Maybe I should call his wife, too.�
Desiree laughed and slipped her arm throughmine. �Since you scored
so well," she said in her lilting, affected voice, �youcan buy us drinks at the Hilo.�
I smiled back and let Raquel come and take myother arm, the three of us queens causing many com-ments and starting a lot of banter as we went downRedpath.
�I could use a drink,� I said as their high heelsclicked on the sidewalk. They towered over me as wecrossed the street to the alley that led to the Hilo, thecurrent �only-place-to-be� in Knightsbridge. �Mr.Jackson and his wife will be glad to treat you royally.�
The bouncer looked at us suspiciously as we wentup the steps to the heavy double doors that preservedthe Hilo�s privacy from the outside world.
�Alice�s okay,� said Desiree as the bouncer lookedat my white slacks and unpadded shirt. �She�s one ofus. Gina wants to meet her.�
Gina? My temperature rose at that one. There wasa Gina mentioned by Corona. He had been very downon her. Called her the whore who had wormed herway into Jack Bent�s Organization and nearlywrecked it, until Johnny had to put her in her place.She�d been a top recruiter, according to Corona, buthe didn�t explain what that meant or who Gina wasrecruiting. He�d held onto that information, sayinghe�d talk about it later, when he had a deal. Which he
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still didn�t really have, but he did have his life, hesaid, as if content with just that.

*****VI. THE HILO CLUB*****
How did Johnny Bent get his nickname, the inves-tigators wanted to know. Giovanni Parazzino hadbeen �Johnny-the-One� for so long. That was becauseof his exploits with the ladies, said Gilberto Coronaeventually, but somewhere along the wayJohnny-the-One had begun to use his talents as partof a blackmailing scheme.
Johnny had learned that there were some secretsso powerful that people would pay anything to keepthem secret. He�d run girls for Old Man Unger andhad undoubtedly found that deviates would do any-thing to avoid publicity of their strange habits reach-ing their families.
How long the idea for a special organization wasnurtured in Johnny-the-One�s brain is impossible tosay. He used to say he�d lost too many payers to sui-cide, running black ops for Unger, long before theywere half sucked dry. He must have thought thatsooner or later somemark would stand up to him, rathim out to the police and he would go down. Some-how he�d formulated the idea of using his victims,rather than bleeding them, though he must havedone that, too. But there were some he�d used for avery long time.
Let Johnny discover that a businessman�s secretvice was that he was a transvestite and he�d feed thehabit, gaining all the evidence he needed for black-mail along the way. His blackmail was more a form ofpersuasion. On each business trip, the respectablebusinessman took a message to a certain anony-mous drop and was paid off in the coin he loved best,the chance to indulge his hobby. Soon, there were astring of eager participants in Johnny�s schemes.
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Johnny, it was said, could bend anyone, anyonewith a certain bent nature, that is. Bent was his nick-name or Johnny-the-One, until the two names werefused over time. Johnny Bent organized a string of fe-male impersonator clubs and tapped a previouslyunorganized source for criminal activity.
Unlike others before him, Johnny Bent didn�t seedrag queens as mixed-up, sexual misfits. He sawthem as distinct personalities and used them, in thesame way he used his other victims, first as rewardsto his messengers and then as messengers them-selves. He was prudent. At the end, he rarely usedblackmail at all. He sifted through his recruits andkept only the best for permanent work. If some of themob knew what he was doing, well, it worked. HisBent Organization remained unpenetrated and, untilthe infamous Chicago to St. Louis conversation, un-known to the major crime-fighting forces of theUnited States.

**********
The Hilo was for insiders. It was not a place forEllie Rags or the less convincing queen. She wouldnever have got past the bouncers. I thought I�d neverget in the place. I wouldn�t have, I was certain, with-out Raquel and Desiree escorting me in. The bouncerscowled at the way I was dressed, in male pants andshirt, ignoring my feminine hair and makeup.
Nor would any �tourists� be generally admittedwithout being escorted in by someone like Desiree. Itwas a meeting ground, however, for all types, withsome money, of course, but it was usually favouredby one group or another for a time. Now, it was fa-voured by men who dressed fully in women�s cloth-ing. They dominated the tables. But it was also herethat prostitutes, women, relaxed after filling theirquotas, part of the �good life� they were so often prom-ised.
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In a perverse way, I was happy to be let in. It was amark of good fortune. It was a mark of being acceptedas a foxy queen. But it was so odd to be thought ofthat way. As we headed for a wall booth, I saw thatthe management had a fine touch in personnel, too.There were both male and female waitresses but bothwere dressed in exactly the same way, in revealingminiskirts and black fishnet stockings. Only theirname tag colours revealed what they were, pink forqueens and yellow for girls.
The dance floor was crowded with couples of allkinds. The Hilo kept two bands on the go all the timewhich also made it popular with anyone dressed as agirl. It was also known to be well-connected, a �class�bar, that had not been raided for ten years.
Of course, �normal� tourists had to be discouraged,I realized, as I watched the interaction of men andthose dressed as women. Casual visitors would notknow how to comport themselves in the presence ofmen fully dressed as women, acting like women withtheir boyfriends. Like the prostitutes who came in af-ter a night�s work, all in a dress or makeup weretreated as women.
There were even those, from transvestite clubs, Iheard, who surprisingly were there with their wives. Icould never have brought Sue to the Hilo. One look athow some of the nicest-looking queens were carryingon with some very appreciative men would undoubt-edly have made her ill. I felt pretty squeamish atsome of the French-kissing and touching going on insome of the booths.
Desiree and Raquel steered me to a trio of otherheavily made-up queens in possession of a wallbooth with a three-sided couch about the small table.Almost immediately, precedence was given toDesiree. One queen tripped off across the crowdeddance floor to return with a chair for herself.
On my right was a black queen with tight, blackcurls, heavy grey and white eye makeup, and a tight,
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black dress to match. She was drawing on a mari-juana cigarette. She smiled at me as I couldn�t helplooking at her very large, well-shaped breasts.
Our waitress, a young boy who didn�t look eigh-teen, in a long blonde fall, huge, triangular earrings,glamorous makeup and an excellent padded cleav-age, eyed the cigarette in disdain. She withdrew for amoment, swinging away on black, patent high heelsbefore returning with a small, swarthy man in anevening jacket and bow tie. He leaned over and whis-pered to Desiree who nodded and looked haughtily atthe black queen, tossing masses of red curls andwaves over her shoulder.
As soon as the man had stepped back apologeti-cally among the grinding dancers, Desiree glared atthe black queen. �Kiki dearest,� she said in her af-fected speech, and it took me a moment to realize shewas talking to the blonde who had gone for the chairfor herself. �Andrea needs to get some fresh air, don�tyou think? As her very great friend, you�ll see herhome, won�t you? After all, with the Stickman on theprowl lately, a girl can�t be too careful, can she?�
The two queens� faces showed their fury. Theblonde stood in her short black dress and adjusted itabout her wide hips. The black girl stood unsteadilyto pass me. I was almost overpowered by the aroma ofChanel and marijuana. The two swirled their hairabout their bare shoulders and stalked out regally,stopping here and there to relate the story of theirbanishment to other larger, female figures.
�There�s a room for that,� said Desiree, �if that�syour style, or for anything else that�s relaxing. Butnot in here, you understand?�
I think I did. I remembered hearing that the Hilowas never raided. There were those transvestites andtheir wives in the private areas beyond the main bar.Would they be upset by the smell of grass beingsmoked? I really didn�t think so in this day and age.Mentally, I outlined all the charges I�d noted that
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could be brought and against whom charges could belaid, after what I�d seen so far. But, with propriety re-stored, our waitress, Geraldine, returned and in anear-perfect breathy Monroe voice, asked us what wetruly desired.
It had to be white wine or some other femininedrink, though I would have loved a beer. Geraldineminced away, much better in her walk as a femalethan me, her dark seams making her long legs seemslender and shapely, her frilly panties very tight. Itwas something in her walk that reminded me of myvery first encounter with a boy dressed as a girl.
Arturo Mommalia had been part of Billy Red�s ganguntil he was thirteen at least but then had given upthieving and attended fewer and fewer meets for ourorganized �collecting.� It was Jeffy Ferrillo who had re-ported that Grease, as we called Mommalia, wasqueer. He�d seen him with a mark at the Paradise, thehaunt of queers, and a place we didn�t collect from.So, we thought we�d seen the last of Grease.
On Saturday nights some of us guys would breakinto the Windsor Theatre on Redpath to see the adultfeatures free. On the inside we�d meet up with girls,tough girls, the ones who hadn�t yet been forced, of-ten because of their looks, into �the life� yet.
It was on one of those occasions that we�d comeacross these old guys cuddling up to some young andvery delectable chicks. It hadn�t taken more thanVince Burns� flick knife to scare off the oldsters andthe two frightened chicks had belonged to us, me,Vince, Billy Red, and a thin, wild kid we all called Fer-ret because he looked like one.
The girls were downright attractive and sexy. Aftertheir fright had subsided, they were quite willing topartake in a little necking with us while the movieson the screen worked us up. The taller, dark-hairedgirl threatened to scream when Vince put his handup her tight skirt. Since we didn�t want the manage-ment on us again, we made him behave like the rest

Page - 49

RELUCTANT PRESS



of us. I did my share of kissing, necking, with each asthey were so attractive, so soft and feminine, and sogiggly when we changed places and shared themamong us.
It was when they wanted to leave, after giving us acouple of hours of their time that Vince turned nastyand tried to force himself on the small blonde one.Her shriek brought two ushers and the manager onthe run. A fight naturally erupted. In the confusion, Igot out with Billy Red and, as we stood on the cornerin front of the Windsor, who should come out of theemergency exit than the two girls.
With a whoop, Billy Red had stepped up to theblonde and took her arm. The dark one turned andlooked in fright at Billy. I saw in profile whom I�d beenkissing and fondling in the back seats of the Windsor.Despite the mussed up lipstick and long, rumpleddark hair, I knew well I was looking at the face ofArturo Mommalia. Grease gave me a sideways lookfrom under thin, feminized brows, just like my ownthese days. I could tell by the expression on his girl-ish face that he knew that I knew who he was.
The fear of exposure in Grease�s face was an ex-pression I�ve never forgotten. Grease looked utterlydistraught, I�d thought, at being exposed to an oldfriend for what he was, and for what he had been do-ing with old friends. I don�t know why but I felt sud-denly sorry for him.
I rarely showed sympathy for anyone at that timebut I did then. I stepped up to Grease, slipped myarm into his and talked in as normal a way as I couldif he�d really been a girl named Donna. I tried not tolet on in any way that I knew who Donna was. I didn�tknow why I did it afterwards. Grease and I had neverreally been close.
The girls had an apartment on Jefferson Avenue,another backwater between Redpath and the Row.Susan was eager for us all to go back there butDonna was reluctant. In the end, we split up. Billy
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Red and Susan, hand-in-hand, went off to the Jeffer-son apartment. I took Donna to the Spyglass Tavern,where they didn�t care at all about the age of custom-ers, only if you had money.
We talked about nothing. I was surprised how fem-inine Donna was even though she wouldn�t look mein the eye. She repaired her makeup with long,red-tipped fingers and then said she had to go towork, to a real job, or so she said. I walked her outonto Redpath. We stood there awkwardly for a mo-ment.
�Thanks, Sprat,� she said suddenly, turning andlooking at me with bright, shining eyes. Donna threwher arms about my neck and gave me awhole-hearted, passionate kiss. She had used mygang nickname. �Thanks for being kind. Maybe we�llmeet again.� She trembled as she kissed me on thecheek. She went off quickly, her walk graceful and fe-male, or so I thought at the time, her high heels click-ing. I almost went after her. She did look back fromthe corner of Spellman. Perhaps she wanted me to goafter her. But I didn�t and I never saw her again.
Billy Red met me an hour later outside the Spy-glass, cursing and swearing. Susan, it seemed, hadturned out to be nothing more than a frigging dragqueen. Billy claimed he was still revolted by theheavy petting he�d gotten into with Susan. They�dgone pretty far by what he said. He�d been thoroughlyaroused.
I saw then that Billy�s knuckles were skinned andsmeared with blood. He grinned and said he�d taughtthe luckless Susan not to play tricks on straight guyslike us. �You were lucky that Donna didn�t take youhome,� he growled. �I bet she was a queen, too. If I seeher again, I�ll take care of her, too.�
I didn�t tell him about Donna. I hoped at the timeI�d see �her� again first. Billy Red and I went into theSpyglass, since incorporated into the Hilo Club, and
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blew all the money we had in one glorious drunk. Orso I remembered it.
Geraldine came back with our wine, handing offthe glasses with a daintiness that caricatured overlyfeminine and fussy women. Her mannerisms still re-minded me of Donna and thinking of that distractedme from what the others were saying. I told myself towake up and found Raquel�s eyes onme, studying mewryly.
�Darling,� said the blonde queen who had been atthe table earlier. �Guess who I saw today? Angela!And she is still married! Can you believe it?�
Raquel and Desiree exchanged glances, sayingnothing. The blonde squirmed in her short,sequinned dress. �Oops,� she said huskily, her pinkmouth smiling nervously. �What did I say that waswrong, darlings?�
Desiree smiled too and took a drag from her ciga-rette. �It isn�t healthy, Shirley dear,� she said in a syr-upy voice, �to speak loosely of any of our friends, es-pecially, in front of someone you�ve only just met.�
The blonde suddenly gave me closer look, taking inthat I wasn�t in a dress and that I wasn�t shaped likea woman, even though my face told her I was aqueen, or at least I hoped it did. Oh, what a weird,dumb thing to say to myself. I didn�t want, ever, to bethought of as a queen, did I? She said nothing morethen but she did get up and invite some youngmen tojoin us.
I�d seen boys like the ones invited over, before.They�d swear that they weren�t gay but were malehustlers. They hung out with queens but would saythat the queens hung out with them. I know thatsome queens praised them and did whatever theboys wanted, treating them as if they were their boy-friends, though the hustlers actually treated themlike dirt.
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Shirley acted like a teenaged girl in heat when theboys came over and was soon draped over a shorterboy on the dance floor. Desiree and Raquel werecooler. I was surprised how warily the boys treatedthem. When Raquel stood up suddenly and wantedto dance, a tall dark-haired boy went with her rightaway and held her and caressed her familiarly whileshe seemed to purr in his arms.
Desiree ordered Greg to dance with me. I tried toresist but she smiled at me from heavily made-upeyes. I guessed that it was a test. So I danced with aman who held me as if I was a woman, his arm aboutmy waist, pressing me tight to him.
�You look pretty real,� Greg said as I swayed in hisarms, my colour surely high beneath my makeup.�Why aren�t you in a dress? I like my girls to weardresses.�
�I�ll bear that in mind,� I said as he turned me. Itried to behave as I saw the other �women� and �girls�about me behaving. Luckily very few paid me any at-tention as if it wasn�t odd to see a man like me, inmakeup, dancing with a man like Greg.
The music turned to rock and roll. Greg began totwirl me as if I was a girl. I had often twirled girls onthe dance floor, with difficulty at times because I wasso short. Greg had no problemmoving me but I felt ri-diculous, humiliated, to be made to spin so often, tohave his hands about me, on my tush, directing mewhere to go.
He ended up with his arm about my waist. �Youdance good,� he said with a leer at me. �But you doneed to loosen up. It shouldn�t be so hard to swingyou.� I wanted to take a swing at him right then. I�denjoy it when I busted him at the end of this assign-ment.
I took his arm frommy hip and headed back to ourtable. But then I had to dance with Kenny, with allthe boys in fact, in turn. I could feel Desiree�s eyes on
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me, particularly when she danced too, her head onGreg�s shoulder. He looked nervous when she kissedhis cheek but he kissed her nervously, I thought, onher beautifully outlined lips.
In the slow dances, Kenny and Tim wanted me tolay my head on their shoulders or put my arms abouttheir necks. I joked that I didn�t know them that wellbut it didn�t help. I would have had to fight Tim rightthere if I hadn�t let him put my arms about his neck. Ihad to let his hands stray down the small of my back,onto my white pants and hips, pulling me tight tohim, as I�d so often danced with girls before.
Dancing like that with him, I felt totally humili-ated. I had to close my eyes and lay my head on hischest and shoulder so I didn�t have to see how otherslooked at me, a queen dancing with �her� man. Andyes, just like Desiree had started our group doing, Ihad to kiss Tim, yes on the lips, and pretend I likedanother man getting off on my soft, receptive mouth.Ooo, it really was weird, particularly how I felt. It re-ally wasn�t that bad at all.
I did get to sit at last with Tim�s arm draped pos-sessively over my shoulder, wondering what I was do-ing in this bar with these guys. Tim wanted to kiss memore and so did the other boys now who suddenly allwanted to dance with me. Oh, the shudders that ranthrough me as each first kissing session began. Ishould be busting these deviates, not letting themtouch me with their lips. I wanted to leave. I thought Iwould when Desiree suddenly spoke sharply to Shir-ley and the boys she�d brought to us.
�Darlings,� she said. �It�s time to go to Shirley�spad. She has a selection of whatever you need there,don�t you, dear? You�ll take care of every need thesegorgeous boys have, won�t you, darling?�
Shirley was all over Kenny as it was. She was de-lighted to be off in the company of four studs, as shecalled them, not even objecting to Kenny�s hand onher backside as she sashayed off obediently with her
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retinue, giggling and hanging on to Kenny�s andTim�s arms.
�Not you, Alice dearest,� said Desiree when I stoodup to go too. A soft hand closed over mine, the extralong fingernails digging into my palms. �One of ourclose friends is here to talk to you. And here she is.�
Desiree had indicated across the dance floor wherea wooden railing separated the floor from a series ofdoors. Out of one came two women and the little manwho had spoken to Desiree earlier. To the plati-num-haired woman, he was indicating the tablewhere I sat with Desiree and Raquel.
The woman, I was sure she was from the word go,swept over imperiously to our table. Raquel immedi-ately vacated her spot so that the woman could sitopposite me. Despite her platinum hair, so shiny thatit had to be from a bottle, I thought, she was a strik-ingly attractive woman with a haughty, almost patri-cian air about her. I think she knew she was slum-ming to be associating with the likes of us.
She was very conservatively dressed in a grey suitbut her soft, dark grey silk blouse was exquisite. Herstring of pearls looked to be genuine. I was sure theywere. She laid a long, black purse on the table, tookoff her black kid gloves slowly, and studied me. Shelaid her gloves on top of her purse. I wished I wasn�tas made-up as I was. I wished I hadn�t backcombedmy hair or put on earrings and perfume. I wished Iwas really a man. I would die to have her look at melike that if I were dressed as a man.
Her violet eyes appraised me carefully and coolly. Ifelt so awkward and gauche under that stare fromthat perfect china-skin face. Who did I, as a queen,think I was trying to emulate? I could never do it,never be a real woman like her. It was one thing to tryto hide behind the queen�s mask too but I sensed thatthis woman wanted to know who I really was. I nearlyblurted it out to her right there, anything to make agood impression on her.
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She turned her beautiful head and spoke quietly tothe dark-haired woman who had followed her.�Angela,� she said. �I have business to attend to here.Why don�t you be a good girl and go play with some ofyour friends?�
Angela pouted and moved off gracefully. �I�ll pow-der my nose then,� she said softly. I understood im-mediately that she was speaking in code. Another en-try for my list of offences, I thought, as Angela wentlike a queen through the throng, stopping here andthere to greet her subjects. Nothing in the way thatshe moved, dressed or talked to give away that shewas not a real woman. It was only Shirley�s wordsfrom earlier that came back to me about Angela beingback in town and married to a woman still, that sug-gested that anything might be different from what itappeared.
I shifted my attention back to the platinum-hairedwoman who was smiling at me, her perfect teeth re-vealing a perfect smile. �You�re very astute,� she saidin the same quiet voice. �Angela usually fools every-one, until she gets them into bed, of course. But shedoes have my help.�
I think I grimaced which made her smile even morebroadly.
�Angela is my husband,� she said softly. If she ex-pected that to stun me, she must have been sur-prised at my reaction. A smile tugged at the corner ofher pinkly painted mouth. �How much does sheknow?� she asked Desiree.
Desiree gave a small shrug, an oddly mannish ges-ture with her female appearance. �Nothing as far as Iknow,� she said. �Shirley Rae started talking whileAlice was sitting here, but I cut her off. You said youwanted a cool one who doesn�t use. As you can see,Alice fits the bill.�
I didn�t open my mouth, couldn�t. I knew I was get-ting into something that was going to lead to some-
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where deep in Knightsbridge. I hoped it meant theBent Organization and that this masquerade wouldsoon be over. I didn�t want to have to dance with Timor Kenny again.
The blonde woman was looking at me very directly.One thin eyebrow curved up attractively. �Well, Alicedarling,� she said, a lilt of amusement in her voice.�Don�t you have anything to say for yourself? Don�tyou wish to know who I am and what I want fromyou?�
I thought I knew but I didn�t want to blow it. �I sup-pose so,� I murmured in my highest queen�s voice.�But I guess you�ll tell me if you want to and in yourown good time.�
The woman smiled again but her attention sud-denly wandered past me to the tables of drinkers.Angela suddenly moved past us hanging on to a tall,well-muscled man and led him onto the dance floorwhere she began to dance a very tight lambada withhim. I knew the guy, Spanish, the police called him,and as queer as they come. Anger crossed theblonde�s face, though I didn�t know why. Angelawouldn�t have been Spanish�s type. He wasn�t intoanything womanly.
�Raquel,� she snapped, her mouth now thinnerand spoiling some of her looks. �Go and tell Angelathat Mama is watching.�
Raquel got up from her chair and left, her sashayalmost gone in her haste to apprehend Angela. Theblonde�s attention came back to me. She spoke al-most apologetically. �Angela knows I don�t like herassociating with that kind of person,� she said, andthen smiled openly. �No matter how well they dancethe lambada. Much too unstable. Gossipy.�
I saw Angela suddenly leaving the dance floor withRaquel beside her. She looked very angry as sheheaded to the bar where two young whores instantlymade room for them.
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�People in this area call me Gina,� said the blondewoman. I tried to keep my made-up face stiff so thatshe wouldn�t see I�d already guessed it was her.
Gina waited to talk further while Geraldine prettilyserved her with a small glass of liqueur. She smiledencouragingly at him and was rewarded with a poutand girlish flounce as Geraldine minced away. �Nicelegs,� she commented before taking a sip of herdrink.
Desiree gave a low, erotic laugh quite out of keep-ing with the feminine image she wished to project.Gina looked at her in further amusement and thencame back to me.
�I�m a recruiter, Alice,� Gina said more briskly. Iwas so happy to hear it. I�d contacted the Bent Orga-nization at last, I was sure of it. What made it evenbetter was that they had reached out and contactedme.
�Everything I hear about you is good,� Gina wenton, now studying me for the impact of her words. �Ihave a job for you, a well-paying job, if you are pre-pared to do exactly as I tell you. Not many men like totake orders from a woman, not one who�ll keep youunder her thumb as I will. Can you take a job likethat, Alice?�
Her tongue rested on the upper lip of her partlyopened mouth as she stared at me, awaiting my re-ply. Her look made the blood beat faster in my veins.Gina must surely have seen the flush on my skin andknown how she attracted me. I was not supposed tobe attracted to women!
I swallowed and spread my hands wide, my slen-der, feminized hands on the table before me, the nailpolish gleaming in the light. I tried a small shrug asshe frowned.
�You won�t like it here, not working for me,� Ginasaid returning to her calm, quiet voice.
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�The beating today was a warning?� I squeaked,hardly able to get words out to talk to someone asbeautiful as her.
�Necessary,� Gina said, a smile on her lips.
�I could move on,� I said. I didn�t have to fake mynervousness. �If a gang war is erupting, it�s best notto get caught up in it.�
�You wouldn�t,� Gina said quickly. �Actually, yes-terday afternoon was a mistake. It won�t happenagain. Take my word for that. Desiree says thatyou�re smart and ready to move up to some real ac-tion. We can use a smart queen.� She smiled. �Youlook the type to know what an oxymoron is. A smartqueen is a fine example.�
She looked at Desiree. �You know where Alicelives?� At Desiree�s nod, and a re-shake of her longhair, she smiled at me. �Come with Desiree tomorrowto the Bagman�s. Dee knows where that is. If youwant to make some real money, that is. Now, I haveother things I have to do tonight.�
Gina rose and swept away from the table without abackward glance. She put her arm on Angela�s as thebrunette waited for her at the wooden railing, pout-ing and looking like she wanted an argument. Ginapropelled her forward on her impossibly high-heeledshoes, however. Her hand rested on Angela�s back-side for a moment and the dark-haired queen shotforward as if she had been assaulted. I guess sheknew what was to come.
�Well, darling,� drawled Desiree, signalling to aman who had been watching us from the bar. �Itlooks like you are now one of us.�
I�d played this part over in my mind many times,wondering how it would be if I was actually taken inby the mob. I thought I�d have to guard against thestrong elation I would feel. It was nothing like that,though, now. All I felt was tiredness and depression.
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�Yes, Desiree,� I said. �Look. I�m going to split. Idon�t know if I�m sickening for something or not butmy head feels thick.�
I saw Desiree pull away instinctively even beforethe guy joined her and treated her as if he thoughtshe was real. Most queens are hypochondriacs inthis day and age, I�ve found out, very careful aboutthe spread of anything contagious. They disappearedin an instant if they thought you were sick. Desireeonly put up token resistance to my leaving.
Lo and behold, as I was being ushered out by abouncer who towered over me and regarded me mostintently, who should come in but Diane, the queen I�dmentioned to Eddy Westham. She�d been on a trip.She was followed by a line that must have been show-girls of both sexes, a whole raft of men, and some ob-vious queens. She didn�t even notice me but sweptover to Desiree. The two hugged and kissed in wel-come and immediately began to head into one of theinner rooms for what I was sure would be an ex-tended party. If I had stayed, what loose talk and ru-mours I could have picked up!
One of the stragglers, an older man who lookedlike old Doctor James, Sue�s family�s doctor whom Ihad gone to for cold remedies, grabbed my arm andtried to usher me after the others. �Come on,sweetie,� he said, his tongue almost hanging out. Heshook a pocket that rattled. �Don�t you want toparty?�
�She doesn�t,� said the bouncer, disengaging theman�s arm. �She�s going home.�
�Home?� giggled the older man. I could see that hewas lit up on something. �But it�s not midnight yet, isit? The night is young!� He went strutting away afterthe line of very pretty girls whom I was sure werefrom the drag revue at MadameGeorge�s, an upscaledrag club, if there can be such a thing. He didn�t giveme another look.

Page - 61

RELUCTANT PRESS



I looked up at the bouncer. He looked back stolidlyat me. It was too late to change my mind. I smiled athim. As I walked away out of the door, he goosedme.
I turned back, appalled. �Come in a dress nexttime,� he said with a grin on his face, �And I�ll be sureto get some time off. Show you where I live.�
�Can�t wait,� I said bitterly, rubbing my hurtingbackside, imagining the big oaf in handcuffs for as-saulting a police officer. He was laughing heartily ashe closed the big reinforced doors.
I got back to Lester Street with no problem. I sawwhat I was sure was a team of muggers looking for amark but they just took one look at me and ignoredme, a queen not even in girlie clothes. As I lay on theold, padded mattress in my room, I replayed thewords in my head that Gina had used about JimmyStick and his boys.
Could Gina possibly have the clout to reprimandthe Stick? I�d never heard of the Bent Organizationhaving street muscle. Were they branching out? Wasit just the old group under new management, for cer-tain? I didn�t understand, either, what had happenedto Campari, the supposed boss of this area. Gina�swords seemed to confirm what Ellie Rags had toldme. Campari must be out. This wasn�t a gang war inKnightsbridge. This was the winner, taking stock,maximizing profits.

*****VII. TIMEOUT*****
At first, Corona�s interrogation had shown that thequestioners had thought Gilberto Corona�s descrip-tion of Johnny Bent and the Bent Organization wasnothing but a fantasy. That there was a mob figurenamed Johnny Bent was known. That he was in-volved in some kind of courier system for the gangswas also known. That this Organization was superiorto other means of moving mob money and goods wasnot known.
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Then the evidence began to come in from a carefulsifting of past tapings. There was the infamous Chi-cago-St Louis tape. Before that, a capo in New Yorkgrumbled about Parazzino�s death. A man should al-ways have an heir ready, one capo pronounced, onewho�d know enough to be able to carry on a goingbusiness.
Corona laughed when he heard the tape. �Thatjust wasn�t Johnny Bent�s way,� he said. �He kept hissecrets better than any closet queen.�
�Isn�t it just too incredible,� asked hisstraight-laced interrogator, �to believe that some ofthe greatest criminal minds in America depended ona bunch of drag queens, transvestites and degener-ates to transport important materials to the mobs ofdifferent cities? You want us to believe such a fic-tion.�
Corona had broken into a gale of laughter. �Ofcourse,� he said. �It�s ironic and so stupid when youput it like that. But you haven�t really understood itat all if that�s the way you think. You still can�t believethat a queen caught with a package of drugs or ahuge wad of money is mob-connected, can you? Orsome poor old doctor who just happened to be caughtwith more drugs on him than he should have?�
�Well, why haven�t we caught some of them?� thequestioner asked the still smiling Corona.
�You have,� Corona guffawed. �You�ve caught oneor two of Johnny�s specials over the years. Of course,you never knew they were connected. Johnny madesure they all made bail and then, naturally, they dis-appeared. You got your witness protection service,don�t you? Well, Jack ran one, too. Actually, it wasn�tvery profitable when he did it, for other mobs.
�The guys he hid would just start up again as wiseguys and get into trouble again as they had before.He said he kept it going for the protection of the mes-sengers, as he called them. An insurance policy. They
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knew they might be embarrassed a bit if they werecaught but they also knew Johnny would come andget them away, sooner or later.
�You also don�t seem to understand that Jack usedall kinds of people in his Club, prostitutes, lesbians,drag queens, anyone with a kink. But he always saidthat transvestites were the best, the ones you couldrely on. And if you think about it for five minutes, youcan guess why.�
Corona began to check points off on his fingers inimitation of Johnny Bent but the questioners did notknow that. �They were better educated, you know,degrees and stuff,� the gangster went on persua-sively, �and a lot of them were married. You wouldn�tbelieve howmany if I told you. They were more scaredof being found out that they liked to dress as womenthan they did of being found to be drug smugglers.�
Corona shook his head. �It would have beencheaper if it was the other way round in bail money,�he sighed. �But Johnny just said it was an expense ofdoing business and we really didn�t have that manystopped, considering how much we were movingthese last few years.�
�We need some evidence of all this,� said the stillskeptical interrogator.
�I�m better on dates,� Corona said. �I can tell youwhen things went wrong. I knew that. And when wehad to pay out. But Jack kept identities to himself.You�ll just have to try to match what I tell you to courtrecords, if you can. I tell you it will be a thanklesstask. I don�t think you can catch anyone that way.You�re better off to infiltrate now if you can. Whilethings are a mess and while they�re starting to recruitagain.�
The police were also doubtful about the need forsuch an Organization. �It�s cash flow,� said Corona,shaking his head at their disbelief. �There was alwaysactual cash that had to be moved for payoffs and
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laundering, stuff like that. And Jack was real careful,you know. He wouldn�t use messengers for real hardstuff, like drugs, if they were crying about doing it. Hegot them shifting money first, that�s easy, and theyworked their way in, wanting bigger cuts.
�You know why he stayed here? He said anyonewho lived in Knightsbridge, or who was visiting it reg-ularly, was criminal at heart. It was up to us, Tommy,Gina, Abby, Ron and me, to recruit right. He said youcan�t ask someone to do something they absolutelycouldn�t or wouldn�t do.
�I never did any recruiting anyway. Not after Ginareally messed up a couple of straight TVs, getting �emto play girlie games with a couple of queer big shotsfrom the East. She had �em real scared, in her pocket,ready to do anything she told �em but Jack wouldn�tlet her use �em, or the real queers, after he found out.Said that they hated her too much. Said they�d find away to drop the job to the cops and get out them-selves. Couldn�t trust �em, not after what she put �emthrough.
�That was a year before he died, by the way, that hebrought Gina up. Abby wanted out, wanted to retireto Vegas, wanted to see panties on women, not men,she told me. Jack tried to set Gina up as recruiter,showed her how to set up the game. But she was tooheavy-handed. Had to be, considering her old man.She blamed me, of course, for Johnny being mad.Said I shoulda spoken up for her. Soothed the old guydown.
�Couldn�t do it, though. Johnny�d made up hismind to dump her, I think. Then he dies. The Big Cgot him. Nobody had his contacts. The thing just fellapart. The gangs all went their own ways. You seewhat happened. They had to get it started up again. Itold Don Maurizio I could do it. He says work it outwith Tommy. Tommy didn�t want me; and here I am,ratting him out.�
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**********
By daybreak, I couldn�t stand my unheated roomany longer. I was tired and shivering. I found myjeans, a t-shirt, my heavy jacket, a pair of socks, myrunners, and dressed before I got out of there. Myhair was a frightful mess, not feminine at all, but Ididn�t have time to primp and backcomb it. I wantedto pass on the contact I�d made before Desiree camelooking for me again. Surely, she�d be sleeping off lastnight�s party past dawn somewhere.
My fingers were so cold that I could hardly pressthe comb through my hair. The brush flattened myblonde-streaked hair, which lay lank around myface. I�d washed off my face makeup and creamedmyself the night before as all women and queenswere supposed to.
My eyebrows were awful, definitely feminine. Myeyelids still showed traces of eyeliner with mascaraon the lashes. I was a sight. Not a girl but definitelynot the regular guy who should be looking back at mefrom my mirror. I tried to wipe some of the indeliblelines off, becoming aware then of my brightly pol-ished and manicured fingernails.
Inwardly groaning at all the details I�d have to at-tend to when I got out of Knightsbridge, I turned upmy collar and left the house furtively. There were fewpeople on the street. I hurried along, noting thatCaroline and Britney were still in the same doorwayon the Avenue, still in the same leather miniskirts.They had someone with them, a mark by the way hewas fondling Caroline�s stockinged thighs. I waved asBritney turned to me, yawning as well, as she wavedback.
I�d hoped to be unnoticed but that, it seemed, wasimpossible in Knightsbridge, where I was resident. Iwent up the Avenue, crossed and cut through a cou-ple of back alleys I knew, deserted as I�d hoped. I wasinto the home area of the whores who�d have beaten
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me, or tried to, if they�d seen me �working� their area.But the cold had driven them inside. I came out onJackson Row. I had to look for a particular house. Ispied the number over a garish poster for a rock con-cert and went past until I found the tunnel that ledinto the back of the huge tenement houses. I countedback carefully and so found the back entrance to theright house.
I went up the two sets of iron steps until I came tothe thin wooden door. It couldn�t hold me out, noteven with cold hands. I carefully locked the door be-hind me again, nothing stirring in the rubbishy back-yard of the building. There were nameplates at thefront and mailboxes. A pencilled card said that�Walker� was in Number Three. I set out to find it,creeping along bad-smelling hallways that wouldhave made toilets pleasant places to visit.
Three was written largely in black pen on the door-way that I knocked on lightly and apologetically. I feltsomeone looking at me through the spyglass on thedoor and then it was flung open. I was met by a blastof warm air from a large, portable oil heater in thecentre of the apartment. A cover on the bed wasthrown back. Annie Phelan had always said she wasa light sleeper. I was really glad to see her, and didn�treally know why I was glad. Was I because it was evi-dent only one person had slept in her bed?
�What are you doing here so soon?� Annie asked,frowning. �Didn�t Eddy tell you I�d contact you first?�
�He didn�t have time,� I said, kneeling down besidethe wonderful heater. I told her briefly what had hap-pened between Eddy and me and how I had snaggedhis money roll, which made her laugh.
Annie Phelan was an undercover like me but Ithought her job was much more dangerous. Sheposed as a prostitute. We all knew how often girls likeher were assaulted or found dead someplace. But shewas careful. Her johns were cops, or friends thereof,she�d said to me. They helped her build her cover.
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She was good enough that I�d heard she�d used the�Walker� cover for over a year. I�d known exactlywhere to find her because she�d told me, over a drinkwith my squad, one night. If I went undercover, she�djoked, she�d be there to back me up.
So here I was, more than a little embarrassed atthe way I looked and what she thought of me. She�dsat on the floor opposite me as I talked. She took oneof my hands in hers.
�Boy,� she said sympathetically, examining mynails, with a thoughtful air. �Are you ever cold? Don�tyou have heat on Lester?�
I shook my hair, realizing how funny it must lookwith the blonde streaks. She was still holding myhand, even stroking it. �Not just that,� I said. �I�vebeen contacted by the Bent Organization.� My voicetrembled as I said it. I began to realize just what itwas going to mean if I went in with them even for justa little while.
�Not now,� she said firmly. �Breakfast. Coffee�s on.I�m starving for bacon and eggs. How about you?�
�I�m on a diet,� I said. She smiled at me. Annie wasquite plain and ordinary but when she smiled herface lit up. I had to smile too at the ridiculousness ofme being on a diet to be femininely thin.
�It�s been a long time,� Annie smiled more at me,�since I had a man to share breakfast with.�
I felt warm all the way through. How Annie Phelancould say that to me, with my hair femininely longthe way it was and my face partly made-up as it was,I didn�t know, but I was glad for it. A little while later,warm coffee in hand, fed until I could eat no more, Ifelt human, no, I must confess, I felt manly again, de-spite the touch of my earrings on my neck, thanks toAnnie and the demure, encouraging smiles she�dgiven me. The gloom that had descended on me eversince Gina Freeman, one of Jack Bent�s principallieutenants, had made me an offer I wasn�t supposed
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to refuse, dispelled as I relaxed in Annie�s easy chair.She did the dishes, refusing my every offer to help.
�Annie,� I sighed, closing my eyes. �You don�t knowhow much of a godsend this break is.�
I heard Annie laugh. �I can guess,� she said. �Thereare days when I�m ready to quit this whole friggingmess. Believe me. I know how you feel. If it wasn�tthat what we do is really useful, and the only way toclean up this garbage, well!�
I opened my eyes as her voice trailed off. She waslooking out of the back window. Her chores were fin-ished but Annie seemed rooted to the spot.
�Something wrong?� I asked.
�Just thought I saw someone,� she said. �A womanout back. It�s usually the teen boys who have that ter-ritory. Anyway, she�s gone now. Hope she�s all right.�
Annie went and sat on her bed, gathering her robeabout her, putting her feet beneath the covers of herbed. �Now,� she said. �Tell me what brought you tomy bed on this cold morning.� She opened the cover.The invitation was plain.
I hesitated only a little, thinking of Sue. Then all Icould remember was the hatred in Sue�s face for myappearance, her poisonous words, telling me not tocome back until I could make love like a man again.
Annie snuggled up to me and began to kiss myneck. She loved my earrings, she said. She was asucker for a man with long hair. I began my report toher unsteadily about what had happened since I�dleft Eddy Westham in the Bellamy. I don�t know howmuch she heard because she soon had me out of myclothes, beneath the sheets. We made love and it waswonderful. I�d never felt so good since Sue and I werefirst married. In fact, I don�t think I felt so good then.
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�So what does it all mean?� asked Annie, sleepy,cuddling up to me in our warm bed, as naked as Iwas.
�I�m sure the Bent Organization has been revived,�I said, caressing her generous breasts. �There�s somekind of deal with Jimmy Stick, probably for girls toset up blackmail schemes ...�
�Or to pay off as Bent used to, with favours,� Annieput in, squirming under my touches.
�With Corona and Ron Louis out of action, TommyBlack has to start from scratch unless Bent left a list,a power package somewhere,� I murmured as she be-gan to arouse me, too. �I don�t think so, the way Ginawas acting and talking. Has anyone seen Camparilately, either? It seems to me Tommy has carteblanche to resurrect Bent. He�s using Freeman, Stickand the Hilo for recruiting. Desiree is a spotter on thequeen side. And Raquel.�
Annie wanted it again. Somewhere in the middle,she said, �You�re right about Jimmy. He�s definitelytop man on the block. He�s dividing his herd. Snakeand Jojo are pimping for him. Snake made me an of-fer.�
When we were done, I had to let her know howmuch her words chilled me. It seemed to me it wasgoing to be very dangerous for her out here for quite awhile.
�Please watch it, Annie,� I said. �Those guys arepretty quick with a shiv, you know. Stick�s triedwhat, three times already, to bring the independentgirls under his wing. Now, if he�s protected, it�s goingto be much worse.�
Annie laughed at me. �How like a man!� she ex-claimed, as I saw my long, painted nails against herpale skin and thought how my eyebrows and hairmust look to her. �Who�s the rookie here, Howell? Youjust do your job, Charley, and we�ll put them all awayfor years.�
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That worried me, too. I was really alarmed by thethought that I was being depended on solely to de-stroy a proficient criminal organization. I also had tothink what sort of job Gina would have for me, think-ing me to be a drag queen. I had a lot of fears I wouldhave liked to talk over with Annie but I didn�t get achance as she sat up and prepared to dress.
�You know we�ll only pull off a few arms from thisoctopus,� I said wearily. �We�re nowhere close to thetop guys. And the arms will grow back in time.�
�Not this time,� said Annie drowsily. �This time,you�re going to get them all. I know you will. You�vegot me to help you and show you what you have todo.�
Only, showing me what to do was inevitable, I sup-pose. I think I said, �No, Annie, not that!� twentytimes. But after all she�d done for me on that warmmorning, how could I refuse her. Yes, I became acrossdresser for her.
When she laid out a roll of tape on the side of thebath she insisted I follow her in, I had to ask stupidly,�What�s that for?�
�It�s what girls like you use so that you can controlyour excitement,� said a smirking Annie.
I struggled out of the bath. �I�m going to get into myclothes �� I began, meaning the clothing I�d come toher apartment in that morning.
�Can�t do that,� said my already dressed contact,holding black panties and a black bra in her handsas I tried to dry myself. �No men�s clothing allowed inhere, darling Alice. I gave all your stuff to the super.That was who was at the door. I called him and he�staken your stuff down to the furnace.�
�My ID, mymoney, my credit cards!� I yelled, head-ing rapidly out of the bathroom. There was a shoul-der purse where my clothes had been draped.
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�In your purse, Alice darling,� said my traitorouslover. �Don�t you think that this is a perfect time forus girls to get acquainted as I�ve been saying weshould? Yes, darling, it�s the tape first, then some ofmy loveliest lingerie. With the money you stole fromEddie Westham, we girls are going to have the great-est time buying you your own stockings, pantyhose,panties, bras, underwear and high-heeled shoes,never mind a dress or two. I have some warm coatsthat will fit you beautifully, Alice. The sooner we getyou started, the sooner we can get this investigationstarted, and the sooner we�ll finish!�
It was a fight, all morning long. But, in the end,what could I do? I couldn�t go out, naked, down herhallway, all the way back to my place. I�d have beenattacked along the way, most likely while still in herplace. I didn�t want to put her clothes on but shewaited patiently for my rants to stop and moved in onme, pushing me down and putting on me what shewanted to.
I didn�t know how strong, how tricky, how trainedAnnie was in jiu jitsu or something. It took her awhile and I was hurt a lot but I was taped betweenmylegs. I did have panties on me. I did have a corset fas-tened to me, a bra, and I was padded! I was flippedover two chairs and was going for a third fall, when Itried to rip the bra off me and tell Annie to get lost.
But when she said this next toss would break myleg, I let her fasten �my� bra, pad it and put a silky slipover my head. Yes, it was clear I�d be dressed as awoman, completely, this day, and that I had to do it. Itried screaming at Annie. I tried reasoning. I triedfighting back and was flipped again on my back, asmiling woman leaning over me. Needless to say, Iwas soon in a frilly, long-sleeved pink blouse and astraight, fairly tight skirt that a leggy woman wouldhave worn.
Ooo, the way that I felt was indescribable. �Youshould have taken more self-defence classes, darlingAlice,� purred my assailant. �At least, you�d have
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learned how to fall and not rip your pretty panties asyou have!�
Annie whipped them off me as I lay in my back butI had to put on even frillier, dark blue panties, withlittle hems that shivered against my legs, making mefeel them all the time and shiver really badly as well.
�I bought this for you,� said my tormentor, caress-ing the skirt against me. �Cross your legs, Alice, asyou sit in that chair. Oh, yes, that looks really goodon you. You really look like an Alice and I haven�tdone your makeup or brushed out your lovely hairyet!�
Needless to say, with many vented swear wordsfrom me, Alice completed the task she had been try-ing to �persuade� me to do, for so long. I should neverhave gone to her apartment for warmth that morn-ing. When I wobbled up on my feet in her high heelsand looked at myself in her long mirror, I wasn�t meany more. I was this �girl,� Alice. No, it wasn�t obviousthat I was a queen at all.
I had to walk across the room in front of the longmirror, wiggling my tush as Annie made me do it, herhands on my tush. I�d come right up to the mirrorand it was me, changing only when Annie had me sit,brushed my hair, and tied red ribbons to hold backmy long braids or pigtails. Oh, and the earringsbouncing on my neck, my lips so shiny and red. Shecould make my eyes more vivid than I could.
I felt so absurd, the skirt preventing me from strid-ing as I normally did, while Annie�s high-heeledshoes on my feet threatened to trip any time I moved.Worse was all the feelings that my body sent me, of aband across my chest, pushing upmy chest muscles.
Oh, and my waist was gripped and belted in sotightly. Then there was the softness of a silky shirt,as I thought of it at first, and stockings against mylegs. Then the skirt gripped me, rising over my knees,as I sat. The scrape of the stockings on my legs was
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awful. A glance in the mirror, or downwards, showedme womanly legs that I admired occasionally onqueens, but much more often on real girls. I felt mythroat grabbing as I wanted to throw up. I was a girl,dressed and feeling like one.
Yes, I was a girl in the mirror. I didn�t doubt thatwhen we went out, and I was sure we were going to,no one around the neighbourhood was going to thinkI was a �queen.� Even walking like a queen only mademe appear more womanish. I seemed to forget that I�dpracticed all the femmy movements that I made as Itried to tiptoe down Annie�s hallway to go shoppingwith my girlfriend. No wonder Annie and JeffPolanski had recruited me first for this investigation.I was clearly qualified for undercover work as awoman. No, I couldn�t possibly stand being dressedlike this, being a real drag queen all the time.
I thought that we�d go into some drag stores. Thequeens I knew always talked about Jenny Penny�sand Drag Sensations, which had �our� sizes, as Kateused to say, making Annie smile.
�Alice doesn�t need a special shop,� I rememberedher saying to Kate. �She can buy off the peg atWills orCreative. They were department stores inKnightsbridge, where you could buy anything fromperfume to women�s clothing as well as men�sworkwear and aftershave.
Annie seemed determined to demean me, evenwhen the salesgirls called me �Miss� all the time. �Oh,isn�t that pretty, Alice,� I heard, trying not to blush infront of all the girls� eyes on me. �Yes, she is going totry it on,� she�d go on to some assistant. �We�ll takean eight and a six and see which suits Alice best.�
If putting on a skirt was terrible, putting on a dresswas worse, particularly as Annie kept the door openand talked to the salesgirl about everything feminineas I changed. I had to model the dress for the girls aswell, who added their comments about how it fitted
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me. It seemed that everything looked good on me. Iwas a really adorable girl, wasn�t I?
Oh, and I didn�t have to worry about prices, noteven with the dresses from the boutiques I washauled into, not wanting to explode in male oaths atAnnie. Not with so many girls gathering about me,sensing sales, I thought afterwards, as Annie paidwith credit cards my supposed boyfriend had givenher. He wanted me to be �tarted up�, she said, whichmade the salesgirls laugh and say that their boy-friends were the same.
We had to get a cab back to my rooms on Lester,the sky now dark. Annie wanted to make sure that Iput all my new clothes away properly. Well, I couldpawn them all, take the money and head south, Ithought, to somewhere warmer. Though a suddenmovement of my dress against me and I felt hotflushes coming onto me.
�I, I�m not going out like this!� I said to Annie, pull-ing the ribbons out of my hair.
�No,� she agreed slowly, staring at me. �Did you see�?�
�The queens following us around this afternoon?� Iasked her. �I think it started at your place.�
�Blast,� said Annie. �Well, you get into some ofyour fighting or running gear, Alice. We�ll braid yourhair tightly. Look, I�ll call up a cab from the Bellamy.I�ll playact a bit that I�m waving to you at the doorwhile you�re slipping out your escape route. I knowyou�ll have one or two. Get down on the Avenue andlook for me in Dweebs.
�Tonight might be a night for a time-out, get aroom across the line, on Polanski�s credit card. Yuck,you don�t look anywhere near as pretty as you werethis afternoon, Alice darling. Look, you still need a lit-tle eyebrow pencilling and eyeliner and a little lip-stick. Got to keep up appearances, my girl. And to-morrow we can go shopping in town proper. Still got
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three, four thousand to bust from Polanski�s card.There�s a darling little black dress down in Angelina�son Presidents� Way. We can get one for you, and onefor me. Really be sisters, can�t we!�

*****VIII.GINA*****
Twomen were waiting for me as I slipped out of thenarrow tunnel between the high houses, almost onthe Avenue. I recognized them instantly as the guyswho�d been in the Alleycat Club, Jimmy Stick�s boys.I had an idea for a moment to turn and run back tomy Lester Street room, for the gun I kept in thekitchen cupboard, behind the sugar container. I sawDesiree saunter suddenly from the front somewhere,wrapping herself tightly in a fur coat. I put away theidea of running and slunk forward.
�Well, if it isn�t our old friend, Alice,� said the shortguy, smiling.
�Where�ve you been, darling?� asked the taller one,as if he didn�t know. �Where are all the pretty clothesyou were wearing and trying on this after noon?Spent a fortune, Raquel said. How can anyone makeout the woman in you dressed like that?�
I almost gave it all away by punching out the guybut Desiree came to my rescue. �Leave her alone,�she said. She looked at me through thickly paintedeyes. �When you are given an order, you are sup-posed to obey it.�
I pulled my jacket around myself and looked at herfur coat longingly. �I was cold,� I said. �Trish,� thatwas the name Annie used in her work, �has an oilheater. You didn�t say when you�d contact me. Ithought you�d still be sleeping this morning but I washeading back to the Hilo now to check out if anyonewas looking for me.�
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�Bring her along,� Desiree ordered Jimmy�s boys,marching off in her high-heeled boots up onto the Av-enue.
To my considerable astonishment, the muscleobeyed her, someone they clearly knew as a dragqueen. I�d never seen anyone like them do that be-fore.
The shorter one grabbed my arm with a show ofgreat distaste. �Gina wants a word with you rightnow,� he snarled. �That lady�s one person you don�tkeep waiting one second longer than necessary.�
The other one took my other arm. I was hustled uponto the Avenue where Desiree had got into someblack luxurious car and driven off. I was hustleddown the Block, surprisingly empty of people as ifthey knew something was up.
We crossed over and went down Adams, more tallbuildings and rows of apartment houses but thefronts and steps were surprisingly clean andwell-painted. This was the wealthier centre ofKnightsbridge where the madams had lived in timespast. I didn�t know it well. The brothels here had beenvery high class, or so I�d heard. Vittorio (Big Victor)Campari had had a place here, by reputation, for themembers of the city council. There was your originalBent Organization. It was a pity Arturo Campari was-n�t like his old man, Corona had said. He had allowedinfighting, laughed at it, instead of cracking heads ashis old man used to do.
Suddenly, I was catapulted up the steps of Num-ber One Hundred and Four. The door opened asRaquel was there to welcome me. �Ah,� she said inher low, throaty voice. �You�ve returned to us, Alice,from Wonderland, we hear. Thank you, boys.�
Raquel actually vamped the two strong arms Shedid a pout and pirouette in imitation of a model at theend of her walk down a runway. Over her shoulder,her heavily painted eyes were half-closed as she said
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with great affectation from wet, shiny, reddened lips,�Why don�t you boys stay around after I�ve taken Al-ice in and we can get together?�
I thought the tough guys were going to shootacross the little foyer and attack Raquel, but she justthrew back her long, brunette waves of hair andlaughed at them in a deep-voiced chuckle.
Then, from up above, a female voice suddenlycalled down the stairs, �Raquel, what�s going onthere? Haven�t Stick�s boys found Alice yet?�
�The darlings have just returned,� said Raquel,swinging her hips and letting her dark evening gownswish about her legs, smiling back at the frustratedexpressions on the hoods� faces. �Alice is here withthem, although,� she grimaced at me, �she�s not ascute as we all thought she�d be after all the time shespent shopping today. She isn�t wearing anythingthat she bought!�
A shudder went through me. What had they beendoing? Following me for a long time, it was clear.Were they trying to find out my contacts, seeing ifthey�d made the right choice of queen for whateverthey wanted me for? Oh, for you-know-who�s sake,don�t let anything happen to Annie Phelan, the firstperson I�d headed for after leaving my rooms thatmorning.
The guards remained in the hallway, gloweringand mutinous, I would have sworn, as Raquel indi-cated to me to go ahead of her up the carpeted stair-way. It turned quickly out of sight of the hallway. Thehouse was pleasantly warm. Central heating and afurnace that worked! Those were rarities in theKnightsbridge area where I had a room.
Raquel pushed me on across a wide carpeted land-ing, mirrors and paintings on the wallpapered walls,and into a large room, painted white with high, or-nate ceilings. There was a grouping of divans and
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chairs, all covered in what looked like red velvet inthe white carpeted centre of the room.
On a low, glass-topped table, in front of a seatedGina Freeman, were stacks and stacks of dollar bills.They were arranged in bundles. Gina was pushingseveral together, making notes and putting them ontop of the bundles, then doing it again.
Raquel pushed me onto one of the divans. I satcross-legged, after hearing Annie�s voice in my head,telling me to do that, perched on the end for a whileas Gina finished her arranging. She finally looked atme and did a swift double-take.
�My god!� she exclaimed, tossing her pen onto thetable. �Who the hell are you now?�
I smiled warily and couldn�t think how best to an-swer that question. I thought it was best to be dumb,considering where I was and where I�d come from. Ididn�t want them beating on Annie to get informationabout me. I could see that happening real soon in mymind, worse for Annie if she tried her martial arts outon them. They�d shoot her for sure went through mymind.
�You look like a real man,� Gina said bluntly, as ifit was supposed to be an insult. �I thought youwanted to work for me. If you want to be a man,� herlip curled, �you�d better try Jimmy. He�s looking for afew good men. Are you any good as a man?�
I couldn�t answer that out loud, either. Gina Free-man studied me as I tried to repress all the snappyanswers I could have given her. This wasn�t goingwell. I was going to get thrown out and part of me re-joiced. Her next words, though, dashed my prema-ture rejoicing to be rid of makeup, hair curling andpainting my nails.
�I had wanted to use you today with a friend ofmine who likes blonde, cute bits of fluff. Little boyswho act like Marilyn. But that isn�t you, is it?� Ginaasked, her voice calm and thoughtful. �For you ...�
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Her words were cut off by the opening of a highdoor that led to the rooms at the back of the house onthis floor. I could see the bed from the opened doorand that the curtains were still drawn, the interiorlamp-lit. Angela yawned and came forward, stretch-ing in her loose, brown silk peignoir. It was the sort tobe seen through on lovely women. I was shaken atwhat I saw.
Angela�s body showed clearly, the body of awoman. She wore only a dark-brown or black bikinibrief beneath the shimmering folds of the peignoir.She had shapely, rounded legs, curvaceous hips anda tiny waist. She also had large, feminine,pear-shaped breasts, down to which reached a tum-bled mane of thick, dark hair.
She had high heel slippers on and went for a purseI hadn�t noticed before on another sofa.
She was taking out a lipstick and eyeliner pencileven as Gina spoke sharply to her. �Angela,� she saidcrossly. �You should stay out of here when I�ve busi-ness to deal with.�
Angela�s almost non-existent eyebrows pulled to-gether in a frown before she turned, purse under herarm and sashayed out, not a glance in my direction. Ithought she was one of the most stunning women I�dever seen. Then I remembered that she wasn�t awoman at all. She was Gina�s husband. Gina hadsaid it.
Gina was eyeing me critically as my eyes cameback to her after watching Angela leave. �Why did youleave your place today?� she asked. �Why did you goand visit a whore?�
I was immediately frightened for Annie. I knew I�dhave to give the performance of my life to this woman,make her believe me. �I was cold,� I said in mybreathiest voice.
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�Cold?� she asked, astonished. I heard a snicker ofdisbelief from Raquel in the doorway. I�d thought shehad gone away.
�Trish has an oil heater in her place,� I said, hug-ging my coat about me as if I was still out in the cold.�We made breakfast and got some sleep.�
�Trish Walker,� said Gina quietly. �One of the inde-pendents. Why not to a cafe? Why so butch a looknow, after how gorgeous you looked out there todaywith your lady friend?�
I thought over the story Annie and I had agreed onjust on the off-chance that someone would checkwhy I was there with her. It was mighty thin. Weshould have spent more time with it. How could Iknow that I�d be quizzed on it so soon?
�I, er, she thinks I�m a night clerk,� I blurted it out.I let my natural nervousness in telling a lie take over.�I�ve been with her before, well, you know, she knowsbut she doesn�t mind what else I might do. Just solong as I�m straight with her, you know. She likes tothink she�s in control. She threw away my clothesand so I had to go shopping with her, in hers, ofcourse.�
Gina�s violet eyes were hooded. �You make it withthe ladies, too,� she said coolly. �Well, we will have toput a stop to that, won�t we? Check it out,� she fin-ished in an aside. I heard Raquel, I guess it was her,go swishing and clicking away.
Gina got up and came over and sat beside me. Shemade me swallow just to look at how beautiful shewas with her fine blonde hair cut Harlow-style. Sheraised her thin, pointed chin and studied me, takingmy hand in hers.
Gina smiled in amusement. �Doesn�t your girlfriend mind you having beautiful hands?� she asked.�So slim and manicured so nicely. Better than hers, Iimagine.�
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I nodded miserably. �She doesn�t like them,� I hadto say, trusting that Annie would remember the storywe had concocted.
Gina frowned. �You did make it with her today?�she asked.
�Yes,� I agreed, feeling so embarrassed to admit tomaking love to a woman.
�Did she make you breakfast before or after?� Ginaasked, her eyes glinting. I thought it was amuse-ment. I hoped for both Annie�s and my sake that waswhat it was.
�Before,� I said.
She raised her eyebrows. But before Gina Freemancould quiz me more, there was a tap on the door be-hind me.

�Stay there,� Gina ordered. She got up and walkedover to the door. There was a muffled conversation. Ididn�t think it could concern me. Raquel couldn�thave a report back about Annie and me in such ashort time.
I began to count the money piled on the table. Ifthose piles all had the same denominations all theway down, there must be well over a million on thetable just in front of me.
�Three and a half,� Gina said, coming back brisklyand sitting down with a grace that made me feel Imust be a carthorse if I tried to imitate someone likeher. I didn�t, of course. I imitated other queens whowere, after all, other men imitating women. None hadthe grace of a real woman like Gina. �You were count-ing the money, weren�t you? Three and a half millionin total to be distributed.�
�I get a cut of what I distribute?� I asked as quietlyand seriously as I could.
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Gina relaxed back in her chair, looking quite delec-table as she smiled. She shook her head. �No, I�vesomething entirely different in mind for you,� shesaid. I felt a lurch in my stomach. �I think I�ve madeup my mind to go on with my original plan for you.So, you do not go back to that cold, cold room ofyours. Nor do I want you performing on the street.
�Oh, you�ll tell me you�re clean no doubt,� she wenton. while I just wanted to get out of this room, getaway anywhere, feeling so sick. as I could guess whatGina was going to say. �But our doctors will checkyou out anyway. You�ll be going over to MichelleBennett, one of my associate�s. She�ll train you forwhat I want, for what I know all you queens want, Al-ice my sweetie, even if you make it with girls fromtime to time. Yes,� she smiled wickedly at me,stretching out languorously, �you are quite pretty,Alice. I think it only right that we make a woman outof you.�

*****IX. MICHELLE BENNETT*****
SueAnn Howell could not believe the attentionshowered upon her. The squeaking wheel definitelygot the grease, she thought cynically, as shestretched out in the first class seat of the flight toParis. She�d been told so many times by the seniorpolicemen who dropped by what a wonderful job herhusband was doing.
The Department just had to show its appreciationby sending her on a wonderful vacation while herhusband was away. Sue Howell wasn�t fooled a bit.She knew she was being bought off. She grimaced toherself as she thought of Charley as she had last seenhim. She deserved this for putting up with that.
After all, what normal woman would want to havea husband who was prettier than her, she thought,recalling how he had looked as he completed
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backcombing his hair. And he�d actually had thenerve to try to kiss her then!
Charley hadn�t had much makeup on but he hadsmelled like one of the girls in the cosmetics depart-ment of a big store. She smiled to herself andstretched again. Her mother was asleep beside her.She wondered how Charley would react to knowingthat she was the one who got the extended trip toFrance and that Sue was the one to be getting all hisbonus money.
At least, by the time Sue got back, Charley shouldbe a man again, she judged. She looked over at theolder man silently watching her from the seat oppo-site. She looked good in the new clothes she hadbought at Bloomingdales, in the three days in NewYork she�d wangled, before she and Mama left ontheir trip.
There was no way she was going to wait for Charleyto regain his masculinity, Sue thought, wishing shehad taken some photos to hold over his head when-ever he became obstreperous over money in future.She smiled encouragingly at the older man, hismoustache a clear sign of his masculinity. His eyessparkled at her as she wondered what it would be liketo kiss a man with a moustache.

**********
Raquel and two different guards accompanied meout of the back of the Adams Avenue house. We wentthrough such a maze of alleys and courtyards I wasquite lost, a rarity for me. I think we ended up in ahouse or old hotel that would have fronted onRedpath.
Again, I was surprised at the sturdy, fresh painteddoor and clean glass in the curtained windows. Therewas no chance to break for it as Raquel unlocked thedoor, leading us into a world of fluorescent lighting,thick, soft carpeted hallways and painted, clean
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walls. We stopped at a white door. Raquel tapped onit, opened it and gestured at me to enter, lookingmost smugly at me.
�Come in,� called an attractive contralto voice. Iwent in, dreading what I was going to be made to en-dure, half expecting a torture chamber, I think.Raquel shut the door behind me, shutting out thegoons. I could take her, I thought, and certainly theother woman in the room.
The woman sat in front of a dressing table, as if shewas preparing for a part on stage in a play. She wasstrikingly attractive. Her hair was auburn-tinted,loosely styled to sweep about the nape of her neck.Her makeup brought out the soft brownness of hereyes. Her thin, bobbed nose wrinkled as she smiledwarmly at me, laughing, I could see, at my assess-ment of her.
�Good,� she laughed in her so musical, girlishvoice. I could never have spoken like that in a millionyears. �You checked me out. That is what girls dowhen they meet. You�ve brought me an excellent can-didate this time, Raquel.�
My face blazed with embarrassment. I�d only donewhat my policewoman teacher had drilled into me.�Do not look away,� she�d scolded me. �You are not ademure schoolgirl. You are a drag queen. You are im-itating a woman. Women always look each otherover. We have eye contact. Men don�t. Don�t be aman!�
The auburn-haired girl stood and extended herhand to me. �Hi,� she said cheerfully. She was stand-ing in stocking feet but she was a little taller than me,thin and shapely nevertheless in a dark, green dressthat hugged every female contour.
�I�m Michelle Bennett,� she said, her eyes twin-kling with humour �Gina says you�re to be my newstudent.� She seemed to expect a response from me
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but I was numb. There seemed to be no other way outof this windowless room than the door we�d come in.
�Oh, don�t be glum,� Michelle laughed merrily, herhand extending out to touch my arm again. �It�s go-ing to be so much fun to make a new woman out ofyou, you�ll see.� She pressed my hands warmly. I wasastonished at how she was trying to make me feelgood about myself. �Isn�t that so, Raquel? Would youlike to put on your little maid�s dress today, darling,and help us?�
Raquel looked daggers at Michelle, turned with asmuch grace as she could manage in her long dressand heavy hair, and opened the door. I could see oneof the heavies sitting on a chair opposite our room.My heart sank.
�Fetishist,� said Michelle in a whisper after Raquelhad left and closed the door. �Didn�t think I could getrid of her that easily. Have you met her partner,Desiree? Peas in a pod, those two. Come on,� shetugged on my hand eagerly and directed me to thechair in front of the mirror. �Let me do your face andhair for you. You�ll be a hundred times the girl thanthose two queenies could ever be when I�ve finishedwith you.�
Michelle giggled again, looking a little surprisedwhen I didn�t join in with great enthusiasm at theidea of being made-up to look like a gorgeous woman.�Can I call you Alice?� she asked as she came behindme and looked over my head at my so ordinary, wellnot so ordinary, rather odd in fact, unmade-up, maleface as it appeared in the mirror. �I was told that wasyour name.�
Michelle Bennett seemed anxious to get off on agood footing with me. I could only nod dumbly as herhand lightly caressed my cheek, sending strangefeelings through me. She could feel my beard, I wassure, though I�d shaved as closely as I could, beforeI�d left Annie�s. Hot water was also hard to obtain inmy room.

Page - 87

RELUCTANT PRESS



�You don�t have a stubble,� she said in delight, notrealizing, I think, what the touch of her hand was do-ing to me.
I had thought I�d learned a few tricks about mak-ing up from Annie and the women who�d coached mebefore but they knew nothing compared to MichelleBennett. She chose and applied makeup to me fromdark shading and light foundations without givingme a chance to object. Beautiful, curved eyebrowsappeared above my eyes. I soon had the familiar feelof lipstick on my mouth.
In my nose was the aroma of scented face powder,and some musky perfume that I realized only after ashort time was coming from me where she�d appliedit. She chattered all the time about my lovely skinand fine features; how it wouldn�t take long at all witha little electrolysis, for me not to have to worry aboutmy beard. Did I use chemical depilatories on my bodyor did I wax? She was against shaving anywhere andwould rather bleach than do anything like shavingwhich left such a stubble.
Michelle had chosen a different colour scheme forme, a darker lipstick and darker eyebrow pencil.Without asking, she put false eyelashes on me, whileI shuddered within, as she gaily delighted in howglamorous I was going to look. My eyes, with purpleshades of eye shadow and white at my narrowedbrows, were fantastic, so attractive and feminine. Ishivered when she stopped for a moment.
My awe and agitation at my new look made herlaugh at me. Michelle swept on with brushes andpowders, applying rouges and powders to all of myface. �You were probably being too harsh on yourselfbefore,� she said, smiling in pleasure at her handi-work. I was disturbed by how feminine I now lookedin the mirror. �I shall teach you how to be softer.
�But this,� Michelle grimaced as she held up someof my hair in her comb. �There�s really not much I cando until you let it grow in the right places. Oh, I can
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see you know how to backcomb and get a frizzy, curlylook. That�s good enough for a drag queen street look,but we want you to be a real woman, don�t we?�
She took my answer for granted and began to tuckall my hair into a tight cap. �A wig is best for younow,� Michelle said, beaming at me over my odd look,so feminized were my features by makeup. I stillcouldn�t smile at her. She stared a little at my somberexpression.
�What job do they have in mind for you over at theHilo?� Michelle asked as she opened a closet and re-vealed rows and rows of female hairpieces. My stom-ach was playing up again as she selected a light,ash-blonde wig with heavy bangs and thick hair.
�Probably you�ll be a quick change artist,� Michellesaid, frowning at me and the beautiful wig in herlovely hands. �Johnny used to start all of his newgirls out doing that but the Pink has gone now. I don�tknow if Gina will put you into a show at all.�
�Who�s Johnny?� I asked as she put the hair onme. I could feel myself shivering all over as the haircovered my neck and ears. Michelle began to comband tease it to my head, pinning it here and there. Icouldn�t believe that the girl I saw her working on wasme. I blushed that I could be so feminine, despite mymanly shirt and clothing, but luckily she didn�t no-tice.
�Johnny Bent?� she asked. �You wouldn�t remem-ber him. He was one of the kindest men who everlived. He set me up here, knowing what it was that Iwanted to do. He was like that. He�d only have had totalk to you for five minutes and he�d have had youpouring out your life story to him. He�d have helpedyou in whatever you wanted to do and you�d havedone anything for him.�
Michelle stopped and looked at what she had doneto me in the mirror. Two lovely women looked back ather and one of them was me. I felt panic but tried not
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to show it as the girl who was me smiled, as Michelletold me to, showing such beautiful teeth. That wasnot me. �She� had only a small resemblance to thereal me. I was certain the shock could be read in mydarkly fringed eyes.
�Yes, it�s you, Alice,� Michelle gushed happily.�You really have a beautiful face and your handsdon�t give you away, either. But I think we canchange your colour�
Michelle opened up a manicure kit on the dressingtable and began to work on my hands. She talked asshe shaped my nails again, pointing them a littlemore. She cleaned off the polish I wore and then re-did them in a shade that matched my lipstick.
Her working gave me a moment to think as Iwatched her. Had I known all the time that such ascene as this might occur as a result of taking thisjob for Polanski? It won�t come to that, Polanski hadsaid. You�ll have pointed the way. But wearing adress wouldn�t be that bad, he�d asked me, would it?If it got a part of the mob cleaned up, you could do itonce.
Yes, I knew that a time like this would come. I satthere quietly in my heavy wig and perfect makeup,having my nails done, a woman. I thought I couldstomach it before but that had just been in theory.Now it was excruciating to sit there and be treated bya woman, as if I was a girl friend of hers.
We were getting ready to go out on a date, Michellementioned, laughing at the frightened expression onmy feminized face. She wouldn�t tell me that wastrue, as she worked on me. I thought it was. A tide ofpanic swept through me and threatened to engulf meat any moment as Michelle laughingly had me sitthere while she removed my shoes and socks. Icouldn�t move my hands until my nails were dry.
Michelle undid my belt. Trembling, I had to standto slip off my pants. She studied me with the air of an
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expert. I could have taken off but knew I wouldn�t getanywhere with the gorilla outside the door. Then itoccurred to me that I really was stuck. I had no wayto contact Polanski at the moment.
When was I ever going to get out of this place? Igulped. I was really undercover now, deep under-cover. When and how would I ever be able to get backto the surface, I thought frantically. My boss couldnever have considered that going undercover as atransvestite would lead to this, I knew that.
�Well,� said Michelle, frowning most prettily.�You�re in very good shape, for a man. But for awoman,� she looked up at me and smiled, �we have alot of lovely work to do. First, we�ll get you awaist-cinch, even though they�re horrible at times. Iknow you won�t enjoy it. But we have to slim youdown some more, Alice, and shape you more likeme.�
Michelle went back to what I thought had beenjust another cupboard closet and opened it. It led toanother room, a room filled with dresses and shelveswith items of women�s underclothing. There werelong racks of shoes, too. All high heels, I could seewith rising apprehension.
�We converted the room next door into a perma-nent walk-in closet,� chuckled Michelle, taking myarm and urging me to my feet. �Isn�t it gorgeous?Look, there�s everything we need. There�s just theright corset for you.�
She ushered me in. I was surrounded by femalefineness everywhere. It was like being in the women�sdepartment in Wills with Annie again. Michelle tookthis corset from a package and put it about my waist,lacing it tightly enough that my breath was instantlytaken away. Then she pulled it even tighter.
�I can�t breathe,� I gasped, feeling as if I was beingcut in half. Michelle eased it a little.
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�We women do have to suffer a little for our art,�Michelle giggled. �But don�t worry. We�ll have you ona diet and exercising. The Doc will give you some-thing that will change your measurements prettyquickly, too. Won�t it be great when we can go out onthe town together? I love shopping for new outfits. Ihope you do, too.�
She was so encouraging, sounding so much likeAlice, who�d said almost the last two sentencesword-for-word as Michelle did. I suppose a dragqueen would have loved to be in my shoes, if theywere high-heeled, of course. Michelle delightedlyfound me the proper bra and the proper inserts. Shelooked at me in puzzlement at my cool reception athaving my second bra that day fitted to my chest. Shebecame a little more reserved as she noted my sub-dued feelings. She even seemed embarrassed as shehad me don a small pair of briefs made of surpris-ingly tough elastic.
I had a really tough time to get them on. As I strug-gled with them, Michelle came over and showed mehow to position my private parts in the cavities thereto make them fit, presenting no male bulges in thefront of me. It was painful. I groaned, not knowinghow the dancing girls of the chorus, whom Michellesuggested I�d be joining soon, could possibly put upwith this, day in and day out.
I put on pantyhose, frilled, white silk panties pad-ded in the hips and rear, and a knee-length slip tocover my women�s underclothing. I was trembling ev-erywhere by this time at the strange womanly emo-tions overcoming me. I could feel Michelle�s concernfor me. In the mirror, however, a pretty girl in her un-derwear looked at me. It was me looking at myself. Ishuddered. I couldn�t do this. I shouldn�t be doingthis, I thought in panic.
I could feel little but the tugging of the waist-cinchon me although I couldn�t see it. I was scared by howmuch the padding gave shape to me.
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�That slip changes everything, doesn�t it?� saidMichelle, coming to stand beside me, a dress over herarm. �I thought you should start off with amidi-length dress, with long sleeves and a high neck.We�ll do all your body hair later, even though you�renothing like Raquel or Desiree, you know. Actually,you don�t need the camouflage, but I didn�t know thatwhen Gina phoned.�
The dark green dress was slipped over my head,pressing the hair about my face. Michelle adjustedthe dress quickly and buttoned it in back. It fitted metightly. My dress fitted my figure perfectly, a woman�sfigure, with breasts, thin waist and curved hips. I feltthe light, feathery touch of the dress on my stockingsand could not avoid a shudder. This wasn�t right. Ishould not feel like this. I should not look like this. Ishould not have a dress about me.
�Here are the shoes for that dress,� said Michelle,giving me open-toed, green, high heels, women�sshoes. �I know all you queens love high heels. Theseare high but they should be no problem. I bet you�vewalked in higher heels before.�
I stumbled as I tried to slip into them. Michelle�sface turned to consternation while I was appalled atthe soft swaying and touches of the dress on mystockings.
�Small steps!� Michelle said. �Wait!� She wentsearching for her own, put them on and came minc-ing back to me. �Like this,� she added, moving aboutnaturally and femininely. I tried to do the same,threatening to collapse with every step.
�Have you ever worn high heels before?� askedMichelle accusingly. I nodded my head that I had andfelt the swirl of hair at my neck. �In fact, have youever worn women�s clothes from the skin out before?�
My expression must have confirmed what Michellehad been thinking. �Today,� I whispered, �with, with
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a lady friend of mine. She, she wanted me to go shop-ping with her, as, as her girl friend, which I did.�
Michelle�s eyes widened and she began to laugh,really laugh, at me, at a man in a dress with fakeboobs, in panties and a dress. How could I havehoped to fool her, that I was a real drag queen? Herlaughter was so prolonged that tears began to flowfrom her eyes. I felt as completely ridiculous as I haveever felt in my life.
�I�m sorry,� Michelle gulped at last. �I�m so terriblysorry. It�s just that I was thinking how ironic it wouldbe if you weren�t a queen at all. Wouldn�t that be hi-larious!� I had to agree with her but I�d have saidshaming and humiliating rather than �hilarious.�
�I mean,� Michelle went on, continuing to chuckle.�If you�re going through all of this just to please Gina,because she likes men in dresses, well, it will backfireon you if that�s what you think. Anyway, we can workon how to walk like a female right away and makeyou presentable as a woman.�
She smiled at me as I wobbled. �Earrings and anecklace,� she said. �You need some women�s finery,and bracelets. The feel of them will remind you thatyou�re a woman now. We�ll work on your voice; it willchange. No one you knew before will know you whenI�ve finished with you.�
Michelle clipped on long dangling earrings to myears. I felt them each time I moved. Bracelets jangledand I shivered at the cold metal about my neck.
�Now we have to see Gina,� said Michelle, as shemade me stroll with her arm-in-arm, making mewalk with short steps. I put one high heel in front ofthe other and rolled my hips as she showed me to do.My dress swirled airily about me, making me feel soodd, so different, so submissive, somehow. I hurt ev-erywhere but the long mirror showed only these twowomen walking together. I wanted to shut my eyesand not see �her,� the woman that was me.
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Michelle opened the outer door. The two guardsstood up. The looks they gave me were ones of aston-ishment, and, I think, which was so frightening, ad-miration.
�It�s your lovely legs,� Michelle whispered in my earas my heels made a staccato like hers, clicking femi-ninely along the hallway. �We are quite a pair ofglamour girls, aren�t we?�
I couldn�t laugh at her humour but I think I shouldhave if I�d really was a queen. So I tried to smile whileall the timemymind was screaming that I couldn�t dothis, walk before others who knew that I wasn�t a girl,just a queen, in a dress, like a woman.
�Oh, you look so gorgeous when you smile,� en-thused Michelle. �You can get any man you want ifyou smile at him like that.�
The guards followed us down a narrow passage, upsome stairs to a door that led to a well-decorated re-ceptionist area. Michelle�s hand steadied me, partic-ularly on steps, and guided me to the door marked�Office� without mishap. At Michelle�s knock, I recog-nized Gina�s call of �Come in�.
Gina looked up at me expectantly and began tosmile expansively. I felt angry and wished I could hither, handcuff her, make her pay for the humiliation Iwas suffering. �That�s very good, Michelle,� Ginasaid. She signalled to the guards to wait outside andclose the door.
Michelle showed me how to sit in a ladylike way ina chair and I tried to sit like her, my legs crossing andmaking me feel so femmy as I had before. Gina smiledat us both. �Problem areas?� Gina asked.
Michelle frowned. �Time,� she said. �We�ve a lot ofareas to work on if you want Alice to go out in the realworld as a woman. I�d guess that was your plan. Sheshould be with me for several months. It�s going totake a some, maybe a lot, of figure-training. She�s re-ally hurting in the corset I had her wear.�
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�Well,� said Gina, thinking hard. �You can have fora month, at least. Let the Doc know that he can usewhatever shortcuts are necessary to have her readyfor then. Keep the guards. I don�t want her disap-pearing on us. The job I have her lined up for is a veryspecial payoff. You�ll have to work quickly to have herready.�
Gina looked at me and smiled. I felt my stomachlurch. I was a special payoff to someone who likedqueens, or was it girls, like me? I had to find a wayout of this mess I was in. �She is very cute, isn�t she,with her hair like that? We should have her grow herown hair and have it styled like that for when she co-mes back. Oh, and about the name Alice. Forget that,Michelle. In future, our girl is Denise Gordon, a realwoman. Make her get used to it. The Doc has his re-cords set up already under that name.�
I felt numb as I tried to get up with half the graceMichelle had used. A real woman? I didn�t want to bea real woman. I could object to that, couldn�t I? Ginaleered at me as I smoothed my dress trying not to lether see that I was wearing female underclothes. Butshe knew anyway. I felt the dress sway, smelled myown perfume and felt the brush of my heavy earringson my neck.
Oh no, I thought angrily. I am not going to be awoman. I don�t want to be a woman! I swayed in myhigh heels, and my dress, my dress swirled lightlyabout me and the new guards again looked at me asmen look at women, I realized. I would find a way outsoon, I vowed, and have the greatest pleasure inbusting both of them in the chops, once for every leerthey were giving me now.
I thought those sessions were tough. DocMedway�s were worse.
***** End of Part One*****
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