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Fifty Shades of Gay: An Introduction

 


What possible interest could decades-old adult novels
hold for citizens of the brave new pornutopia, where suburban
housewives make mainstream blockbusters of the Fifty Shades of
Grey novels and images that would have made the sybarites of
Pompeii blush are never more than a few keystrokes away?

The short answer is, more than you might think.
Granted, back in the 1970s adult novels--gay and straight
alike--knew their place, which was underneath newsstand counters,
in drugstores, sex shops and bus-depot bookracks, under the bed or
stashed at the back of the closet. Operating on the far fringes of
the book business, adult-oriented publishers catered to a niche
audience unfettered by the constraints of mainstream morality and
didn’t hesitate to make the leap from hard-R to XXX within the
parameters of what had always sold for them: genre fiction with
more sex than non-erotic imprints dared to deliver—as raunchy as
possible within the limits of what seemed unlikely to invite
prosecution, which was a moving target when the thrillers like Dick
Jones’ Man Eater (undated, circa 1970) were published.

Dismissive stereotypes of vintage gay erotica—which
for much of the 20th Century meant most works dealing openly with
same-sex desire—are rooted in novels of the 1940s and ‘50s, hobbled
by the evasive language of “questing mouths,” “sensitive portions”
and “heated longing.” These novels were kept in rigid narrative
check by the far-from-baseless fear that publishing books about
homosexuals who were no more marginalized, tormented or doomed to
lives of squalor and degradation than anyone else whose desires
overflowed the boundaries of bourgeois propriety was the fastest
way to draw down the wrath of contemporary Comstocks.

The overlapping cultural revolutions of the 1960s
wrought rapid changes. As early as 1966, an unambitious and not
particularly distinguished novel like John Dexter’s The Self
Lover, (a title alluding to the then-popular psychoanalytic
theory that homosexuality was a form of sexual narcissism) was
still written to the conventions of fierce cravings and sweeping
shudders, but ended with its protagonist—a sexually confused
college graduate with years of (underwhelming) heterosexual
experience under his belt—in the arms of a handsome, well-adjusted
and 100% manly war hero who loves the hell out of him.

There’s no consensus as to exactly when the golden
age of gay erotica began and ended, but by my reckoning it’s
roughly 1969 to 1982, when adults-only novels struck a harmonious
balance between sexual explicitness and solid narrative. Sexually
graphic science-fiction stories took place in richly imagined
societies and addressed such then-hot button issues as segregation
and the politics of sexual repression. Larry Townsend’s hugely
entertaining 2069 trilogy (1969-1970) fuels a deep-space
exploration program that runs on rum, sodomy and the lash, minus
the rum and the lash. Richard Amory’s revisionist Westerns Song
of the Loon (1966), The Song of Aaron (1967) and
Listen, the Loon Sings… (1968) take place in a world where
the wildest frontier is manly love between saddle-sore cowboys and
Native American men.

Horror novels like Vampire’s Kiss (Sonny
Barker, 1970) and Gay Vampire (Davy S., 1967)—a raunchy riff
on the homoerotic subtext of the then-popular supernatural soap
opera Dark Shadows—associated vampirism with empowering
sensuality and counterculture cool rather than wickedness and
damnation, well before Anne Rice’s Interview with the
Vampire (1976) made such ideas mainstream. Historical
adventures—one of many specialties of the versatile Peter Tuesday
Hughes, whose novels include Seventeen69 (1970), The
Master of Monfortin and Garden of Cruel Delights (both
1977), offered period pomp, social maneuvering and swordplay (in
both senses of the term) among gentlemen who prefer each other’s
company to that of fluttering ladies.

Perhaps hoping to counter the perception that their
books were both shameful and shameless, many adult publishers slyly
added prefaces that situated their output within the realm of
transgressive and activist literature. Surrey House congratulated
its writers for addressing—however lewdly—such controversial issues
as homosexuality in the military, prison sex and intergenerational
relationships. Spartacus Books lauded the richness of “the
homophile erotic heritage... [f]rom the pure, idealized passions of
the ancient Greeks to the dizzying sensuality of Michelangelo and
the bizarre underground of cruelty that belongs to Jean Genet,”
while Blueboy Library simply declared proudly, “The love of Man for
Man is as old as Man himself.”

And though I doubt that Dwight D. Eisenhower
envisioned excerpts from his unequivocal 1953 defense of free
speech—”People who hold unpopular ideas… have a right to have them,
a right to record them and a right to have them in places where
they are accessible to others”—in proximity to such terms as
“throbbing cock,” French Line appropriated his words with cheeky
and not-entirely-disingenuous glee.

By 1968, adults-only gay books were letting it all
hang out. Hacks just hacked out dirtier variations on a theme:
ecstatic escapades during which no one ever gags, sweats, gets sore
or bleeds, and simultaneous orgasms fall like the gentle rain from
heaven. But pulp authors who had first turned to adult publishers
because they wanted to write popular stories that explored gay
men’s lives in full seized the opportunity to parse the power of
sex in all its awkward, compulsive, poignant, tender, raunchy,
complicated, rhapsodic, rollicking, intimate, spiteful, funny,
degrading, messy and nerve-tingling particulars—a subject
mainstream publishers continued to treat with an extreme caution
that favored established literary authors who knew better than to
frighten the heterosexual horses.

And while it’s true that the bulk of vintage
gay-adult paperbacks amount to little more than the sum of their
exotic couplings, most pulp westerns and hardboiled crime thrillers
weren’t Shane (1946) or The Maltese Falcon (1930)
either. As the bracingly clear-eyed science-fiction writer
Theodore Sturgeon once succinctly observed, 90% of
everything is crap. But the 10%—the cream of the gay
adults-only crop—includes both serious coming-of-age/coming
out novels like Curt MacLean’s two-volume Teenage ‘69
Memoirs (1972), Carl Corley’s A Fool’s Advice (1967) and
George Kiva’s Hot Asset! (1974). There are also briskly
entertaining, often slyly subversive genre tales teeming with queer
spies, gangsters, tycoons, cops, gladiators, jocks, marines and,
yes, cowboys, long before Brokeback Mountain (2005, based on
Annie Proulx’s 1997 short story) made homos on the range the stuff
of popular discourse. They’re as ripe for rediscovery as the crime
novels of Dorothy B. Hughes, Jim Thompson, Charles Williams, David
Goodis and Raymond Chandler, which were equally marginalized when
they were first published—largely ignored or disparaged as
sordid distractions for coarse sensibilities.

Man Eater is unabashedly dirty, but no
dirtier than Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer (1934), Genet’s
Our Lady of the Flowers (1943) or anything written by
18th-Century libertine Donatien Alphonse François, the Marquis de
Sade, far more so than today’s gauzily smutty “mommy porn”
(has there ever been a more libido-freezing term?)

But while Man Eater’s plot hews closely to
thriller conventions, it’s also inextricably informed by concerns
specific to both its era and intended audience. It’s driven by the
notion that sexuality and sexual behavior are two separate
things—the former innate and natural, the latter explicitly shaped
by and in opposition to mainstream cultural and historical forces,
including Vietnam-era political disillusionment, lingering
post-Civil Rights movement racism, police corruption and harshly
normative conventions that dictated the way “real” men should act.
It also explores the challenges of forging a viable gay life in a
generally hostile straight world, and Man Eater’s
protagonist, a Vietnam veteran based in Europe, embodies a
strikingly non-stereotypical way of coping with both the entrenched
homophobia that fostered both a powerful “us against them” unity
among gay men and encouraged self-segregation and divisive “right
way to be gay” rhetoric setting them against each other along
lifestyle lines. Some four decades and a series of massive
reconfigurations of the American cultural landscape later, many of
those same issues are still being hashed out in real life and
fiction.

Man Eater’s Jackson “Jake” Gold straddles the
gay and straight communities successfully, if not always
comfortably: He makes short work of the homophobic bully he
encounters in the army, but as a civilian he’s forced to tolerate
corrosive verbal abuse from a colleague who equates “faggots” with
child molesters, zoophiles and sexual predators… how things
don’t change. The capper is that both men work for the
United Nations Crime Control Commission (more correctly the
Commission on Crime Prevention and Control and, since 1992, the
Commission on Crime Prevention and Criminal Justice), which—at
least in Jones’ telling—classifies violence against homosexuals as
a form of genocide while turning a blind eye to queer-baiting
within its own ranks.

Man Eater also leaps over of decades of “glad
to be gay” cheerleading, diving headlong into the thorny
complexities of radical gay-identity politics.

All things considered, all of this is some heavy
freight for a “dirty book” to haul, but Man Eater isn’t
unique. The notion that the personal is political went mainstream
during the ‘70s, and lurking behind the kind of suggestive covers
that drive a thriving trade in camp gee-gaws and such lewdly
winking titles as Gusher Comin’ (1977, William Maltese, as
Chad Stuart), Tailpipe Trucker (1975, G.E. Davies, as Clay
Caldwell) and Come With Me… (1969, Hughes) lie solid novels
whose sexual escapades—from suburban experimentation to adventuring
by long-haul truckers and offshore oil-rig workers to naïve
American nirvana-seekers drowning in drug-fueled, Euro-hippie
decadence—are inextricably intertwined with specific times, places
and social attitudes.

Like most pulp fiction, gay adult novels were
written quickly—flat work-for-hire fees that rarely exceeded three
figures discouraged writers from revising and polishing their work
and rewarded quantity over quality—and edited indifferently at
best. At worst, first-draft copy seems to have gone straight to
print, rife with typos and inconsistencies. Faced with the choice
between republishing Man Eater exactly as it first appeared
or doing a light edit, I opted for the latter, in part because I’m
eternally grateful to every editor who ever saved me from
myself.

The original edition of Man Eater came with a
back-cover warning that it’s “a bizarre tale, unusual in this kind
of literature,” and fair enough: I daresay buyers expecting a
titillating one-handed read got an ugly surprise when they
discovered just how literal the title is. Diverse though gay smut
of the ‘60s and ‘70s was, it rarely strayed into such
ardor-chilling territory as Man Eater’s globetrotting tour
of genital mutilation, serial murder, cannibalism and death by
razor-studded dildo (a device reinvented in Val McDermid’s
mainstream 1994 thriller The Torment of Others).

Man Eater is also a bold rethinking of the
relationship between popular genre writing and pornography; you
could, were you so inclined, position it today as a postmodern
exercise in undermining masculine stereotypes while charting the
dissolution of a mind held together by routine and strict internal
rules designed to keep chaos at bay. Amsterdam-based Jake Gold—both
the protagonist and Man Eater’s first-person narrator—is a
genre stereotype, a variation on the tough, relentless and deeply
damaged noir antiheros who, driven by the knowledge that the world
is fundamentally cruel, unfair and tough on the weak, the
incautious and the just-plain unlucky, try to right what wrongs
they can by whatever means necessary. What he isn’t is a gay
stereotype, which in the 1960s and early ‘70s still largely meant
effeminate, bitchy, high-strung, artsy and, at best, pitiable.

Jake dodged a bullet of the war-crimes variety
because the UNCCC was recruiting gay agents so aggressively that
his military training trumped the warning signs that his
experiences in country—notably the bloody death of his lover,
Dave—left him on shaky psychological ground. Suffice it to say that
setting Jake on the bestial serial killer dubbed “Man Eater,” who’s
using a set of razor-sharp, surgical-steel teeth that predate those
of both Thomas Harris’ Red Dragon (1981) and the iconic
James Bond villain Jaws, of 1977’s The Spy Who Loved Me (his
counterpart in Fleming’s 1962 novel is merely burdened with cheap,
“silvery metal” dental work), to gnaw a bloody swath through
Europe’s velvet underground—a landscape no less surreal than the
American frontier of Spaghetti Westerns—does nothing good for
Jake’s state of mind.

In a genre lousy with haunted protagonists, Jake
Gold’s self-loathing is epic and unrelenting, without being
entirely disconnected from reality. He regrets breezing past the
land mine that reduced Dave to shreds of bloody meat and looking
down on flamboyant “super faggots” even though he used to be one;
he feels guilty for not even trying to track down Paul, the
troubled younger brother Dave dearly loved, for fear of seeing
Dave’s face in his; for invariably leading with the wrong head and
somehow putting everyone whose path he crosses on death’s
radar.

But Jake never hated himself for being queer
and his sympathy for the Man Eater’s victims—pricy hustlers whose
pitifully violated corpses are “surrounded by the thick odor of
blood and come that told of an orgy of lust and death”—is not only
fundamentally decent, but rooted in moral principle, perhaps the
only one Jake has never compromised: Your right to explore the
outer limits of experience—sexual or otherwise—stops at the other
guy’s right to say, “No thanks.”

Self-evident though that may appear now, when the
admonition “no means no” is familiar (if not always honored) from
college campuses to corporate boardrooms, it was no such thing in
1970, when in many quarters not nailing every warm body
within reach was “uptight,” and being uptight implied complicity
with the racist, sexist, status quo-upholding establishment, not to
mention general uncoolness. Nor was it obvious in 1978, when
23-year-old Oregon housewife Greta Rideout made legal history by
challenging the notion that a husband couldn’t rape his wife, no
matter what the state of their union. Nor, for that matter, in the
mid-’90s, when the “Antioch Rules”—a set of guidelines intended to
familiarize hormonal Ohio college students with the finer points of
consent and negotiating boundaries within the context of general
agreement (starting with the assertion that failure to say “no” is
not the same as saying “yes”)—were widely caricatured as
impulse-killing “sexual correctness” conceived by castrating
feminists hell-bent on stifling the flame of male desire.

Which brings us back to the trysexual Jake, whose
voracious and flexible appetites are neither inhibited by his
scruples nor, at least to his way of thinking, incompatible with
his aching need to love and be loved in return. Even when Jake is
playing the field, he instinctively defaults to the Antioch
playbook in all but name, as does Charles, the stranger he’s just
picked up at “the wildest [gay] club in London,” when they
establish the rules of engagement:

“I really don’t know just what to do,” [said
Charles]. “I mean, I don’t even know what you like. What if I can’t
make you happy? It would be so horrid if we couldn’t get
along.”

“Look,” I told him, “Why don’t you tell me what your
scene is—what you enjoy doing—and we can take it from there?” “No,
no,” he said. “You are my guest and we will do what you enjoy.
Please, tell me what you like and that is what we will do...”

“Most anything that doesn’t hurt,” I said, “is fine
with me. I like oral and anal, as mutual as possible. I think
you’ll find me game for anything that’s fun.”

Granted, “most anything that doesn’t hurt” is a low
bar, but it’s to Jake’s credit that when, having been shown an
exceptionally good time by his accommodating host, he discovers
that Charles’ scene is thoroughly not his idea of fun
(though it doesn’t hurt), he lives up to the fair-is-fair code and
does his part, for which Charles is genuinely grateful.
Unfortunately, Jake’s enlightened ethical outlook and
self-acceptance in the face of entrenched societal bigotry are at
odds with the demands of his job: Zipless screwing is one thing,
but using sexual intimacy as a shortcut into people’s heads and
then either putting them on the Man Eater-suspect short list or
tossing them aside like used tissues makes Jake feel like scum.
Jake’s ability to function requires keeping a circle of Hell’s
worth of personal demons behind locked psychological doors, and
stalking the Man Eater rips every one of them off its hinges.

Dick Jones, whoever he may have been, writes with
more panache than buyers of adults-only pulps had any reason to
expect: He has a way with sex-as-a-weapon imagery, from carnal
switchblades to billy clubs to land mines to Krupp cannons (at a
Berlin orgy, of course) and mortar shells, and can write a hell of
a dream sequence: He puts Jake through the wringer of a fever dream
whose psychosexual luridness begins with the funeral of a man-sized
penis and concludes with a swarm of cannibal vaginas, complete with
fangs and clitoral tongues, gathering beneath an endless blood-red
sky. And Jones can be darkly funny, as in this snippy little dig at
his own publisher, Gay Way, slipped into Jake’s contemptuous
assessment of “gay is the only way” rhetoric predicated on the
belief that the “gay way” is competitive promiscuity and embracing
the can-you-top-this contortions of extreme smut.

“If I got laid half as much as the characters in
some novels I’ve read, I’d be long dead of friction burns,” he
sneers after sampling a much-lauded pornographic novel rife with
exotic couplings. “Some day people will get smart and there will be
some books that treat being gay as just one aspect of being human
rather than a sexual road race.”

Progressive thinking notwithstanding, in practice
Jake gets laid like a carpet by a gallery of smutty stereotypes en
route to Man Eater’s mind-bending climax; they include a
strutting, virile matador, a brace of kinky aristocrats, a
Nazi-fetishist couple, a studly movie star and a pair of dewy
Danish hustlers so sweetly accommodating and impressively acrobatic
that their charms are undiminished by the accompanying price tag.
Ever the pragmatist (except for occasional fantasies about settling
down and living an ordinary life that are oddly poignant for being
so profoundly antithetical to his nature, as even he knows)—Jake
reasons that paying for just any old roll in the hay shows “a lack
of style,” but opening your wallet for a fantasy come to life is
just common sense.

Man Eater stands out in other respects as
well, including the attention to detail manifest in its use of
contemporary military slang and shout-outs to real museums,
restaurants and clubs, including Madrid’s Botin, Whiskey Jazz and
the Prado, where Jake spends an afternoon wallowing in the
obliterating darkness of Goya’s “Saturn Devouring His Son.” There’s
also the unsettling vividness with which the novel depicts Jake’s
struggle to function under high-pressure/low-control conditions
while in the grip of post-traumatic stress disorder—which didn’t
even have a proper name when Man Eater was written;
WWI-era terms like “combat fatigue” and “shell shock” were still in
common use—and its subtle evocation of Jake’s matterof-fact
alienation from his own flesh, which always seems to be doing
things of its own volition while he watches with detached
curiosity.

That Jake never realizes the connection between a
bit of easily overlooked back-story and the case that tears his
mind apart is a disquieting denial of genre expectations. But the
throwaway revelation on Man Eater’s penultimate page is
Jones’ 11th-hour bitch slap to thriller conventions, one that yanks
the rug out from under the novel’s apparently tidy conclusion. The
killer’s baroquely yet sadly credible motive is firmly rooted in
the consequences attempting to proscribe or distort individual
sexuality to further larger political or social agendas, and Jake
is self-aware enough to know that there is no one right way
to be gay. He doesn’t care for “fake females” (what would an
elderly Jake make of a world in which gay and straight TV viewers
alike love RuPaul’s Drag Race?) or piss play, but his
opinions stop at his own bedroom door. “I don’t mind how a person
gets his thrills,” he opines is his distinctive, faintly pedantic
manner, “but there are things to which I’d rather not be a
party.”

Man Eater is very much a novel of its time—a
time when being openly gay could have painfully negative
consequences and the variations and nuances of queer identity were
a work in progress in gay communities and a mystery to straight
ones—and Jake is a product of that time’s mores and prejudices. But
Jake is also written as a gay man with his eyes on the future, a
future in which being gay wasn’t a problem or a “preference:” It’s
just a way of being human, and that was a radical vision for a book
written in the shadow of the 1969 Stonewall riots. Had he been a
New York Times Magazine editor like Gerald Walker, Jones’
book might have been accorded the same attention paid to Walker’s
equally lurid and considerably less sophisticated Cruising
(1970). But he wasn’t… or if he was he kept it to himself, and
more’s the pity.

If the pleasant surprise of gay pulps is what good
reads they can be, the bad one is discovering how difficult it is
to tease out the real identities of their writers. A handful used
their own names, notably the still-underrated Corley, whose novels
draw deeply on his own experiences growing up in the poor,
semi-rural Mississippi of the 1920s and ‘30s, and Prix de
Flore-winner Bruce Benderson, whose adults-only Kyle
(undated, circa 1975), a slippery investigation of desire,
celebrity and mutable identity, is every bit the equal of his first
mainstream literary novel, 1994’s User. But most didn’t, and
for every novelist who later stood up and claimed his alter ego(s),
hundreds more remain in their closets or have taken their secret
identities to the grave: AIDS burned through their generation like
napalm.

My first objective in republishing Man Eater
is to bring this forgotten novel out of the shadows and put it in
the hands of 21st Century readers unencumbered by the biases of
earlier generations. But I’d also love to draw out Dick Jones,
assuming he’s still alive: my efforts to find him and other writers
have been largely unsuccessful, stymied by a perfect storm of
pseudonyms, copyright registrations by long-defunct publishers and,
I suspect, the authors’ own conviction that having written dirty
books is nothing of which to be proud. I’d welcome the chance to
persuade them that the effort they invested in transcending the
utilitarian parameters of adult books was not wasted: The books
they produced are both good pulp fiction and texts that bear
witness to history, more readable now then they were at a time when
gay and straight lives rarely met, except at the intersection of
practiced secrecy and overwhelming obliviousness.

 


Maitland McDonagh, 2017


Chapter One

 


I was dreaming about Dave again. It was the same
painful dream that had been ripping through my mind for the last
three years. The dream never changed.

It was always a second-by-awful-second replay of the
day Dave had been killed. I used to have this dream every time I
went to sleep, but over the past year I’d reached the point where
it was only happening once or twice a week. Yet although I dreamed
it less often, it was still a painful jolt to my brain. As it
always did, the dream opened with Dave and me on patrol.

The V.C. had been getting ready to pull off
something big and we were looking for their supply depots. There
were six of us out that morning and the air was beginning to heat
up. I knew we were in for one of those hell-hot days so common in
Vietnam. I glanced over toward Dave. He was about ten meters off to
my right and had already taken off his fatigue jacket. I could see
the shine of sweat on his arms and chest. I flashed him a smile and
he grinned back. The patrol kept moving deeper into the brush. It
seemed like just another of the many days you live through in a
recon squad.

We were just about ready to head back to camp when
there was an explosion and a scream. As I spun around I saw Dave
falling through the brush with blood covering his body. When I got
to him he was dead, his lower body ripped open by a Claymore mine.
The inside of his legs had been chewed into hamburger and there was
nothing but blood and intestines in his crotch. He was dead and all
our dreams were dead. I looked down at him and tried to keep from
crying. I wanted to touch him and to hold him, but I could only
stand there and look at the pile of ground meat that had been my
lover. The dream started to repeat the scene one more time.

I forced myself to wake up and sat up in the bed. My
body was covered with sweat and my hands were shaking. I reached
for my cigarettes and tried to clear my head. After three years I
should have been able to accept the fact that Dave was dead and
that he had died in a very messy way, but I still wasn’t able to
stop the hurt that came with the dream. I didn’t want to dream
about how Dave died. I wanted to be able to dream about the four
months before, when we were lovers. I took a drag from my cigarette
and listened to the muted groan the city of West Berlin was making
outside my hotel room. I glanced at my watch; it was almost 4:00
a.m: as good a time as any to do some deep thinking and
remembering.

I took some more smoke into my lungs and let my mind
jump back three and a half years to when Dave and I first met. My
head was pretty fucked-up back then. I was 22 and I was asking
myself a lot of questions about right and wrong. I was really
confused about the war and about what the hell I was doing there.
Being in the middle of a mess that made no sense made me start to
question other things, but in the army there are no answers, only
orders, and I had no one to talk to.

When you’re with a recon squad there isn’t a lot to
talk about. When we weren’t out killing Charlie, we were
talking about all the Charlies we had killed; sometimes we would
talk about the news from home or what we were going to do when we
got out. Everybody mostly talked shop or sex, and I found I could
talk along with the rest of them if I told stories about my own
sexual adventures with the gender changed. Even with all the
bullshit going on I felt empty and bewildered.

When Dave joined the unit I finally found someone I
could really talk to. He and I hit it off from the very first. We’d
sit while we ate our rations and talk about anything: Dave was the
type of guy who was both interesting and interested. He became a
sounding board for my questions and feelings. There was just
something about him that attracted me. It wasn’t the fact that he
was good looking or had a solid build… it was more the way he spoke
and thought that made me want to get inside of his head.

I could sense that in a lot of ways Dave was much
like me. He liked many of the same books and films that had
impressed me in college. I also found out that we had many of the
same tastes in food and booze. I didn’t know whether we had the
same taste in sex because I never asked. Since getting to ’Nam I
had pushed sex out of my mind; my body was so concerned with
staying alive that I had little time to waste on getting aroused.
But now that I was getting close to Dave, I realized I was thinking
of him in sexual terms. I would spend my hours on guard duty
imagining what it would be like to feel his body nude and hot next
to mine. I wanted to touch him, to enter his body and let him slide
into me. I wanted to feel his hard tool pushing against the roof of
my mouth and pouring his manhood down my throat. I wanted him to
fill the void that was part of me. I wanted him to love me and I
knew there was no way to ask.

I found myself looking at his body as he was looking
the other way. He was tall—about 6’3”—and there was no useless fat
on any part of him. He was fast and he was strong. His face would
have been classically handsome if his nose hadn’t gotten broken
during a football game. I’d caught sight of his cock a couple of
times and knew he was well hung. Wanting him was getting me almost
as fucked up as I had been when I had no one.

I tried to push everything out of my head: The
battlefield is no place to act like a 14-year-old kid with a crush,
so I started trying to pull away from Dave. I was at the point
where I was dreaming about him at night and waking up with a hard
on straining against my pants. I knew I was going to have to
repress all my feelings for him, or I could end up fucked over by
the army. I also knew that I couldn’t go on repressing what I felt
for very long. I joined the army to prove a few things to myself,
and one of the big ones was that I could handle my sex drive.
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