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Politics makes queer bedfellows. Reginald Tarry was a lifelong politician, having gotten his start leading twelve of his second-grade classmates to demand a soda machine in the school lunchroom. He’d called it the “Boston Soda Party.” Even before the second-grade history lesson on the Boston Tea Party, Reg had been raised on politics: his father was a professor at the JFK School of Government and his mother was a Boston councilwoman. At thirty-seven years old, Reg was the frontrunner for the Republican presidential nomination.  

“Just let me into the ring” was his rallying cry. He promised the faithful that he could annihilate the Democratic opponent, whoever it might be, and most of the Democratic field believed him, as he’d never lost an election. Elections were, more than air or water, what he lived for. 

Reg knew politics. He had enough policy wonk knowledge to win debates, combined with a down-home charm that put him at ease at Iowa diner stops. The combination made some compare him to Bill Clinton. Reg despised the comparison, because he was running as Republican for the 2016 Presidency, and being associated with any Clinton in any way was pretty much equivalent, as far as mobilizing the base, to hugging a Syrian refugee or saying Obama was born in Hawaii. Instant dealkiller for the voters. No way was he going to be bedfellows with any sort of Clinton. And, despite his secret, lifelong homosexual longings, no way was he going to have any male bedfellows. 

The only way Reg could lose the nomination would be, as Edwin Edwards had said, to be found with a dead girl or a live boy. He was neither a necrophiliac nor a heterosexual, so there was no risk of the first one. But as for the second one, men had always been his weakness. They were dangerous. Reg had, by his own appraisal, sometimes stared a little too much at a male campaign workers’ legs in shorts, let his eyes wander a little too much in the Florida State Senate executive locker room, or laughed a little too nervously when straight male colleagues pretended to kiss him. When he saw openly gay men, his mind sometimes secretly wondered to what-ifs, what his life might have been like had he stayed out of the public spotlight and lived a quiet gay life somewhere. The cravings and desires were both emotional and sexual. But as long as those cravings and desires were kept deep under the cover, they posed no danger to his political mission. 

Politics was indeed Reg’s mission. He wasn’t a washed-up lawyer or businessman who suddenly decides to change up and run for office. Nothing was half-baked or less than perfectly planned and executed, at least in his political life.  

Politics was no afterthought. It was his life. But on its altar, he sacrificed his life. He often quietly, ashamedly cultivated a fear that his personal happiness was the afterthought. Reg wasn’t sure whether he was happy, and with every election he won and every rise in the polls, he didn’t feel himself becoming happier. He loved politics, he loved meeting people, he loved the heat of political battle, and he loved the adulation of the crowd.  

But his personal life had to toe the line. It was more than a line; it was a straitjacket. 

Bars were forbidden. Bawdy humor was strictly verboten. Shorts were only for sports. Any movie he went to see, he had to run past Billy and the rest of his campaign team first to check whether it might cause an outrage with the wrong crowd. The campaign didn’t even like Reg visiting too many non-vetted websites, lest the opposition get a hold of his browsing history. “North Korea,” Reg would mumble whenever his handlers reminded him to watch his behavior. 

And gay love? It was beyond verboten. It was the unthinkable beyond unthinkable. This most natural of human needs was off-limits to him, because to most of his supporters and donors, it was unnatural. Although to him, it was living like a monk, or play-acting as a heterosexual, that was unnatural. 

No one even knew he was gay. Not even his “girlfriend.” Poor—kind of poor—Alice. She knew it was a fake relationship for the cameras, so that Reg would look more well-adjusted and less of a power-seeking robot. But as far as she knew, without her, he’d be an asexual power-seeking robot, not a highly sexual cock-seeking gay man. She’d been recruited and vetted for the job by a shady Super PAC called Floridians United that thought the question of singlehood would very much detract from Reg’s chances. Floridians United didn’t suspect that Reg was gay, but their political noses told them that it was just too weird for a single man, even a heterosexual single man, to aim for the White House. James Buchanan, “the bachelor President,” was a historical comparison that Floridians United very much wanted to avoid. 

Reg and Alice went on “dates” for the tabloid cameras. He even “brought her home with him” because he knew reporters or opponents or paid investigators would tail his car back to his Fort Lauderdale condo. Alice knew the routine. They’d come “home,” exit the car tiredly inside the garage, and for the rest of the day, she’d be sitting on his white-leather living room sofa, quietly working on her Macbook until she fell asleep, while he went to his bedroom to jack himself off to sleep and get a few hours’ rest before driving her back home. She, too, was subject to limitations of North Korean proportions: for example, no Facebook use while at Reg’s condo, lest anyone suspect that he was not vigorously fucking Alice during each such rendezvous. 

Alice put up with the silliness, but not because she was a saint. She had her own political ambitions, but she lacked Reg’s Boston Brahmin provenance, his Harvard pedigree, his connections in Tallahassee and DC, and of course his monumental political skills. But by putting in time as Reg’s beard, she had hoped to more than compensate. She didn’t care for Reg’s cock, but she did want his expertise, as well as his name recognition, to rub off on her.  

As any heterosexual woman would have agreed, Alice thought Reg was deliciously handsome in the abstract. His thirty-seven years looked more like twenty-seven, and his quick brown eyes, his muscular forearms, and his perfectly symmetrical, fine-featured, perfectly clean-shaven face distracted any woman in his vicinity.  

But unlike most heterosexual women, Alice reminded herself that there were a million Regs out there as far as looks and sex appeal—but there was only one Reg Tarry for politics. She wasn’t going to give up the political connection just for the dick. And whatever she could not benefit from, was, to her, simply irrelevant. Reg’s sexual orientation was not so much outside Alice’s knowledge as it was outside her even most remote interest. Reg’s sexuality was about as interesting to her as the color of the lint on his socks. Reg was straight, Reg was gay, whatever. Alice was a practical girl, and a practical, single-minded woman, without too much curiosity nor too many uncomfortable questions on her mind, would make the best beard. 

Reg knew not to trust Alice with anything really secret—although in light of how carefully vetted his every step was, it was impossible for him to have secrets, except for the one secret. The nature of the secret had previously consisted of two parts: his desires, and what he did about them.  

As a Florida state senator, he hadn’t much worried about recognition. He hadn’t dared to chance it, but back then he had known that he likely could have walked into a gay bar right in his home district and not been recognized as Reg Tarry. Not many people can recognize their local representatives, and this served to at least allay some of Reg’s fears about being found out. 

As his fame grew, that sort of thing became more dangerous. Out-of-state cruising bars had been his go-to for relief, but the one time he saw Charlie Crist at Blow Buddies in San Francisco, he discontinued that hobby. That Charlie Crist was gay, everybody knew, but that Reg Tarry was gay, nobody knew, and Charlie Crist’s organization could have very well used that info against Reg’s. That was politics. Lots of enemies. No friends. Maybe, at best, frenemies. No one has more enemies than a politician, and no one has more frenemies than a politician who’s in the lead. His sexual frustration was like a sharp pain, but he well knew it was a pain that the press and gossip-mongers would have loved to exploit. He remembered from his youth 1988’s Gary Hart scandal—and that was a perfectly heterosexual matter.  

Reg’s sexual outlet of last resort was visiting Chinese massage parlors in North Miami, the kind with male masseurs that provide massages for $25. Every time, Reg would eye the place, eye the man, and hope that some strapping non-English-speaking rural Chinese hunk would be in need enough of $100 to accept his request for a BJ. It was pathetic, but it was the best he could do. And if his request for special services was accepted, he’d have to start all over again, because he couldn’t establish a reputation for himself at any one place or with any one man. 

And he comforted himself with the thought that even if somehow one of these masseurs had been watching the news and recognized him as Reg Tarry, whom was he going to tell anyway, and in what language? Still, he knew his massage-whoremongering was pathetic, and every time he drained his balls in this manner, he told himself it would be the last time—until the next time he was incurably horny and he got the urge again. It was an addiction, borne not of excess but of deprivation. 

He had nightmares about being found out. On the literal surface of things, what was the problem with a Republican presidential candidate happening to prefer the intimate company of men? No problem at all, officially. The Republican Party accepted all people, officially. But Reg knew, as everybody knew, that voters didn’t operate in the world of “officially.” He sometimes winced imagining what kind of doctored photos and memes would be posted on Facebook the moment any rumor of his homosexuality broke. Personally, he didn’t mind if anyone knew he loved cock. But personally is not what mattered to him. Reg was not a personal animal. He was all politics—and in politics, any inkling of Reg’s taste for cock would end his treasured career. 

Once he gained national fame as a serious Republican Presidential contender, jacking off was the only sexual pleasure he allowed himself. Floridians United had yet to instruct him not to masturbate, and he was eager to take advantage of their omission as long as he could. Even in his masturbatory fantasies, he was careful. He never fantasized anyone from his campaign, or anyone he’d be meeting in person. He was sure that he’d look at a man differently when they met if he’d ever enjoyed a self-pleasure session fantasizing about him. It was just being cautious. And even if it was too cautious, or paranoid, it had worked for him thus far. Whoever said that Reg was too cautious was not the Republican frontrunner for 2016. Reg was the frontrunner. And he was becoming increasingly paranoid. Once he allowed himself to look at some gay porn videos on his phone while jerking off in the bathroom of the campaign bus—and the fear overtook him so badly after that moment that he did a hard reset on his phone and had to make up a lie that he’d downloaded a virus. Meanwhile, the only virus he had was G-A-Y.  

It would not have been accurate to say that no one knew he was gay. The bar restroom hookups knew. The cruisers at Fuchs Park knew. The masseurs at Double Dragon Foot Therapy knew. But none of those people who had brought him to secretive orgasms knew his other side, the political side. They had no idea he was Reg Tarry. He was just some random guy to them. He always gave them a new alias as his name—never use the same name twice, like a one-time cryptographic pad—and they hadn’t connected that “John” or “Bob” or “Jim” to Reg Tarry.  

Alissa Bennett was really the only person who knew both sides of Reg’s life: politician and gay man. He could reveal these things to her because she didn’t have a horse in the race, being neither a political ally nor an opponent. She was purely a friend. Alissa was Reg’s only friend who was involved neither in his political life nor in his gay life. A denizen of neither world, she could be privy to both.  

Reg had met Alissa when she was selling condos at Ritz Carlton. She’d sold him his Ft. Lauderdale beachfront place, a “modest” million-dollar one-bedroom affair, bought with inheritance money from his mother’s side of the family; Reg estimated he had the lowest annual income of anyone living in that building, and that was just fine with him.  

At the time, Alissa had vaguely known that Reg was some sort of politician, but didn’t think much of it. She was only concerned about whether a one-bedroom condo would be sufficient for him. He had mentioned something about a girlfriend—this was when Reg’s beard existed only in mythical story form, before the PAC actually hired a live beard for him—and Alissa kept prodding him about whether he might want a bigger place if he plans to marry his girlfriend and start a family. He only said that that wasn’t on the agenda. And when Alissa asked whether his girlfriend might want to come over to check out the place, Reg again demurred and changed the subject. Despite Alissa’s significant gay male social circle, she hadn’t considered any possibility of this man being gay, only because he’d mentioned a girlfriend, and Alissa took it at face value. 

When Reg started, in addition to deflecting any mention of his girlfriend, asking Alissa about privacy for building visitors, about whether the doorman gossips, and the telltale question of whether there are many other unmarried men living in the building, Alissa started to get an inkling of the classic gay male subterfuge. She knew it wasn’t her business, but she also knew that buying a condo was the most personal purchase of anyone’s life, and it was her duty to be attuned to her client’s life and needs.  
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