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In Which I Tell the Incredible True Story of How a Nice Catholic Boy Like Me Wound Up Giving Sex Advice to Breeders for a Living.

 

I’m a sex advice columnist. My column, “Savage Love,” appears in straight weekly newspapers across this glorious North American continent of ours, from sea (Atlantic: New York City; Philadelphia; Halifax, Nova Scotia) to shining sea (Pacific: Seattle; San Francisco; Vancouver, British Columbia). Mostly I give advice to breeders—eating pussy for boys, sucking dick for girls, buttfucking for everybody—which is an odd job, considering I’m one of those boys who doesn’t sleep with girls. Thanks to my advice column, I enjoy a lifestyle my famished Irish ancestors could never have imagined: indoor plumbing, off-the-floor beds, guilt-free sodomy, and a refrigerator full of see-through beer.

By way of introduction to this collection of my columns, I would like to answer a few of the questions people typically ask me. Let’s start with the fourth most commonly asked question, right after What’s a cock ring? Is this normal? and Will sex kill me? How did you get this job?

Well, George Bush was in the White House, Saddam Hussein was in Kuwait, and I was in a video store in Madison, Wisconsin. I was the night manager, and one night when I was watching the Gulf War on television, Joel, one of the guys who rented action videos to frat boys five nights a week, gave his two weeks’ notice. He was moving to Seattle with some friends to start a weekly newspaper. I couldn’t understand why anyone would move to Seattle to do anything—this was just before Nirvana, Starbucks, and Microsoft ate the world—but I wished Joel luck, and told him I’d heard it rains there a lot. Then I made the offhand comment that forever altered my life: “Make sure your paper has an advice column—everybody claims to hate ’em, but everybody seems to read ’em.”

I always did. My grandfather was a sportswriter at two of Chicago’s biggest daily newspapers, both of which, like my grandfather, are now dead. An honorary Harlem Globetrotter, my grandfather got all the Chicago dailies (some places you “take” dailies, in Chicago you “get” them). When my parents married, they moved into the second floor of my grandparents’ two-flat. Newspapers were everywhere, and reading papers was a grown-up thing to do, so all of us kids wanted to read the papers. First, I mastered the funnies; then I graduated to the advice columns: “Dear Abby” in the
 Chicago Tribune and “Ask Ann Landers” in the
 Chicago Sun Times (now in the
 Chicago Tribune). At five, I preferred Ann to Abby; she was more accessible, direct, and brassy. I loved Ann Landers.

Until I was 12. Then, about the time hair started growing on my balls—plucked until their numbers overwhelmed me—I discovered two other advice columns. These two new columns combined my long love of the form with my newest love—anything to do with sex: “The Happy Hooker,” by Xaviera Hollander, which ran in
 Penthouse magazine for several years, and
 Playboy’s “Advisor.”

Around the first of every month, I would sneak into my older brother’s bedroom and head straight for his stash, knowing the latest issues of
 Penthouse and
 Playboy would be waiting for me. I invested long hours ransacking and restoring my older brother’s bedroom; if he was coming home, or if he was somewhere in the house, I was capable of making a surgical strike: get in, get porn, get out. If I got his mags back in his hiding place before he, um,
 required them, he never even knew I’d borrowed them.

I preferred
 Penthouse to
 Playboy. First, Xaviera was so much more interesting than the “Advisor.” Xaviera wrote about down & dirty sex things she had actually done herself—sometimes for money, sometimes for fun—and she never stooped to giving advice about stereo equipment and bachelor-pad decorating tips, à la
 Playboy’s “Advisor.”
 Penthouse also had a letters section that did much to inspire the brand loyalty of this budding young homo. It was 1978 when I began reading
 Penthouse carefully, the sexual revolution was still in full swing (no one knew at the time that it was the final swing, what with the twin disasters of AIDS and Ronald Reagan only two-ish years off), and everyone was experimenting—if not in practice, at least in theory. The
 Penthouse “Forum” featured letters ostensibly written by “actual” readers about their true-life experiments. Less adventurous readers—and underage readers—could experiment vicariously by reading these letters, and there was one experiment frequently written up in circa ’78 “Forums” that I found especially involving: the bisexual experiment. One letter every other month was from a guy who’d just participated in his first-ever, and usually last-ever, bisexual experiment—always in the exonerating presence of a wife or girlfriend, and it was always her idea, but still! Here were boys doing it with boys!

Stealing porn from your older and larger siblings is a dangerous game—ask any younger sib who lived to tell the tale. Even the few times Billy beat me senseless after catching me ducking out of his room with one of his mags—or ducking back in to return one—were no deterrent: there were dirty letters to read, and there was Xaviera. I would have risked pretty much anything to get at Xaviera’s page—a picture of a woman’s already bright red lips having yet more color applied with a lipstick shaped to look like a penis. Whatever beatings I received were worth the education I was getting from Xaviera. She answered questions about blow jobs, about kinky sex, about women doin’ it with women, and men doin’ it with men, anal sex, eatin’ pussy, porn actresses—there didn’t seem to be anything she hadn’t done, anything that could fluster her, or anything she wouldn’t write about! As I had fallen in love with Ann years before, I was now in love with Xaviera.

So years later, when Joel asked me at the video store what kind of advice column I thought this new paper should have, I remembered Xaviera and the risks I’d run to get my hands on her column. I told Joel the column should be a dirty one, a sex advice column, as people would risk anything, even physical harm, to get their hands on a publication that featured a sex advice column.

We stood at the counter, ignored the frat boys, and brainstormed up a sex advice column for the ’90s. A man should write it—too many advice columns are written by women. And it should be written by someone young—too many advice columns are written by septuagenarians. And it should be written by a fag—too many advice columns are written by straights. But unlike the few fag-generated advice columns out there, this one would be written by a fag for breeders, about breeder sex. After all, who knows more about sex than fags? And wasn’t it about time that fags got a chance to tell breeders what to do? It was 1991, ACT UP and Queer Nation were at the height of their cultural resonance—angry fags were marching in the streets telling straight people where to get off; why not tell ’em how to get off? We came up with the perfect name for this new model advice column: “Hey, Faggot.” It had the same bounce as “Dear Abby,” and like “Dear Abby,” “Hey, Faggot” could be both the column’s name and the salutation.

But who would write it? Honest to God, I wasn’t angling for the gig. I didn’t think of myself as a writer then, and even though I’ve been making a living writing for almost eight years now, I still don’t think of myself as a writer (here I have a lot of company). But when, at Joel’s suggestion, I went to the back room and banged out a prototype on my bosses’ computer (and my bosses’ dime), I thought, I could do this: I was a fag, I was rude, I was young, I knew a lot about sex. Rereading that prototype column today makes me want to puke—it’s so awful, which is why you won’t find it in this collection—but back then I didn’t think what I’d banged out was half bad.

And neither did Tim Keck, the publisher-to-be of this new weekly paper,
 The Stranger. Joel passed my prototype on to Tim, who liked the concept, and my writing. What he didn’t like was “Hey, Faggot.” We met for lunch at Ela’s Deli on State Street in Madison, and Tim suggested “My Gay Friend” as the name for this new advice column. That was not okay with me, as “friendly” was not the posture fags in ’91 were assuming. A few minutes later, someone came up with “Savage Love.” It was agreed that I could keep “Hey, Faggot” as the salutation, and my column was born. Tim moved to Seattle with a handful of folks from Madison—Nancy, Johnie, James—and started the paper. Sadly, Joel went north to Alaska and never wound up working on the paper.

I didn’t head off to Seattle with the rest of the Madison mafia, not right away. I stayed on in Madison for a while, writing the column from the back of the video store. When the column became a hit, along with the
 The Stranger, I quit my job and moved to Seattle, where three of
 The Stranger’s early and brilliant editors—Matt Cook, Peri Pakroo, and especially Christine Wenc—made it their job to teach me how to write.

 

Which explains how I got the job, but what prepared me for being one of America’s handful of perfessional advice columnists?

My early love of Ann Landers and Xaviera Hollander was an important factor, but millions of people grow up reading Ann Landers and most don’t become advice columnists when they grow up; and I can’t have been the only gay boy reading
 Penthouse magazine in the ’70s who had a bone for Xaviera Hollander, but so far as I’m aware, no other Hollander fans followed in her footsteps and became sex advice columnists (though maybe a few became hookers), so there must have been larger forces at work . . . familial forces.

My family lived on the north side of Chicago, in a neighborhood called Rogers Park. My immediate and extended family is loud, argumentative, and very Catholic. The dozens of aunts and uncles who hung out at my parents’ apartment when I was growing up were hippies, though my parents themselves were not—my dad was a Chicago cop. Of my parents’ four kids, I was the “sensitive” one, and as sensitive boys were unwelcome at the neighborhood boys’ reindeer games, I stayed close to home: in our apartment, on our back stoop, in my grandparents’ apartment.

My mother would listen to me talk when we were home alone, which seemed to be all the time, but when the phone rang or one of the friends she’d known all her life from the neighborhood dropped by, I would listen to her talk. My mother mostly talked about other people’s problems—she was a one-woman support group. This was the late ’60s, before therapists and domestic-abuse hot lines and support groups and Sally and Jenny and Ricki. Before empathy became an industry, every neighborhood had someone like my mom, one woman all the other women in the neighborhood went to with their problems, things they couldn’t take to a priest.

Piecing together what a caller’s problem was from my mother’s advice was a game I got pretty good at; when she got off the phone, I would tell her what I thought the problem was, and who the caller had been. But when someone dropped by for advice, listening in was more complicated. My mom would send me outside, but I’d hide in the next room and listen. No made-up games with awful neighbor boys were as compelling as the real-life dramas being discussed in our kitchen—drunk husbands, rotten kids, impending divorces, bad perms. Grownup problems were irresistible! My mother didn’t mind if I listened, but she couldn’t appear not to mind, so if I was caught, she would march me out of the house. Still, my mother would sit with me on the back porch and answer my questions about the woman’s problem, swearing me to secrecy, and explain why she’d given her the advice she did.

 

So I studied under the master advice mongers—Ann, Abby, Xaviera, Mom—but what prepared me to be a
 sex advice columnist?

It pisses straight people off when I mention this, but the simple fact that I’m gay—the blessing of my homosexuality—was all the preparation I needed to give sex advice. Gay people know more about sex than straight people do, have more sex than straight people do, and are better at it than straight people are.

Here’s why: since little gay boys can’t take their sex questions to parents or teachers or classmates or, God forbid, priests, we have to do our own research. Gay men are often criticized, even by other gay men, for being a little too fascinated by sex—a fascination that in some cases becomes an obsession and then a compulsion—but no one ever seems to stop and consider why this is the case. Sex is the central mystery of a gay man’s existence, sex is what sets us apart and makes us different. Sex is what makes gay people
 not straight people. If we don’t come to some comprehensive understanding about sex, if we don’t work out some unified theory, we can never fully understand ourselves, who we are, why we are, and where we fit in. So we read and think and do more about sex than straight people do—and not just about gay sex, but about sex in general.

To understand who we are as gay people, we have to understand who we are not—you can’t understand what it means to be gay if you don’t understand what it means to be straight; we have to understand what it means to be straight before we can understand what it means to
 not be straight. Finding information about straight people and straight sex isn’t nearly as difficult for the young homo as finding info about gay people and gay sex is. After all, gay people are immersed in heterosexual environments for years and years before we’re even aware we’re gay. Once we become aware that we’re different, we start observing straight people—gay people walk many miles in straight shoes; how many straights can say the same about gay shoes? Few straights are raised by gay couples, spend years believing they’re gay, their adolescence praying to be gay, walking gay and talking gay, observing their every move for signs of “straightness” that might give them away, and have gay sex, all in an absurd effort to make themselves gay. Well, gay boys do the reverse of all of that to play it straight; we observe and mimic straights, try to pass ourselves off as straights, are hyperaware of what it means to be straight because we’re so painfully aware that we are not straight, and never will be, and that this not-being-straight has serious consequences for us. Gay people are better informed about sex—gay and straight—because we have no choice.

Finally, what makes gay people better at sex is good communication. After all, nothing makes a person better at sex than good communication. All sex therapists, advice columnists, and marriage counselors—serious, mainstream, pop culture, religious—are in agreement on this point. An entire chapter of Dr. Ruth Westheimer’s
 Sex for Dummies (1996) is titled “Communicate, Communicate, Communicate!” If Dr. Ruth’s book is for dummies, than Michael Morgenstern’s
 How to Make Love to a Woman (1982) is for morons. Morgenstern devotes a whole chapter to communication, but doesn’t risk baffling his readers with a five-syllable stumper: his communication chapter is simply called “Talking.” In
 The Family Book About Sexuality (1989), the authors beg married straight people to communicate, because “one of the most important factors in the successful expression of sexuality between two people is communication—the ability to talk with the other person about sex in simple but honest language.”

But most breeders seem to believe the hype about breeder sex—that breeder sex is “natural,” and that it should happen “naturally,” certainly without unnatural and interfering conversation about what he or she likes to do in bed. Where do likes and dislikes fit in anyway? Breeder sex
 is vaginal intercourse, as all young breeders know. What’s to talk about? When there’s only one item on the menu, you don’t need to say much to the waiter. Communication in breeder sex is almost always over after both participants have said “yes.” Tab A, slot B—no mystery.

For gay people, “yes” is just the beginning. Two folks of the same sex climb into bed. Now what? What do you do when you’ve got a tab and a tab or a slot and a slot? Since who is going to do what to whom can’t be assumed, the girl couple or the boy couple have to talk it out, we have to communicate. There are no assumptions. Enlightened, let’s-get-everything-on-the-table fuck-and-suck conversations that highly evolved straight people have about sex are the same conversations that gays and lesbians must have the very first time we have sex. Gays and lesbians are compelled to communicate, and as communication makes people better at sex, all that conversing we’re required to do makes your average gay person better at sex than your average straight person. And therefore better qualified to give sex advice than your average straight person.

 

I’m often asked what professional qualifications I have, if any. Well, to be honest, none. In the one psych course I had in college, I got a B, and I somehow managed to avoid taking a single human sexuality class. So besides reading advice columns all my life, listening to my mother give advice, and sucking dick, I can’t claim to have any “real” qualifications.

But remember: Ann Landers ain’t no shrink either, she’s just a bright, brassy, opinionated midwestern gal. She’s not always right, and when she messes up, she takes her “fifty lashes with a wet noodle” and moves on. I like to think of myself as a gay Ann Landers. I’m bright, brassy, opinionated, midwestern, and I’ve been a gal on occasion. And when I’m wrong, I take my lashes. And Xaviera Hollander wasn’t a shrink, though she rented by the hour like one. And my mom wasn’t a shrink, she was a mom—and a good one. Fact is, only recently has the idea taken hold that someone needs professional qualifications—some stinkin’ badge—before he or she can offer another human being a piece of advice. The advice game has been hijacked by a self-appointed class of pointy-headed witch doctors, who jealously guard their “practices” from opinionated interlopers like me. They don’t want folks to know that advice is simply one person’s opinion about what could or should be done, and that anyone can offer advice to anyone who asks for it, and there’s not always a need to call in the “professionals.”

Another question I’m commonly asked is what it’s like to be an advice columnist. Since this is a collection of columns, I thought it would be kosher to include a column right up here in the introduction, in which I answered career-day questions submitted to me by a sixteen-year-old high school student.
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Hey, Faggot:

I’m a high school senior and they’re making me do this stupid fucking career packet. I have to research 4 different careers, which is only making me all depressed and bitchy about the fact that I have no fucking idea what I want to do with my life. I have to interview one person of each career. So one career is a writer for a magazine or newspaper, and guess what? That’s you. I’m sure you’re a busy guy and all, but if you’d take the time to answer these questions, I’d just love you for ever and ever.

Vanessa Lee, Bothell, Washington

What education, experience, and other requirements are needed for this job?

You have to know how to open mail and type. At one time you had to know how to spell, but now computers do that for us.

What is a typical day on the job like?

Today I came to work around noon, read mail. Saved letters with questions I knew the answers to, threw the rest away. Had lunch. Ordered intern to enter letters I wanted to answer. Wrote some answers, showed them to editor, who told me they weren’t funny. Looked everywhere for the card of a Navy recruiter who tried to sign me up on the street today when I was coming to work. Added Navy stuff to column, showed editor, who was much happier. Made long-distance phone calls, stole stamps, went home.

What are the pay/benefits like?

Vanessa, dear, it’s rude to ask people how much money they make. But I will tell you it’s up there in the low three figures. As for benefits, well, we uninsured freelance writers have the benefit of knowing that when we get very sick, we place more strain on our tottering, immoral, for-profit health care system. One day, one of us will have the honor of being the straw that breaks that camel’s back.

What is the market like for this job? In a few years?

Until Ann and Abby drop dead, there is no market. Don’t even think about becoming an advice columnist, you snot-nosed punk.

What are the biggest advantages? Disadvantages?

Advantages: I don’t have to wear a suit to work. I don’t have to wear anything to work, actually. I edit the letters of people who disagree with me in such a way to make them seem stupid; I always get the last word. Disadvantages: a lot of straight boys work at newspapers, and straight boys are convinced that farts are funny.

Why, when, how did you pick this career?

I didn’t pick this career, it picked me.

When you were 16, did you have any fucking idea what you wanted to do when you grew up; if not, did this cause you any anxiety, or is it just me and my uptight parents?

At 16, I wanted to do Patrick Sullivan. We went to the same high school, and we had swim class together—but as much as I wanted to, and as hard as I tried, I never got to do Patrick Sullivan. The lesson for you in this, Vanessa, is that hardly anyone winds up doing what they thought they wanted to do when they were 16 years old. Not knowing what you want to do at 16 is no handicap, as what you want may change. Tell your parents to chill.

Thinking of changing careers or workplaces soon?

Funny you should ask: I’m thinking of joining the Navy. Mark J. Dosch, EMC (SW), a recruiter for the Navy, approached me today. I thought the guy in the Navy dress whites was trying to pick me up, but before I could say,
 “Sir, yes, sir!” Mark asked me if I’d ever thought about joining the Navy. “Never considered it,” I said. “Why not?” asked Mark. “Well, because I’m a fag.” “You know, we don’t ask questions about that anymore.” Mark was very nice, he didn’t seem like the kind of sailor who would beat a gay sailor to death by repeatedly slamming his head against a urinal in a bathroom in Japan (which happened: the gay sailor was so badly beaten that his mother could only identify her son’s body from the tattoos on his arms). After a few minutes, I convinced Mark that I really wasn’t interested in joining the Navy, not even the new promise-not-to-beat-you-to-death Navy. I don’t have any tattoos, and I would hate to think that if a bad apple were still lurking on an aircraft carrier somewhere, my mother wouldn’t be able to identify my body. But maybe you might be interested in going into the Navy, Vanessa? It could be the answer to your what-am-I-going-to-do-with-my-life questions. Call 1-800-327-NAVY. But get a tattoo first.

Any advice for someone starting out as a writer?

Use the word
 fuck liberally, which you’re already doing—keep up the good work.

 

Alert readers will notice that this collection of columns is not actually a collection of columns, but an assemblage of individual letters and responses culled from columns I’ve written over the last seven years. At the suggestion of my editor, I busted my columns up, and reorganized letters around broad themes, which became the seven chapters of this collection: “Gettin’ Together”; “Doin’ Time”; “Almost Everything Breeder Boys Need to Know About Women’s Genitals”; “Kink”; “Butt Sex & Blow Jobs”; “Life & Death”; and, finally, “Odds & Ends.” Busting up the columns allowed me to include good single letters from whole columns that were not all that good, and allowed for the creation of new and interesting juxtapositions and subject threads.

More alert readers may spot letters that could just as easily have appeared in a section other than the one they were placed in. Take the letter from the woman in a long-term SM relationship who’s wondering whether or not the use of tit-clamps is going to hamper her ability to breast-feed when she has kids in the not-too-distant future. Now, where should this letter go? It’s a long-term relationship question, so it could go in the “Doin’ Time” section; but it’s a long-term SM relationship question, so it could just as easily go in the “Kink” section; but it is also a long-term SM relationship question involving children, so it could also go in the “Life & Death” section. What to do?

We made a judgment call: it was my considered opinion that this woman’s letter had more to do with kink than the other issues it touched on, so you’ll find her letter in the “Kink” section. There were a lot of cases like this: questions with considerable overlap. If you feel the inclusion of someone’s question in one particular section was inappropriate, or in the case of my having herded the bisexual questions into the weirdos section, discriminatory and mean-spirited, feel free to rip pages out of this book and rearrange it to suit your own tastes. But buy the book first.

Even more alert readers, especially those who clipped columns when they first appeared, may notice that here and there I have tweaked and trimmed my responses. Truth be told, when I sat down and reread my first two years or so worth of columns, I was struck by just how bad a writer I was in the early ’90s. The patriot in me simply couldn’t allow this book to go into the Library of Congress without taking the time to repair some of my crappiest early work. It may be dishonest to include a reworked column in a “best of” collection, but Ann Landers does it too, so sue us.

And, while I’m fessing up, I should confess that in a very, very few cases—how do I put this?—I changed my mind. Reading an old column, I would find myself thinking, “How much crack was I smokin’ when I gave that advice!” So I threw out my original response and wrote a new one, giving the advice I probably should have given in the first place. It’s too late for this new and improved advice to help the person I let down back when their question first appeared in the column, but the new and improved advice can still help people with similar problems. It is those people I was thinking of when, um, when I threw out and rewrote a few of my old answers. So sue me. And, hey, the “best” of “Savage Love” isn’t always what I had to say, but often—more often than I’d care to admit—what one of my readers had to say. I wanted to include those letters in this collection, even if it meant the extra work of rewriting my original, slightly defective answers.

Finally, this is not a medical textbook, or a self-help book, or a how-to-fuck manual. This isn’t a comprehensive overview of human sexuality, and while we’ve tried to cover as many bases as we could in selecting columns for this collection, by no means will you learn Everything You Need to Know About Sex by reading this book. If there’s a sore on your penis, or you missed your period, or you’re hearing voices, you’re going to need to go get yourself help—you won’t find the answers you need in this book. What you will find are funny and informative Q&A bull sessions I’ve had over the past seven years with the folks who read and write to “Savage Love.” You should read this as if it were a conversation you were overhearing, like those conversations of my mother’s I overheard when I was a kid. Most of the conversations in this book are about sex—that’s titillating—and all of them are about other people’s problems—and that’s entertainment.
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Meeting, Dating, Mating

Beginnings are a good place to start, so we’ve placed the getting-to-know-you questions right up at the front. Here you’ll find straight, bi, and gay men and women beginning new relationships, or confused by the sudden end of what looked like promising relationships, and single folks wondering how on earth they’re going to meet someone and get a relationship off the ground. The criteria for inclusion in this section—which, considering it’s the first section, is something of an honor—were letters from singles, virgins, the recently dumped, and couples together less than three months.

A few words about meeting people:

People who need people—and what people don’t?—are the luckiest people in the world, as we all know. However, for people to successfully meet and hold on to the people they need, well, that requires something more than dumb luck. Getting through those first few crucial weeks—the discovery phase—is a skill, and most of us need practice and good, competent instruction in order to acquire this skill. How much to reveal, and how soon? What can you reasonably demand, and how soon? What are the warning signs, or the good signs? Getting a relationship off the ground is a lot like getting a plane off the ground: it’s always at the start of a relationship, like the beginning of a flight, that things are most likely to crash and burn.

I speak from experience—recent experience. I’ve met plenty of people in my time, and had plenty of what seemed like promising relationships burst into flames. Because I am a fag—have I mentioned that I’m gay?—I didn’t start seriously dating until I was in my late teens and early 20s. My two older straight brothers, by comparison, were dating before they had pubic hair. Because most queers can’t date until we’re well out of high school, we make all the same dating mistakes everyone has to make, gay and straight, but we generally make them when we’re older and have access to things like money that can magnify and compound garden-variety trouble. When my brothers started dating, they were living at home and on an allowance and Mom and Dad were there to help and advise them. When I started dating, I had my own apartment, a credit card, and no one to help or advise me—I had to learn by trial and error. Since I had many trials, and made many errors, I learned quite a lot. I got into a lot of trouble early on, and I was getting into trouble when I was old enough to process my dating mistakes fully, remember them more clearly, and use what I’d often recently learned from my mistakes to advise my readers.

I believe the many mistakes I made dating have made me an astute observer of the destructive patterns men and women of all sexual orientations engage in. In the thick of things myself, I’ve been able to give advice from an informed, practical, centered place, as the shrinks like to say. Despite my sensitive nature, I’m still a man, and men are pigs, and gay men are especially so. When straight people have sex, there’s usually only one pig in the room; when gay men have sex, there are at least two, and sometimes more. I started and ended a lot of relationships during my 20s, some of which began and ended on the same weekend. A few on the same night. So, I’ve had a lot of experience getting to know new people. And this gave me some insight into the “getting to know you” problems my readers were asking me questions about.
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Hey, Faggot:

My friends and I have been discussing the finer points of dating, courtship, and the proper way of breaking things off. We have some questions.

If you go on one or two dates with someone—dates being prearranged social engagements attended only by the two parties in question—and things don’t work out for whatever reason, do you owe that person a phone call? A written explanation? Lunch? Lunch and a written explanation? Or what? Is it okay to simply not phone them again? What should a person do?

Terry

Hey, T:

Just because someone goes out on a couple of dates does not mean they owe you anything, least of all an explanation, should they decide that they’re not interested in pursuing things further. Communication Queens think the healthy, functional thing to do is call, always call, so as not to leave the dumped party hanging. CQs would also have us believe that someone who neglects to call after one or two dates, thus denying you “closure,” has somehow abused you.

Well, bullshit. Nonverbal communiqués (no phone call=no thanks) are sometimes just as valid as verbal communiqués (“no thanks”=no thanks). And anyone who’s ever gotten a call from a casual date explaining in unnecessary detail just exactly why they don’t want to continue dating knows that thanks-but-no-thanks calls are infinitely more aggravating and, in their own underhanded way, more abusive than simply not hearing from the person again.
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Hey, Faggot:

I’m a 24-year-old male, and I have developed a female platonic harem. They are like stillborn relationships, once promising love, and then delivering friendship. “Let’s just be friends” is a refrain I have heard more than “Stairway to Heaven.” Friends are great, but I still sleep alone in my cold, queen-sized bed. When a member of my harem says “goodnight,” I hear, “No I won’t sleep with you!” Four questions emerge:


	Why does this keep happening to me?

	Should I reject friendship when it feels like denial of what I really want?

	Does each human hair follicle have a limited life span?

	At what stage should I show my desires?



Joe

Hey, Joe:

Four answers emerge:


	I don’t know.

	Yes. If hanging out with these women makes you feel bad (“Doctor, it hurts when I go like this!”), don’t hang out with them (“Don’t go like that”). Why torture yourself? Everyone wants to act like grown-ups after a relationship has ended (or been “stillborn”) and remain friends. But for the person who was rejected (in this case, you), remaining friends can be torture. Who wants to have rejection rubbed in their face every day? Spare yourself. Tell the harem your interests are purely prurient and if they’re not interested in you
 that way, you aren’t interested in them.

	Don’t be cute.

	Right away. Be up-front from the start. If you find someone attractive and want to ask her out, do it. Be casual, nonthreatening, and noncreepy. Try saying “Let’s go out on a date . . .” and then invite her to be up-front with you: “If you’re not interested in dating me, say so. I’m a grownup, I can take it.” If she rejects you, be thankful that she didn’t string you along.
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Hey, Faggot:

Recently, I had rigorous sex with a man I met by chance four months ago. I bypassed the dates-then-sex routine and instead used the vibrations I picked up from him to write a prose-poetry porno fantasy with us as its characters [to get him in bed]. While I’ve expressed agreement to repeat sex, he has not made himself available. So, did I cause his avoidance by:


	Having read my fantasy to him over the phone?

	Expecting vaginal, clitoral and oral satisfaction, although not necessarily in that order, during the same experience?

	Making him think that if he could get an out-of-body (fantasy) and an in-body sex experience with me, surely he could do as well, if not better, with someone else?

	Not living up to his unexpressed expectations?

	Not having said “No” to his vibes and to mine when we first met and the weather was too hot for almost everything except a heady sex trip?



EZ

Hey, EZ:

What part of “No, I don’t want to fuck you again” don’t you understand? Cuz that’s what he’s telling you, girlfriend, loud and clear. As for your checklist:


	He had sex with you after you read him the poem, so it wasn’t your solo-performance fantasy prose-poetry cycle that scared him off, was it?

	Why would you want to have “repeat sex” with a guy reluctant to provide you with both vaginal and clitoral stimulation during an encounter? If this is the reason he walked, the question isn’t, “Why don’t he want more?” but rather, “Why do you?”

	Don’t flatter yourself. Mind-blowingly fabulous sex partners don’t get dumped cuz their lovers are convinced that, if you’re that good, there’s gotta be someone better out there somewhere. C’mon.

	This is a possibility, in no way unique to you or your situation—people get dumped every day for not living up to “unexpressed expectations.”

	Maybe it wasn’t the sex that turned him off, maybe it was the conversation. You hit on him, he fucked you, and then he decided he didn’t wanna fuck you again. It happens. Maybe he didn’t like the way your spit tastes, or your apartment looks, or maybe you scared the shit out of him. Find a new muse.
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Hey, Faggot:

Most of the sexual experiences I’ve had have been initiated by the woman. When I meet someone and I start to groove on them and we hang out and this and that, I have a hard time making a move. I just don’t know when to do it. I’ve had women tell me after the fact that they felt I didn’t like them, and were hurt that I didn’t make a move. I’d like a little guidance in the fine art of seduction.

Waiting to Unleash My Hormones

Hey, WTUMH:

When you feel that groove kick in, when you get that love-is-in-the-air buzz, make your move.

By “move” I do
 not mean grab her ass, lunge for her tits, stick your tongue in her mouth, or drop your pants. No, the moves are telling her how you’re feeling, and inquiring as to whether the feelings are mutual. Ask, and ask sexy. Say, “Can I kiss you?” or “I’m feeling like we oughta take off all our clothes, grind our genitals together for twenty or so minutes, then hop in the shower for a rinse and some cunnilingus, then jump back in bed, eat some Ben & Jerry’s Cherry Garcia and then maybe have another go at it. How are you feeling?”

That people being “good” at seduction means never having to use words is bullshit. Unexpected kisses usually (not always) backfire, while a smoldering “Can I kiss you?” is just as sexy as a sudden kiss, a hell of a lot safer, and you don’t have to wait till you’re positive you’ve got a groove going on to make your move. Since it’s only a question and not a kiss, you can ask when you merely suspect.
 Ask! Women who want it will say, “Yes! Kiss me already, you asshole!” The ones who don’t will say, “Not yet,” or “Never.”
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Hey, Faggot:

I’m a twenty-eight-year-old breeder female. About two years ago, I went through an extended painful breakup with my live-in lover of five years. For the last year I’ve been dating half-heartedly and recovering from the breakup.

A few months ago, I found a great three-bedroom apartment and moved into it with two men. One, “Oscar,” is the ex–best friend of my ex-lover.

One night, Oscar and I confessed our mutual attraction and became lovers. We’re both very happy, but I have a number of concerns. I’m uneasy about our romance beginning in a roommate situation. Who, if anyone, should tell my ex about Oscar and me? It’s certain to be a shock. How do you date someone you live with? Will I miss out on romance? Should I move out?

Double Bunking

Hey, DB:

Let your ex find out about you and Oscar the usual way; through the grapevine. It’s not really any of his business who you’re dating these days, even if you’re boffing his ex–best friend. If you’re uncomfortable dating someone you live with, move.
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Hey, Faggot:

I’m not some drooling troll scamming on every waiter or bartender I meet. I’m a nice, stable, better-than-average-looking guy who is infatuated and clueless how to proceed: There’s a guy I encounter in a context where I am a customer of his. For the sake of discussion, say it’s a restaurant I go to frequently, but it could be a store where I shop or some other place where there’s a degree of interaction but not much opportunity to develop anything further. He’s friendly when I see him, but that’s how he seems to be with most customers. This guy is very attractive and probably gets hit on by other customers a lot.

So, what’s a boy to do? Wait, hoping I’ll encounter him in some non-business situation? Seems too passive. Plunge forward with a dinner invitation? Too aggressive, and I’d probably throw up first out of nerves. Any suggestions?

Dateless

Hey, D:

If the guy’s really hot and works in a public place frequented by fags, he doubtless gets hit on all the time. So hit on him. If he’s into you, you’ve scored. If he ain’t, I’m sure he’s gotten very good at politely passing on passes from guys he’s not into. Invite him to dinner. Pass him your phone number. Send him flowers. Shit or get off the pot. Don’t be one of those pathetic chicken-shit fags so terrified of rejection he never makes a pass at a guy.
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Hey, Faggot:

As far as I know, I’m straight. I haven’t had anything I could call a crush on a man, but I have had problems in my relationships with women. I usually wind up with women I’m not really attracted to, or develop crushes on lesbians, women who are married or otherwise occupied with other men. Often the more impossible the possibility, the more worked up I get—almost like I want to keep myself occupied wanting rather than having. And sometimes I get hot flashes when I’m sitting next to gay men on the bus and in other close situations.

So what do you think: am I a neurotic whose fear and lack of confidence drives him to wonder if he’s gay rather than deal with women, or am I a closet queer, too afraid to make any moves?

Queer?

Hey, Q:

Just because you’re an inept heterosexual, it doesn’t automatically follow that you’re queer. Homosexuality is not a consolation prize. You may have some bisexual impulses, hence your hot flashes on the bus, or maybe you have Multiple Chemical Sensitivity and the gay men you’re sitting next to are wearing too much cologne. Who knows? But if your primary sexual interest is women, you’re straight no matter how often you strike out with the chicks.

You do sound like you have some, forgive me, “intimacy issues.” Pursuing women you can’t have is a bad sign, and while crushing out on dykes is understandable—lesbians are so cool—it’s kinda pointless. Find a girl you’re attracted to and hit on her.
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Hey, Faggot:

I’m a 20s breederish kinda woman and I’ve got a dilemma. I’ve been having these pretty intense wet dream kinda deals about a friend of mine. I also lust after her during the waking hours, so I know it’s not just a passing thing. I have, on a couple of occasions, had sex with women. Pretty recently, in fact. The problem is, on all of these occasions, I was intoxicated. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to do it, but rather, I was too shy. Alcohol reduces inhibitions, but it also decreases sensitivity. So, what should I do? I’d like for things to get more interesting with her (I believe she’s receptive), but don’t know how to go about it without the use of chemicals. Any suggestions? I suppose this disqualifies me from the “breeder” category, doesn’t it?

Kinda Shy

Hey, Kinda Shy:

You lust after women, have wet dreams about women, and have sex with women. Yeah, I’d say that pretty much disqualifies you from the breeder category.

On to your problem: you’re usually sloshed when you have sex with girls, and it “decreases sensitivity, among other things.” So don’t get drunk. But when you’re not smashed, you don’t have the guts to hit on girls. Hm. What to do? Get drunk, hit on girls, but have sex with them later, when you’re sober. Get smashed, tell your friend you want to bang her lights out—but not tonight. Tonight you’ve got to iron dust ruffles. “But here’s my phone number, call me tomorrow and we’ll fuck.” Then go for it clean and sober.
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Hey, Faggot:

Women like me as a friend. I’m not good-looking at all, I don’t expect to get laid much and I don’t even try. I’m not crying poor me, my point is this: All I really want is pussy. But I just want to eat it and nothing else. I don’t have to be loved, I don’t have to be touched, all I want is to eat some of the women in my life. I like and respect the women that I know and they like and respect me, but I have no interest in fucking or any commitment beyond friendship. I am a good listener and I can take direction when it comes to eating pussy. After all, especially in this area, women know best. My question is, am I twisted? Should I seek psychiatric help because this is all I really like to do sexually? And is this something that any woman in her right mind would be interested in? Would it be a mistake to even approach a woman I know and appreciate with such a proposition?

Dinner Date

Hey, DD:

It’s one thing to honestly assess your looks and quite another to disqualify yourself from romance because you think you’re too unattractive for anyone to love. So you’re not good-looking, so you’re ugly, even; there are plenty of ugly women running around out there with pussies that deserve attention.

Take out a personal ad. Tell ’em you’re average- to below-average-looking and seeking same; and be explicit—tell ’em what you really want. If you get an answer, exchange photos before you meet face-to-face and then, if she’s still interested, you can meet for “dinner.”
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Hey, Faggot:

Please explain to your male readers—both het and bisexual—that women, at least my friends, go to “gay bars” to avoid being hit on, cruised, or harassed by men. “Gay bars” offer women a place to relax, socialize, or just get drunk without having to worry about the above behaviors.

Let Women Relax

Hey, LWR:

Unfortunately for you, bubaleh, straight boys have caught on to straight girls hanging out in gay bars. As a breeder boy put it to me, “It’s easier approaching straight women in gay bars. They’re not so defensive. And they’re usually drunker than they would be in a straight bar.”

Since we can’t keep straight boys out of queer bars any more than we can keep straight girls out, resign yourselves to brushing off the occasional sloppy-drunk breeder boy prowling the queer bars.

But, hey: few straight boys are brave enough to venture into dyke bars, so you might try hanging out with the lesbians. You’ll be able to kick back and relax without fear of unwanted attention from stray breeder boys. Of course, you still run the risk of being approached, but at least it will be sisters hitting, cruising, and harassing.
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Hey, Faggot:

A couple of weeks ago you got a letter from a woman who said that she and her friends go to gay bars to get away from men who hit on them. Why is it that women who complain about men being too aggressive are the same women who go to places that have reps for being “meat markets”?


News flash, ladies! Men go to “meat markets” to get laid. That is the number one priority for 80 percent of the guys who go out on weekends. We don’t want to dance with you—note the guys on the dance floor who just go through the motions—and we definitely don’t buy you all those drinks just to be nice people. If you go to these types of clubs, we rightfully assume you’re looking to get fucked. If this is not your reason for being in the club, then you deserve to be harassed and hit on.

This is what it boils down to. If you’re not at a meat market to put out for guys then you have no business being there. And we don’t go to meat markets to buy drinks for dick teasers. I would rather be in a club with 200 men and 15 women who want to put out than in a club filled with women who don’t put out.

Put Out

Hey, PO:

Sometimes I wonder why women even talk to men. But since my experiences in “breeder meat markets” are limited, I won’t comment on your observations. But I’ll happily print replies from any “dick teasers” who’d like to respond to Prince Charming’s letter.

 

Hey, Put Out:

Women go out to clubs to have fun, maybe meet some interesting people, maybe dance, maybe fuck. But we are out to have what
 we say is a fun time—“fun” means not getting hit on by immature, maladjusted dick heads who can’t take no for an answer. We are in the clubs for our good time. If that jibes with your good time, fine; if it doesn’t, get over it.

 

Hey, Put Out:

I’m a breeder female, and it seems I’ve concealed my true motives for going to bars—it wasn’t that I wanted to drink a beer, dance to groovy tunes, or meet up with my friends. I was really scheming to attract an outstanding specimen of manhood like our buddy Put Out, only to cynically deny him the strings-free sex I had so obviously promised by sitting on a bar stool ignoring him!

“Put Out” isn’t getting any because many women can smell a rape-minded sociopath from across the room.

 

Hey, Put Out:

Women never “deserve” to be harassed or hit on. But I certainly can understand your frustration. I’ve gone to “meat market” bars—to hang out, meet my friends, listen to music—and met women who flirted with me. Some even initiated the flirt, let me buy them drinks all night and then, at closing time, said “bye bye” and walked right out of the bar. When I asked for their phone numbers, they tell me they’re not interested, “have a boyfriend,” or worse yet, give me an incorrect number. “Put Out” should be called on his bullshit, but so should women who treat men like walking bar tabs. Disrespect is a two-way street.

 

Hey, Put Out:

Clubs are places where women and men go to socialize and have fun. If you are frustrated by women who, for some unfathomable reason, won’t put out for you rockhead Romeos in exchange for a dance or a drink, why don’t you save yourself the time and trouble and go to a whorehouse? Though you may find the women there a bit more expensive than the one-drink fucks you seek at clubs, at least you know your time and trouble will be well spent. At a whorehouse you won’t have to worry about running into “dick teasers.”

 

Hey, Put Out:

Why not cut the bullshit games and just walk up to a woman and say, “Hey, wanna fuck me?” If she doesn’t, then you won’t be out drink money or time wasted. Good luck, sporto, you’re going to need it.

 

Hey, Put Out:

Women buy men drinks all the time; where have you been?

 

Hey, Put Out:

You definitely sound like a jerk, but I do have to agree with your basic point: There are a lot of women out there who are teases. But as a woman who does put out and isn’t a tease, I’d like to point out that you miss the point too: you sound like the kind of jerk who thinks that because a woman is out cruising, she’s obligated to immediately spread her legs for anyone who asks. Well, Prince Charming, if you hit on me in some meat rack and I say, “No, thank you,” it’s not because I don’t put out. Maybe it’s because you’re too ugly, or you have b.o., or I don’t like your shoes, or maybe it’s just that your macho, straight-boy attitude is a turnoff.

 

Hey, Put Out:

A woman lets you buy her a drink because you might be someone she’d like. Anywhere along the line she can change her mind, just like you can—after the first drink, or the last dance, or after she takes her clothes off. If she changes her mind, you might understandably be disappointed. But she does not owe you anything. Your dick, your arrogance, and your tiny brain entitle you to exactly nothing. And why would you even want to fuck someone who has decided, for whatever reason, that she’s not interested in you?

 

Hey, Put Out:

No one likes to go out to a club and get pestered, pawed, and annoyed by some alcohol/hormone-intoxicated lout. Even worse is when the lout cannot take a hint, subtle or otherwise—this goes for women as well as men. So I’m going to give you guys (and gals) a few hints:


	Drunk sex is not great sex. Ninety percent of sex is brain chemistry. Excessive alcohol is chemical castration. And these days, sex is dangerous. Pound several double ’kazes into yourself and your quarry and have drunk sex with someone you barely know? Thanks, but I’d rather play Russian Roulette with an automatic. 

	Ladies, all good bartenders know that if women stop coming to the club, guys won’t come, and they won’t make money. Bartenders, doormen, and wait staff are your friends! If someone doesn’t take the hint and is becoming annoying,
 tell them.

	Look “please” and “thank you” up in the dictionary. Guys: She wants an animal in the bedroom, not in public.

	No pressure. A 5- or 10-minute flirt with name-catching and a quick exit will get you much further than hanging around like a vulture, shelling out cash for drinks. It also leaves you free to meet other people.

	It never hurt to ask for or offer a phone number. If she doesn’t want it or give it, no sweat. Either she’s involved, there’s no real spark, or she just don’t wanna. So what? If you do get a number—this is important—
relax. She may not sleep with you now or ever, but you are a contender.

	Be honest! If things progress and all you want is sex, tell her! Maybe that’s what she wants. If it doesn’t mesh, it doesn’t. Maybe she has friends who just wanna fuck.
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Hey, Faggot:

I am writing you about an honest problem that may sound trite, but feels serious to me.

I’m a het male who wants a real relationship with a good woman, but instead always winds up in short-lived flings. Women pull me into bed quickly and eventually reveal their true insane selves. I blow off many right from the start, because I can tell it will go nowhere. Inevitably, though, loneliness or lust—a seemingly inexorable desire to help a sexy woman climax—delivers me yet another hollow intimacy. It was originally exciting, but after many years I’m tired and want more. How do I break my wanton ways?

A Man Who Loves Women

Hey, AMWLW:

Let me see if I follow: you break up with just about every woman you date before the relationship has a chance to go anywhere because you “know from the start it will go nowhere”? Have you ever heard of “self-fulfilling prophecies”? If you make up your mind in advance that something, anything—a job, an affair, a marriage, a blow job—isn’t going to work, it usually doesn’t.

For someone who signs letters “The Man Who Loves Women,” it doesn’t sound as if you like women very much. What you’re perceiving as “insanity” is probably a reaction to the resentment you’re carrying into every new relationship. You’ve been burned by women in the past, so what? It happens. We get burnt, we burn others. If you can’t give each new girlfriend the benefit of the doubt—if you can’t see your way clear to holding her blameless for the actions of your previous girlfriends—you have no business entering into new relationships. Until you change your attitude, no relationship of yours will survive for long.
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Hey, Faggot:

I am a friendly, happy guy in my late twenties blessed with classic Hollywood looks. I get a lot of attention from gay men, who are always charming and often flirtatious. I don’t mind this at all and find it flattering, but I am as het as they come.

My problem is that I see plenty of lovely women, and sometimes they seem interested, but they nearly always look away quickly, shutting off any possibility of a conversation. I’m not talking about drunken meat markets; I mean in the Laundromats, cafes, and day-to-day places where romance might begin naturally. The closest thing I’ve seen to anything like that is my casual encounters with gay men! Where is the passion, the spontaneity and the sense of possibility in the breeder community?

Is it that het women are so pissed off, cynical or jaded that they can’t open themselves up for romance? I know there is some passion out there, but what prevents them from acting upon it? And I don’t buy the dreaded AIDS argument, because gay men have a lot more to worry about and from what I’ve seen, they have no such problems. In fact, the entire gay community seems more relaxed about sex! Why can’t straight women be more like gay men?

Hollywood

Hey, Hollywood:

Sometimes I feel sorry for straight guys. You’re socialized or programmed to be sluts, but the objects of straight guy desire—straight women—are either socialized or programmed to not be sluts. Whose brilliant idea was it to wire men and women in such a way as to render them sexually incompatible?

This is just one of the many reasons I’m so glad I’m queer. The objects of my desire—men—are wired just like I am: we’re all guys, we gay-boys, and we
 understand each other. So, Hollywood, the reason straight women don’t behave like gay men probably has something to do with the fact that straight women aren’t men. Gay men are men like straight men, and our willingness to throw ourselves at complete strangers, which you so rightly admire, is in a lot of ways peculiar to our sex—it’s something gay men and straight men share.

So why don’t women act like men? First, they’re not men. Second, for most of human history, heterosexual sex has had much graver consequences for women than for men: children. The man can shoot and walk away, the woman is stuck with a kid for the next fifteen or twenty years. There’s also the little issue of what slimy shits so many straight men are. Even without the threat of getting preggers, women have to worry about harassment, physical violence, and rape. Those women who aren’t receptive to your pickup lines in the supermarket have probably been hassled (or worse) by guys they’ve met in similar “innocent” circumstances.

Most women I know prefer to meet men through friends or at work—they want some small assurance that the guy they’re thinking about dating isn’t a psycho killer, a rapist, a sociopath, a misogynist pig, a frat boy or a Republican. They want references. Sure, women are passionate—all the women I know like sex—but most are afraid that by being “spontaneous,” and going with their “sense of possibility,” they’ll be opening themselves up to the very real “possibility” of being “spontaneously” raped.

And, straight boys, consider this: straight women might be more like gay men if straight sex was more like gay sex. Right now, straight sex means vaginal intercourse. Well, women might be more into casual sex if het sex didn’t mean she had to get fucked. To be penetrated is to assume most of the risk, not just of pregnancy and disease, but the psychic risk as well. Letting another person in your body is sometimes as big a mind-fuck as it is a body-fuck, and not something everyone can be casual about. This isn’t the way gay sex works. When a guy goes to bed with a guy, penetration is never assumed. It has to be agreed to, and very often, isn’t even on the menu. And, unlike most breeder sex, both the participants in gay sex have most likely been penetrated themselves, so both understand why someone might not want to for some reason, and are willing to “settle” for hand jobs or head instead.

Most straight boys are not willing to “settle” for a hand job. So long as women are expected to get fucked every time they go to bed with a straight boy, so long as vaginal intercourse is a given, women will remain less likely to hop in the sack as indiscriminately as men do—gay and straight. If straights could define “sex” to include acts that don’t require penetration—frottage, mutual masturbation, non-penetrative oral sex (licking under, over and around)—you’d get laid more.
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Hey, Faggot:

Why does gay life suck so much? Irregardless of AIDSphobia, homophobia or whatever, gay men treat each other, mostly, as fantasy sex objects (I too). I’ve been having sex with men exclusively since I was 17. Although I’ve always dreamt of romance with Mr. Stud Muffin (kissing me, holding me in his muscular arms, with his wonderful, muscular legs wrapped around me), I have nearly always taken cheap sex in lieu of depression and loneliness, which only leads to more emptiness.

At the ripe old age of 37, I’m ready to call it quits. Maybe two men, no matter how “hot” or “horny” they may be for each other, just aren’t meant to be together for more than a few cheap, sexual encounters. I go to the baths, I even worked in one for a month a year or so ago (disgusting: dealing with sheets filled with shit, blood, and who knows what). Yes, hot sex scenes can be fun, but
 lonely, lonely, lonely after you’ve shot your load, pulled
















































































































































	“We’re such good friends; I don’t want to ruin that” is the oldest brush-off line still in circulation. It’s the living dinosaur of brush-off lines, older than Ann Landers, Abigail Van Buren and Isadora Alman
 combined! Take the hint! He was trying to be nice—he doesn’t want to be your lover, not for fear of losing your friendship but because he isn’t, for whatever reason, attracted to you anymore. Learn to read between the lines, divine those hidden meanings.

	Fill in the Blank: “I’ve been burned by (Pick one: Men, Women, Theater Critics, Sheep, Waiters, Advice Columnists, Crazed Subway Bombers, Presidential Candidates, All of the Above) before, so I’m a little gun-shy.” What is that, class?
 That is the second oldest brush-off line in the world. Woo! Woo! Here comes the clue train! All aboard!

	He talks to you about other women? Hasn’t he been “burnt by women before”? Hello?

	Mixed signals? Oh, please: he isn’t sending you mixed signals, you’re just reading them into his actions. It’s called “wishful thinking.”

	Just because he’s one of the greatest lays you’ve ever had doesn’t mean you’re the greatest lay he’s ever had.

	Boundaries are wonderful things, and your willingness to confront your own boundary issues is commendable. While we’re on the subject, I respectfully suggest you expand your “boundaries” so that the ability to take a hint falls somewhere within them.

	Do yourself the favor of staying away from him until his hold on you is broken. Masturbate about someone or something else, and hang out with friends you don’t want to fuck.
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