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EDITOR’S STATEMENT (Will Fabro)




GENTRIFYING THIS GHETTO 

It has been remarked, jokingly and with reason, that both the artistic and gay communities are catalysts for gentrification. Displaced from more “desirable” areas due to the demands of real estate, economy, or cultural hegemony, both marginalized camps flee to less trodden, “off the map” areas which then become bustling sites of diversity, of creative expression. A sense of renewed opportunity. After a few years, this opens the door for the dominant culture to swoop in, displacing them once again to further-flung territories along with the neighborhood’s original denizens. Vicious cycle.

I can look out my window and see this at play: stroller-pushing Puerto Rican families walking past the new gourmet coffee shop, chainsmoking white hipsters on the patio with their Macs and silly hair. Homeboys order their chicken wings from hole-in-the-wall Chinese joints while down the block there are spindly young men who look like they’re competing for a fashion-related reality show, heading from the organic market to their lofts two blocks away, groceries in one hand and art supplies in the other. On the street you can hear salsa music blaring out of the windows of one apartment, and across  the way thrash metal competes to be heard. A car with its windows down speeds by, blasting reggaeton that still sounds clear three blocks away. When I walk into my corner deli, the Saudi gentleman automatically reaches for my brand of cigarettes and asks me about the rise of Islam in the Philippines and have I ever been? Yes, I say, I still have family there.

Completely ignoring the troubling race and class issues that spring forth from gentrification, the neighborhood feels right. Like home.

Writing gay fiction is a double-edged sword—on one hand you can almost guarantee a built-in audience of devoted and passionate readers; on the other, you run the risk of being assigned to a niche, of permanently residing in the “gay ghetto.” You can write sexually frank provocations, or create more traditional pieces of literary craft, or concoct genteel Boyfriend Stories, but you will be stamped as a “gay writer” rather than simply a “writer,” thereby necessitating a marginalization from the mainstream literary community.

Certainly there are gay writers like Edmund White and Michael Cunningham who have rightfully staked a place in the upper echelon of American literature. There are bonafide cultural phenomena like Davids Rakoff and Sedaris. And then you have writers like Dennis Cooper and Kevin Killian, whose uncompromising work makes them less palatable to the culture at-large, yet they are nevertheless revered as paragons of iconoclasm and daring.

The writers featured in this anthology benefit greatly from the influence and trailblazing of the above authors, and many more. The editor Don Weise (of the now-defunct Carroll & Graf) approached Blair Mastbaum and me with this project, under the idea that it would portray a new sense of the gay male voice—specifically the young. Mr. Weise should be commended for his dedication to the cause; after a feverish period in the 1980s in which gay and lesbian writers cultivated both a sense of community and an audience, much of these inroads would come to be decimated by AIDS. Since then, Mr. Weise has been at the forefront of reawakening that sense of community, of fostering the notion that gay fiction is not only alive and well, but exciting and new. Blair and I thank him, and also Greg Jones of Running Press for continuing with the project.

What inspires about the writing contained in this anthology is in how the aspect of sexuality is attacked, deconstructed, manipulated, or even dismissed. Gay sexuality here is not an internal struggle; the coming-out narrative, a necessary and important archetype of gay fiction for the past thirty-something years, is almost a relic to these writers. It is instead a matter of fact: wildly external and exuberant, sometimes a banal secondary issue, at other times barely acknowledged or even existent, and in a few cases so confrontational as to rub your face in its flesh, hair, and musk.

If the original intent was to have an anthology that would showcase a predominant voice of young gay men,  the stories contained here bristle at any such reductivism. Because there is in fact no singular voice, no homogenous mindset. There are myriad voices portraying a tale of fractured community: herein are stories of domestic longing, sexual violence, provocative confession, spite and redemption. The protagonists are alternately beautiful and ugly, intelligent and inarticulate, contemptible and lovable—sometimes within the same story. In short, this collection of writers are relaying tales of humanity in all their various colors and contradictions. And for all their dissimilarity, they are brought together under this umbrella of “gay fiction.” If they must be ghettoized, they are at least working with maximum vibrancy and passion in an area that allows it, displaced as they are.

In your hands is a goddamn rainbow, and the view from my window looks pretty good.

—Will Fabro Brooklyn, NY





EDITOR’S STATEMENT (Blair Mastbaum)

Sadness, a snowstorm, a gleaming gun, quiet New York streets, a pickup truck, a beach holiday with Brad Pitt, a dead ex-boyfriend, a teacher’s inner voice, a porn shoot, a climbing monkey boy, a sonic adventure, a buck in Manhattan, an eco-terrorist, a dead mother on a psychic hotline, thug rape, domestic unhappiness, a Pabst tall boy, a pervert, New Year’s Eve, the Puente Hills Mall, real estate, a ghost, a laundry room, an abandoned KOA campground in the swamp.

The only thing that seems to make today’s homo writing similar is its dissimilarity. I have nothing in common with most of these people, or these experiences. And these stories surely don’t portray some happy group. To me, they’re all about searching, and not always finding, some basic things like love and sex and food and money and a sense of belonging. But they’re also about running away from things, hiding, dodging intimacy and domesticity.

I hope you like these works of fiction. They most certainly illuminate what it’s like today to be a young and gay and passionate about expressing experiences in the written form, and I think that’s pretty rad.

—Blair Mastbaum Portland, Oregon






MR. MIGS MAKES ME CRAZY

by Miek Coccia

Mr. Migs drinks 40s and likes to climb things. Any things. I have a picture of him sitting wedged at the top of the hallway, his head pressed up against the ceiling, smiling down at me. He was bored he said, Just Bored, and so he went up there to—he doesn’t finish the sentence, just smiles instead. Crazy he is, I call him Crazy Migs but not to his face. He makes me crazy too. I snap a picture with my cell phone and tell him to come back down, come to bed, it’s time.

He makes me crazy when he’s near, but mostly when he’s away; away so much it makes me crazy. Gets me crazy looking for him online when he’s gone—Gmail, MySpace, Yahoo, and AIM, looking for a signal he’s out there able to see me, signed in, all by himself and not keggin’ it up with friends, climbing over fences for the fuck of it, hiding in some tree. I wish I could call but he doesn’t have a cell phone, doesn’t let me call his house cuz his mom doesn’t even know he likes boys.

Oh Migs u make me crazy u do.

I met Mr. Migs on Craigslist. He had just quit his job, his UPS job, and was looking to make some quick easy cash. He wouldn’t have sex for money though, he was very strict about that but I thought he was just trying to avoid the law, in case those Internet cops you always hear  about were around, how embarrassing to tell his mother. He’d only have sex if he was attracted to you he said, and he wasn’t attracted to 40 yr old men he said, but if you wanted to pay him to have dinner or sit around or something that’d be cool with him, that’s what he said, it’d be cool. I’m only 26 so I sent him an e-mail, two e-mails, tried to figure out what the ad was really trying to say. His pics were way cute and I’m sooo into 19yo’s, I’d let him name the price, and just hope it was under 200, 200 is my maximum, though I could maybe spend a little more if he was willing to sleep over, let me rub his tummy to sleep sleep. He was that cute, that 19.

 

 

Mr. Migs hasn’t messaged me for two days now; it’s been four since I’ve seen his sweet face, at the diner where we meet cuz I don’t have a buzzer, his big bright smile saying “I can’t believe you waited for me” over and over, after he fell asleep on the subway, four o’clock in the morning and who remembers how many bottles of wine, the cheapest thing he could buy with his unemployed wallet, all his friends and their unemployed wallets, stealing money from their mothers. I love it. He woke up in Coney Island.

“I can’t believe you waited for me,” he said, he was thinking all the way from Coney how to break into my apt, he wasn’t gonna take the train so far back home so he decided he’d kick the front door to my building in, go out the back and knock on my window, crawl in my window if I didn’t wake up, break through my window if it was locked, steal some money from his mother to replace it. But I waited for him. “I can’t believe you waited for me.” And then he says it again, and I kiss him while we’re walking under the BQE. It was kinda romantic, I thought he might think it was romantic. When we got back I showed him how to break in without breaking anything . . . the basement door is always unlocked.

But that was four days ago, him so proud of me, my waiting for him, and his holding my hand on the subway to work in the morning.

Four days and he’s in and out and two days with no message now, but I see his MySpace, his AIM, and his Gmail online. I know every minute he’s been online and off, I’ve read his Away messages and know where he’s been, though “MMMM Donuts . . .” took six hours, how many donuts can one person eat? And he’s online now but it’s been 12 minutes and he hasn’t msg’d me.

I get a bit pissed, but I won’t send him another message, I won’t chase after him, pathetic me won’t go crazy push him away, I always scare them away I know but not this Mr. Migs cuz he’s one to hold on to I know that, so this time I know I’ll do better, won’t scare him away no.

But it’s just so hard to pretend not to like him so much as I do, to not send him an e-mail an IM a profile comment at every hour gone by that I miss him, wonder when I’ll get to see him again, hold his head in my lap while we watch the next stupid movie On Demand.

And I know this, I know, but it’s just so hard. It’s not  like we have anything to talk about anyway. But I love so much to listen to him, to listen to 40s and climbing things and all those things he talks about so well, fascinates me with, I want so much I wish so much I got to videotape him.

 

 

Mr. Migs makes me crazy cuz I shouldn’t like him to begin with. We have less than zero things in common, I know this, we have nothing to do with each other’s lives, the way we are and the way we do things. But we want to, we want so hard to be each other. Does he want to be me? I want to be him I think. I love the way he has nothing to do with gay culture, hangs out with breeders all the time and gets in fights, starts fights cuz he doesn’t like someone’s shoes or something. I wish I was tough like that, young like that. I wish I knew how to climb things. And he tells stories so well without sounding stupid. I always sound so stupid, I always wonder if he thinks I’m stupid. Christ. Christ, he’s only 19.

The first night we met we met at the diner, estimating the time it would take him from Fresh Meadows, the only thing open near the subway; I’d buy him dinner I said, like the ad said. I got to the diner at 2:20 like he said, walked in but didn’t see him, that boy in the pictures, and I got scared for a moment I was throwing my money away, to some cute boy who wasn’t so cute anymore, so not cute that I couldn’t even recognize him, cuz that happens sometimes with these Craigslist boys. I  went to the counter to buy some tobacco and when I stepped around Mr. Migs was there, he wasn’t smiling or anything but I knew it was him cuz he was 19 and so cute and looked just like his pictures, a little shorter than I thought but I like that, I have little ceilings.

He wore green and so I was like, “Hey, so you hungry? Wanna get some food?” and he was like, “Nah, not hungry” and so I was like, “K, so you wanna just go back to my place, get some beers or something?” and he was like, “Yeah, that’s cool.”

And I didn’t have any beers at my place so we had to go across the street to the grocery. I was a bit nervous; he didn’t seem charmed or anything, interested in me at all, maybe like he just wanted to get wasted, let me suck him off and then take the cash and go home. In the grocery store I ran into this fat girl I met at a party a few weeks before. She’s really really fat. When I came out I was like, “Hey, did you see that girl I was talking to, the really big girl?” and he was like, “Nah, I usually don’t pay attention to fat people.” And I was just like, omigosh, this kid is rad. I mean it’s not like it’s so cool to not pay attention to fat people, but just that he’d say it, knowing me for five minutes, that’s fucking rad. I wanted him so much there; I knew he was nothing like me.

We went back to my place and I didn’t have a couch yet, just a big chair and a little chair. I offered him the big chair but he insisted I take it, that he didn’t care. So I was like, “Cool.”

I can’t remember so much about what we talked about, just that we smoked weed and I don’t normally smoke weed, so I wasn’t feeling very well and not even so sexual, so I went to the bathroom a few times and took little nibbles on the Viagra I keep in my keychain, just in case. I was a bit frightened too, I get that way with weed, and I was happy that I remembered to hide the electronics and shit, cuz you never know with these Craigslist boys and god he doesn’t even seem gay at all I remember thinking, like what if he was one of those gaybashers or something and was just gonna like, kick the shit out of me like they did in the old days, call me fag and take all my money, but I hid my stash really well too, and even made a little stash just in case he wanted to beat it out of me you know, cuz you never know with these Craigslist boys.

But yeah, he was cool, he showed me which cartoons were cool these days, how to use my remote to watch things On Demand and shit, I had never bothered to look that stuff up. I even thought you had to pay extra for it. I remember thinking though that still he wasn’t into me, that maybe something would happen tonight but probly not much, I’ll suck him off a bit, he’ll get bored, and then I’ll feel really bad about it, about him being so bored, so I’ll just jerk myself off and Get It Over With.

I felt a bit sick because I’m bad at smoking weed and I smoked too much cuz he kept pressuring me. But he felt bad I think, about pressuring me and then me getting a bit sick, and so he was like “Let’s go lie in bed,  watch a video or something,” and he picked out Donnie Darko. We got the little TV to work and got into the bed and I remember it was really sweet, how he pulled me up to cuddle into him, pulled my head into his chest and my arm on his stomach. We laid around like that for a bit, me stroking up and down his torso, his little bits of hair down there at the bottom of his tank top.

Time went by and I got a bit braver, wandered down his boxers onto his leg, trying to accidentally rub against to see if he was hard or not, if he wanted me to go down there, and he was, he did, so I went there and things happened, they happened really nice and we kissed a lot and we sucked a lot and we rubbed all over and it was good and I knew he wouldn’t let me fuck him, I just felt it, so I asked for his cum all over my face, to feel it there and it felt so good, so good I tasted a little bit before putting him back in my mouth yeah, which is bad and unsafe but it felt right, and I had the weed so I let myself. And then the movie was ending and that was OK and so we hooked up into each other to sleep.

In the morning we woke up and we did some stuff again, but he was pressing back against me and I knew he wanted it inside him, in the morning, so I gave it to him, and fell asleep a bit more that way before I had to wake up for work. I got my money’s worth I thought, I never really feel that way with these Craigslist boys, but I did this time, no matter what he wanted I got my money’s worth, I learned so much, a new experience. I still didn’t know how to bring that up to him, the  money, he never said and I asked I did, a couple times online the night before, and he avoided it and so I was like well let’s just see what happens and you can let me know and he was like, “Whatever.”

I took a picture of him in my bed, his boxer shorts in the light were covered with Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles and that melted me a bit, I had to take a picture, but I really melted when I went into the shower, clean myself off and get ready for work, and I turned around and he was sitting there, just sitting on the toilet watching me, my scrubby dub dub, still no smile but curious, watching me, making me crazy already this Mr. Migs.

After getting dressed I thought OK I have to do the money thing now and so I asked him, “So hey, uh, like, so I want to help you out with some money, what were you thinking,” and he was like, “Nah, you don’t have to pay me, I said I was into you, it’s cool.” And then I was like, “No, it’s no big deal, really, I mean you’re unemployed,” and he was like, “It’s cool, I still have some money,” and I was like, “Well can I at least just give you a hundred bucks or whatever, really, it’s no big deal,” and he was like, “Nah,” and so I dropped it.

We were walking to the subway and I tried to bring it up again, but he still wouldn’t take it and then he took my hand and held it down the street and so I was like, omigosh, and I dropped it again, the money thing. Oh Migs, you got me soooo crazy. I hate this.

Mr. Migs drinks 40s and likes to climb things. Any things. I have a picture of him sitting wedged at the top  of the hallway, his head pressed up against the ceiling, smiling down at me.

He makes me crazy when he’s near but mostly when he’s away; away so much it makes me crazy. Gets me crazy looking for him online when he’s gone—Gmail, MySpace, Yahoo, and AIM, looking for a signal he’s out there able to see me, signed in, all by himself and not keggin, it up with friends, climbing over fences for the fuck of it, hiding in some tree. I wish I could call but he doesn’t have a cell phone, doesn’t let me call his house cuz his mom doesn’t even know he likes boys. I shouldn’t see him again anyway, not yet, a few more days maybe. Grah.

Oh Migs u make me crazy u do.

 

 

I remember walking the streets til midnight on a New Year’s Eve. Another year gone by and I still didn’t find anyone, anyone to do the things I wanted to do with me. I remember snow on the ground and snow in the air and everyone up inside, in big groups on all the different floors of the city. I remember the sidewalks so empty and so often I had the fresh snow to myself, to make my prints in and in any way I wished to make them, my prints—to drag my foot a bit sideways, to waddle like a duck, hoping my True Love would come along, recognize my steps, his steps, and follow up behind me, find me. My True Love, Quack Quack, is out in these streets I thought.

And I remember when the New Year turned over, and all these big groups on all these floors made big loud crashing noises out into the streets, my streets, with their woos and waas and little tiny pieces of plastic spinning around, back and forth, beating all of them out.

And I wanted to cry and I tried for a minute, to cry for another year gone by, a year without peanut butter cookies, going to see what Central Park was all about, that space on the river looking into Manhattan, all those things I saved for Two. I tried but it didn’t seem to work very well, this crying thing, right then, and so I just pointed my footsteps back home, Quack Quack, get comfortable, find some sleep tonight and forget about all of this, tomorrow, this next New Year to me, Change. Sigh.

 

 

I’m bored.

There are monkeys on TV and they remind me of Migs, because they climb things. But the TV is muted and so I don’t really pay attention to them, they just flutter around at the corner of my eyes every now and then, look down at me Just Because. iTunes is shuffling into another sad song and I’m clicking away at YouTube, following a cat climbing in and out of a bottle to some kids throwing bottles at a dead car to some kid throwing tacos at McDonald’s employees. I fucking love it, this Internet thing, I can’t wait for the rest of the world to just crumble away from neglect, leave us to our boxes  and screens all wired up for whatever we want whenever we want it. I want Migs now but can’t yet and I hate that.

It’s been four days since we’ve chatted, over a week since I’ve seen his sweet face, saying goodbye outside the diner where we meet, because I don’t have a buzzer and he doesn’t have a cell phone and it’s romantic that way I think, it’s like when people were bohemian way back when. Sigh. I’m bored again. I click over to AIM to see if he’s in yet, then over to MySpace, see if he has any new comments, to Gmail, Yahoo, then back to AIM because you never know, you look away at the monkeys on TV for just a second and you never know, he may have signed on. It’s happened before, I’ve missed him and gotten wrapped up in whatever else there is and then you remember, finally, to check and he’s been there over thirty minutes. I hate that. I can’t wait for the New Computers, everything on one screen, no windows to click through, everything alerting you when anything happens, not just Forward and Back but Something Else, something more Real. Christ, it gets me so pumped, I fuckin’ love it.

I type “monkey” into YouTube and watch a clip of a monkey playing with a puppy’s penis. It’s stupid but kinda funny.

My phone buzzes a new text message in. It can’t be Migs though cuz he doesn’t have a cell phone. I know it’s just Alex saying he’s bored again, he checks in every few hours to let me know. I get up cuz I left the phone on the couch, and it is Alex, and he’s bored and I laugh out loud  for a sec like I always do cuz his timing is always really perfect. “Cool,” I reply, then wait a minute. He doesn’t write back so I add, “Yeah, me 2.” A few seconds pass and he hits me back, “Cool.” LOL. Me and Alex think we’re on to something, that Bored could quite possibly be the new Cool. We almost swear by it. I don’t know I mean, it could happen I guess.

 

 

I remember my way home that night, unable to party with the hip kids and so sad on myself I couldn’t cry, walking through snow the quickest way home, enough of this. Looking down and avoiding the people going by, I see a little spot up ahead, and find a baby mouse frozen in the snow. Little mousey-poo, so cute and young and frozen in mid-stride, trying to cross the sidewalk, I’m not sure why or where but he’s so cute and so frozen in mid-stride. I remembered those theories that you could freeze people after they die and one day in the future the technology will be so advanced that we might be able to bring them back to life. I don’t know why but I decided to keep the mouse as a little friend.

 

 

Another hour goes by and no sign of Migs and I start to get a little crazy inside cuz I just wanna chat and ask how his day was and tell him about my week so far and that I picked up a book for him even though he doesn’t read but I think he’ll like this book it means a lot to me.

Alex sends another text message but I left my phone on the couch again and just don’t feel like getting up right now—I’m clicking and it feels good and so I decide to wait till the end of this video clip but three minutes is too long, I hate when these people post videos that are longer than a minute, unless they have music in them, and so I say fuck it and get up off my ass. But hey, cool, it’s not Alex, it’s Robert, I haven’t heard from him in over a week and yeah yeah, I reply, I’ll be right there.

I change my away message to let Migs know I’ll be back soon, wash my face and fingers and head out the door.






KYLER AND WOLF-BOY

from The End of New York City

by Benji Morris




KYLER

He says his name is Kyler, but no one believes him. It’s been rumored that Kyler is his porn name. He’s ecstatic, walking down Fifth Avenue. His hair hides his eyes and he’s wearing a black hooded sweatshirt, dark blue jeans, and silver spray-painted Converse sneakers. He’s got a blue bandana in his back pocket. He’s still wearing a fucking wallet chain even though most kids stopped wearing them ten years ago.

He always does random wild acts, like kicking parked cars and breaking out their headlights, like drinking crazy amounts in very short periods of time, like stealing designer clothes from shops, like jerking off for some old pervert for some amateur porn website.

He always says, You have to do something wild if you’re from Iowa.

He moved to New York City a month ago, and he still doesn’t have an apartment or a room. He’s staying with the 52-year-old who films him with morning wood, films him taking showers, films him drinking beer and smoking cigarettes. He even shaved his pubic hair for the old dude, even though it itches horribly and looks lame in his opinion, and he would know.

Back in Iowa, he was the catch of the town, the county, maybe the tri-county area. He was the prom king, the homecoming king. Then he was dethroned when his girl-friend caught him taping himself jacking off for the guy that he’s now living with.

She would have been fine with it, she said, if it was for a regular, straight erotic web site or magazine, but since it was for other men, she could never look at him again.

He used her rejection to do something he’d always wanted to do. He bought an old white van and drove to New York City. He always had crazy eyes. He always longed for freedom like old Western pioneers. He was too wild for his town of tractor auctions and enormous Wal-Mart parking lots. He never could have run the whole maze—all the way from prom king to father to grandfather to retiree in Western Florida. He’d have set the house on fire. He would have resorted to bizarre secret sex in truck stops. Or something. Or worn wigs. Well, not the wig.

He can’t envision himself wearing wigs. His real hair takes too much work. It’s got the perfect just-woke-up fucked-up-ness about it right now. He could be a real model, but he doesn’t know who to talk to about it, or he doesn’t try to find out.

The thing about Kyler is that he feels he has nothing to lose. The truth is that he doesn’t.

He has no family. He has no friends. He’s basically being kept by a pervert pornographer who acts like he cares about him but always invades his privacy, wakes  him up at odd hours to jerk off or let him lick his asshole. It’s tedious and demeaning, but he can’t do anything about it right now.

He steals money and booze and pot and whatever other kinds of drugs are around, usually speed or cocaine.

Right now he’s on speed. He stole a good chunk, ground it up in the kitchen with a big stone mortar and pestle, and funneled it into a plastic film canister. (The film inside was used to photograph him pissing and then taking a shower.)

He then snorted a good portion of it, so he probably won’t be coming down for another two days.

He’s not cold even though it’s 27 degrees. He acts as if he doesn’t even notice the snow as he walks down the middle of Fifth Avenue, now coated with a couple inches, closed off because of the blackout, reserved for emergency vehicles, the sign said. He’s not even wearing a coat.

As a worry habit, he rubs the silver robot (a square head with two red eyes and a service door on the lower body section) hanging from his necklace.

He thinks (and says to a non-existent friend) that he’s got nothing to worry about, because he’s got nothing, but he worries a lot, clenches his teeth when he sleeps, something that Richard (the old pervert) told him he did from watching him sleep.

The thought disgusts Kyler. That guy watching him while he sleeps. It’s evil.

Most of what Kyler used to think and believe sort of faded away in the last 30 days. When you’re jerking off  for the fourth time in 24 hours and it’s 3:30 a.m. and you did some dope earlier and you heard from the guy that your naked website is getting 2,700 hits a day and he’s making $29.99 off each person who joins, the thoughts about Kyler’s ground floor worst-case scenario get more mushy.

He shuts all this off and walks through Washington Square Park at the bottom of Fifth Avenue. He’s finally getting cold now, maybe because his brain gave up trying to make sense of his fucked-up life.




WOLF-BOY

Wolf-boy wakes up from a fifteen minute warm slumber. His first thought is that it’s only another two days until the New Year’s—2003, he thinks. He figures it must be two or three in the morning, even though he doesn’t think morning starts until at least eight. He softly gets up and walks over to the window, which overlooks West Seventh Street. His eyes follow big snowflakes from the sky above the trees down to the sidewalk, just as Kyler, the only one on the street, walks by.

Wolf-boy senses something from Kyler, desperation or a faux-confidence that doesn’t work, or the idea that he’s a used boy, that he’s lost and wandering, literally. These are the strange attributes that draw Wolf-boy to other humans. Normal things don’t do it for him, alas his current life situation, nearly as bad, but not as evil, as Kyler’s.

Wolf-boy slides open the old, broken window, not an easy feat. He scream-whispers down to Kyler. Hark! You there! What’s going on?

Kyler sort of slows down, considering that he shouldn’t respond to anyone right now, that maybe he’s too dangerous or too vulnerable (qualities that go hand-in-hand) to hang out with anyone. Plus, it’s been a full thirty days since he’s talked to anyone his own age. He’s used to being placed on a pedestal, sometimes literally in the living room of the pervert. (It spun slowly as Kyler masturbated in front of the pervert and three of his dinner guests. They ate blood-red venison after.)

Wolf-boy asks, Are you all right?

Kyler looks up to where he thinks the voice might be coming from, up five stories of a three-window wide red brick brownstone. He catches Wolf-boy’s gaze from 200 feet away.

Something’s going to happen, Wolf-boy knows for sure. He’ll be friends with this lonely boy.

Kyler’s not so sure. Thirty days of being used like a product dull his senses. Plus, in Iowa, he was used to hanging with the prepsters, the popular kids—the boys who work out and wear Abercrombie, and the girls who do homemade French manicures - those white-tipped fingernails - and they highlight their hair to make it more blond.

Wolf-boy and Kyler stare at each other for ten more seconds, then, out of nowhere, up Seventh Street darts a lone deer, mystical and absurd at the same time, racecar  fast and agile, scared, looking at every brownstone wall, every tree, every parked car, for something familiar. Alas, no such sight exists.

Wolf-boy is captivated.

Kyler is startled, maybe even scared. He hides behind a parked van and peeks out over the hood to watch the deer, which both boys can now see is a young buck, a small rack, uneven, one side a miniature of what big bucks have, majestic antlers, on the other just a stick protruding from his light brown head.

The buck almost whinnies and takes some snorting breaths, then seemingly gallops up Seventh Street onto Fifth Avenue, where lucky for the deer, there is not one car driving tonight.

Wolf-boy and Kyler both look around, scanning not only the street and sidewalks, but also all the other windows in the buildings towering over them.

No one is looking. No nosey neighbors, no fussy old ladies, no young professionals waiting for deliveries. Just two people on Seventh Street in the middle of Manhattan on a dark, cold, snowy night.





THE SEX LIVES OF SHADOWS

by Eddie Beverage

I can’t really say when my romance with the underworld began. The lack of a time, a place, a beginning and end; it seemed common among the people I met. Our sex lives were dark labyrinths filled with even darker corners and partners we didn’t even recognize chained to the walls. No one went there, much less traced his path all the way back to the cellar door. I’d had an urge to fuck anything within spitting distance since I was four years old, so perhaps that’s when it all began. I would’ve fucked my teddy bear if they made them with holes, and why don’t they anyway? Then there was that crud-flung night fifteen years later with two sleazy rocker guys in a smoke-choked bathroom on the Sunset Strip and a hot night cap with a teen runaway. Game on.

I came to believe that sex itself meant nothing. It was a cheap thrill, half of which was more imagined than real. In Hollywood, when the lights go out and the rich and famous start screwing, there’s a cumslide in the hills and all of Tinseltown bathes in the afterglow. Junkies and prostitutes slurp celebrity jizz from the gutter, impregnating themselves with stillborn fame while star fucker fans scrape leftovers from cracks in the street. Dreams discarded like shitty diapers line the flophouse and when the guys and girls aren’t fucking each other,  they’re fucking cars and money and still can’t get close to any of it.

Sex addiction is like any other—you need more the deeper you get. The hard stuff. Fucking some AIDS queen in a West Hollywood alley doesn’t cut it anymore. The wolf-like hunger demands more of you. The instinct mutates. I took to roaming the streets of Skid Row at 3 a.m., stalking shadows as they turned corners and disappeared under street lamps, eavesdropping on mumbled voices stuffed with wine bottles, shuffling down Fifth Street past box homes and stalking my prey.

One night in an alley behind the liquor store, I happened upon a drunk, early forties maybe, holding himself up with a wall. His eyes were glassy and couldn’t focus and didn’t care anyway or maybe they would’ve mustered the strength to see. I hoped he reeked of liquor and trash. I wanted to smother myself with the stench. Suffocate in it. Die in it. “Hey,” I called out. His gaze was estranged from everything. “You and me, partner.” His hair was longish and greasy and I wanted to pull it, tear it out, rip it out in bunches while I came inside him.

He staggered over to me. “It’s been awhile, hasn’t it?” I said. Since he felt anything. Since his pulse had quickened. Since something mattered. The guy didn’t say anything. Maybe he’s mute, I thought. I grabbed his shirt, spun him around and roughly shoved him against a dumpster. I held a switchblade to his throat. His pants were already loose on his waist and I tugged them down. Skinny, white ass; aren’t you going to say anything? He  didn’t stop me. I slid right in, burying my dick to the hilt. Resist fucker! Resist!! I rammed him against the dumpster a few times, shook him, but he didn’t say anything, didn’t moan either. I wasn’t sure why I even bothered with the knife. Half of them were prostitutes when they had the looks. Taking a fat dick outside their beauty school prime was the best thing that happened to them in years. I couldn’t cum so I pulled out. He looked disappointed. “Fuck off,” I said. “Fuck off!” He looked more confused than frightened as he wandered off.

A ball of fire rose inside me. The heat. Scalding me. I was filled with dread. Like a junkie fixing with lethal doses who always manages to live. There was nowhere left to go. No greater high. There was no fight left in the ghosts on Skid Row. I had already tried self-imposed sex detox on more than one occasion; lying on my filthy kitchen floor with a pillow over my throbbing prick like some kind of animal. It never worked. I had to go out. To hunt. The air wafting through the window was always thick with the odor of trash and hot dogs; there were no street vendors on my block and I often wondered if the pork smell wasn’t a Pavlovian lure by enterprising pimps. It called to me. Get dressed—the underwear with the stretched fuck hole so you can get in and out—fuck that, ditch the underwear and grab the new tennis shoes so you can run if you have to.

Getting into my car, my puny gay Geo, I drove southwest through Koreatown, clenching my teeth and feeling small and insignificant. My blade lay in the  passenger seat next to me. It wasn’t completely useless. There was that guy from San Francisco who asked me to circumcise him since he was convinced cut queers got more action. Nothing surprises a true sex addict. Even though the foreskin made a great souvenir for a devoted sadist, the blade still craved a real fight. My mind made a random association to a documentary I’d seen about jaguars: solitary creatures, except when it came time to fuck. The male jaguar’s penis was covered in sharp backwards-facing spines that ripped into the female and forced her to ovulate. Both sexes had multiple partners. I was fascinated by sex among beasts. Violent, spontaneous boning. Predator on predator. I fantasized about Russian mobsters splashing Vodka on my back, striking a match and gutting me with the bottle. A gangbang with Sudanese rebels. Osama Bin Laden shoving an AK-47 up my ass. Grinning at the far-out images of militant sex, I spun my steering wheel to the left and drove down Vermont Avenue. I didn’t need to fly to Afghanistan. I lived half an hour from a war zone.

 

 

Cops were always mistaking me for a thug. I certainly didn’t have a very thuggish name in Marvin. I guess I looked the part though, and I lived in a thug’s world. You either packed heat or you felt it. My neighbors in South Central were thieves and killers. Not me. My mama didn’t raise no gangsta. But my outsider status  didn’t end there. I’d never dated a girl. So I wasn’t just a good boy but a fag too. Not that anyone knew. I kept it a secret. It was hard sometimes especially around my friend Dvonne who also came from a good family. He had silken, brown skin like a boy king raised in the shadow of the pyramids. Pharaoh’s blood; I was sure of it. Long eyelashes and a laid-back style that never faltered.

We used to split the block late at night in my tan Corolla and go surfing: yet another thing thugs didn’t do. If we’d gone in the afternoon, folks would’ve thought homies hangin’ ten was a gag. Either that or we would’ve been beaten to death by skinhead punks. But that was our bond. Salty midnight runs on surfboards we kept hidden under my porch. It wasn’t about the waves. We spent most of our time bobbing in the surf under a full moon talking shit about fantasy futures somewhere else and what we’d do if we had a million dollars and when exactly did the Pharcyde stop making good records. The beach was always empty. It was ours.

“You wanna have kids some day?” he’d ask.

“Nah. You?”

“Lotsa work, man.”

I’d agree, “No doubt,” then chuckle and look away as the tide washed us clear of the subtext that jutted from the surface like sharp rocks.

On weekends we barbecued. Say what you want about the hood, but you can’t front on ribs and chicken on a clear Spring day with tendrils of smoke snaking into the air from every yard on the block. My family was  tight with Dvonne’s. His sister Tamara was the female equivalent of her big brother and his mother was always trying to hook us up. We laughed and joked and no one suspected the battle raging inside of me. It was-n’t just I against I, but a war with the macho culture I grew up in. In another life, raised in a white suburb, I would’ve come out of the closet and a minority of friends and supporters would’ve rallied around me, but that minority didn’t exist on the street where I lived. That didn’t mean there were no gays; it just wasn’t talked about. My world was an inferno where tolerance was like ashes in the wind. I dated girls like I was supposed to, but they could tell I was different even if my family couldn’t, or wouldn’t.

I loved Dvonne. I was in love with him. I’m fairly certain of that. But I never did anything about it. What I needed was something to release the pressure. Getting fucked was a hurdle to self-acceptance. I wouldn’t be allowed to deny myself after that. It would be real. My sexuality would be irrevocable. No one could take it away from me once I allowed it to happen. And maybe then I could be more frank about my feelings for Dvonne. West Hollywood was the obvious place to make it happen, but I wasn’t ready for that. It was too public. It was too done before. And besides that, it wasn’t my style. So I trolled the alleyways by the late-night hot spots in my own neighborhood. I was sure there was a cruising scene I’d never witnessed before. A ritualistic underworld pining for a sacrificial lamb.

The night’s new possibilities made me excited. Penetrating the ghetto, my cock was so hard I could’ve steered my ride with it. Pit bulls strained against leashes in the front yards of skeletal homes canvassed with clotheslines and low hanging wires as my dick pressed against the inside of jeans drizzling pre-cum like slobber from the mutts’ jowls. The only way to do it was to get out and walk. It felt too safe otherwise. Too much like some pedophile casing a schoolyard. I wasn’t crazy enough to go after one of the tattooed chulos that roamed the streets in packs. I would have to get one alone.

I parked around the corner from a bar called “The Lair.” The air outside was stiff and combustible. There was an alley between the bar and a wooden fence with homes in various stages of decay on the other side. That’s where I went, to the alley, to wait and listen to voices speaking in Spanish, near or far, I couldn’t tell, just background noise along with the dull thud of bass from a passing car. A couple stumbled out the back door of the bar, black guy, Latino girl, drunk and kissing and fondling each other. They didn’t notice me and walked off. I stood outside for almost an hour and there was no one else around, always voices, but no faces to go with them.

I moved on, cutting across the street to the next block and standing behind a pool hall where the crack of billiard balls colliding was the only sound. Then I heard footfalls nearby. It bordered on the absurd how perfectly this guy fit my thug stereotype; black in a wife-beater  top with baggy jeans and even the Timbaland boots. Clutching the switchblade in my pocket with a sweaty palm, I wondered if he had a weapon of his own; a Glock nine millimeter, isn’t that what they carried in the hood? The thought made my pulse race. I walked casually in his direction and he sank away. The pursuit led us deeper into the labyrinth of alleys that sliced through the neighborhood. Jaguars with razor dicks bolted through a trip-wire jungle in my head.

I rounded a corner and there he was just standing there with his back to me, breathing heavily, almost panting. Moonlight bounced off his chiseled triceps. I remember thinking this guy could hurt me bad if he wanted to. I moved in, holding my blade to his neck with one hand and jamming the other down his pants to grab his hard dick. He grunted a little but didn’t fight even though I wished he would have. I unbuckled my pants with a sense of urgency; if anyone saw us we’d both end up shot execution-style right there. There was still no struggle as I ripped his pants down and plowed into him. He was tight as hell. “You like this?” I sprayed in his ear; “You like getting fucked?” He bent over a little and I went deeper . . . tight, tight, tight . . . the friction made me cum. I slapped his ass, smothering it in, and then I shoved him. He didn’t say anything. Not a word. But the panting had become something else, nasal, like he was choking. “Wazzup, homie? You don’t like the fag steez?” I wanted to fight, a bare-knuckles brawl, then I wanted to fuck some more. As I grabbed his arm and jerked him  around to face me, a tear streamed down his face. “Are you fucking crying?” He looked ashamed or relieved, I couldn’t tell which. His face was more like a child’s than a man, overflowing with emotion as errant light from a streetlamp made rainbows of his tears. I was shocked. It was the most unnatural thing I’d ever seen. Terribly unnatural.

I waved the knife in his face, poking the air with the tip. I craved his fear. But he wasn’t scared, far from it, like he’d seen a hundred knives and taken a thousand bullets. Only then did I start wishing a low-riding posse of territorial gangsters might discover us so I could once and for all get some fucking action. When he finally spoke I could barely make out the words as he whispered, “Thank you. Thank you,” as if I’d done him the greatest favor in the world.

I turned and ran; I ran hard and I’d never run from anything in my life. I still had the knife clutched in my hand and I must’ve appeared like a maniac panting and sweating through the maze of alleyways that engulfed me on all sides—I didn’t know where I was, yet I couldn’t get far enough away. As I stopped to catch my breath, consciousness dimmed then blazed white-hot at the back of my head.

Nothing surprises a true sex addict.

Or so I thought.
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