
Warnings for gore and blood, graphic depictions of injection, and general references to 
domestic violence 
 
He hit a nerve--an electric shock of pain squalling down the meat of my thumb--and I screamed, 
full-throated, loud enough so that we both jumped, with the syringe still skewered into the side of 
my hand.  
 
“DON’T DO THAT,” John snapped---John, usually so soft-spoken and measured. “I THOUGHT I 
WAS KILLING YOU.” 
 
I used to try to be stoic. It’s hard to be stoic enough to keep pace with your much older, two and 
a half tour heavy combat Vietnam vet butch Marine criminal boyfriend, but I did my best. I felt 
like it was the least I could do when I couldn’t even get myself off.  
 
Me, Caty the feminist harm reductionist, who could sing the praises of autonomy all day long but 
whose shitty hand-eye coordination left her dependent on a man to inject her, just like the most 
wretched junkie domestic abuse victim.  
 
Not that what John and I had was anything like the water shots and lies I saw dopefiends dole 
out to their poor needy skinny wives at the SRO John and I met in years and years ago.  
 
John and I might be worlds different---me, the 29 year old activist/escort/writer/dilettante, the 
pretentious 7 sisters dropout, and him, the steady 62 year old dealer born in a New York City 
neighborhood you only got out of in a uniform or a box, but we worked. He was my street 
mentor, my running partner, my lover of seven years and counting. He’d get me off first while he 
was still sick, he’d hold my arm gently in his big rough arthritic palm while he bent over me, 
scrutinizing the needle’s movements studiously. That ritual junkie couples sang paeans to, 
which seemed like bullshit when it was about anyone else--that intimacy when he injected me, 
gifting me with that pleasure, more solid than any sexual connection--that all seemed so real 
between us.  
 
So it was the least I could do to be stoic for him. But I wasn’t fucking trying to be stoic anymore 
right now.  
 
The sodden smell of blood filled our bathroom as the hot sun hit the tiles and the wooden 
counter. We’d been at this for at least a half an hour.  I felt like his human pincushion, bleeding 
from half a dozen different places on my swollen hands. The amazing veinless woman! I used to 
joke with him bitterly. Except that the dripping of dark purplish venous blood from six different 
open wounds made a mockery of that--I had veins, all right, and blood to flow through them, 
they just wouldn’t cooperate with him and draw a flag to surge through the syringe.  
 
Time and time again I’d jerk a bit in my seat, following his needle’s progress with my eyes, 
thinking we’d finally gotten it--but no, it was the movement of an air bubble, or the plunger, or 
the blood already in the barrel, which  had seeped in throughout this ordeal, threatening to 



coagulate the entire bundle of dope in the solution at any moment. MotherFUCKER, I kept 
murmuring under my breath. 
 
I wasn’t sick--I’d been on the clinic for a couple of years at this point, but god, the sheer 
frustration. This little death by a thousand fucking cuts had to be worth SOMETHING, had to 
earn me the payoff of an actual hit. 
 
Tying off one arm and then the next, shaking off the pins and needles in one constricted arm 
and then the next. Tying it too loose so then he’d have to retie it for me, because I couldn’t even 
do that right. JUST TRY IT, I kept shrieking at him, everytime I caught sight of what was 
ultimately a false flag. YOU’RE NOT GOING TO BE HAPPY IF I DO, he kept replying, more and 
more frustrated now himself. 
 
Finally, I saw my own hand, in the corner of my eye.  
 
It was the hand that wasn’t currently pinned down to the bathroom counter, stuck with a needle 
that felt torturously dull now.  I saw my hand raised. I saw my hand raised as if to hit him.  
 
I was shocked silent, lowering that offending hand awkwardly. I think maybe he pretended not to 
notice. I don’t remember, but maybe I apologized. I’m pretty sure I wasn’t good enough to walk 
away--I’m pretty sure I sat there until he finally did coax a hit out of my veins, till he finally did 
inject me, whether he ended up missing some or not. 
 
But I stopped doing dope for a year the very next day. It was a miserable, depressive year, full 
of silent days in which I only left the house to go to the clinic, but I did stop.  
 
I never thought, in  all of this fucked up dependency, that it was me I had to be afraid of, this 
whole time.  


