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“Don’t be disgusting.  What Vic and I have is a beautiful
thing shared by two people in love.”

“And, also four hundred dollars, that is the going rate of
a man whore who makes house calls,” Elizabeth said.

“How would you know?” I asked her. “I take my
research very seriously as a detective, besides not all of us
are as lucky as you to get freebies like you.  By the way how
is Colston.”

“Lets not change the subject.” I said wanting to get the
attention off of my dating one of Rhonda Roget‘s stud boys.

“Cathy, you are paying this love of your life, I assume,”
she directed the question at Cathy.

“Yes, but he is struggling his way through school.”
“School, the man is in his forties, what school is he

going to?” I said laughing.
“He is going to cosmetology school, he wants to open

a shop for bikini waxing.  He is an artist down there if you
know what I mean. Just see for yourself.”  And with that she
opened her robe.

“Oh my god,” I screamed and turned away.
“Calm down gay boy,’ Elizabeth said.  “Is that a profile

of Abraham Lincoln.  He is good, I wonder if he can do mine
like a butterfly.”

“I am sure that he could, he can do just about anything.
One time I asked for a Bo Derek, you know with braids, so
I let my hair grow down there and he….”

“That’s enough,” I interrupted.  “So, if it is not Vic, that
leaves two more left because we eliminated Renegade
Robbie.”

“Try Easy Bake Oven Lance next.  He was not pleased
when I stopped using his services.  He even went as far as
to threaten me by calling me a whore.”

“Now that is literally the pot calling the kettle black,”
Elizabeth said.  “You think maybe you could have told us
about him earlier, so we could have started with him.  Cathy,
obviously your detective skills compare to your ability to
keep an audience captivated for longer then a three minute
song.”

“Drunken bitch,’ she spat back.
“Ladies, calm down, come on Elizabeth, lets get out of

here and go find Easy Bake Oven Lance next.  Cathy, we will
let you know what we find.”

We exited the room, my stomach a little queasy from
the sight of Cathy’s nether regions manicured to look like
the profile of the sixteenth president of the United States.

As we walked in the parking garage, Elizabeth called
her contact at Rhonda Roget’s House.  Rhonda was the
madam of all these boys and was even suspicious herself
with the way she had gotten Cathy hooked on using her
boys.  If Cathy had four boys on a string, Rhonda must have
been raking in the bucks.

Elizabeth snapped shut her cell phone.  “My contact at
the house says, Easy Bake is on his way to a date with a
regular client now. The place he was going to was just a few
minutes from here, lets go.”

I sighed and got into the passenger seat of Elizabeth’s
car.  She started the engine and I noticed something on the
windshield.  It was a large piece of paper lodged under the
wiper.  She retrieved it and showed it to me.  In cut out letters
from different magazines it said: Stop your snooping or die!

“We must be getting close, the blackmailer is getting
worried,” Elizabeth said as she backed her car out and we
left the garage.

“I know, maybe we should stop, I mean this could be
dangerous,” I said making sure my seatbelt was securely
fastened.

“Look don’t sissy out on me now.  We are detectives
now and danger is part of our line of work, so get use to it
and man up.  Besides how bad can this guy be, he wants
Cathy‘s crowns and sashes.  Does that sound like a butch
person to you.”

We drove about ten minutes to a renovated fiber mill in
the warehouse district.  The place had been turned to very
exclusive condos now.  We found a spot on the street and
went to the front door. We saw the building was securely
locked down with tenants having to type in their code to
enter.  There was a security guard if you wanted to call her
that, in the front lobby.  Currently she was eating a snickers
bar and watching the Home Shopping Network.

under the gaydar ...from 18

A woman was struggling with her grocery bags at the door.  I ran
to her aid smiling broadly, let me help you, I’m going to see my
boyfriend on the fourth floor,” I said instinctively.  “This is my older
sister, Ellen, I pointed to Elizabeth.”

The woman smiled back and allowed us to help her inside with
her bags.  While I was getting the woman’s purchases in a cart used
by the residents, Elizabeth scanned the names on the mailboxes.
While the tenant was occupied, Elizabeth whispered in my ear, “No
Easy Bake Oven Lance, that must be an alias.”

“Really, brilliant deduction,” I rolled my eyes.
“There is a Lance Jones on the second floor.”
“Lets give that a try.”  We said goodbye to the lady with the bags

and took the fire stairs to the second level.  The security guard not
once looked up from her television.

“Room 202, here we are, I wonder why he is called Easy Bake
Oven,” Elizabeth said as she knocked on the door.

A nice looking young man answered dressed in a suit with a giant
name tag saying judge on it.  Before he cold speak, a voice called out
from behind it.  “Get rid of whoever it is I am ready for my crowning.”

“I know that voice, Elizabeth said and
she rushed pass the guy and ran inside the
apartment.  There was no one in the spa-
cious den but the door to the bedroom to
the right was ajar and she burst in the room
with me right at her heels.

“You can’t just barge in here,” the
young man said right behind me.

Once inside the bedroom, we stared
at the scene before us.  It was I who spoke
first.  “What in the gay hell is happening
here.”

(Remember this story is make be-
lieve, like one big Fairy Tale.)

Have an event or have something of
interest to the LGBT community, feel free
to send press releases or information to
tonymgp@hotmail.com.
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