Sex and Cynicism

By Adam Sussman

Authors note: While this piece references Boston several times and landmarks therein, producers wishing to mount a production in a different city should feel free to change the city name, landmarks, and related details to fit their needs.

Lights up. Mostly bare stage. If possible a tall block or platform upstage on which the Narrator is sitting or standing upstage. 

Narrator: 

I think of the stories I’ve heard or read about Stonewall. The rough trade and fierce queens, fed up with the cops ruining their right to party, spontaneously rising up. Clawing and beating with all their might this wall of police officers bearing down on them…and I wonder why the hell that doesn’t happen now. I suppose it’s because most gays today are too fucking lazy-- in bed and out--to make a scene.

I was at a rally at City Hall in Boston right after the elections, protesting the outcome of prop 8. Honestly, I was there mostly to cruise, I figured there might be some hot activist-type guys there I could chat up...And to support the cause, of course.

I was standing in the crowd, watching quietly as a speaker diligently implored us to “get involved.”

And it was then that I saw this sign held aloft by a crazed fundamentalist, that said “Gay Sex Is Sin.” And something about that struck me. I couldn’t hear the speaker anymore I wasn’t aware of the thousand or so people around me --none of them hot activisty guys by the way. I was just pre-occupied with one single thought: gay sex isn’t a sin, but bad gay sex ought to be. And, that if bad gay sex is a sin, then this whole town is living in sin. And this realization made me feel profoundly depressed. 

There was a time when I thought I peaked, sexually speaking, in high school. People may not be aware of this but the late 90’s were a great time to come of age and have really fantastic gay sex. I’m sorry, but I just don’t get these guys who never screwed around with another guy until they were adults. Why go through some awful marriage and several miserable children before hopping into bed with another man, really? 

Enter Dancers 1 and 2. The Dancers might be described with equal accuracy as “movers.” They supply the carnal heat in the piece that the Narrator wants so badly, and they also act contrapuntally at times as the sugar to his vitriol. 
The Dancers take each other in awkwardly and then launch into a frenzied and at times endearingly clumsy sexual dance. 

I had been born before there was a script for how to act like a “gay teen” but in time to know gay guys should wear condoms to protect themselves. It’s was the best of times. There were so few high school guys around who were out, and no internet site to connect us. You never knew when you were going to find another guy to screw around with. So when you did find one you would just…have sex with them! Horny jocks hanging out in locker rooms, sensitive sculptor guys after school working in the art studio, the smokers under the bleachers after practice, I would cruise them all and I racked up sex partners gay, bi, and straight whatever and the sex was awesome! Just touching a hard dick that wasn’t your own was a thrill greater than smoking weed between classes. Every encounter just dripped with possibilities, new acts, new positions, new relationships.

The Dancers freeze mid action, separate and walk downstage in opposite directions. They whip out cell-phones and start texting.

Then something happened after high school. People started acting “GAY” like they were handed a script. Everyone became sassy, well dressed and loved the same repetitive  electronic music. 


And now, years later, the script is just tragic. 

When I meet you, chances are I’ll astound you with how well I know you because I know the script backwards and forwards.

Dancer 1 and 2 turn to face each other again and begin to engage to in flirty, light, courtship dance with each other. Both are oblivious to the Narrator who nevertheless addresses questions to them. 

Let me guess, you work in a restaurant?

No, a hair salon?
Real estate? I thought so.
(Sighs) You’re so hot (pause).

I JUST WANT YOU TO PUSH ME UP AGAINST A WALL AND SHOVE YOUR TONGUE DOWN MY THROAT, but you just want to go on a date. 

Fine. 

We meet and see a movie first: something stupid. You like Kate Hudson, and Sandra Bullock, and Rene Zellwiger. I mention Helen Mirren…
Dancers are still oblivious to Narrator.

Or Anna Farris…

Still oblivious.

Or hell, even Clive Owen and I get blank stares.

I just want to suck you dry, but we have to play along with the script and go to some over-priced restaurant where you bore me by talking music: Madonna, Beyonce, and Lady Gaga, cause you’ve got such eclectic tastes. The closest thing to rock and roll you’ll ever listen to is Coldplay and that makes me die a little inside. You go on and on and on about these divas but I’m not listening because I don’t care. It’s all there in the script, and I’m tired of the dialogue.

And all I want is for you to pounce on me the moment we get in your car, but we go for a post-dinner drink first at some chic spot where nobody makes eye contact and vodka tonics cost $15. And if we finally get to your place I’ll notice it looks like it came right out of a catalogue, all nice and orderly with no personal touches because, well, you have no individual personality.  

Dancer 1 and 2 abruptly shift from their courtship dance to a mechanical array of sexual acts and posses.

And if we get naked you’ll want me to fuck you and I’ll want you to fuck me but we’ll give it a go anyway. And you’ll have sex like you’ve seen in a hundred pornos.

You’ll know the motions but not the passions, everything will be ordered: kissing, shirts off, pants off, jerking, mutual blowjobs, well mutual in name only. I’ll work hard: I’ll suck and hum and jerk you and you’ll just sit there. And then you’ll go down on me with absolutely no enthusiasm. It’ll feel like my dick just walked into some large and humid room, and that’s about it. 

It won’t be worth taking this farther. 
Exit Dancers

It’s clear you wouldn’t have the passion for a serious session. I’ve just gone on a date with a series of brands, someone with no sense of curiosity at all, who is in a word lazy. And HERE lies the heart of the issue: good gay sex, or lack thereof. If you’re lazy in the head you’re going to be lazy in bed. 

(Pause) 

And if by some miracle we DO have an amazing conversation over dinner, and I CAN’T describe you in just one sentence, and you do bring me home and fuck me within an inch of my life, I’m SURE I’ll never hear from you again. And good riddance.

I have a hard time believing that no one else sees this epidemic of gay men’s bed death, but then again maybe gay guys are just too busy watching Glee to notice. But if people just looked at how they go about getting laid today they’d realize how lazy they’ve become. 

Everyone I know is getting their sex custom ordered from the internet. It’s the remotest possible foreplay possible. Two people sitting at their computers staring at still photos, taken years before, typing letters not even words. 

Yo, h u doin?

K, u?

Bored, horned.

Me 2.

U hung?

8.5 c u?

Same. 

Where u at?

That’s not seduction, that’s not sexy! That’s lazy, scripted, boring flirting. 

There was a time in college when I volunteered to hand out condoms in the Fens. I would tell my friends about it and they would recoil in horror. “The Fens? The sex park? That place is so nasty.” And these same friends were and still are online nightly looking for action. 

For all the bad reputation of the Fens, and cruising grounds everywhere, nobody can deny the passion of the cruisers. It may have it’s own script, but it’s an epic romance.

Enter Dancer 1

You’re alone in the park by a thicket of reeds with footpaths making a labyrinth inside. Who will come around the corner next, a troll, a Daddy, some hot young thing? 

Enter Dancer 2, as Narrator describes scene the two dancers engage in an intense, hot, sexual scene.

You turn slowly to him and he turns slowly to face you. You smile and take a small step forward, he takes a commanding stride to match as you come face to face. Your bodies are frozen for a moment looking at each other close up. You take in each other’s scent: sweat and adrenaline, and maybe even a hint of nicotine. [The dancers then start to get physical] Slowly a hand moves from his side and makes it’s way down the small of your back, feeling up your ass. He slaps it and you like it. You let your hand brush up against his crotch and feel him bursting to come out.  You kiss, your lips first grazing against each other and then pressed together, trying to devour each other. You turn and let your hand fall into his as you lead him down a reed path to an alcove. The night suddenly filled with intoxicating sexual possibility and the promise of fucking and law breaking. 

I mean you wouldn’t catch me dead in the Fens, I’m not an exhibitionist and the last time I was there the guys were a real freakshow, but I’m glad the cruisers are still in the Fens. 


Exit dancers.

These guys don’t think it’s obsolete to fuck people who they meet in person. They’re refusing to let sex become another consumer brand, monetized and technologized. (Pause) Maybe boredom is the price of progress. But I worry that our refusal to hold onto the unscripted characters--the radicals, the wierdos, the rebels-- affects our sex lives badly. It’s like we’ve decided to make a false choice between being outlaws or having in-laws, and the outlaws are being run out of town.
Which brings me back to that protest, the sea of seething yet well-behaved gays, while in our midst’s stood a man with a sign letting us know our sex was sending us to hell, and me realizing-- quite existentially-- that hell is really bad sex with other people. 

But I didn’t have this realization out of nowhere. I had it standing there in the plaza of city hall, one in a crowd of scripted guys politely listening.

Dancers enter and start fighting intensely throughout the Narrator’s last passage.

I think of the stories I’ve heard or read about Stonewall. This image of rough trade and fierce queens, fed up with the cops ruining their right to party, spontaneously rising up. Clawing and beating with all their might this wall of blue, this crush of police officers bearing down on them

And looking back on those queens on the front line I can only think one thing: damn, those guys must have been dynamite in bed. 

The Dancers shift on a dime from fighting into a long, passionate, time-stopping kiss. The Narrator gets off his platform, walks by the kissing couple, gives them an envious stare, and walks off-stage. Blackout. 
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