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“Ladiesand gentlemen, uh...” began David Brooks. He tapped
his body mike to make sure it was working. Ping, ping. “The
story you're about to see is true, based on my own experiences
as a drug-addicted, psychotic teen murderer in the early *70s.
But before I step behind the curtain over there . . .” He indi-
cated a smallish, crudely built puppet theater in the heart of
the auditorium’s vast, empty stage. “. .. and become the voices

of my poor dead companions and victims ...” He gave a little



flick of his head, an old habit from the days when he had ex-
tremely long blond hair. “. .. I want to acknowledge . ..” He
looked at the back of his hand, where he’d scribbled a note
to himself. “. . . Professor William Gritfith of the University
of Texas, and his undergraduate class in . ..” squinted “. . . in
‘Freudian Psychology Refracted Through Postmodern Exam-
ple” Whoa, that’s a mouthful.” He grinned. “Thanks to all of
you for coming. Now each audience member should be hold-
ing a file. In it you will find two pieces of nonfiction penned by
yours truly. In a moment I will ask you to read the first story.
Later in the show I will ask you to read the second. They de-
scribe situations I feel incapable of representing adequately in
my puppetry at this time. They also allow me time to move
scenery around, prepare my marionettes, and so forth. So if
you’ll excuse me for amoment . ..” David grinned. “.. . I'll take
my place in illusion.” He walked behind the puppet theater it-
self. His half dozen assistants were already poised along the
raised platform there, leaning over the stage’s rear wall, string
puppets dangling from their splayed hands. He caught their
eyes, held up eight fingers, and cleared his throat, having care-
tully shielded his body mike. Then he took his seat before the
music stand with its softly lit script. “Ladies and gentlemen,”
he read aloud, relishing the cool of his echo-y, magnified voice.
“Please open your files and read the first piece of nonfiction.

You have exactly eight minutes. Thank you.”

Dean Corll, a dumpy-looking man in his thirties, is sprawled

in an overstuffed armchair, thinking about his life, then for-
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mulating the best of those thoughts into a speech. About 5:30,
6:00 p.m., Wayne Henley and David Brooks, two thin teenag-
ers, let themselves into Dean’s house with a spare key.

“Boys,” Dean announces, seeing them. “Sit, sit, sit.”

The young duo flops down on the couch. “Hey, Dean,” mum-
bles Wayne. David just sits there with his arm around Wayne’s
waist, sort of gawking at Dean like always.

“ILhave a ... favor to ask you,” says Dean. He rests his bald-
ing head back on the chair’s filthy old doily and gives his living
room a long, pained look.

“Yeah?” Wayne asks after a few seconds.

“It’s about what we’ve done,” Dean continues, voice a little
scrunched by the bend in his neck. “And about what we haven’t
been able to do. What we’ll never do, can’t do.”

“Is this about . . . what we’ve been doing?” Wayne asks cau-
tiously. “I mean, the murder shit?”

“Yeah,” Dean says, and looks squarely at both of their cute,
jaded faces. “That. ’Cos I've been kidding myself . . . thinking
us killing those boys was . . . like ... an accomplishment? Only
I realized today that there’s tons of shit going on inside those
boys’ heads while we’ve been killing them that we don’t know
about. That . .. all this time I've been thinking, ‘They’re cute,
you know, period. So killing them was like . . . the big finish.
But I realized today that we haven’t... known them at all. Not
any of them. So it’s like they’re not ours anymore, not even
dead. They got away from us.”

“Dean, listen,” Wayne says anxiously. “Those guys are fuck-

ing dead. I was there, man. You're just—"
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Knock, knock, knock.

“Whoisit?” Dean yells.

“Buddy Longview,” says a tense voice behind the front
door.

Dean thinks back. “Oh, right!” He gives Wayne, David
a wink and two enthusiastic thumbs up. “Come on in, it’s
open.”

So in walks this boy, maybe nineteen, skinny, angelic face,
kinda bored-looking, wearing a T-shirt and Bermuda shorts.

“Make room for our visitor,” Dean says. Wayne and David
slide to opposite ends of the couch. Buddy fills in the gap.

“Wayne, Buddy. David, Buddy.”

The teens nod at each other.

“Hi Dean,” says Buddy kind of sheepishly. He looks at
Wayne and David like he wishes they weren’t there, then lets
his eyes go out of focus on one of the rug’s myriad paisleys.
“I’ve been thinking about what you said, man. About death
and stuff. And . .. yeah, I'm sick of life. Definitely. I want to
go. And I want to go like you said . . . make a big, fucking,
gory mess.”

Dean leers at Buddy, picturing what he eternally pictures—
sex, torture, mutilation—but newly aware of how superfi-
cially he understands the young stranger. “Yeah, all right. I'll
take you out, but first, as bizarre as this sounds, I want you to
live here with me for a few days, a week, and let me get to know
you.”

Buddy shrugs. “No problem,” he says softly, “but I'm a fuck-

ing waste. That’s why I'm here, right? So don’t expect much.”
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“Right.” Dean reaches out for an old bamboo bong pipe.
Even unlit, it stinks up the house like a big stick of incense.

They all get incredibly stoned.

“Time’s up,” announced David Brooks, noiselessly turning
a page. The auditorium’s lights started dimming. “It’s four
days later now. We begin the theatrical part of our story in
the basement of Dean’s house. Buddy’s lying face down on a
bed that’s basically just a large piece of very thick plywood on
four legs. Dean and Wayne have smashed the back of his head
in with baseball bats. Once screaming pitifully, he’s been si-
lent for several minutes. Dean’s fistfucking what’s left of him.
Wayne’s watching that go on, mesmerized. As usual, I've been
running around with Dean’s Super 8 movie camera recording
the murder for posterity.”

Looking up from the script, David eyed an assistant who
yanked a cord. Round front of the puppet theater, curtains
noisily parted on four marionettes, like tiny human beings,
posed against the first of several spare yet evocative hand-
painted sets. As the Wayne puppet turned its head to “speak
to” the Dean puppet, the real David Brooks licked his lips, pre-
paring to throw the first of his finely tuned vocal imperson-

ations into the thick of that fakeness.

WAYNE (smirking): So, Dean, does it feel like Buddy’s dead? Is
he...ours?
DEeAN: Good question. (He withdraws his fist from Buddy’s butt,

and stands there, arms folded, wondering.) Ultimately, no.
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WAYNE (angry, waving his arms around): Shit, Dean. You think
too much about this stuff. Who cares what the fucker was
really like? Killing’s just about power, man. You can make up
whoever you want and . . . like . . . imagine that person in this
fucker’s body.

DEAN: Really?

WAYNE: Duh.

DEAN: Like how?

WAYNE: You want me to tell you? You're the genius!

DeAN: Hmmm. (He concentrates on the dead body, wondering
who he’d most want to have killed today if he could’ve killed any-
oneinthe world. Meanwhile Wayne and David go across the room
and start French kissing. Eventually an idea comes to Dean.)
DEAN (pretending he’s a corpse by flattening his voice): Hi.
DEAN (laughing at himself): Who the fuck are you?
DEAN-AS-CORPSE: I'm . . . the actor who played the older of
the two sons on the TV show Flipper.

DEAN (mock-startled): Really? I killed you?
DEAN-AS-CORPSE: Yeah.

DEeAN: God, I had such a huge crush on you.
DEAN-As-CORPSE: | had a crush on you too.

DEAN (with a shit-eating grin): Tell me that killing you was
incredibly sexy.

DEAN-AS-CORPSE: Your killing me was incredibly sexy.
DEAN: Say my cock is God.

DEAN-AS-CORPSE: Your cock is God.

DEAN: This is unbelievable.

DEAN-AS-CORPSE: This is unbelievable.
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DEAN (laughing uproariously): Wayne! David!

WAYNE (unfastening his mouth from David’s): Yeah, Dean?
DEAN: Guess who I decided the corpse is?

WayYNE: Uh... Jimmy Page.

DEAN: No, no.

WaYNE: Wait, [ know who. That kid you always moan about
...what’s-his-name ... Luke Halpin. On Flipper.

DEAN: Exactly.

WayNE: Well, it would be kind of amazing if that was Luke
Halpin’s corpse. I mean, the manhunt, the publicity . . . we'd
be famous!

DEAN-AS-CORPSE (stifling a smirk): Hi, Wayne. It’s me, Luke
Halpin.

WaAyYNE: Hey, faggot. Good riddance.

DEAN-As-coRrPsE: Watch out or I'll haunt you.

DEAN (laughing): Cool, huh?

WAaAYNE: Yeah, Dean. Cool. Now if you don’t mind.. .. (He goes

back to French kissing David as the curtains close.)

“And so,” David Brooks read aloud, “days passed. We buried
Buddy under the floor of a boat shed Dean owned. Maybe a
dozen boys’ bodies were already rotting down there. Dean
killed a couple more boys on his own. Then one day Wayne
told Dean about this drugged out, incredibly cute boy named
Jamie from our high school, and Dean said, ‘Sounds great.’ So
Wayne, with my help of course, cornered Jamie, hyping him
about a ‘party’ at Dean’s house, and he agreed to come with

us that night. So, on the way to get Jamie, Wayne and I talked
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about stuff. [ was unclear at that time about what Dean’s TV
character fantasies meant. Wayne explained to me how since
those characters are only what you see onscreen they have no
interior life at all, unlike real human beings, who are really
complex and impossible to understand, no matter how hard
you try. So when Dean imagined his victim was, like, Luke
Halpin, he felt he knew exactly who he’d killed down to the
tiniest detail, and that knowledge made the death more mean-
ingful and complete. So that was interesting. And about that
time we arrived at Jamie’s house, sat him between us, and
drove to Dean’s. We sat around there getting stoned for a long
time and eventually Jamie decided that being killed would be
cool, so we trooped down into the basement, and Dean and
Wayne tortured him to death. So now it’s a couple of hours
later. We're still in the basement. Jamie’s lying carved up on
the usual table. Dean looks down into the corpse’s wide open
blue eyes, conversing idly with some made-up person. I'm
filming the scene, walking around, crouching, standing on
my tiptoes to get unusual angles. Wayne’s across the room
covered with blood and sweat, experiencing some kind of ex-
istential crisis about having brought poor Jamie over here to
die. I still don’t know what his exact problem was, but I think
it had something to do with Dean having taken away the only
thing Jamie ever owned, which was his identity. Anyway, this

is what happened next.”

DEAN (whispering in the corpse’s ear as the curtains part): Did

you like it when I cut off your balls?
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DEAN-AS-CORPSE (trying to imitate Jay North’s chirpy little
whine in DENNIS THE MENACE): Yeah, Dean.

DEAN: You've been dreaming of this day all your life, right?
DEAN-As-CORPSE: Right.

WAYNE: (punching the air, furious): Dean!

DEAN (glancing up): Yeah, Wayne, what?

WAaYNE: Stop doing that to Jamie, asshole!
DEAN-AS-CORPSE: 'm not Jamie, I'm Jay North.

WAYNE (livid, shaking): No, he’s not!

DEeAN: Somehow I tend to take his word for it.
DEAN-As-corpsE: Thanks, Dean. [ love you.

DEeAN:Ilove you too, Jay.

WAYNE: You're losing it, man.

DEAN-AS-CORPSE: Dean, who'’s that loudmouth?

DEAN: Oh, just some creepy kid I should’ve killed years ago.
WAYNE (looking around for a knife): Dean, you fuck.

Davip: Hey. Wayne, maintain. (He lowers the camera down to
his side.)

DEAN-AS-CORPSE: You were into Wayne? Weird. I can’t see
it.

DEAN (stroking the corpse’s cheek): Long ago, darling Jay.
WAYNE (finds, grabs the knife he was looking for): That’s it!
Later, Dean. Much, much later. (He rams the blade into Dean’s
flabby back, pullsit out, stabs, stabs ... Gurgling blood, Dean col-
lapses onto the floor.) Die, you fuck!

DEAN (beginning his death rattle): Glug, glug, glug . ..

WAYNE (looking down on the corpse of his teenaged friend):

Jamie, shit, I'm sorry.
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Davip (flattened against a wall, terrified): W-w-wayne?
WAYNE (still talking to Jamie): 1 guess I just thought . . . you
know, it'd be sexy like always . .. seeing Dean kill you, helping
him. And it was, but I'm sorry, you know?

DAVID (very tense and a little jealous): W-w-wayne!

WAYNE: Jamie, I loved you, man. I could never tell you.. ..
Davip (pounding on a wall behind him as the curtains close): My

world is falling apart!

“So,” David Brooks read. “I just stood there waiting for
Wayne to come to his senses. I'm a jealous person, always
have been. Wayne’s revelation that he loved Jamie was totally
intense. | mean, I'd suspected as much, but . . . here was the
news I'd dreaded. But Wayne kind of came out of his stupor
after about fifteen minutes or so, and we wrapped the bodies
of Jamie and Dean up in plastic, took them out to the car, and
laid them in the trunk. Since I figured I'd heard the worst,
I made the mistake of making Wayne tell me the whole Ja-
mie story, and he not only revealed a ton of mini-orgies, but
even more orgies with all kinds of boys at our high school.
I was stunned, right? Wiped out. Some of these boys were
supposedly good friends of mine, and there was Wayne tell-
ing me they were all smoking dope and fucking each other
every time I wasn’t around. We got to the boathouse, and
buried the two bodies, and I thought, Well, at least it’s over.
No more killing. Hopefully, no more affairs on Wayne’s part.
He seemed contrite, just sitting there shotgun in my daddy’s

Cadillac watching the landscape zoom by, but . .. Well, I'm

12 mmmmm UGLY MAN



getting ahead of myself, ladies and gentlemen. House lights,
please? Now, open your files again and read the second and
last piece of nonfiction. You have exactly fifteen minutes.

Thank you.”

“I wish,” Wayne says suddenly, then a fuzzy, subliminal, on-
going thought jells. “David, drop me off at Dean’s, okay?”

David blinks at the road. “Why?”

“I don’t know exactly,” Wayne says. “I really don’t.”

The world’s whizzing by the windows in two sandy ribbons.
David grips the wheel. “Then I'll stay with you.”

“You don’t have to,” Wayne says, not even sure he wants
company at the moment.

“I will.” David glares at him. “But then we’re out of that
place, 'cos eventually the police are gonna look for all those
boys, and knock on Dean’s door . ..” His eyes glaze over with
imagination. “Shit.”

They drive on uneventfully. Darkness covers everything.
After about a half hour David pulls the car into Dean’s gravel
driveway and puts it in park. Slam, slam. They walk around
to the front of the house, up the porch steps. Wayne’s feeling
under the mat for the spare key when they hear a voice in the
black to their left. “Hey,” it says, “who are you guys?”

“Friends of Dean’s,” Wayne says, narrowing his eyes. Now
he can see a vague, seated human shape. “Who’re you?”

“Dean told me I could come by sometime if I was depressed,”
says the voice, definitely a boy’s. “And I am, so ... here [am.”

“Dean’s not around but you can come in with us.”
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“Wayne,” David says angrily.

“Thanks, guys,” mumbles the boy. Wayne feels around for
the doorknob, lock, finds it, inserts the key, turns, pushes open
the door, reaches in, turns on the living room light. Light fil-
ters out, hitting David and the boy who’s in the process of
standing up. He’s a skinny blond with an unshaven face, sort
of androgynous, early twenties, Janis Joplin T-shirt, holey
jeans, altogether Dean’s usual type. “Hi,” he says, shielding
his eyes. “I'm Brad.”

“David,” says David. He gestures at Wayne. “Wayne.”

They troop inside, flopping on various couches and chairs.
As usual, the place smells like a fucking bong pipe, and there’s
a permanent, almost invisible fog of hashish over everything.

“So how do you know Dean?” David asks, glancing mean-
ingfully at Wayne.

Brad sort of chuckles. “If you mean where did I meet him,
I kind of don’t want to say until you tell me how you know
Dean.”

“I'barely know him,” lies David.

“And I'm more than alittle familiar with him,” sneers Wayne
with what’s as close as he can manage to a smile at the mo-
ment.

“Yeah?” Brad asks. He starts drumming his fingers on the
arms of the chair. “How familiar is that?”

Wayne studies the boy until he’s pretty sure from the look in
Brad’s eyes that he either shares their obsession with violence
or thinks murder is a cool concept. “I know he tortures boys

to death.”
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“Yeah, yeah,” Brad mutters, still drumming. “I know about
that too.”

Wayne, David eyeball each other for a second.

“You want to hear something wild?” Brad grins at them.
“’Cos, well, I'm fucked up. Totally.” He laughs. “It’s hopeless.
And it’s just a matter of time before I kill myself, or let Dean
doit. He wants to. Bad. Maybe he’s even mentioned me to you.
He’s trying to talk me into letting him torture me to death.
AndIkeep considering it. The only thing I'm wary about is the
pain. Otherwise he can have me. But he’s working on mini-
mizing the pain. And I'm ready to die tonight if he’s figured
out a way so I won’t be too uncomfortable.”

“Are you gay?” asks Wayne, vaguely attracted to the guy.

“It doesn’t matter.” Brad folds his arms defensively. “Sex is
stupid.”

“Why do you want to die?” asks David.

“Well, why not, right?” Brad laughs. “That’s one thing. Life
is too confusing. And death just sounds like a great place.
The worst that could happen is nothing . . . like, just becom-
ing nothing, which sounds okay to me. But if certain people
are right, it could be really out there. Demons and shit! Retri-
bution on the living! I'm ready.” He blinks. “So, what’s your
thing with Dean about?”

“I've watched him kill a few guys,” Wayne says. “And I've
helped out.”

Brad nods seriously. “If you want to help him kill me, I don’t
care. Fine.”

“Except Dean’s dead. I killed him about three hours ago.”
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Brad practically jumps off the couch, awestruck. “You're
the fucking master, man.” He points at his T-shirt, on which
Janis Joplin’s tongue sticks out of her wide-open mouth like a
bloody, bent sword. “I'm yours, if you want me.”

“Jesus,” David mutters, disgusted.

Now Brad looks carefully from David to Wayne and back.
“You guys are gay boyfriends. I can always tell.”

“Oh, come on,” David whines, suspecting brainless ho-
mophobia.

“I'm not saying I mind gays. I'm just saying you are ones.”
Brad grins endearingly. “That’s all. Anyway, Dean thought he
was much, much more than just gay. Genius was closer to it.
That’s out of his own mouth, but I agree.”

“Dean was smart.” Wayne gives a little snort. “Definitely.”

“So we can have sex while you're killing me,” Brad says.
“Dean showed me some home movies of him killing guys. I
know how it works.”

“Intense, isn’tit?”

“Wayne!” David yells. It’s a lecture compressed into a syl-
lable.

“But it is intense,” Wayne insists, glancing at his friend. “I'm
not saying it’s okay to kill people, but it was definitely intense
to help Dean kill guys, especially the way he did it, because it
was mixed with this.. .. lust?”

“Let’s watch one of the movies,” Brad blurts, bouncing up
and down excitedly. “It’ll get me in the mood.”

“I don’t know where he hides them,” Wayne says. “Do

you?”
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“Sure!” Brad jumps up and runs to this wooden cabinet next
to the TV. He reaches behind it, brings out a key and opens
a drawer near the bottom, dumping out dozens of film cans
onto the rug. From where Wayne’s sitting he sees the labels
Dean attached to each can, names scrawled across them.
Robin, Eric, Colin, Buddy, Bert, Allen . . .

“You're not really gonna watch one, are you?” asks David.

Wayne looks at him. “Maybe. Besides, you should see how
they turned out, man, since you were the fucking director of
some of them.”

“Oh God.” David cringes. “I should, I guess. You're right, I
am kind of curious.”

Meanwhile, Brad’s been running around the room, bringing
out the screen, setting up the projector, plugging it in, getting
everything ready for a screening. Now he goes over to the film
cans again, crouches down, and starts lining them up. Wayne
goes over, joins Brad, studying the names. “So you've never
seen any of the films that I costar in?”

“Nope.”

“Which ones have you seen?” Wayne asks, starting to get a
hard-on just being this close to the guy.

“Well, Allen, Phil, and . .. Steven.” Brad points at that can.
“Wicked film. Guy loses it. Fuck.” He snakes a hand down
to his crotch and starts squeezing. “Slaughtered.” He looks
dreamily at Wayne. “Oh, and Bill too. Excellent! And I
think Randy, which wasn’t as good, but . . . Let’s see one
you're in.”

“This murder stuff turns you on?”
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“Man,” Brad whispers, obviously meaning yes plus an excla-
mation point or two.

“’Cos it turns me on royally.” Wayne scans the labels. “How
about Wesley? I'm particularly proud of how I acted with
him.”

“God, I don’t know about this Wayne,” mumbles David. He’s
still over on the couch, hugging himself really tightly.

“Relax.” Wayne starts threading film through the projector.
Brad sits cross-legged in the middle of the room. He straightens
out his posture, hands on knees, staring straight ahead at the
empty screen like it’s the Maharishi or something. Wayne suc-
cessfully threads film onto the take-up reel, walks over and flicks
off the room lights. “Okay, here we go,” he announces, pushing
play.

The screen fills with red-striped leader, then it runs out and
there’s Dean’s basement. A long-haired blond boy is lying on
the usual table. Wayne’s punching him in the face over and over.
Dean’s fucking him and trying to rip a nipple off his chest.

“Now see that,” Brad says, rubbing his crotch. “I could get
into sex with a guy if it was like . .. just the first part of my mur-
der. I could kiss some guy and tell him I love him, and it'd be
true, you know? Fuck, this is hot.” He grins over his shoulder
at Wayne, who's standing by the projector in case something
screws up.

Wayne just looks back at Brad, wondering if he wants to kill
him. “Iunderstand,” he says.

David’s really hunched over now, wincing, watching the film

out of the corner of his eye.
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On-screen, Wayne is cutting off the boy’s fingers with
pliers. Dean has one fist in the boy’s butt, the other hand
around the boy’s throat, and he’s sucking the boy’s limp cock
like they’re in love. The boy screams or at least his mouth is
wide open.

Brad’s longish hair starts flapping around so furiously that
he’s gotta be jerking off. Wayne’s cock is hard too. David’s just
more and more balled up on the couch, looking like he wants
to cry or something.

“Brad,” Wayne says breathily.

“Y-yeah,” the guy answers, his voice gone all wobbly.

“Maybe I will kill you.”

David says something in a horrified voice but they’re too
concentrated on the film, etc. to hear.

“Excellent,” says Brad. He peers over his shoulder. “But what
about the pain?”

“Well,” Wayne answers, “that’s just part of it. You'll have to
suffer alittle. Big deal.”

“Okay, okay.” Brad turns back to the film. “Wait . . . wow,
that’s amazing.” On-screen, Wayne and David are each saw-
ing off one of the boy’s legs. “Yeah, so pain’s part of it, okay. I
understand, no problem.”

“Stop this,” whispers David. He really sounds like he’s going
to cry, which would be a first.

“Why?” Wayne asks.

“Because . ..Idon’t know. Just because.”

On-screen Dean has gotten what’s left of the boy in a pas-

sionate embrace. Also, he’s fucking his ass, which is a lot more
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accessible now without the legs. Wayne’s standing by the ta-
ble, attentive, laughing.

“Brad?” Wayne asks.

“Yeah.” Brad’s jeans are down in a blue infinity sign around
his ankles.

“I'm a novice, okay? I've helped but I haven’t gone solo yet.
So...

“Okay,” Brad says hurriedly.

“...so...” Wayne looks at the unwheeling film, sees the end
is near. “I'm ready to start, I guess.” He peers at the screen,
which is pretty much dominated by splattering blood. It looks
like a purplish-red halo over the back of Brad’s bobbing head.

“Okay,” Brad repeats.

“Time’s up,” David Brooks announced suddenly. The house
lights dimmed to near-black. “So, it’s an hour later now. We're
allin Dean’s basement. Brad’s strapped down on the usual ta-
ble. He quit thinking death was the ultimate experience about
eight wounds ago. Blood’s spurting out of numerous ditches
in him, and several prominent details on his body are already
missing. Wayne’s standing over Brad, holding a knife, covered
with blood, and smiling sexily, I have to admit. I'm across the
room, bawling my eyes out. I'm also holding the Super 8 cam-
era loosely in one hand, but I've never turned it on, not even

for a second.”

BRAD (as the curtains part, using an unrecognizable baby voice):

Stop...stop...stop...
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WAYNE: You don’t mean it.

BraD:1...do...(gathering a little strength) Life, l-i-i-i-ife!
WAYNE: You're delirious, man. (He stabs him in the stomach
and churns the blade around.) There. That’s better, right?
BrAD (wincing horribly): God ... help...me...

WAYNE: You're a fucking disappointment. Jesus! (He pulls the
knife out of Brad’s stomach and stabs him about fifty times in the
chest.) Oof, oof, oof . ...

BRAD (beginning his death rattle): Glug, glug . ..

WayNE: Finally. (glancing over his shoulder) Cool, huh,
David?

DavID (sobbing): No, Wayne.

WAYNE: You're a disappointment too, David. This is hot. (His
eyes twinkle.) Hey, who are you really, dead boy?
WAYNE-AS-CORPSE (flat voice): I'm . .. Jimmy Page.

WAYNE (laughing): I know you hear this all the time, but you
were a genius. Fuck. I killed a genius!

WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: | agree. And thanks.

WAYNE (still laughing): And were totally good-looking.
WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: Thanks, man.

DAvVID (really sobbing now): Wayne, if you don’t stop this I'm
going to have a nervous breakdown!

WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: Sounds like one of my fans.

WAYNE (laughing again): No way, Jimmy. David’s into faggot
shit like Joni Mitchell.

WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: God, I hate her.

WAYNE: Me too, man.

DaviD (hysterical): Fuck. .. you!
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WAYNE (reverting to his charming old self for a second): No, lis-
ten, David. Dean was right! I'm telling you, this character pro-
jection shit is a real rush. Because I've decided this is Jimmy
Page lying here, right? And it is. It’s him. I'm convinced. I don’t
know how it works, but ... Come over here, David, try it. Join
me.

WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: Join us.

Davip (horrified): Wayne, stop this, please!
WAYNE-AS-CORPSE: Loser.

Davip: Wayne, stop it! (Trying to get Wayne’s attention, he
hurls Dean’s Super 8 camera, but it accidentally makes contact,
knocking a deep holein the side of Wayne’s head. Blood spews out.
Wayne collapses to the floor.) Oh my God! (David starts running
around the basement looking for a telephone he remembers notic-
ing once. Finding it, he lifts the receiver and dials 911.) Hello?
There’s been a . .. murder. Twenty-three murders, to be exact.

H-h-hurry! (He breaks down crying as the curtain closes.)

THE END

Three months later . . .

Dear David Brooks,

Perhaps you will recall that my class and I attended one
of your puppet shows several months ago. As part of my
final assignment, students were asked to write a short es-
say on one of the events we attended during the semester.

As it happens, one student, Peter Winterson, chose your

27 MR UGLY MAN



puppet show as his subject. I am forwarding his essay

to you for your files. While I wouldn’t say this was one

of the finer essays I received—in fact I graded it a rather

paltry D—perhaps it will be of some interest to you.
Sincerely.
Professor William Griffith
University of Texas

Austin, Texas

On David Brooks’s Untitled Puppet Show

Peter Winterson

The puppeteer’s thoughts are simplistic yet arduous, like
a drunken walk home from a neighborhood bar. But his
“drunkenness” only began once he entered the abstract realm
of reflection, while the point of the thoughts themselves, hur-
tling madly about in his psyche, seems nothing more than the
first word, or perhaps phrase, in an embattled sentence that
has yet to formulate to his satisfaction. Between the murders
he has committed and the artistry informing his puppetry lies
a path so overly complicated by his obsessive need to recon-
struct his participation that the actual meaning is subsumed
by it, almost the way a libretto is dissolved in the music of
an opera.

Thus the object of his artistry seems less a tamed thing than
a vast galaxy whose organization refuses to answer to an ex-

isting law. Within its schematic, all ideas lose their consis-
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tency, all thoughts are corrupted, all feelings enter a state of
levitation. The puppeteer’s thinking is dislocated and each of
its parts—images of images, derealized objects —displays an
identity as defined as its existence is ghostlike. The feeling of
mastery over things that intelligence gives him is great, but
he nevertheless cannot possess those things.

This seemingly irreversible fragmentation of his ideas
prevents him from grasping in their totality the very events
which so energetically seem to solicit him, going so far as
to touch the desires that are most difficult for him to ad-
mit. Forced to recognize successively all the qualities that
compose these events, he cannot identify fully with them,
or feel any comfort in his need for internal cohesion. He
can only grasp the events by immediately dispersing them
artistically.

Consequently, what he becomes aware of is not an emer-
gence of things but a dissolution, such that memory appears
to him to function less as a transfixed memorial to fleeting
thoughts than as an exposure of the vagrancy of involuntary
remembrance. Without privileged access to the moral codes
through which his crimes acquire their meaning, his percep-
tion of them remains mediated by an encroaching emotion,
compounded by his current sense of meaning, which is less
about finding new things than seeing anew.

Perhaps these crimes would have disappeared into ab-
straction had the puppeteer not, at an irretrievable moment
of sexual energy, attempted to understand them, and thereby

awaken a childish response which refuses to yield to the for-
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malist unity he now requires of his art. For while puppets
have emerged, they merely confront his understanding with a
hermeticism that is impossible to break open, further decen-
tering and fragmenting his thoughts as they draw to them the
emotion he believed he’d revoked, reanimating within their
contagious parameters a set of desires he would prefer re-

main hidden.
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UGLY MAN






Two months ago I found out I have a serious disease that’s so
rare it hasn’t earned one of those nicknames like the flu. Even
ifI could pronounceits very long Latin name, the words would
mean nothing. All you need to know is I'm being eaten alive by

infections, and I'll be dead within three months if I'm lucky.

The worst side effect is a gradual, total destruction of my skin.
It peels and flakes away in sheets. If I didn’t spend half of my

days in a tanning salon, I'd look like the moon. I'd have itched



myself to death by now if my fingers weren’t swollen into very

painful, misshapen knobs.

When Iwas first diagnosed, my boyfriend said it didn’t matter.
But when there weren’t enough porn DVDs in the world or a
big enough increase in his allowance to give him an erection
when we were in the same room, I cut him a final check and

sent him on his way.

Now I buy prostitutes instead. It’s obvious as soon as [ undress
they’ll take no pleasure earning money from me. But they need
the money just like I need to rub my husk against them. And
I imagine they think that they’ve tasted worse and have been

tasted by worse.

You don’t know what it means to feel my chapped, disfigured
lips and cock and hands saw away at something so downy. It’s
inexplicable. That’s why it’s hard for me to talk about the fact
that my disease is so contagious a little peck on the cheek is

enough to almost guarantee transmission.

In a few weeks, all the prostitutes I've hired will be the last
boys on earth whom anyone would pay. Not long after I'm
dead, they’ll be dead. Some nights I fantasize about telling
them what saints they are, but I don’t. Still, there are times

when I almost get the feeling they know.
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THE BOY ON THE FAR LEFT






“Why? Because Prada offered the boy on the far right more
money than I could earn in my lifetime to be the face of its fall
ad campaign, and a portrait of him by Wolfgang Tillmans sold
at Sotheby’s for $350,000.

“Because the boy in the middle has dyed blond hair with aninch
of mousey roots and wears far too much makeup on his almost
pretty (from certain angles) face and earns a living having sex

three times a week with some fat alcoholic in his sixties.



“Because the boy on the far right says he’s only doing this be-
cause he has the hots for me, which blows my mind since he’s
an irrefutable god among twinks, even though I understand

I'm not exactly uncute.

“Because the boy in the middle can’t believe he’s having sex
with boys as cute as us and was only hired to do this porn be-

cause he’s willing to let us double penetrate him bareback.

“Because the cameraman gave us the highest dosage of Viagra
you can take without risking a massive heart attack, then we
spent more than an hour doing lines of crystal meth and that
combination is intense if you haven’t tried it. I don’t think I
could stand up right now if I wanted to, and I don’t even know

who the fuck I am.

“Because the boy on the far right had one of his stories pub-
lished in The New Yorker, which got him a six figure advance

from Knopf for a first novel he hasn’t even started writing

yet.

“Because the boy in the middle got so stoned and drunk last
night he couldn’t walk, then suddenly burst into tears for no

reason at all and told his friends he wishes he were dead.

“That’s why.”
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GRADUATE SEMINAR






Artist: ... and that’s a work on paper entitled Mirror Not Mir-
ror from my recent show at Hilton Perreault Gallery. Any
questions?

Art student: I wonder if you would mind talking about your
older work, especially Railroad Tie (1972)?

Artist: Do I mind? Yes. Do I know it’s expected of me? Yes.
Switch to slide tray number two, please.

Artstudent: Tknow you must be tired of talking about Railroad

Tie, but, speaking as an aspiring artist, it changed my life, so—



Artist: Yes, I'm sure it did. Changed mine as well, as you are
no doubt aware. Please show the first slide.

Artist: That’s Ty Wilson, need I say, who, according to the
history books, collaborated with me on Railroad Tie, and who
is now of course very famous, more famous in fact than my-
self, even though he never made a single artwork on his own
and did nothing with regards to Railroad Tie apart from ap-
pearing in it.

Art student: And being the coolest guy ever.

Artist: I'd love to argue that point, but a court order prevents
me. So, for those of you who live under a rock, in Railroad Tie
my work’s celebrated (he said ironically) thematic interest in
mapping the accidental (in quotes) was adapted to a mode
of presentation that was soon to be, shall we say, au courant
thanks to my pioneering efforts. Specifically, I photo-docu-
mented a teenaged boy’s hitchhiking trip across the U.S. And
there he is now hitchhiking. Next slide, please. And there he
is getting picked up by the infamous trucker. Any questions
so far?

Art student: Did you explain your art project to the
trucker?

Artist: Naturally I explained the art project to the trucker,
and, yes, he really did say, “So, if [understand your art project,
I can kill this boy, and that would be okay because it’s for art,
right?” And, as I testified in court, I said, “The term art is be-
ing redefined as we speak, so it would be difficult for me to
answer that question. Therefore, you must answer it yourself.”
Next slide.
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Artist: I'm going to go through these quickly because you've
all seen them a hundred thousand times. That’s Ty being
drugged. Ty lying unconscious in the back of the truck. Ty’s
reaction upon being relieved of his manhood...and of course,
finally, there’s the trucker killing Ty. Any questions?

Art student: What was it like being in prison for eight
years?

Artist: What was it like? Well, my friends Andy and Jasper
and Roy spent those eight years getting very rich and famous,
and I spent them making dinnerware out of tin cans. And the
millions that Railroad Tie earned on the art market went to a
charity for victims of violent crime. And, of course, the late,
illustrious genius Ty Wilson spawned a cottage industry of
posters and documentaries and tribute songs and memora-
bilia that makes Jim Morrison seem like Bobby Rydell, a name
you no doubt have never heard before in your lives, which is my

point.
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SANTA CLAUS VS. JOHNNY CRAWFORD






Johnny’s psychiatrist gives him troubling news: Generous,
gift-giving Santa Claus is in fact his sexually abusive father.
Wracked with disbelief, Johnny runs outside and has a ner-
vous breakdown. Supported by his psychiatrist, Johnny an-
grily confronts his lying, two-faced father. Johnny’s father
tells him to look on the bright side: Santa Claus has the hots
for him. Standing outside his father’s bedroom door, Johnny
thinks, “Just because he’s Santa Claus doesn’t make sexual

abuse okay. But on the other hand .. .”






THE HOSTAGE DRAMA






For this to make sense, you need to know a few things. Like
that my twelve-year-old brother was gay.

Click. Probably would have grown up to be gay. Click.

I mean he probably would have grown up to be gay. He was
even taller than me, and I'm fifteen. The doctors said Steven
would have been around six feet five when he stopped grow-
ing, so he had areally long, weird body that was like looking at
one of those bent up mirrors at a carnival.

Click. His hips. Click.



Right. He had hips kind of like a girl because he was grow-
ing so fast and parts of him were getting bigger at different
speeds.

Click. You're making him sound like a freak. Say he looked
like one of those skinny Russian girl fashion models but with
no makeup and a cock. Click.

I'll just say that some guys thought he looked like a girl, and
some of my friends were kind of obsessed with him even if
they didn’t admit it. And I guess he made gay guys go crazy.

Click. I'm a pedophile, not gay. Big difference. Click.

I mean pedophiles. He was like the pedophile’s Marilyn
Monroe or something. That’s why I'm going to be killed.

Click. That’s not why you're going to be killed. Never mind.
Go on. Click.

I'm not going to be killed because I accidentally killed my
brother who was your jack-off Jesus or whatever you called
him?

Click. We’ve talked about this. You don’t want to die. You’ll
lie to yourself to believe you don’t deserve to die. It’s under-
standable, etc., etc. Go on. Click.

Whatelse . .. Oh, Steven had to go to this special school for
weird kids because he had ADD and acted like such a fag. So
all of his friends were weird kids like him who were either ...
going to grow up to be fags or crazy or both. For some reason,
all of Steven’s friends were younger than him, like ten years
old or even eight years old. And now I should talk about Bree,
shouldn’t I?

Click. Just the basics. Click.

43 NN UGLY MAN



Steven’s best friend was this eight-year-old boy named Bree.
He was named that because his parents were hippies from
France. They got shot to death right in front of Bree when he
was six years old by this friend of their family because they
came home and caught this guy raping Bree.

Click. It wasn’t rape. Click.

Having anal sex with Bree. It wasn’t rape because, accord-
ing to my brother, Bree liked it, and they’d had anal sex a lot
already. So the guy shot Bree’s parents to death, and they ran
off together and went into hiding. But after a while the guy got
bored of fucking Bree. ..

Click. Which, having seen him, I find almost impossible to
believe, but apparently there were reasons. Click.

Yeah, so he tried to kill Bree by poisoning him, and the guy
thought he’d killed Bree, right?

Click. You're the one who told me. Click.

So he put Bree’s not quite dead body in a trash can and disap-
peared. But some homeless guy found Bree, and the doctors
saved his life. But he was always getting sick after that for the
rest of his life, and he was just a strange kid in general. I mean,
it was kind of sick how cute he was. Steven said little girls
would practically have visions and Jesus sightings when they
looked at him. And I swear to God I'm not gay . ...

Click. Except at gunpoint. That’s a joke. Click.

... except when I'm tied up and being told I'll be killed if I
don’t do it, but I dare anyone who’s even kind of vaguely gay
to be in the same room with Bree when he’s not talking and

not feel gay.
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Click. Past tense. Click.

Past tense.

Click. No, I mean because he’s . . . Forget it. So talk more
about Bree’s problems. Click.

Right. So the only reason I can think of why Bree didn’t get
adopted by the richest people in the world or end up the boy-
friend of the king of Saudi Arabia or something is because he
was incredibly annoying. He was always really nervous, and he
was always talking about how he was so nervous. It took about
an hour for that to start getting on your nerves. At first people
would be like, “Oh, don’t be nervous, Bree. Everything’s cool.”
But...Idon’t know if I should talk about this yet, but the other
night Steven had Bree over to our house for the first time, and
I was like, “Who the fuck is that?!” I started following him all
over the house listening to his bullshit and thinking, “I'm not
gay, but would it be gay if I sniffed his butt? I mean through his
pants.”

Click. Or not through his pants. Click.

Yeah, but I was crying with your gun pointed at my head
when I did that. I think maybe I should talk about all the girl-
friends I've had just to—

Click. Off topic. Click.

Anyway, shit ... Oh yeah, Bree just kept talking and talking
until the whole gay part of me went away, and I started yelling
at him, “Shut up, shut up,” and when he didn’t, I guess I beat
the crap out of him, and I guess it was so bad that he would’ve
had to go to the hospital. So my brother Steven freaked out

and started crying and saying he was going to call the police
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on me, so | freaked out and called my friend John here, who I
thought was a cool, honest person back then, and who I didn’t
realize was just being nice to me because he wanted to fuck
my brother . ..

Click. Worship the ground he walked on, actually. Click.

... and he told me to kill my brother and bring Bree over
here.

Click. For the hundred millionth time, I didn’t say kill Ste-
ven, I said bring Steven with you. Click.

You said kill Steven. I heard it. Why would I kill my own
brother unless you told me to?

Click. Enjoy your last few minutes. Click.

SolIgotaknife outof the kitchen and stabbed Steven to death
because I was ordered to do that, and then I stole my parents’
car and came over here with Bree thinking John was going to
help me. But he had a gun, and he raped me and Bree, and then
he killed Bree, and . ..

Click. No, and then Bree died of his injuries from the
beating you gave him. And you'’re just lucky you bear a very
slight resemblance to Steven. Otherwise, it would have been,
“I killed my brother, John.” “Oh, really, Kenny?” Blammo.
Click.

Whatever ... and now John’s holding me hostage and raping
me all the time.

Click. And you killed your parents. Click.

What? Oh, I, yeah, I'killed my parents, but they were asleep
so that wasn’t so bad. And now the police think I did it, and are

looking for me.
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Click. And you don’t think you deserve being raped and
killed. Click.

Yeah, and I don’t think I deserve that.

Click. Which is where I assume your last words to the world
should come in. Click.

Right.

52 N UGLY MAN



THE BRAINIACS






It’s raining, so a few of us are forced to get stoned. We're fa-
mously too intelligent to be a bunch of skateboarders, but
that’s all we are. Jules lights a joint, and we pass it around until
the TV seems deep. We click through everything and compro-
mise on violence. Then we realize it’s just some political thing
happening in Iraq, but we’re too high by now to fight off our

intelligence.

“Why don’t we do things like that?” Thom asks.



“Do,” Jules says. He always seems the most stoned because
he’s the smartest when he’s not.

“Blow ourselves up to kill people,” Thom says. “I don’t mean
lowercase us.  mean uppercase us.”

“Because over here we call it suicide bombing,” Jules says.
“Over there it’s probably called something that sounds really
exciting.”

“Like what?” I ask.

“I don’t know,” Jules says. “We should ask that guy who’s
from over there.”

“What guy?” I ask.

“The 7-Eleven guy,” Jules says. “He’s from over there some-
where.”

“You're racist,” Thom says.

“You're too stoned to parse out that word,” Jules says. “So

I'lllet it pass.”

On our way to the 7-Eleven, we run into Debra and Barb. We're
wet, and they’re dry sitting in one of their cars. Debra’s beauty
and serious lack of intelligence fucks with me, but I'm still
stoned and can feel a kind of dumbness simulacrum going on.

“Give me head,” I say to her, and the guys go nuts laughing.

“Somebody’s stoned,” Debra says.

“Fuck, dude,” Thom says.

“When it rains, you guys are lost, aren’t you?” she says. “It’s
kind of sad.”

“We're organizing a terrorist cell,” Thom says to them. “You

want to join?”
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“You guys are spooky,” Debra says.

“I'm serious,” Thom says. “We’re going to get some advice
from that Arab guy at the 7-Eleven.”

“You can be our bitches,” I say. “Or we can be your whatever
the opposite of bitches would be. Studs.”

“Terrorists against what?” Barb asks. “Us?”

“What’s that thing you're wearing?” Jules asks. He leans
over and studies Barb’s very cool sweatshirt.

“It’s Denny Wear,” she says.

“It’s interesting,” Jules says. “Where’d you get it?”

“On Melrose,” she says.

“That’s very, very cool,” Jules says. “It conforms to your iden-
tity with this weird perfection that’s kind of at odds with you.”

“Let’s go with them,” Barb tells Debra. “What the fuck.”

Debra looks from her to me. “You're serious,” she says.
“You're not just stoned.”

“About what?” I say.

“About being terrorists, obviously,” she says.

“Yeah,” I'say. “And about the other thing too. Just remember
this because [ won’t. You know what I said you should do when
I first got here? It’s alegitimate and sincere request that has no
expiration date. Even when I'm sober and distant again, the
request stands. Don’t be afraid to say, ‘Let’s do that thing you
wanted to do when you were stoned.” I won’t laugh at you or
get sarcastic. I'll want it. I'll somehow unlock my intelligence
and make it happen. This part of me is always there, it’s just
scared of rejection. Wow, I'm going on and on. I think this pot

is laced with something. Thom?”
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“What?” Thom says.

“I think this pot is laced with something,” I say.

Thom shuts his eyes and studies his stonedness. “You're
right,” he says.

I look at Debra again. “Never mind,” I say. “I'm untrust-
worthy. I want head now or never.”

“Never,” she says.

“You're being evil,” I say, and hug myself. I feel incredibly

laced with something wrong. “Just forget it.”

We had to go sit for a while and let the scary lace inside us
fade out. Since we're close to the stupid half-pipe that the city
was forced to build for our skateboarding brethren and us, we
end up sitting there watching these younger, less smart, bet-
ter skateboarders trick around with their boards. I don’t know
about my friends, but the whole sham of us as skateboard-
ers is so clear and crisp to me. After a while, I have to ask the

younger guys for their opinion. They’ve seen us skate.

“Hey, any of you guys,” I yell. They’ve taken a break and are
sitting quietly along the pipe’s edge thinking dumb, sporty
thoughts.

“What,” one of them yells back.

“We suck, right?” I yell. “I mean as skateboarders. Don’t
worry, we won't beat you up. We're too stoned.”

“You seriously do, dude,” the boy yells. His friends are just
staring off vacantly like they’re stoned, but I think they’re just

stupid and so their eyes are de-energized.
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“Why?” Iyell.

“In every way,” he yells back.

“You're not being ironic, right?” I yell.

“Ironic,” he yells in this voice I think is making fun of my
voice, which I guess is full of my laughable intelligence.

“Okay, got it,” I yell. “That hurt. Nice one.”
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KNIFE/TAPE/ROPE






Steve: So I was fat and weird looking since I was fucking born.
So everyone hated me at school and everywhere else. I didn’t
care, or not enough to blow my brains out. So after about like
third grade I didn’t even want anything. Anyway, all the great
bands are totally ugly too. Rob Halford, Bruce Dickinson . . .
Ozzy. He’s even fat, but that’s not why I liked him. They’re all
just right about a lot of things if you really listen to them like
I did. Thanks to them I made these friends finally. Ron, Jim,

Jen. Nice people in a way. They had these criticisms of me, but



I accepted that. Ron knew all this stuff about Satan, which
was amazing 'cos he, Satan, is pretty fucking ugly too, and
even fat according to Ron. So I thought, you know, Teach me
about death, Satan, I don’t care. And it was all about murder,
which was great because when you're not the one getting mur-
dered, murder’s the ultimate interesting thing. I totally agree

with that.

Jim: I used to feel like there was someone else inside my head,
but I couldn’t understand what they were saying at first. Then
last October Ron turned to me in psychology class and asked
me if I ever thought about killing a person. I said, “Yeah,” 'cos,
you know, we talked about it a lot. And he said, “Well, let’s kill
Steve.” I said okay because it was obvious Steve didn’t mean
much to anyone, not even us, and we hung out with him all
the time. Ron said that Jen, who I think he was fucking, should
come along too, which was okay with me. Then he said that
he’d already planned that we should do it on Halloween night
before even talking to me. He just knew I'd agree, which was
cool, I guess. He’s great. I mean, Halloween?! Steve kind of
knew things were weird pretty soon, thanks to Jen. She’s a re-
ally good artist. She draws these great medieval-type scenes
that look like album covers. She did one of a giant warrior
holding somebody up in the air who looked exactly like Steve
but mutilated and stuff. And she showed it to Steve one day to
see what he’d say, and he laughed, but he knew. I also think he’d
overheard Ron and me maybe talking about it, I don’t know.

But I knew that he knew . . . just the look in his eyes like “I
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know you’re going to kill me, but I'm not going to believe it.”
So Halloween day Ron asked Steve to come into the woods by
the chemical plant with us. There’s a pack of stray dogs around
there, and we’d caught two and sacrificed them to Satan once,
but we hadn’t asked Steve along then ’cos he was too fucking
ugly and weird. So after school, Ron gave us rides to his place.
Jen was already there. We got high and played metal, and Ron
got these baseball bats out of the basement. Then Steve knew
for sure we were going to kill him. I mean, there were three
bats and four of us. Ron threw one to me and one to Jen, and
I could tell by his look that Steve was really wanting to have
one. So Ron went and got a little axe from the garage and told
Steve, “Here, you carry this bat, and I'll carry this axe.” Steve
really knew something final was going on. You know, four
people and three bats. So we hiked to the well. We’d already
agreed Ron would strike the first blow because he was the
strongest and smartest of us, or we thought so. And it was his
bigidea, his bats. He chose Steve. And I mean, Steve was huge,
over two hundred pounds and shorter even than Jen for fuck’s
sake. So . .. where was I? Oh, there’s this well in the woods
where we’'d dropped the dead dogs that other time which was
known as the Well of Hell. Some of us used to go there and
pray to Satan when we were emotionally fucked up. The four
of us stood by the well for a while sort of looking at each other,
giggling. Steve was giggling too, which was really pathetic.
There weren’t any dogs, of course. Anyway, Ron chickened
out. He just stood there staring weirdly at Steve, not talking,

and we eventually went home. It was dark. Steve had to go
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home and eat dinner or something. We just watched him walk
down the road waving bye at us feeling totally fucked. Then
we went back to Ron’s and put on metal and Jen drew this re-
ally great picture of Steve looking into the well, standing all
by himself, with an evil smile looking at him from the water.
Itlooked exactly like Steve. Jen said the smile was the smirk of
triumph, which cracked us up. Even Ron. Then we rescheduled
the murder for Sunday. And Ron said, “Let’s make a pact that
we stay sober this time,” and that we’d get more out of killing
that way. It’s kind of weird to think now what was driving us
on after failing at first, but I guess we just wanted that sort of
experience, Jen and me from killing dogs, and Ron from dogs

and from thinking about killing Steve all the time, I guess.

Jen: So Sunday Ron came over and helped my dad burn some
dead leaves. And this kitten walked into the yard. When my
dad wasn’t looking, Ron picked up the thing and said, ”Bait
for Steve,” and put it into a net bag. Jim came by later, and we
drove over to his place. I think Ron was waiting for us. He
looked cute. I always thought so. Then Ron called Steve and
invited the jerk to come and help us kill something. The kitten,
I guess. Then we listened to metal, and I drew their portraits
‘til Steve arrived. When Steve got there we showed him the
kitten and stuff, then we got in the car with the bats. Ron let
Steve hold the kitten bag—I don’t know why—but he started
becoming too rough with the thing like a jerk. Petting it real
hard, and that’s not the way we ever did it with animals we

killed, so Ron took itaway and said Steve was a shit. We parked
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by the woods, and walked up to the Well of Hell. It takes about
ten minutes. Ron had some rope, and we tied the kitten bag to
atree branch and hit it around with the bats. God, Steve was a
jerk. He couldn’t even hit it he was so fat. Then it died and we
cutit down. I think I said I wished we had something bigger to
kill. And Steve agreed, which was weird. Then Jim said, “So
what’re we going to do now, blah blah blah.” Ron said, “I don’t
know.” I'think we were cracking up. Ron said we should smoke
dope and think, but Jim hadn’t brought one of his usual pipes,
so Ron asked Steve if he had a pipe. When Steve reached into
his pocket to check, Ron hit him right in the face. He started
running away, but we chased him. He kept saying, “Why me,
you guys? Why me?” And when we caught up to him, Ron
said, “Because it’s fun, Steve.” The way he said it, it was real
soothing like if you would talk to a little kid. “Because it’s fun,
Steve.” I think that just freaked Steve out because he kinda
stopped and turned around like, “Maybe they’re not going to
kill me after all.” It’s like he turned around on purpose, almost
to see if we were really going to do it. Then we hit him like
seventy times. Ron broke his bat. Then we said, “Sacrifice to
Satan,” and put Steve’s body down in the well and went home.
Like I said, I draw pictures, and I drew a picture that night of
Steve down in the well that Ron wanted to frame. I have to
admit it was great. I think it was Steve in the shape of two evil
eyes under some water. I just thought it was neat, Steve as eyes,
like he was going to haunt us. And I took it to school the next
day, and I passed it around. People liked it a lot. They always
liked what I did. They’d just trip on it.
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Pete: Hey, you guys. I just want to tell you how cool what I
think you did was. And there are other people who think so
too, so you should know that.

Jim: Yeah, right. I heard.

Jen: You should really thank Ron, though. It’s his thing,
really.

Ron: (mumbles)

Pete: What, Ron?

Jim: I don’t think Ron likes you.

Jen: Actually, I don’t think he likes us, either. Or anybody,
really.

Pete: What does he like to talk about?  mean, how can I get
him to deign to speak to me?

Jim: Ask him about Satan.

Pete: Right. Ron, what’s your take on Satan?

Ron: He’s huge.

Jim: Do you mean popular or big physically?

Ron: Both.

Jen: Yeah, Ron told me once that Satan looks like Dom De-
Luise if Dom DeLuise was scary looking. Or . . . did you ever
see that guy who heads up the Satan Church in San Francisco,
what’s hisname. .. Jim, what’s his name?

Jim: I don’t fucking know.

Ron: Hisnameis...Iforget.

Jim: Right.

Pete: Hey, great. It’s hard for me to picture a scary looking

Dom DeLuise, but I think I get the idea. And I don’t know who
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that Satan Church person is, but I'm kind of more interested
in whatit. .. well, what it felt like to kill that guy.

Jen: What do you think it felt like?

Pete: I don’t know. You’re an artist. You understand stuff,
not me.

Jim: I'll tell him. Nothing. That’s what it felt like. You just do
it. You start and then you just keep doing it because it’s too late
to do anything else. But as far as killing Steve in particular,
nothing. It was better than killing dogs.

Ron: Definitely.

Jen: Tell the kid, Ron. Jesus. You're great and everything, but
this kid’s just interested. Tell him like you told us.

Ron: Okay. It’s for Satan. That’s all. And as for me, I just
always had this obsession with killing things. I don’t know
really what it was. When I started out as a little kid, I couldn’t
just shoot a bird and watch it die.  had to tear it up. Same with
Steve. I hated the guy, but I couldn’t just wait and hope he got hit
by a car or something. Besides, Satan sort of advised me to do it,
in a way. He like told me, his voice. Jim, you know about this.

Jim: Yeah.

Pete: Cool. Voice?

Jim: Yeah, like he’s inside your head with you. Look, you
couldn’t possibly understand, asshole.

Jen:Ithink he’s cute.

Pete: Thanks.

Jen: No problem.

Ron: Killing someone is just one of those things that any-

body who’s honest with himself wants to do because it’s one of
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the greatest things you could do. I mean stopping somebody
else forever. Making them rot. How could you not want to do
that? And Satan says it’s cool to do it. Well, more than cool. I
doubt he uses words like that.

Jim: He talks to me like that.

Jen:Isee him as a warrior, a really big guy. We're like specks
to him.

Pete: Cool.

Jim: Anyway ...

Etheral Disembodied Voice: That’s what you think.

Pete: What the fuck was that?

Jim: Did I ever tell you about the time we killed a puppy?

Pete: Not me.

Jen: T'll tell it. Let’s see .. . yeah, we killed this little dog, poo-
dle, inside a clothes dryer. Ron stuffed the dryer with weeds
and sprinkled that with paint thinner and lit it on fire. The
dog was running around inside, and it’s the first time I ever
heard a dog scream. It sounded just like a human screaming.
We started laughing. We made it into a game, see how long we
could make it live. Then we stabbed it a few times and chucked
itinto the weeds.

E.D.V: Cool.

Pete: That. What’s that? Satan?

Jen: It sounds like fucking Steve, I hate to say.

E.D.V.: Correct. Being dead isn’t any big deal, you guys.

Jim: I don’t want to hear this.

Jen: Me either.

E.D.V.:It’s black, extremely black. I can’t even see you.
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Pete: Do you like it?

E.D.V.: I don’t not like it. Anyway, I just showed up to say
that when you guys die, [ won’t be able to hurt you or your spir-
its or anything if you're worried about that. Death’s weird. It’s

not about Satan or anything. You just die. It’s weird.
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“I do what you draw,” said a voice. “But you can watch.”

A tall, limp sixteen-or-something-year-old Japanese boy is
tiedin an X across a tilted wooden platform that seems to have
been designed to hold a futon. His hair is many months beyond
its last trim and dyed an artificial doll black, then combed out
and way up and sprayed into place so it looks like a giant crow
is sitting unsteadily on top of his head. His face has been para-

lyzed with injections of something, then given a boomerang



grin thanks to a contraption the murderer invented and has
hidden inside his mouth. His eyes are nonissues beneath con-
tact lens imprinted with wowed, dilated “eyes” of a sentimen-
tal comic-book blue. Pinkish white makeup has been glossily
applied to every inch of skin including fingertips and toe pads
like the paint that killed the woman James Bond sort of loved
in Goldfinger. He wears alittle girl’s pink T-shirt and very tight
bikini bottoms made of black reflective plastic. Underneath
them, his genitals have been subdivided into three lumps and
neatly arranged there like chocolates. Apparently, I could hit
them with a hammer and that wouldn’t wake him up. Who

was he?

“It’s a strange question. Not much of anyone. He played soccer.
That explains the legs and ass, as you will see. They doomed
him. Other than that, he was noisy. He thought he was a clever
child. His big head was indulged because his ass was so small
and accidentally erotic. His parents believe he drowned in the
river near their home and was washed out to sea. Now he is
Flash. That’s his new name. Flash is a superhero. His powers
are great but he was unprepared for my lust. He didn’t expect
to be killed for that. He thinks Flash will survive like always.
He’s smug. He’s secretly intrigued. But just before a bolt of
lightning struck hishead and turned himinto Flash, the young-
est superhero, he was a screaming, crying, vomiting sixteen-
year-old boy whom I raped for three days straight, stopping

only to nap and make some phone calls and eat. And before
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that, he was one of the millions of sixteen-year-old soccer-
playing, iPod-wearing, charismatic Japanese American teen-
agers with an annoying donkey laugh, a cutely unkempt hair-
cut, and an ass too exquisite to waste its whole life squeezing

out shits.”
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... I shoved my tongue deep inside his hot, tight ass [Editor’s
note: Many problems here. Unless your character is Gene
Simmons, he’d be lucky to insert his tongue an eighth of an
inch inside the ass, which, taking into account the volume of
the cavity in question, doesn’t qualify as deep. If he is a Gene
Simmons type, you need to say so. Also, human asses aren’t
hot. Unless your character has spanked the ass in question
vigorously—and there is no mention of that—or they are in

a sauna—which they are not—the exterior would be luke-



warm or tepid at best. If you're referring to the anal cavity it-
self, you'd be lucky to get away with warm. In fact, the tongue
has a higher temperature than the anal membranes, so the ef-
fect would be a cooling. The only exception would be if the
secondary character is ill and running a fever, in which case I
don’t believe the main character would be rimming him, cor-
rect?] and spent a delirious hour scrounging around in his
delicious, silken depths [An hour, really? It’s technically pos-
sible, but your main character’s facial muscles would be very
sore, in which case “delirious” becomes a problem. May I sug-
gest “minute”? Your point would still be made. “Scrounging”
is effective. It does feel as though one is being scrounged, but I
would never have thought of that word. “Around” is unneces-
sary, but I found its masculine, blue-collar tone erotic, so I'll
let it stand. As for “delicious,” I understand what you're get-
ting at. Your main character thinks the secondary character
is very attractive. Hence, blah blah blah. However, an asshole
is not delicious. There is barely any taste at all. It’s the aroma
of the asshole that creates the illusion of a flavor. Of course
calling attention to that aroma would be risky. You might have
noticed that most pornographic descriptions of oral-anal sex
avoid the issue, apart from the occasional aside that an ass
smells “clean.” How ambitious are you? You could break new
ground by eroticizing the aroma of an ass being rimmed, or
you could avoid the area entirely. In any case, “delicious” won’t
fly. As for “silken,” silk is dry and gauzy. Anal membranes are
slickand greasy. How about “rubbery”? With “depths” we have

the same problem I mentioned earlier: Your main character is
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not anywhere near the secondary character’s depths. There
is also the problem of repetition: “deep,” “depths.”| while he
devoured [Is he a cannibal? If so, do you think he’d have the
patience?]| my big dick [Bland, de rigueur. Perhaps “gigantic,”
“monster,” “humongous”? You could also indicate whether it
is circumcised or not. Is the dick leaking seminal fluid? If so,
that would add some pizzazz.] and juicy balls. [Oranges are
juicy; testicles sweat and very modestly at that.] It took him a
while, [an entire hour?] but that cute blond slut [I was going
to argue against “slut” since you describe him as a virgin on
pp- 13, 17, 18, 22, but, after conferring with one of my col-
leagues, I'll agree that slutty behavior is not a matter of exper-
tise. Still, the word gave me pause, and it might be scrutinized
by readers. Also, “cute blond” is too generic.  miss his “sleepy

” «

blue eyes,” “small ski-lift nose,” and “flowery pink lips.” Could
you remind us here? He and your readers deserve that much. I
might mention here that I happen to be the “cute blond” type
you are stereotyping in your story. Perhaps you’ll think this
throws my ability to be objective into question. Rather, I'd
suggest it provides me greater insight into your story. Your
“cute blond” could be far more human, individualistic, and
erotic if you would be willing to go back and rewrite the be-
ginning and middle of your story. I would be happy to provide
you with more information regarding what your “cute blond”
might be feeling, thinking, and wanting from your main char-
acter if you would like. We could meet for a coffee near the
office during one of my breaks. How does Wednesday sound?

This is not an editorial demand, of course, but rather a sugges-
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tion that you may accept or disregard as you wish.| managed
to deep-throat all eleven inches of my hard, thick pole. [This
wouldn’t be an autobiographical story, would it? If so, what’s
your phone number? That’s alittle joke. Seriously, “hard, thick
pole” is lazy. Sculpt it for us. Make us feel it in our throats.
Also, isn’tit the privilege of knowing his dick is inside the cute
blond’s face that forms the source of the main character’s ec-
stasy and impending orgasm? Mention that. It doesn’t have to
be more than a phrase.] His hot, [too many “hots”]| gagging
throat [throats don’t “gag,” throats “constrict” or “convulse”]
crammed with more meat than it could handle [nice]| sent me
over the edge, [of what?] and I exploded. [Cliché, cliché. Plus,
it literally makes no sense unless your character is a suicide
bomber. You can do much better.] Wave after wave of hot
cum [There’s “hot” again. Also, not to beat a dead horse, but
sperm’s temperature is not “hot” but rather lukewarm. Surely
you've had enough sex to know that. “Wave” is a stretch—if
only!—but I'll let it go.] gushed into his sweet teenaged guts.
[Unless the secondary character has had a large amount of
candy in his mouth recently, his guts would not be “sweet.”
If you mean sweet as in adorable, how do his esophagus and
stomach qualify? Have you ever seen an X-ray? [ realize you're
complimenting him, but this is not the place. “Guts” is inac-
curate, but I like it instinctually. It makes your main charac-
ter sound tough and masculine. Lastly, I spoke to our legal
department, and “teenaged” is a problem. They suggested
“eighteen-year-old guts” as an alternative. Does that work for

you? Frankly, reading the story, I assumed the “cute blond”
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was in his early twenties. Perhaps you mean he looks younger.
I'm twenty-four, but I still get carded on those rare occasions
when I go to a gay bar. It’s possible I'm identifying with the
character too much. If so, disregard. Finally, I'll end my edit
with another quibble, albeit a rather large one. Why does your
“cute blond” not have an orgasm? Do you find his pleasure
unimportant? The ending feels very abrupt without it. If your
main character thinks the “cute blond’s guts” are “sweet,” then
what about his sperm? Are you saying your main character
wouldn’t want a face or mouthful of that sperm? Personally,
given the personality you've chosen for him, I find that unbe-
lievable. I can tell you that on the rare occasions when I have
had sex, my partners not only wanted but demanded I have an
orgasm in their mouths. In fact, it was only then that they were
sufficiently satisfied to have an orgasm themselves. My expe-
rience is not everyone’s, of course.  am merely suggesting that
were your main character to take the “cute blond’s” penis in
his mouth and fellate him to orgasm, it could be the physical
effect of this orgasm combined with the very potent, positive
psychological effect of the main character’s decision to take
the “cute blond’s” sperm into his mouth that would cause the
“cute blond” to make the Herculean effort to deep throat the
main character’s rather large penis. Consequently, the taste of
the “cute blond’s” sperm combined with the honor of having
his penis submerged in the “cute blond’s” throat would give
the main character a more meaningful orgasm and correct the
problem of his callousness toward the “cute blond.” It’s your

story, but I offer you my expertise on this particular topic in
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the spirit of teamwork. Let me know if you'd like to have that
coffee. In any case, I need your rewrite in my mailbox first

thing Friday morning. Best, Peter Guest]|

Dear XRay Ted,
I’'ve had an additional hour to think further about the edit,
and | have one final suggestion. Let me preface it by telling
you that | don’t as a general rule give such a careful edit on
the porno stories that are selected to appear in the maga-
zine. | mean this close attention as a compliment. Yours
is one of the rare stories we’ve received that aroused me
personally in any significant way. This is due in part to the
physical attributes | happen to share with your secondary
character, as I've explained. In addition, the inordinate at-
tention you pay to the secondary character’s asshole and
surrounding region happens to conform to my fantasy of
what great sex would consist of with myself in the passive
or receiving role. My use of the word “would” is a slight
exaggeration, as | have participated in great sex or at least
very good sex of the type your story emphasizes on two of
the very few occasions in which | have found an objective
reason to have sex. Thus, | believe | know what your story
could become were you to take a little more time with it.
Pardon me for saying this, but your strength is not your
writing but rather what appears to be your fetish and the
passion your writing exhibits when your imagination comes
in contact with a certain body part I'm certain that | need

not mention. My strengths, on the other hand, are language,
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syntax, and other technical skills regarding the construction
of fiction, as well as, to some degree, my imagination, at
least when it is stimulated by what | suppose | would have to
term my own personal fetish. (As a side note, | am currently
studying for a master’s degree in creative writing at Yale.)
It occurs to me that our talents and fetishes are a good if
not entirely perfect match. Hence, my earlier offer to form
a more intimate than usual writer and editor relationship
for the purpose of finessing your story. (As a second side
note, | apologize for my long-windedness. | tend to become
rather talkative when | am physically aroused. But I'll tell
you a secret: There are ways to shut me up, and if | act hurt
or indignant, one need only repeat the silencing proce-
dure at length to make my mouth as quiet as a church.)
FYI, my limited success as a sex partner is due in large
part to what | like to term nice-guy syndrome. Respect
is crucial and a turn-on for me, but niceness is another
thing. Truth is, I'm a nattering, self-absorbed tight ass at
the best of times. | know this full well. Hence, when people
are overly nice to me, all that tells me is that they’re not
paying sufficient attention. In my day-to-day life, people’s
inattentiveness to the unpleasant aspects of my personal-
ity is understandable. When fully clothed, | am not at my
best. However, if | am naked and in bed with someone,
and he makes too many allowances for the irritants in my
behavior, and that allowance prevents him from taking full
advantage of my body, then | can only conclude they find

the gift of my availability unimportant, and, as far as | am
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concerned, the sex we have is doomed to be mediocre and
listless, and | would just as soon go home and masturbate.

No doubt you are wondering why | have chosen to share
this personal and revealing information with you. The truth
is, during the hour or so since | last wrote to you, | que-
ried my coworkers about you and discovered that | have
been assigned the task of editing your story as a cruel
joke on us both. In their minds, my obsessive attention to
detail will “drive you crazy,” in one coworker’s words. They
consider you to be a very primitive person whose behav-
ior during your occasional visits to our office in the time
prior to my coming to work here was sufficient grounds
for any number of sexual harassment suits against you.

If it helps, | am equally unpopular here both for the same
personality quirks | have displayed in my e-mails to you,
and because | happen to be several thousand times more
attractive than any of my fellow employees. According

to them, | was only hired because the managing edi-

tor of our magazine intends to find a way to fuck me.

In the course of this discovery, | was shown a series of
suggestive digital photos of you that you sent to one of my
appalled coworkers, and, deep breath, | would be interested
in having sex with you with one proviso: that during our en-
counter we engage in oral-anal sex with myself as the pas-
sive recipient at great length. Actually, | am open to all ideas
you have within reason that involve anal sex with myself in
the passive role just so long as oral-anal sex is the center-

piece or chorus to whatever sexual activity my ass inspires
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you to perform. My genitals are fair game as well, although |
will forewarn you that they are merely pleasant looking and
average sized with the one plus that they, like the rest of my
body, are naturally almost hairless. My heritage is Scan-
dinavian, if you haven’'t guessed, while you appear to be
Spanish or Italian mixed with some Arabic, if | might hazard
a guess. Whatever your background, you certainly do know
a thing or two about large cocks. All the more reason for me
to wonder why you slighted the one in your story. A simple
pole, hardly. You could give that thing of yours a name and
register it to vote. But | have flattered you and debased my-
self long enough. Shall we meet for that coffee | suggested
tomorrow and, barring faux pas, take it back to your place?

Love, Peter

... The coffeehouse was swarming with trendy young pieces
of college-age shit. Blondie was trendiest, but he was also
the shit. [Ed. Note: I was wearing a Kenzo shirt, Paul Smith
jacket. That’s my current “uniform.” Add?] The bitch must
have killed when he was fourteen. [I did, but I didn’t know it,
unfortunately.] At twenty-four, he looked eroded—two flitty
queen’s eyes, a tight, disapproving mouth, and an already
weak chin blurred by faint jowls. [This is painful to read but
well written. Here let me say I was of course disappointed and
confused by your nonappearance at our scheduled meeting.
I appreciate that you appear to have imagined this meeting
on behalf of your story, but a simple SMS declaring your sud-

den unavailability would have been nice. Perhaps you took my
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earlier discrediting of “nice-guy syndrome” into account and
blew me off as a way of arousing my further interest. In do-
ing so, you have misinterpreted my point. However, assuming
this to be the case, my further interest is aroused nonethe-
less, which must say something unpleasant about me. While
the mind-reading you presume in this vastly improved draft
speaks of someone far more . . . shall we say, simple than my-
self (I will grant you determinedly less simple), I have decided
nonetheless, based on what I can only interpret as the irrefut-
ably heavy come-on you are addressing to me within the thin
disguise of this draft, to invite you have a drink with me at
Maximal’s tonight. Shall we say 7:30? Oh, I forgot to mention
that my “uniform” includes jeans by Energie, an Italian label.
Include if you wish.] It took me all of three seconds to want to
slam-fuck the priss until his screams woke up the president
of China. [Point taken, but in China’s political system, there
is no president, per se. Perhaps you're saying your desire was
such that you were rendered sloppy in your thinking? If so,
you might rephrase the sentence thusly: “. . . slam-fuck the
priss until his moans woke up whoever’s running China at the
moment.” One other suggestion: Why not something on the
order of “...rim the priss until his moans...” oreven ... slam-
rim...” orits equivalent? Granted, your main character wants
to fuck the secondary character, and surely your main charac-
ter will fulfill this desire (wink), but it might be nice as well as
sexy to give the secondary character a modicum of respect at
this point in your story. Not to mention that your main char-

acter does indeed want to rim the secondary character very,
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very much, unless I'm misunderstanding your narrative, and
I believe I am not. If I'm becoming too personal at this stage
of our “relationship” as editor and writer, I believe I have the
right considering my above-mentioned invitation. ]

I like to know whom I screw. [Well, isn’t that generous of your
character.] But I'm talking know a little. [I saw that coming.] So
when the kid started prattling [I do] about himself, [To be fair,
when [ prattle, I tend to cover the bases, and when I do address
myself, it is only due to a vast insecurity. How about . . . prat-
tling on about things that were of no interest to me—things that
were surely of little interest to him as well, a tactic of avoiding the
topic of our obvious mutual attraction that inadvertently spoke
of nothing but the lust that his insecurities and relative lack of ex-
perience caused him to try unsuccessfully to disavow.” I suppose
that’s not very erotic. Rephrase in your own words?] I connected
his dots—a face so fucking hairless, it must have seen fewer ra-
zor blades than Pluto has seen spaceships [Actually, I have about
eight fine hairs on my chin that I need to shave perhaps once a
week], forearms that made a twelve-year-old’s look macho [I do
go to the gym twice a week, and I believe it shows]|—and it was all
I could do not to rip his clothes off, lay him across our tipsy little
table, and lick him off his skeleton like he was ice cream. [ Off the
record, my cock is so hard right now. I can be notoriously full of
myself as a way of masking my deep feelings of inadequacy, as I
said, but I'll nonetheless venture that your writing has improved
dramatically in this new draft. Might I take some of the credit
for functioning as your muse? I'm certain enough of this to risk

sounding presumptuous. |
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Call me big headed, [You? LOL] but if I want a piece of blond
ass,it’s mine.I don’t even need to ask. [No comment] Thereisn’t
aman, woman, or child in West Hollywood who hasn’t whipped
their head around and cruised me on the street. [ This is a decent
explanation for your character’s success rate, shall we say. Still,
not to be the dreaded bossy bottom, but several of my cowork-
ers here at the magazine have made the observation that you are
indeed very hot while also giving you negative points for being,
in their words, “too sleazy.” In fact, one of these coworkers took
me aside before our scheduled meeting yesterday to caution me
against becoming “a notchin (your) belt.” Clearly,  have proven
to be a tad deaf in that regard. Nonetheless, should something
transpire between us, | would hope to be more than a notch, or,
at worst, a larger than usual notch.] Calling me a stud is like
calling Mother Teresa a nice lady. Give me a Bible-toting, neo-
Nazi virgin who doesn’t even know what reaching puberty in-
volves, and I'll give you back a walking, talking souvenir ashtray
of the Grand Canyon. [Either this goes, or the virgin has to be
eighteen, but it’s interesting. That’s your fifth reference to sex
with underage boys in two pages. Working here at the maga-
zine where every form of pornography imaginable has wound
up on my desktop at one time or another, I've seen my share of
so-called child porn. I'll venture a controversial opinion and say
I've had to cross my legs at times when someone too young to be
nude has stared me in the face. While I can’t arrive in your bed
via a time machine, I think I can say with some certainty that
the illegal me would have blown your mind. I could bring along

some old photos if you like? There’s also fantasy role-play to
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consider. I will admit I've always wanted to try that.] So Ilet my
eyes give Blondie some good, gentlemanly news while my knee
drove it home with an ungentlemanly massage that pinned his
knee against the wall.

“I talk too much,” Blondie said suddenly, his knee struggling
feebly to free itself from mine. [For the record, if it really were
my knee, it would be returning the massage. |

“Why don’t you take a little trip to the bathroom or some-
where so I can see your pretty ass,” I said, giving him his free-
dom. [My question is: Would the blond character have done
your character’s bidding? I would say yes because he would
indeed be hoping to “score” with you, and while I'm hardly the
gay community’s favorite cup of tea, no one’s ever slipped a
note into the complaint box of my “pretty” ass, as your pro-
tagonist just accurately phrased it, so, considering your main
character’s mixed review of “my” face and personality, a little
show of strength would seem to be in order. |

“So we're entering the swimwear portion of the competi-
tion?” Blondie asked in his gayest voice yet, pushing the chair
back and rising to his feet.

“More like the test drive,” I said.

[Not to make myself completely transparent, but if, let’s say,
you had shown up at the coffeehouse as planned, and I'd or-
dered a drink or two instead of, oh, a latte—the vodka tonic
is my nemesis, FYI—you literally could have had me on the
table ala youridle fantasy of a paragraph or two back with that
line. Remind me to tell you about certain tragedies that have

resulted when the demon vodka tonic, myself, and a cocktail
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party full of gay men with nothing better to do have come in
too close a proximity. In my darkest moments, I sometimes
believe I have sought out a future as a writer, intellectual, and
academic entirely to evade my true calling as the kind of fad-
ing, once pretty blond alcoholic you sometimes see taking
on all comers in the blackest corners of establishments with
names like the Cock Ring or the Eagle. Excuse this bout of un-
sexiness on my part, but something about you brings out the
sad slut who whispers in my inner ear: “The only ivory tower
you're suited for is waiting in some smoky room between two
hairy muscular legs.” Perhaps tonight, my love. |

If I'd been God, [as opposed to someone who thinks he is?
;-) ] I would have slowed Blondie’s fifteen-second walk to the
bathroom door into a three-hour epic. His ass could have been
shrink wrapped and sold in any sex shop in the world and not
left aloaded wallet or dry urethra in the place. It was small and
plump with two delicious fender-bender dents, soft enough to
crown a sundae, as pert as the tip of a Norwegian kid’s nose,
packed so tight in designer jeans I would have awarded his ass-
crack the Oscar for Best Supporting Actor on the spot. I could
have sold those jeans on eBay to scratch-and-sniff collectors
and never worked another day in my life. If asses could talk, he
would have whispered, “Spread me on a piece of toast.” 'm no
scat queen, but  would have gobbled down his shit then licked
his asshole so clean they could have turned it into an ER and
used it to do brain surgery on my mom. While Blondie fixed
his hair or took a leak or whatever queens do in bathrooms for

what feels like forever, my imagination filled his pussy hole
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with the biggest load of cum in recorded history, filched it out,
drooled it into his open, panting mouth, made him swish it
around then feed me every teeming drop, blew it back up his
hole, and fistfucked our soupy masterpiece so deep it dissolved
into his bloodstream like an Alka-Seltzer.

[Speaking as your editor, this is perfect. Speaking as your
hopeful date for this evening, and this might be stating the ob-
vious, but, as farasI'm concerned, 'm happy if we hang around
Maximal’s just long enough to get a vodka tonic or two down
my throat then high-speed cab it back to your place. I will add
one forewarning: In the course of my exceedingly rare past re-
lationships, one significant other wanted very much to fistfuck
me. | was game, but, try as we both did, he was unsuccessful.
My personal opinion is that our lack of success was due to his
impatience rather than any physical deterrent on my part. But
my asshole is rather tight at the moment due to prolonged lack
of use, so patience might be the word should things between
us progress to such a point. Also, should there be any question
that the “scat” reference above is other than a metaphor, you
should know that I would need to be very, very drunk.|

“You should have seen my ass before it was stuck at a com-
puter ten hours a day, six days a week,” Blondie said, taking
his seat once again. [Something I actually might have said.
Toucheé. |

“Bitch, your ass is so fucking sweet I'm gonna stab it with a
drinking straw, throw you in a sling, and pretend I'm in my lo-
cal malt shop,” I'said. [Idle thought here: Do you actually talk

like this? If so, it’s effective, I don’t mind telling you.]
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“So where do you stand on the issue of safe sex?” Blondie
asked. It was a sneak attack I hadn’t expected. [ Those are awk-
ward moments, aren’t they? Real penis softeners. And yet it’s
an issue I personally believe more pornography should ad-
dress directly, giving therein what I realize is a rather politi-
cally correct opinion. I'm complicated. |

“Not a chance,” I said. “If a boy won’t let me shoot in him,
plunge my fingers in his sloppy, gaping hole, and rub my juice
into his membranes like it was suntan lotion, I'm outta there.
I get boys pregnant. That’s who I am. But if it makes you feel
better, I'd swallow a gallon of your cum with a sore throat and
die shriveled up in a hospice five years from now with a Mona
Lisa smile on my face.”

[A bit confusing. I'm assuming your logic is as follows: Since
the blond is a bottom and hence quite at-risk, drinking his
sperm is more dangerous than were your main character to sub-
ject his ass to what I believe is termed “heavy cum edge play,”
because your main character is a statistically less likely to be in-
fected total top. The question then becomes: Do you in fact in-
tend as well as desire to swallow my cum at some point tonight,
assuming my earlier invitation is accepted? I think that under
the circumstances, that would relieve a potentially disruptive
strain of AIDS paranoia that I seem to be struggling against
regarding this unsafe business. Due to an impactful incident
in my youth that I would be willing to elaborate upon when I
am in closer proximity to your warm shoulder, I have come to
equate the imbibing of sperm as akind of stand-in for the words

“I'love you.” Hence, such an act would truly float my boat. That
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goes for myself imbibing your sperm as well, particularly—I'm
shivering—if it had been “filched” from my ass. Am I a narcis-
sist therefore? Perhaps. Am I an excellent judge of a nice ass?
It seems you main character would agree I am in theory. Being
someone forced to have sex in a solitary manner more often
than I mightlike, [ have learned to simulate a certain objectivity
about my own posterior, and thus I have come to the conclusion
that its pleasures are numerous. Perhaps it would interest you
were | to demonstrate some of my tricks. |

“Can I ask you for a few hours to reconcile this ‘unsafe’ issue
in my head before I most likely say yes?” Blondie asked with
a gutsiness that made me want to rape him with an AK-47 on
top of everything else. [Goodness, that sounds so much like
me [ almost checked my desk for listening devices. |

“Take your chances,” I said. “But you'd better hope my
neighbor’s son doesn’t come home from school with one of
his itches to use my PlayStation 3.” [I like this in the story—
although “school” is going to have to be “college.” I certainly
would not have liked it had you met me as planned at the cof-
feehouse yesterday and thrown it in my face. Anyway, I think
you're lying. I don’t think there is a neighbor’s son. That’s what
I think.]

“Listen, I'm eight-five percent sure,” Blondie said nervously.
“Be nice. I don’t sleep with people lightly. [There’s the respect
I was asking for in my last edit. Thank you.] These days, fuck-
ing is a life or death decision. [A bit didactic.] Picking you could
be cherry-picking my style and date of death. But I'm ninety

percent sure. Ninety-five percent even. Will you call me later?”
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[Sadly, I can be the kind of tedious bore you're imagining. Still,
let’s leave that characterization in the story. Pornography needs
more of what real tops and bottoms go through just to get alittle
nookiein the current climate. The truth is, were thisa documen-
tary, you could have told me you were so compromised by HIV
that just lighting my cigarette—if I smoked, which I do not. Do
you?—would be enough to “poz” me, and I would have thought
if not outright said, “Please, sir, can you rip me a new one in the
closest toilet stall?” Here’s a piece of good advice about dealing
with me from someone who’s become quite an expert over the
years. For all my intelligence and, to hear my professors at Yale,
my promise as a literary talent, 'm slumming as a low-paid line
editor at a gay pornographic magazine because I cannot seem to
live for fifteen minutes without seeking suitable inspiration to
achieve an erection. They call my condition a “mind-body dis-
connect,” and, based on the research I've done, those thusly af-
flicted usually wind up in psychiatric hospitals before the age of
thirty if they’re fortunate. In other words, the voice you're read-
ing now and will hopefully hear more than you want to hear
tonight is to be taken with a grain of salt always. I am yours.
Maybe you can give me your rewrite on a disk when I see you?
In any case, I'll be at Maximal’s, 7:30 tonight. 'm going with
some of the boys from the office, a few of whom claim to have
met you, so it shouldn’t be too difficult to find me. I'll be the sit-
ting duck. ;-) |

XRay,

First | must make an embarrassing admission in the form of
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a quite awkward question: Did we meet last night? If so, Ill
imagine you can understand the confusion with which | view
the previous, oh, ten or so hours. Between the initial vodka
tonic | ordered, at which point | recall scanning the patrons
of Maximal’s rather wildly for any sign of you, and the five
(or last | checked, or rather could check) and presumably
counting gift vodka tonics that my workmates seemed to
find it so very amusing to hand and hand to the unquench-
able me—a phase during which | will admit the identity of
the person(s) under whom my greedy body longed to throw
itself was sadly less important than general factors such

as said persons’ gender and the stiffness or lack thereof

of what existed between whomsoever’s legs—my night,
which seemed to me to have lasted not much more than
forty-five minutes, appears from the state of my surround-
ings and of myself to have in fact stretched until not so
very long ago. Excuse me if this is rather predictable news,
but | awoke perhaps an hour back to find myself unexpect-
edly seated at my desk in the office, or, more accurately,
naked and arranged (by myself, it would seem, although

| fear the handiwork of my coworkers is also somewhat

in evidence) before my desk in a pose so melodramatic it
deserved to be surrounded by students of a life drawing
class. That, and the possibly irreparable shambles that was
known until this morning as my workspace, and the taste
of manly seed and, | fear, other less exalted fluids gone
irretrievably southwards in my mouth, and the surprising

discovery that my clothes appear to have been gathered
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together, rolled up like a small carpet, and used as a sex toy,
then left half-protruding from my ass—something | could
conceivably have done myself although it would be a first,
let me tell you—clearly suggest the night did not conclude
as my memory indicates with the happy sound of Prince’s
“Kiss” crosscutting the normally rote playlist that Maximal’s
employs and filtering down the club’s narrow flight of base-
ment stairs into what | believe was a kind of storage room
while the objectively quite unattractive gym queens with
whom | work every day chiseled my lower extremities into
their personal totem pole like a pack of extremely ambitious
beavers. That | appear to have brightened the night—if not
the past, present, and future—of this magazine’s managing
editor, ad salesman, assistant designer, and at least two of
the summer interns is rather humiliatingly not in question.
The issue is who else may have come along for an amuse-
ment park ride on me, if anyone. If you were in fact here
until not so long ago, | would appear to have enjoyed our
first date immensely, and if the indiscriminate, uncontrolled
me whom you could conceivably have taken great liberties
with was so soused as to say otherwise, I'd like to correct
that impression now. If, on the other hand, you were not in
fact a participant in these undoubtedly raucous yet sadly
erased activities, then let me assure you that, in spite of it
having been close to a year since | last woke up to find this
stinking, body-fluid-encrusted, pounding-headed, heav-

ily tunneled-through Peter—or “Peter the peter eater” as

one of my nicer tricks liked to refer to me—slumped in my

100 M UGLY MAN



usually dignified (in my own mind) place, it appears that |
have lost neither the touch I've previously described to you
at length in my meandering edits nor my vaunted gung ho
spirit. For instance, | have such a nasty, splitting headache
that they could stand me next to the Parliament building in
London right now and nickname me Little Ben. Still, upon
finding your final rewrite in my mailbox mere seconds ago,
| opened it so quickly and grabbed my sore, exhausted
crotch so automatically that, after a brief yelp of consequent
agony, | cocked my throbbing head in wonder at the ap-
pearance of what | would gather to be . . . just say it, Peter
... love, yes, love of a romantic nature from me to you. Of
course I'd hoped to find an accompanying note from you of
some lurid, grateful nature, but, needy me, | should have
guessed you’d maintain the tougher-than-tough-guy stance
that has so riveted my thoughts of you thus far. Still, if you
were indeed there last night, | must wonder why | have

not received a pleasant SMS. On second thought, scratch
that, as | appear to have misplaced my cell phone at some
point during last night’s festivities, unless it happened to
join my clothing in the septic tank formerly known as my
quote-unquote “steaming hot boy pussy,” though | suppose
I would know were that the case. If my supposing is incor-
rect, let’s hope it’s set to vibrate mode. A terrible quip, |
know. Before | try to tidy up and head home for a shower
that should singlehandedly get the “no swimming” signs set
up on Santa Monica Beach, I'll use this strangely golden

opportunity to lend what remains of my editing expertise
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to what | might boldly call our little collaborative XXX-rated
masterpiece. Note that normally | would have read your
draft up to eight times with great care and filled a second,
corresponding Word document with copious notes before
offering my suggestions, but, given the circumstances

I've described plus the demands of an entirely sincere if
beleaguered erection given me by the mere appearance
of your name in my e-mail in-box, | think it best to preserve
my waning energies and tackle the text at hand cold.

So, let me see . . .
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OLIVER TWINK






Chris?

What?

Chris.

What.

How long have

you lived here?



I don’t know.

It’s been exactly
three and a half
months tonight.

Yeah, I guess.

Alot’s changed.

I guess. What do

you mean?

Well, for one
thing, you were
only shooting
dope once a day

then.

About, yeah.

Sometimes twice.

Yeah. Something
like that.

Imeanyou
weren’t a full-

blown junkie like
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you are now.

Sorry.

No, you're right.
That was stupid.

What was?

I should’ve never
started doing this

much.

Because how
much do you do
now?

A day?

Yeah.

Fuck. Three shots,

I guess.
Actually, it’s five.
Noitisn’t. Oh

wait, yeah,

sometimes.
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Thanks to me.

What?

Ijust mean I’'m

paying for it.

Fuck, you're going

to pull that shit?

That’s not what
I’'m saying.

Fuck you. You're
the one that wanted
to be my fucking

uncle.

I never said that.

That’s your take.

I hate it when you

pull this shit.

Calm down.

Shut up. God.
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You’re ruining

your high.

You're ruining it,

you fuck. Jesus.

Calm down.Iwas

just saying...
What.

That we’ve
known each other
for a while now.
That we’ve been
through alot.
Yeah.

That’s all.

Okay.

Andit’s been

great to know

you.
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Yeah, well, that

cuts both ways.

What do you

mean?

I don’t want to get

into it.

Go ahead.

Look, you help me
out. You give me
all this shit, but
I'm fucked, aren’t
I?  mean what the
fuck doI do?

You do what you

want.

I don’t know.
Maybe you
shouldn’t just give
me shit. Maybe if
you told me to fuck

off, I'd stop doing
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dope and. .. Fuck, I

don’t know.

Getajob?

Who knows?
That’s the fucking

point.

Butit’s too late.

What?

It’s too late. This
is what you are.
It’s what you
wanted. You said
so. You wanted it

to be easy.

Yeah, when I was
fucking...I'm
only fucking

nineteen.

What would you
do?
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I don’t know.

Look, you’ve got
problems, deep

problems.

Oh, great.

You went on anti-
depressants when
you were ... what,
seven? You did
nothing but get
into trouble. You
had no close
friends, no
money. You

never wanted to
do anything. You
don’t speak to
your parents.

You don’t have a
single friend left.
Right?

Yeah, yeah.

Your whole life
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you’ve either been
suicidal or you’ve
blown up and
alienated

everyone.

Shit.

What?

Nothing. I'm just

agreeing with you.

But I understand
you. You hate it,
but I’'m the only
person who'’s
stuck it out with

you.
Whatever.

And I haven’t
asked you for

anything.

Yeah, but you ask

for alot.
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Your company.

You practically
own me, you

know? It’s fucked

up.
Idon’t own you.

Yeah, you fucking
do. You and
getting loaded are
my whole fucking
world now. You
could throw me
out, and I'd be
fucked.

But you know I

wouldn’t.

No, [ don’t know
that. It’s fucked
up. You're all
generous and
obsessed or
whatever with me

and shit, but you
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have all the power.
It’s like a fucking

game.

That’s the heroin
talking.

Yeah, but what
have you gotten
out of it? And
don’t say I'm such
a great guy, and
it’s just great to be

around me.

It’s true. Well, I
don’t know about
great. Interesting

for sure.

Comeon.I'ma
fucking ... watch
TV.1listen to

music you hate.
You’re

surprisingly

interesting—
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Interesting?

To me, you are.

Jesus, I treat you
like shit.

I know you really
well, okay? In
some ways, much
better than you

know yourself.

This is what I

mean.
What?
I don’t know. That

it’s confusing.
Fuck.

What’s

confusing?
What do you mean

“what’s

confusing”?
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I mean what are

you thinking?

Nothing.

Say it.

Say what?

What you're
thinking.

What I'm
thinking? I'm
thinking I wish I
was dead. 'm
thinking what I
always think. Who
fucking cares? It’s

boring.

That’s interesting.

I'm sure itis to

you.

Okay.
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What, that’s not

interesting to you?
Obviously, it is.
Okay, then.
So...?
So...Fuck.
What?

Okay, I'm thinking
maybe I should do
something for you.
I never do shit for
you.

Like what?

What could I do
for you that would

be really great?

What do you have

in mind?
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[ don’t know.

Do you want me
to think of

something?

Yeah, if you want
to. I don’t know.
The only thing I
can think of . .. but
I don’t know if you

still wantit. ..

What?

You remember that
time . .. Shit, that
time we had that
talk about . .. you

know?

We’ve had a lot of
talks.

You know what I
mean. When [ was
here that first
night. I thought
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you were . .. you
know, that you
were being nice to
me because. ..
Fuck, you know
what I'm talking

about.

Because I wanted

to fuck you.
Yeah, but you said
... shit, you know
what you said.
What did I'say?
Fuck you.

What?

You fucking
remember what
you said. I'm not

going to say it.

I remember.
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Okay, so you said
that it wasn’t just
about you fucking
me because you
were into that other
thing, but that,
yeah, you thought I

was good looking.

I think what I
said was that I
would fuck you in

amillisecond.
Yeah. Well, I

guess you sort of
got over that.

No, I didn’t.
Yeah, right.

I still think you’d
be an amazing

fuck.

Right.
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Ido.

What, are you
fucking nuts? I'm

SOITY.

There’s just
something about
you. It’s not just
the looks,
although there’s
this tragedy to
you, to what the
drugs have done
to your looks,
that’s incredibly
hot. You’ve gone
from really cute
to beautiful in this
scary, profound
way. But it’s not
physical. It’s the
whole thing. It’s
the way you are,
the way you
move, the fucked-
up shit, the
boring stuff, what
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aloser youare,
the whole thing.
It just gets to me.
You turn me on
even more than
you used to, since

you asked.

Yeah, right.

You’ll be nodding
out, watching TV,
whatever, and I’'ll
get hard just
looking at you.
Sometimes when
you’re out of it, I
bury my face in
your crotch just

to smell you.

Yeah, well,  know

that.

Yeabh, just
to know what

having you would
be like.
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Okay, that’s
enough of that.

That’s just one
example. You
don’t even want

to know.
Shit. If you'd said

that a month ago, I

would’ve fucking

What?

I don’t know.
That’s fucked up.

You would have
had sex with me,
or...?

No. I don’t know.

I don’t even

remember . ..

Remember...
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I don’t know. You
know, why? Why,
youknow . ..

don’t know. Fuck,

I hate myself.

I know.

I'm so fucked up.
I’'m justa waste. I
just drain the
fucking world. I'm
just a fucking pain
in the ass. There’s
just nothing about
me that means any
fucking thing. I
hate that I'm

fucking alive.

Iunderstand.

I know you

fucking do.

Go ahead and

cry.I don’t mind.
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Fuck.I'm so
fucking selfish,
and [ don’t even
know what [ want.
I don’t understand
myself. I never
did. I don’t know
why I do things or
don’t do things,
and then I don’t
fucking do
anything, and I'm
such a fucking
asshole. I really
tucking hate
myself.

You shouldn’t,
but you’ve never
let anyone help
you.

Ilet you help me.

Yeah, in your

own weird way.

[ want you to help
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me, okay? It’s just
...Inever
understood why. I
don’t understand
anything. I'm
afraid of you. I'm
afraid of my
fucking self, you

know?

I know.

You know, a
month ago...It’s
just, I don’t know.
What?

I thought about it.
About what?
You know. Just
sortof...you
know. Fuck, you

know what I mean.

Sleeping with me.
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Yeah, but. .. Fuck.
Why are you doing
this shit? You

know what I mean.

I'want you to say

it.

Why?

Because I need to
know you really
want it. I need to
know that you’re

sure.

I'm sure.

Then say it.
Make it real.

Fuck. [ want...
I'm just going to
say it like this,
because. .. hate
that you're making
me do this. Don’t

fucking look at me.
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I thought about
whatif...Iwanted
to be with God?
Would that be like
your big dream

come true?

Honestly?

Yeah.

If you mean if you
were dead, yeah.
If it were you,

yeah.

It makes a
difference thatit’s
me.

A huge difference.
Why?

Because I'd know
who was dying so

it would be heavy

and tragic. You’d
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be here, and then
you wouldn’t.
You’d just be
something that
looks like you.
And then it would
look less and less
like you until you
were justa
corpse, a male

corpse.

Because I'd rot.

I'wouldn’t let you
rot. I'd fuck you
for a while and
then burn you or
dismember you or

bury you.

Wait. After [ was
dead?

I'honestly don’t know.

You haven’t said

anything about that
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in a while.

Really?

Yeah, you used to
say things. You
used to make these
weird jokes about

it.

I think it’s too
real to be funny

now.

So you'’re not

going to kill me?

Iwas,but...I
don’t know. I
haven’t done it,
haveI?Sol
honestly don’t
know. I think I
waited too long.
Maybe I never
really wanted to
anyway. Maybe it

was just an idea.
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So you aren’t

going to?

Why, do you want

me to?

No. I don’t know.
When I think about
killing myself
sometimes, I do.
But maybe that’s
because [ can’t do
it myself. All1

have to do is shoot
too much dope, but
Ijust can’t.'ve
tried a couple of

times, obviously.

I know.

But you didn’t let

me die.

I didn’t want it to
happen like that.

I could have made myself
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OD when you weren’t
around, but I guess

I was afraid to.

Yeah, well, please
don’t.

I won’t. Wow,

that’s kind of cool.

Whatis?

You saying please

don’t.

You know ...
honestly, you're
very sweet. It’sa
shame. You
really had

possibilities.
That’s cool.
But I meant
please don’t

because I don’t

want to have to
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deal with it. I’'d
have to...deal
with it, you
know? I mean
with your body
and the guilt and
all of that.

Oh, right. That
would be fucked

up.

But...Ialso don’t
want you to die
because I just
don’t want you to,

okay?

Okay.

I can’t believe I
told you that.

So you don’t want

to be boyfriends?

I don’t think you
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even know what

that means.

[ know what
boyfriends means.
I'm not a fucking
idiot. I had gay
friends and shit. I
just think that way
[ could do
something useful,
and maybe you'd
give me some
money, and you'd
maybe get off on
that.

That’s what you

meant?

Yeah, what did you
think?

I thought you
meant boyfriends.
Like normalin

love boyfriends.
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Yeah, well . . . yeah,
I did. I'just
thought that’s how

you wanted it.

But aren’t you
straight? I mean
you’ve always
made this big deal
about how you’re

straight.
Fuck off.

And...look,I’'m
sortof...I’mnot

sureifl...

It’s okay. Forget
it.

No, listen. The
boyfriend thing...
I’ve never even

considered it.

Forget it.
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No, I'm saying
maybe that’s the
answer. I’'m just

not sure.

I don’t care.

Yeah, you do.

No, why would I?
Oh, you mean
you're going to

throw me out?

What?

You're going to kick

me out.

Where the hell
did that come

from?

You will. I
fucking know it. I
never should have
said that. God, I
hate you.
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No, that’s the
problem.Idon’t
want to throw you
out. [ know how
horrible that
would be for you.
I’ve put you and
me in this total
mess. There’s no
solution, and I
don’t know what
in the hell to do.

Yeah, you do. You
want me dead so
you can do your
sex thing and then
feel sad that I'm
dead or whatever.

You just said that.

Ideally, yeah.

Realistically, no.

Didn’t you say
that?

Basically.
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Then Idon’t

understand.

It’s not a realistic

idea.

But I've fucked
everything up, and
you never made it
seem like [ was so
... Oh, forgetit.
Whatever. I really

don’t care.

Look, you're

straight.

Fuck you.

Andyou’rea
junkie. You
chose that. You
don’t care about
anything but
doing dope.

How do you

fucking know?

139 M OLIVER TWINK



What, ’'m

wrong?

I...Fuck, man.

What?

You know what

I'm going to say.

No, Idon’t. This
is your problem.
You don’t give me
anything. You
just assume I’'m
so interested in
you that I know
what you think.

Fuck. You don’t

love me.

What?

You don’t love me,
right? You don’t
fucking love me,
right? That’s what

s .
youre saying.
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You’re not even
gay. You’re such
ajunkie, you
don’t even think
about things like
that.

Fuck off.

What?

You know fucking
what. Shit.

I'honestly don’t.

Fuck you. You
know I'm gay.
You know I just
can’t fucking deal
with it. [ hate that
you do that. I just
hate that you do
that.

Chris.

What?!
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I don’t think you
know what you

are.

Yeah, I do.

Then why haven’t
you given me a
sign? I would
have fucked you
in a second. You
know that. You
knew it would
have beena
disaster, butI
would have done

itin a second.

You know why I
didn’t.

Because you
aren’t really gay
and when you
thought about the
sex you couldn’t

doit.
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No, because people
want what they
can’t have and all
that shit. They
make things they
can’t have into
more than they are,
and ... youknow,
that’s the one thing
I had, that I have,
that you. .. like me
or whatever so
much and it
doesn’t make any

sense.

It makes total

sense.

Yeah, well, [ don’t
think so.

Look, from

your perspective, have
you ever had

anyone in your

life like me, who

accepts you so
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unconditionally,
who wants to
spend all their
time with you,
and who gives you
anything you

want?

Yeah, my uncle.

Who you loved.

Yeah, and who
fucking died

because of me.

So what else do
you need to

know?

What? I don’t
know what the

fuck you're saying.

Your paranoia
aside, I’ve never
wavered in my

interestin you.
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What are you

saying?

Idon’t know
what I’m saying.

I'm just saying it.

Forget it. It’s just
tucking bullshit

anyway.

Whatis?

You want to fuck
me but you don’t
want to fuck me or

I don’t know.

Ido.

Bullshit. I don’t
want to do it
anyway. You'd
just hate me after

that.

You’re the one

who’d hate me.
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No, I wouldn’t.

Why, what do you
think you’d feel?

It depends on what
you felt.

What do you
think I’d feel?

That I'm an ugly,
skinny piece of shit
who’s boring in
bed.

You don’t get it.

What?

Do you think
you’re that hot?
Has your life been
filled with guys
and girls
obsessing on
sleeping with
you? Waiting

and waiting and
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doing anything
they had to do to
fuck you, no
matter how long
it took?

No, no. Fucking
hardly.

Okay.

Yeah, okay.

Soyou can’t

really think thatif
we had sex, I'd

say, Okay, I really
expected alot
more than that. |
changed my

mind. It’s over.

Yeah, but what if
you're

disappointed?

What do you

mean?
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I mean girls used
to say I was
fucking boring in
bed.

How so?

Because I just
wanted what [
wanted. [ didn’t
fucking care. I
didn’t go out of my
fucking way to do
anything for them.

But this would be
different.
Besides, you
wouldn’t have
todo

anything except
cooperate. |
would just want
to have you there
to enjoy in
whatever way I

wanted.
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Why?

You want me to

get graphic?

No. I don’t know.
ljust mean...

you haven’t even seen
me with my

clothes off except

for my shirt, unless
you spied on me or
something when I

didn’t know it.

I saw you naked

once.
When?

You know when.
About a month
ago.

How?

You know how. I

walked by your
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door for whatever
reason, and it was
open,and I
wondered why
you left it open,
because you
always shut it,
and Ilooked
inside, and you

were naked.

Okay.

Yeah.

Doing what?

You remember

what.

Okay, I remember.
SoI've seenyou.
So you know I'm

no fucking big
deal.
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Honestly, I
thought you
looked hot.

Girls didn’t think

SO.

Fuck girls.
Anyway, how do

you know?

I don’t know.
They never said
anything. I'm not
muscular or

whatever.

Thank God.

Yeah, well, then
why didn’t you
fucking come in? I
fucking looked at
you. You fucking
knew. I could see

that you knew.
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You know what I
thought? 1
thought you were
feeling so
depressed that
you didn’t care.
To me, your eyes
said, Fuck, here it
is. You still want

it, take it.

Exactly.

That’s not the
same thing as

wanting it.

It is to me. When
you didn’t want it,
it fucking killed
me. ['ve never
hated myself so

much.

Do you know I
went into the
kitchen and got
that big knife and
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almostranin
your room and
stuck itin your
back?Iwas so
frustrated and so
turned on and so
sick of you

depriving me.

Yeah, I heard you
in the kitchen.

What did you
think?

I didn’t think
anything. [ was
scared that it was
happening, and...I
don’t know, that I
just...Iwasjust

fucking scared.
Me too. You

should have seen

me.
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It’s like I knew
exactly how it
would feel, and
when I knew that, I
wanted it.  was
shaking and I
couldn’t breathe I

wanted it so bad.
Oh, fuck.

So what did it feel
like?

I can’t describe it.

I'm not like you.

Maybe I should

have done it.

When you didn’t
come back, I
wanted to kill
myself. I mean
more than [ ever
have before. I felt
so fucking
hopeless and ugly
and stupid. I
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thought you saw
me, and then you

didn’t want me.

If I'd come back,
I would have
killed you.

I would have let
you. God, you're
such a fucking

asshole.

Don’t yell.

Fuck you, fuck
you, fuck you.
Don’t you fucking
understand? Don’t

you fucking get it?

Ithink I getit. I
just can’t believe

it.
I fucking love you.

I don’t want to

fucking live.
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Okay, but don’t

you understand?

I don’t fucking

care.

I'want you to love
me. I almost
killed you because
you didn’t.
Because you were
finally giving it to
me, butit didn’t
mean anything
because it didn’t
mean anything to

you.

You didn’t want it.

Idid.

No, you wanted to

kill me.

Because you

didn’t want it.
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I did.

I wanted it, Chris.

Yeah, well,  know
that now. You say
that now. But you
seem like you

don’t want it now.

I want it.

So what’s the

problem?

What do you
think?

I think...Fuck,I
think you kind of
want it, but you
don’t really want it
because I'm a
useless piece of
shit so it won’t
fucking mean

anything.
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You’re not.

Bullshit. I mean

thanks.

Sure.Don’t be
angry.

I need to do a shot.

Where’s my stuft?

It’s right there.

Look, I'have to say

something.

What?

I'm just going to
say this. I know
this is pathetic, but
...Doyoulove

me or not?
Because it seems
like . .. you’re kind
of saying you do.
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Why, what did I

say?

Well, you said I'm
cute and interesting
and...youdon’t
want to throw me
out and you want

to have sex with

me and you don’t
want me to kill

myself.

Yeah.

So...Oh, forgetit.
I don’t fucking
care. I just want to

get high.

Iagree that
makes me sound
like somebody
who loves the
person he’s

talking about.

Cool.
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ButI don’t want
to talk about it

anymore.

I don’t either. Let

me do my shot.

Imeanifldo,l
do,and ifI don’t,
Idon’t.

I don’t care. Hold

on a second.

I'mean I probably
do.

Whatever. Look, I
love you. I want to
have sex with you.

I want you to love
me, okay? But
you’re ruining my
high, so please shut
the fuck up.
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BRIAN AKA “BEAR”






I spent the summer of 1969 vacationing with my family on
the island of Maui. I was sixteen, and Bear was fifteen. He
lived very near the beachfront hotel where we were staying
and spent most of his mornings surfing the smallish, reliable
waves that died on the sand a few yards below our balcony.
Watching him became my daily routine, not because I liked
surfing itself, much less his rather klutzy if patient style. He
was the kind of boy I used to close my eyes, reach into my un-

derwear, and build from scratch. To see Bear, track down a



photo of the legendary skateboarding wunderkind Jay Adams
when he was in his early teens. Take away Adams’s grace, and
Bear could have been his twin. One morning early in our va-
cation, my favorite surfer noticed the pale, slightly older boy
studying him from a perch on the hotel and yelled for me to
come down and share a joint. By the time he’d lit the second
joint, Bear, who was as confident and blunt as I was shy and
circuitous, had forced me to admit I wasinto him, and we were
walking back to his place.

Bear was a jokey, class clown type who seemed lazily asex-
ual in public, but, when alone and stoned, he was a sex ma-
niac with the wildest imagination I'd ever encountered to that
point. Nowadays there are labels for guys like him—*“hungry,
insatiable bottom” might begin to do the trick—but back then
he seemed indescribable. I'd read about boys like him in nov-
els, but the novels in question had been written by de Sade,
and the characters in question were only slutty thanks to other
characters’ death threats. With Bear, it was almost nonstop
sex the whole two months we spent together, both one-on-
one and with a wide array of other young locals and tourists,
quite a few of them otherwise straight guys disarmed by drugs
and Bear’s lean, persuasive body. We even had several incestu-
ous S&M-ish three-ways with his thuggish older brother. He
taught me a lot, instigated my lifelong fascination with rim-
ming, and, even more than that, with young male asses in gen-
eral, scarring my fantasies and fiction forever.

When I returned to LA at the end of summer, Bear and I ex-

changed pornographicletters for awhile. There was even some
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back and forth about him running away to LA to live secretly
in our “maid’s quarters,” as my parents joshingly referred to
the disused, semi-storage room area over our garage. But
then Bear started enthusing too much about all the crazy sex
he could have with all my horny LA friends. For some reason,
I had been thinking we’d be devoted boyfriends, so I changed
the subject. Then one day Bear wrote to say he’d quit doing
drugs and found Christ. There was no regret or backpedaling
orrecrimination in the message, just his casual announcement
and a less lascivious than usual good-bye. It was okay with me
by then because his body had been usurped by bodies more or
less available to me. About two years later, I got an invitation
to Bear’s wedding accompanied by a touristy snapshot of him
and the presumed bride standing in a comically tight hug on

the same beach where he’d surfed.
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THREE BOYS WHO THOUGHT
EXPERIMENTAL FICTION
WAS FOR PUSSIES






Scott’s ass was almost too good to be true, like a professional
cyclist’s, despite the fact that his idea of exercise was refill-
ing his bong. It was a genetic fluke, he told me, passed down
through generations of boxy-assed relatives. In his jeans, it
looked severe, like something best appreciated through bin-
oculars, but once he’d gotten stoned enough to share, it was
an unexpectedly soft, relaxed, and even gentle thing. A gym
membership might have stabilized its muscles and polished

its dazzling surface to an even more jaw-dropping stage, but



I doubt that perfect ass would have melted in one’s mouth like
Scott’s did. Also, he had the deepest crack I've ever seen. Even
with the lights on, it would have taken both my hands and a
flashlight in my teeth to get to know it.

It’s like Matthew’s ass had finished growing at the age of eleven
or twelve. So while the rest of him enlarged, it could only adjust,
like a pair of size S underwear on asize L man. There wasn’t much
there if you need your asses to be classics, butif you see the butt as
art, it was a James Turrell or Robert Ryman. When he walked, it
trembled. When he bent down to scratch his foot, you could have
tied a ball of string to it and started running down a beach. Its
crack was just a crease that couldn’t possibly disguise what it was
there to protect. Luckily for him, his asshole was a Tiffany dead
ringer with a lovely personality—winking, peering, squinting at
anyone willing to spend his sweet time around it. Unlike his icy-
eyed, tight-lipped, holier-than-thou, mathematically cute face.

I knew Rick’s ass from porn films, but several years had passed,
andithad slightly gone to seed. Still, it was very friendly, or maybe
I mean more realistic. Superficially, it hadn’t changed that much.
Still, who knew what was happening inside? I was too afraid to
ask. Its appetite for things too large and obviously painful hadn’t
changed, but what had once seemed impossible wasn’t anymore,
so when it gobbled up my fist that didn’t make him a magician.
He lay down on his stomach. I fisted him then crawled on top and
fucked my brains out. Right before I came, he delivered a line of
bad dialogue with such intensity it would have turned one of his
porn scenes into a comedy. But I came because he meant it. “I

wish your cock was eight feet long,” he said. “God, I wish that.”
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THE WORST (1960-1971)






When I was nine, I visited my grandmother in Texas for a
month during my summer vacation. She lived next door
to a church, which played host to a big wedding one day. I
walked over there by myself to watch the festivities. There
was a blond girl about my age wearing a very frilly white
dress standing on a walkway lined with burning tiki torches.
I thought she was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. [ was
staring at her in awe when one of the tiki torches fell over,

igniting her dress. Within a second, her whole body was con-



sumed in fire. The next thing I remember was 48 hours later
when a police officer found me in a state of shock hiding un-
der my grandmother’s house. I don’t know if the girl lived or
died.

When I was eleven, my friends and I were playing in the
bushes in front of my house. We wanted to dig a hole, but
I couldn’t find a shovel in our storage room, so we decided
to use an axe instead. A friend was chopping the ground
into a hole when I unthinkingly crawled out of the bushes
right where he was chopping. The axe went into the top of
my head, splitting it wide open, and knocking me uncon-
scious. My friends freaked out and left me there. I eventu-
ally regained consciousness, realized my head was gushing
blood, reached up to feel what was wrong, and touched
what I realized was my exposed brain. I ran to our front
door screaming, and I was rushed to the hospital. The doc-
tors saved my life, but I was bedridden and in extreme pain
for months. The boy who axed me was so traumatized that
he never looked me in the eyes or talked to me again. He
killed himself at fifteen.

When I was thirteen, I wanted to be an archaeologist. My
father knew a wealthy Peruvian man who financed archaeo-
logical digs, so I was sent down to Peru for the summer to
stay with the man’s family and work on the digs. To get to the
site of the dig required me to take a long bus ride every day

on avery old, scary, overcrowded bus. One day the bus came

174 ' UGLY MAN



to a screeching halt in the middle of nowhere. The driver
got up and walked past me into the back of the bus. When
he returned he was carrying what looked like a passed-out
male passenger. When he reached my seat, he stumbled, and
the man he was carrying fell partly across my lap and the lap
of the woman sitting next to me. That’s when I realized the
man was dead. He was cold and had an identifiably dead look
on his face. The driver steadied himself, picked up the body,
walked to the door of the bus, and threw the body out onto
the side of the road. Then he got back in his seat and drove
on. The other people in the bus acted like it was nothing, like

it happened every day.

When I was fourteen, my mother ordered me to get a haircut.
Irefused and locked myselfin the toilet of the little bathroom
in my bedroom. I was in there for hours. Eventually, my fa-
ther got home from work and kicked the door in. I ran into
my bedroom with him chasing me, yelling at me, and whip-
ping at me with his belt. I was really scared, so when I saw
my mother standing in the doorway, I ran over and threw
my arms around her, begging her to tell him to stop. Instead
she grabbed my shoulders, turned me around, and held me
tightly in place while my father whipped my face over and
over with his belt. That was the moment I stopped trusting

them.

When I was fifteen, my mother served my father with di-

vorce papers then escaped with us kids to Maui, Hawaii,

175 M THE WORST (1960-1971)



for two months. While there I made friends with a boy
named Craig who had a huge supply of LSD. He and I took
LSD twenty-four hours a day for the next month. I must
have slept a little during that time, but I don’t remember
doing so. I became almost completely separated from real-
ity. Occasionally, reality would fade back for a short time
and I'd find myself walking somewhere I didn’t recognize
or talking to someone I didn’t know, and then reality would
disappear again. After a month of this, Craig and I were
hitchhiking when some local Hawaiian guys picked us up.
They drove us into a remote pineapple field and said they
were going to kill us. Craig later told me they were joking,
but I didn’t think so at the time and completely freaked out.
I was so freaked out that the Hawaiian guys ordered us out
of the car and drove off. For the next eight or so hours, I
had a massive nervous breakdown, screaming and convuls-
ing and hallucinating violently while my friend watched
over me. For months afterward, I was barely functional and
could hardly speak, but I somehow managed to fly under

the radar at home and at school.

When I was sixteen, my parents’ ugly and prolonged divorce
turned my mother into an extreme alcoholic for a couple of
years. Every day held some unpredictable, terrifying behav-
ior. Like she would come into the room where my siblings
and I were watching TV, and, having drawn our attention,
she’d put a handful of sleeping pills in her mouth. We would

have to grab and wrestle her to the floor and force her to spit
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them out. She would stand at the top of the staircase in our
house for hours begging one of us to come push her down the
stairs and kill her. She’d gather us into the family car, start
driving down the street at top speed, and aim at a wall or
streetlight yelling, “I'm going to kill us all,” and we’d have
to grab the steering wheel from her and slam on the brakes.
When she was really angry at us, she’d turn off all the elec-
tricity in the house, lock the fuse box so we couldn’t turn the
power back on, and start smashing furniture and things with

an axe. Etc. Etc.

When I was seventeen, I went to a party where a bunch of
my friends were hanging out. A few of them, including a
guy named Dave, were getting high by shooting aero-
sol from altered paint cans into a paper bag and inhaling.
They asked if I wanted to take a hit, and I said no. After I
left the party, there was an accident. Somehow when Dave
was shooting the aerosol into the bag, he filled the bag with
paint instead. He inhaled the paint, which coated his lungs
and suffocated him to death on the spot. My friends who
were with him later told me it was the most horrible death

you could imagine.

When I was eighteen, I was hanging out with my boyfriend
Julian in Hollywood one afternoon while he worked as a
street hustler. He was off turning a trick and I was talking
to one of the other hustlers when this young hustler Julian

and I knew pretty well, and with whom we’d had a three-way
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a couple of weeks previous, staggered up the sidewalk. We
just thought he was really high so we started laughing and
yelling jokey things at him, but when he got close to us he
fell down and didn’t move. We went over to him, and only
realized then that he’d been stabbed numerous times in the
back and was dead. We ran away in horror, and I later found
out from another hustler that his body had lain there on the
sidewalk for over three hours before anyone cared enough to

call the police.

When I was eighteen, a friend of mine named David and I
drove to the cool local record store. While we were shop-
ping, this guy about our age came up to me and asked where
I was going after leaving the store, then asked if he could
catch a ride. He seemed okay, so I said sure. When we’d
driven a few blocks, the guy pulled out a gun and put it to
my head, telling me to pull over to the curb and that he was
going to drive. As soon as we pulled over, my friend jumped
out of the car and ran away. I gave the guy the wheel, and for
next ten hours he drove all over the city with me as his hos-
tage, picking up friends of his until the car was full of guys.
It was basically a joyride. The guy would smash my car into
parked cars for kicks, and they were all drinking heavily.
At one point, I tried to escape, but they ran after me and
dragged me back into the car. Finally, the guy stopped the
car at a friend’s house to buy drugs, and while he was out
of the car, the other guys told me they’d let me go if I gave

them all rides back to their respective houses. So I did, and
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the last guy I dropped off told me that if I told the police or

if he ever saw me again, he’d kill me.

When I was eighteen, my uncle, who'd been a painter and
therefore my hero whenIwasalittle kid, but who’d later turned
into an alcoholic womanizing leech who referred to me as “the

pig,” blew his brains out with a shotgun.
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ONE NIGHT IN 1979 1 DID TOO

MUCH COKE AND COULDN'T SLEEP
AND HAD WHAT | THOUGHT WAS A
MILLION-DOLLAR IDEA TO WRITE THE
DEFINITIVE TELL-ALL BOOK ABOUT
GLAM ROCK BASED ON MY OWN
PERSONAL EXPERIENCE BUT THIS IS
AS FAR AS | GOT






It was 1972-73. There used to be this nightclub on Sunset
Boulevard called Rodney Bingenheimer’s English Disco
where every star who was remotely Glam Rock—Bowie,
Sparks, Roxy Music, T. Rex, Slade, Suzi Quatro, Jobriath, the
Sweet, et al.—hung around when they were performing in
town. I was just out of high school, and very “glammed” up—
platforms, shag haircut, shimmery outfits, etc.—so I gravitated
to the club, like wannabe cool people did. We danced, did alot of

quaaludes and downers, talked to Rodney, who was sweet but



a moron, and waited for Glam celebs to show up. Then we’d
schmooze them for whatever—jobs, drugs, ego boosts—
and/or try to get in their pants. It was a serious contest. We
even drew up this graph with a point system indicating which
stars were the most trophy-like—Bowie, Bryan Ferry, Marc
Bolan, Todd Rundgren, and I forget who else—all the way
down to the “only when desperate” types—say Lou Reed, or
the drummer from Silverhead, or any local band member, no
matter how foxy and unknown, or how famous but unbeliev-
ably disgusting like Flo and Eddie, or how great but too old
and insane like Arthur Lee. I wasn’t that cute, obviously, but
I was smarter than most of those overdressed airheads, so I
was a top notch schmoozer, if a total loser as a groupie. Ev-
eryone who mattered dropped by Rodney’s at some point. All
the names: Paul Lynde, Andy Warhol, Erik Estrada, Debbie
fucking Reynolds, Raymond fucking Burr. Even enemies of
music like Jackson Browne and the Eagles. And since Glam
was all about sex as rebellion and bisexual cool, stars treated
the club like a brothel. Like I remember Bowie picked up one
cute Glam boy whose name escapes me, tied him up, fucked
him, then pissed all over him in a bathtub. Actually, his name
was Karl. He played bass for a really well-known band of the
time, and you can easily figure out hisidentity if you care. Fuck
him. Several boys and girls did Iggy Pop, who was such a total
junkie back then that he wasn’t the trophy you would think.
After a while, Iggy would stagger into the club yet again, and
we'd just go, “Puh-lease.” Anyway, one of the regulars was this

very cute, pimply boy a little younger than me. Everyone was
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into him. His energy level was just adorable—I can’t begin to
doitjustice—although a few years afterward when he became
extremely famous, that same energy fueled one of the creepi-
est, most backstabbing personalities in the history of showbiz,
if you ask me. Anyway, he’s a joke dinner theater actor now, so
ha ha. Point is, the energetic boy had a rock band, a kind of
Tinkertoy Iggy and the Stooges meets something really hor-
rible like, say, when the Bay City Rollers went heavy metal, if
you remember that phase. One night they played at the club.
They were so pathetic it was almost sublime. Here’s this six-
teen-year-old rich kid screaming suicidal threats, pretending
to shoot up, and acting all wasted and animalesque. We were
all just like, “Yum.” After the show, he joined us at our table,
which was extremely unusual. I guess he was tired. For a while
inits history, Rodney’s had these big round tables where regu-
lars sat around strategizing and saying, like, “Look . .. yawn
... it’s the guitarist from Zolar X . .. yawn.” So I was sitting
at a table with Chuckie Starr—that’s two r’'s—who was sort
of famous at the time for wearing seven-foot platform shoes
on The Mike Douglas Show, and this girl named Michelle, who
was fucking Rod Stewart—in fact he wrote this famous song
about her—I forget its title—that goes, “Red lips, hair, and
fingernails [ [ hear you're a mean old Jezebel,” and some other
bullshit. She was there. And Sable Starr—again two r’'s—who
ended up snagging Johnny Thunders, and even lived with
him, which impressed us at the time, although, really, it can’t
have been all that much fun. There were all these other people

too—nice, creepy, cute, not cute. Anyway, I was pontificating,
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like I tended to do, about how, say, the Raspberries’ songs were
so hermetic they were holy or something, and the energetic
boy seemed impressed, but then he wasn’t, like, brilliant. So
our eyes started flashing back and forth. You know, that way.
Lust. No one could believe it, because he seemed so unavail-
able. After a while, he said, “You should, um, come home with
me.” And I was, like, “Done. Say the word.” So I drove him
to his house—this big white mansion a block or two south of
Sunset—and we snuck inside—it was about five in the morn-
ing—so as not to wake up his parents. But his mom was awake
for some reason, I don’t know why. I think she was a diet-pill
head. Her eyes were really weird. She stopped us in the hall-
way. That’s when I thought, “Oh my God.” Because she was
the star of this hugely famous TV series, which meant she was
also the mother of this hugely famous teen idol/actor/singer
of the period, which meant that the energetic boy was, like,
royalty. I was thinking, “I fucking scored.” Because he’'d never
exactly let on that he was you-know-who’s little brother. Any-
way, his mother, who’s a Republican scumbag in real life, was
actually nice. She didn’t give a shit that we were completely
‘luded out. She was just, like, “Have fun, you two.” It must have
been the diet pills talking. Then he and I went to his bedroom.
We took some more quaaludes, and smoked some pot, and I
forget what else, frankly—probably talked about his famous
mother and brother—and I was beginning to see what a su-
perficial little narcissist he was underneath all that cuteness.
But at that point, who cared? And I think he eventually said,

“Let’s, you know, do it.” Not an exact quote. And we took off
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our clothes, and then . . . it’s all sort of hazy, I guess because
of the drugs. But we did all the obvious stuff, and I remem-
ber that at one particular point I had been rimming him for,
like, an hour, as I tended to do, especially when I was on down-
ers, and thinking, “Wow, he must really love to be rimmed,”
and “We were made for each other,” etc. I looked up, because
I needed another hit of his face to stay interested, and that’s
when I realized that the look on his face, which I'd been read-
ing as slack-faced delirium, as, “Oh, I have found the sublime,”
or “Oh Dennis, how could I have lived so long without.. . etc.,”
or whatever, had nothing to do with me. He’d been asleep the
whole time, the self-involved little piece of shit. Yeah, like that

stopped me.
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THE NOLL DYNASTY






Kip Noll (late ’70s to early ’8@s)
Patriarch of the Noll clan. Arguably the most famous gay porn
star of his era. His popularity paved the way for the “twink”
performers who dominate gay porn today. Displayed reason-
able, Steve McQueen-like acting skills. Versatile top, occa-
sional bottom.

Plusses: Surfer/skateboarder image, finger-snap erections,
tough but laid-back demeanor, dick.

Minuses: Receding hairline, emotionally detached, clock-

puncher, too often miscast as a top.



Jeff Noll (late ’70s)

The first porn star to milk Kip’s fame by adopting his sur-

name. Billed as Kip’s younger brother. His oeuvre consists of

asingle scene in one film misleadingly titled Jeff Noll’s Buddies.

Nonetheless, he has a cult following to this day. Bottom.
Plusses: The technically cutest Noll, unique facial expres-

sions when fucked, ass, nipples, legs.

Minuses: Bent dick, emotionally detached, too brief career.

Bob Noll (late ’70s)
Billed as Kip’s hunky older brother. Didn’t manage to parlay
the Noll name into much of a career. Appeared in one feature
film, Street Boys, and several solo jack-off shorts. Top.
Plusses: Genuinely hunky if you like that type, eyes, dick,
inexplicably sympathetic.
Minuses: Too obviously a straight guy paid to do a gay guy’s
job, emotionally detached, sluggish.

Marc Noll (late ’70s)
Billed as Kip’s cousin. Like Jeff and Bob, he had a brief career,
appearing in one film, The Adventures of Marc Noll. While the
fates and/or current whereabouts of the other early Nolls are
unknown, Marc is known to have drowned in his bathtub in
the mid-’80s. Bottom.

Plusses: Slightly less emotionally detached, slutty, stoner
jock image, lips.

Minuses: Performed visibly drunk, an okay but not remark-

able body, only cute from certain angles.
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Scott Noll (late ’7@0s to early ’80s)
Billed as Kip’s other younger brother. The first Noll to bear
absolutely no physical resemblance to Kip. Appeared in three
films: The Summer of Scott Noll, Cuming of Age, and Flashback,
costarring with Kip in the latter two titles. Appeared to be the
last of the Noll lineage until Chip’s arrival fifteen years later.
Plusses: The sexiest and best performer of the bunch, ballet
dancer posture, piggy bottom, ass, eyes, eager to please.
Minuses: Seemed very dumb, emotionally detached, visible

discomfort when kissing.

Chip Noll (late ’90s to ?7)

Initially billed as Kip’s nephew. The most prolificand arguably
successful Noll. Has appeared in roughly two dozen feature
length videos. Mysteriously disappeared from the business
for three yearsin the early ’00s, then made a mysterious come-
back to star in a dozen plus more videos. Bottom.

Plusses: Piggy bottom, flirt, nose, eyes, Superman logo tat-
too, varied roles (from army private to queeny skater to S&M
slave).

Minuses: Occasional anal wart, emotionally detached,

snooty attitude, post-comeback body thickness.
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THE FIFTEEN WORST RUSSIAN
GAY PORN WEB SITES






Spankingforest.com

Apparently there’s a Russian forest where teens hang out, but
unfortunately there’s an ugly fat old guy who hangs out there
too and for some reason when they see him they let him spank

them.

Justmarriedgays.com
To believe this site, when Russian gay couples get married,
one of them dresses in drag, then they have an orgy with a few

of their ugliest friends.



Gayschief.com
Even though Gay’s Chief’s office is just a desk in the middle
of an empty room, the job he’s offering pays so well that boys

will swallow his cum to get it.

Gay-lessons.com
The twinks starring on this site don’t know how to have sex,
so amuch older, unattractive guy shows them how to doit,and

we get to watch.

Boyknights.com
This magical Russian site has a time machine that whisks its
photographer back to the medieval period, when gay sex was

as common as the housefly.

Studsfun. com

Two of Russian porn’s most ubiquitous models run a cross-
dressing site where they lure straight studs back to their pad and
shock the studs gay with their permanently flaccid penises.

Drunkengay . com
This site is unique because its models are actual burnt-out,
overweight young alcoholics who have listless, sluggish sex

the way real hopeless drunks probably do.

Daddysonfuck.com

Like every other intergenerational site, this one promises real
incest, and even though simple logic is enough to scotch that
claim, its forbidden lovers do look like products of the same

unpleasant gene pool, so, on that level only, thumbs-up.
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Theyyoung. com

Notable for heavily employing buzz magnet model du jour
Rostik, aka “Justlike Timberlake,” and for hosting a nice-try
Rocky Balboa—like comeback by the disturbingly catatonic,

glassy-eyed, leathery former superstar Ton.

Madonboys . com

To what lengths would you have to go to suck in members
when your site is the thousandth one showing cute-ish late-
teen boys sucking cock and fucking in an abysmally furnished

Russian living room?

Popupboys . com

This site get points from me for the fact that one of its models
looks like the guy who would stand in front of Mann’s Chi-
nese Theater pretending to Vincent Kartheiser if Vincent

Kartheiser were a big star.

Badcowboys. com

Clues that this is not an American-owned site: (1) They don’t
care if there weren’t cars with Ukrainian license plates in the
1800s. (2) They use the word “cute” the way we use the word
“the.” (3) Their membership costs $39.95 a month, and it can-

not be canceled.

Strokemycock. com
Do you remember that scene in The Basketball Diaries where
Leonardo DiCaprio’s character gets a blow job in a toilet stall,

and from his facial expression you'd think he was simultane-
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ously being punched in the stomach and watching his moth-
er’s head be cut off? Did you think maybe he was overacting
just a little? Well, once you see the misery and horror these
Russian twinks feel upon being masturbated, you might think

differently.

Siberianboys.com

In the old Russia, Siberia was a cold, remote part of the coun-
try where criminals were sent to spend the rest of their ob-
scure lives in ramshackle gulags. In the new Russia, it’s where
gullible American and European gays pay to watch the same
ten or so models do outdoors the same few things they do in-

doors on forty other Russian porn sites.

Guyfoot.com

Not being a foot fetishist, I can’t prove that the foot-inclined
don’t show their lust and appreciation by holding ankles, toes,
etc. an inch away from their faces, then scrunching their eyes
shut and opening their mouths as wide as possible, but it seems

like a decent guess.
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THE ASH GRAY PROCLAMATION






Mackerel lives in a lower-class suburb of Pawheen, Arkansas. He’s
thirteen years old and wears his dirty hair long. He wanted to be
an architect when he grew up. Then he got stoned yesterday and
paid a psychic to tell him the truth. According to the spirits, he’ll
be dead from a drug overdose within forty-eight hours. Having
been molested by half the town’s male population, Mackerel is
something of a pragmatist. So he’s embraced an early death with a
‘young teen’s impatience. At the moment, he sits on his bike finess-
ing dope off some sixteen-year-old junkie named Josh who lifts

weights and has a trendy short haircut.



JosH (impatiently): If you want my advice, cut your vocal cords
out. It’s a simple operation. Otherwise you’re so awesome, it’s
scary.

MAckKEREL: Thanks, but I'm looking for dope.

JosH (darkly): Thank my uncle. You don’t even want to
know.

MACKEREL: Know what?

Josn: That we're gay boyfriends, you idiot. I don’t know why
we moved out here from LA. You're all retarded.

MACKEREL: Thank him for what?!

Mackerel kicks one of his bike pedals angrily and it spins. Josh

watches the pedal revolve until his eyes are wide with staring.

MACKEREL: I'm smart enough to know you're just like every-
one else in this stupid town who wants my ass, but I don’t care
anymore.

Josn (vacantly): If you want to ask me something, do it now,

because I think I'm hypnotized.

Mackerel snaps his fingers in Josh’s blank face.

MackEREL: Okay, do you want my ass or not?

JosH: No, my uncle does. And he doesn’t want it. He wants me
to want it.  mean he wants me to have it first. Soit’s a trial run.
But he’s the one who has a thing for you. And he’s not really
my uncle. So, no, not technically.

MACKEREL: You lost me. But that’s cool.
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JosH: He wants to be a cannibal. You should hear him talk
about me. I'm a junkie, or I'd leave him.

MACKEREL: It’s weird, but I saw that happening in a dream. I
think I'm psychic.

JosH: I dream all the time. Heroin’s great.

MACKEREL (angrily): Then give me some. Jesus.

JosH:Ineed to buy a gun.

Mackerel climbs off his bike and starts undoing his belt. One of his
ankles accidentally hits the spinning pedal, which stops it dead.

Josmh: Oh, shit. I was just hypnotized, wasn’t I?
MAcCKEREL: Here, do it and tell your boyfriend about me.

Anything you want.

Mackerel lays his bike down on the sidewalk, which requires him

to bend so far over it pulls his baggy jeans tight.

JosH: God, you have, like, no ass.
MAcCKEREL: Hey, I'm fucking thirteen. What do you expect?
JosH: No, I mean I finally get the whole pedophile thing. Wow,

it’s addictive.
Ten minutes later, Mackerel is in an uncomfortable squat in some
nearby bushes, and Josh is on his hands and knees sniffing around

in Mackerel’s crack like some dog.

MAcKEREL: Dude, hey, gay boy. You're obsessed. But don’t stop.
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Josn:It’s the illegality.

MACKEREL: And what else?

JosH: That your ass is so nowhere. It’s so flimsy and warm it’s
like an optical illusion. God, listen to me.

MAcKEREL: [ love it when you breathe out.

Josn: Having sex with a thirteen-year-old. Who'd have
thought? It’s like I finally know myself.

MACKEREL: You mean you know me. Not to be egomaniacal.
JosH: So you're an anarchist. That’s hot too.

MACKEREL: | try. But I'm only thirteen, so it’s all just a
theory.

Josh: You're God. I just figured it out.

MACKEREL: Maybe to you. I mean I wish.

JosH: Seriously. You have to smell you. Use your fingers.

Mackerel dips a finger in his ass, then pulls it out and gives the tip

a very tentative sniff.

MACKEREL: Hm.

Josu: What did I tell you?

MACKEREL: I am God, aren’t I? Weird.

JosH: Yeah, well, just don’t tell anyone. Otherwise, I'll never
get laid.

MACKEREL: It smells like every other ass in the world, only
much, much better. That’s a guess.

Josu: Well, duh. Being gay is the truth. You ought to try it. Oh,
shit, I'm going to come.

MackeREL: Knock yourself out. Oh, shit, me too.

206 NN UGLY MAN



Fifteen minutes later, Mackerel’s lower legs have started aching,
so he’s on his hands and knees. Josh has gotten hard again, and al-
ternates between rimming Mackerel and probing his ethereal ass

with a finger.

MACKEREL: Just give me some heroin. What’s your problem?
JosH: You are.

MackEeREL: That’s why I don’t care if I die. If one more guy
does this to me, I'm going to freak. My blood pressure’s
insane.

JosH: You should charge.

MACKEREL: I do. Money’s not my problem. Beauty is. It’s
weird. I used to be no one for years.

Josn:If you can hold out until you’re middle-aged, you'll be no
one again. You should see my quote-unquote uncle.
MACKEREL: Thanks, but death calls. That sounded more omi-
nous than it feels.

Josn:I'would have paid you a hundred thousand dollars to do
this. But I'm horny so don’t quote me.

MAcKEREL: That would have worked.

JosH:Imean Iwould have if T had it. Maybe my quote-unquote
uncle has it. He certainly acts like he’s rich. He bought me
from the straight world in so many words.

MACKEREL: What do you guys do in bed? Not that I care.
Josu: This. Only I'm you, and he’s every guy who'’s ever done
this to you, if you catch my drift. He also fistfucks me. And
he pretends to cook me in the fireplace, and then pretends

to carve me into steaks and eats them. I guess they’re steaks.
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They’re invisible, so how would I know?

MAckEREL: What do you mean by fistfuck?

JosH: What do you mean by what do I mean? It’s self-explan-
atory. Why do you care?

MACKEREL: Because it keeps coming up in conversation.
Well, not conversation, because I never say anything back. It
must be a fad.

JosH:Ilove you.

MACKEREL: Yeah, that word keeps coming up too.

JosH: I want to protect you from the world, and give you any-
thing you want. I can’t believe it.

MACKEREL: Ditto.  mean everyone says that too.

Ten minutes later, Josh is finally bored of sex, and the two boys are

sitting side by side on some grass.

Josn (mournfully): 'm no one now. I've gone from being you
to being whoever.

MackEeREL: I'll be dead in a couple of days, if that helps.
Besides,  make everyone depressed. Being God sucks.

JosH: Being the ex-God sucks worse. I should just let my boy-
friend eat me. Who cares anymore?

MACKEREL (impatiently): Tell me more about me. God com-
mands you.

JosH: Well, this is more about me than it is about you, but I'll
be happy when you're dead and unattractive.

MAcCKEREL: That’s about me.

JosH: Then there you go.
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MACKEREL: You just need to have sex with somebody who'll
never ever have me no matter how much they beg. And I know
just the guy, unless you're racist. He’s from Bin Laden-ville.
Josh: Like I care. Like who does it to me ever has an identity.
MACKEREL: [ hear that.

Josn:Is he cute? Not that I care what guys look like.
MACKEREL: I'm a racist. So you tell me.

JosH: Bin Laden’s cute.

Mackerel grabs his stomach and gags.

MAcKEREL: Then he’s cute. God, ugh, that’s disgusting. I'm

going to throw up.

About an hour later, Mackerel, Josh, and the aforementioned psy-
chic are sitting in a circle on an old Persian rug in the latter’s little
storefront. He’s just finished reading Josh’s tarot cards. Since the

psychicis a Middle Easterner, it feels realistic.

JosH (to the psychic): Quit staring at my crotch.

PsycHic: Crotch smotch.

MACKEREL (to the psychic): He’s freaked out. He needs more
heroin.

PsycHic: I don’t care.

MACKEREL (to Josh): Reality isn’t reality to a psychic. I'm pre-
tending he’s a painting.

JosH: I've never seen a painting. That’s like paint on some-

thing flat that looks exactly like a picture, right? Like I care.
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MAckKEREL: Not really. It’s better. It’s even more real in a weird

way. Like Tony Hawk’s Pro Skater 3 on pause, but more serene.

Josh thinks about that until he seems satisfied.

JosH (to the psychic): Okay, we're cool if you can channel my

ugly, middle-aged boyfriend.’Cos he’s my problem.

Hearing that, the psychic shuts his eyes, bows his head, and be-

comes a kind of human speakerphone.

PsycHic (in a gay-sounding voice): I want to eat you. Literally.
MACKEREL (to the psychic): I think my buddy knows that, but
he wants to know the reason.

JosH: When you're on heroin, you can calm down just like

this.

He indicates how relaxed his whole body seems all of a sudden.

JosH: Being a junkie is awesome.

MACKEREL (to the psychic): Can a thirteen-year-old be gay?
I've always wondered.

PsycHic (ina gay-sounding voice): Oh my God, yes. Just let me
eat my boyfriend, and we’ll talk.

MACKEREL (to Josh): Now you ask him something.

Josh sits there thinking angrily for a minute.

210 M UGLY MAN



Josn: Okay, if you eat me, what will happen? I mean on a uni-
versal level. I don’t mean the temporary things like pain.
PsycHic (in a gay-sounding voice): This is nice. It’s like we’re
going to a couple’s counselor.

JosH (to Mackerel): See, that’s why I love my boyfriend. I need
a father.

MACKEREL: Me too. It’s weird.

PsycHIc (in a gay-sounding voice): If I eat you, your life will
have more implications. You won’t just be hot and sixteen and
ajunkie. They’ll write a book about you, or two or three books.
People will always want to know why some gay guy would eat

you.

Josh laughs delightedly.

JosH (to Mackerel): That’s so him.

Just then the psychic’s head lifts and his beady eyes reopen. Mack-

erel and Josh look at him suspiciously.

PsycHIc (dazedly): It’s just erased time for me. But I don’t care
if you believe me or not.

MACKEREL (to Josh): We'd better pay him and go. I know him.
But I'll say no more.

PsycHIic (to Josh): Before I moved here from Afghanistan, I
saw your ass in a dream.

Josu: That’s ... nice?
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The psychic whips his tunic off over his head and tosses it aside. His
body is fleshy, bordering on obese, but shows signs of having been

very well built at one time.

JosH: Afghanistan is where heroin comes from, right?
PsycHIc: Yeah, why?

MACKEREL (to the psychic): He’s a junkie. We told you that
when you were in that trance. But I'll say no more.

Psycuic: You know what’s saddest about the world since
9/11? Even sadder than your dead and our dead?

JosH: If it’s not about heroin, I don’t care. Well, heroin or my
boyfriend. Fuck, I wish I understood why we love, don’t you? I
mean we humans. [ would have been a movie star by now. That
was my old goal.

PsycHIc: You're sexy when you’re thoughtful.

JosH: Pshaw. But that’s sweet.

PsycHIc: You would have been a whore. You'll be one anyway.
That’s foretold by that card over there. I just tell it like it is. I
can’t care about your feelings. You want some heroin? I could
use some too.

JosH: Sure. I don’t care about my boyfriend when I'm loaded.

The psychic pulls a packet of yellowy quote-unquote dope out of

his discarded tunic.
PsycHic: Not to put too fine a point on it, but the thing

about the 9/11 bullshit? It wasn’t Bin Laden. It wasn’t even Al
Qaeda.
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JosH: I know. It was our hearts.
PsycHic (with irritation): Somebody should murder you.

JosH: Heroin is murder.

The psychic tosses Josh the quote-unquote dope, then appears to

lose his preternatural Islamic-style mystery and cool.

PsycHic (angrily): No, really murder you. I mean as soon as
possible. Like now, hint hint. If we were in Afghanistan, every-
one would want to murder you. You wouldn’t last a day. Your
stupid American morality is why we hate you and want to live
here and hate living here. But you need psychics.

JosH: You're good.

PsycHic: I'm not that good. I'm just ambitious. But you call
that terrorism.

JosH: You think I don’t understand you, but I can. Guys have
pulled every kind of crap to get my ass. The murder thing is
really, really old.

PsycHic: Then what did I just say? Either one of you boys feel
free to answer, because I'd love to know what you think you
know.

JosH: Then read my mind. Or read his mind. Yeah, read his. I

already know what I'm thinking.

The psychic glances meaningfully at Mackerel.

PsycHic: I can only read the future. And Mackerel doesn’t

have one. But he and I have been through this already.
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Josh: Okay, then how does his future not happen? If you're so
fucking brilliant.

PsycHic: Do that dope. Learn by example.

JosH: That’s a thought. But still . . .

PsycHic: Okay, you think I'm attracted to you, right? I make
you think that. It’s an Afghan thing. That’s how we bombed

your fucking country. There’s your proof.

Josh studies the psychic for a second, then laughs, and starts pour-
ing the quote-unquote dope out on this little mirror he always car-

ries around in his pocket just in case.

JosH: You're good. I mean you're really, really good. Okay, you
win. What are you into?

PsycHIc: I'm into you not knowing what to expect. Okay, I'm
into rimming and fistfucking. But do that dope first. I like my

whores brain-dead.

Joshis already dividing the quote-unquote dope into lines with this

razor blade he also carries with him.

JosH (distractedly): Sounds good. I mean whatever you said.

PsycHic: In Afghanistan, there’s very famous canyon called
Khakistarikhan. It’s the deepest canyon in all the world.
When I'm through with you, I'm going to enter your ass in the
Khakistarikhan look-alike contest. It’s a big event in Islam,

and you'll definitely win.
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JosH (to Mackerel): If you'd ever been fistfucked, you'd be so
turned on right now.

MACKEREL: No,  wouldn’t.

PsycHIC (to Mackerel): You should develop your gift. Let
me have sex with your dead buddy here. Then I'll lend you a
book.

MACKEREL: According to you,  won’t have time to read it.
Psycuic: That’s true, but don’t make me laugh. I'll lose my

focus. Here, junkie. Use this capitalist prop.

He hands Josh a hundred dollar bill. Josh rolls the bill into a straw,

then leans over and snorts up all the quote-unquote dope.

JosH: Tell me more about this canyon.  mean more about me.
PsycHic: Once a year, a huge prehistoric creature that lives
deepin the canyon comes to the surface and does a little dance.
He looks exactly like my forearm.

JosH: Whatever that means. Wow, this is killer heroin. I mean

literally. I can feel the legend.

Josh has started to look too relaxed to be around a Middle East-

erner in this political climate.

MACKEREL (to Josh): Don’t you see what he’s doing? This is
how the whole 9/11 bullshit happened. He just told you that
himself.

PsycHIC (to Mackerel): He’s beyond you. Besides, you love it.
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MAcKEREL: That could be true. I'd have to think about it.
PsycHic (to Mackerel): Don’t you realize it yet? You're the one
who wants a sixteen-year-old corpse. I'm just a nice guy.

MACKEREL: You're wrong.

He points down at the bulge in his blue jeans.

MAcCKEREL: This hard-on is bullshit. I just have this whole
thing about overdosing on heroin. You started it. Sex is just
like whatever. Dying is sex to me.

PsycHIC: You're too good for this world. As opposed to that
corpse or impending corpse over there. You knew him. So you

tell me. Dead or not dead?

Mackerel glances at Josh and sees an ugly whitish color that has
to mean death’s in the mix, then starts rubbing his crotch to help

counteract the unsexiness of his moral dilemma.

MACKEREL (somberly): He’s history. We're like historians
now.

Psychic: Now I'll tell you the truth. I'm not just a psychic. 'm
an Al Qaeda operative. He’s my mission. It’s all about seman-
tics. Do you want to hear the story? It’ll curl your toes.
MACKEREL: They already are. Maybe I'm psychic, because I
already know what you're going to say.

PsycHic: I'm listening.

MAckEREL: If I tell you, you'll lose your hard-on. But you're a

stalker. How’s that for proof?
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PsycHic:Ilove him. That’s where our cultural differences get
in the way. In my culture, this is love if you're gay. We’re not
fancy about it. You think we live in caves because we like to
live in caves? It’s a metaphor. We live together in caves until
we find our own caves and fly away. I searched your country
coast to coast, and this junkie’s ass is mine. Wait’ll you see it.
MAcCKEREL: Like you've seen it.

Psycuic: I didn’t have to. That’s just your literal American
thinking. Don’t even try to understand it.

MACKEREL: You're big on words and concepts. If I were gay,
I'd say God is sex, and seducing straight boys like me is the
prayer. Josh told me his boyfriend had to rob a bank to make
him gay. He said before then he was just another guy who
couldn’t make the football team and turned into a stoner.
Maybe he was lying, I don’t know. The pastisn’t my thing. Sol
question your story. How’s that for being psychic?

PsycHic: Maybe if I knew myself better, I'd agree. Your free-
doms are intimidating. How’s that for honesty?

MACKEREL: No offense. All I'm saying is your quest is noth-
ing special. Youand him are just porn. Death is sex. I mean my
death, not his.

PsycHic: So I should murder you too? I'm confused.
MACKEREL: No, I'm just saying we should film it. Let’s say,
hypothetically, I film you doing gay stuff to him. Then we
upload the video onto a Web site, and charge guys to watch.
They jack off and imagine they’re you and all that. Then at the
end of the tape we put a little text that says, “Oh, by the way,

the boy you just saw getting fucked and et cetera was dead, ha
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ha ha. You're a necrophiliac. Busted.” It might be like flying a
plane into the World Trade Center, except a lot more profit-

able for us.

The psychic scrunches up his face in concentration for a moment.

PsycHic (laughing): I wonder who would win in a debate, Bin
Laden or you? I'll always wonder that.

MACKEREL: You really need to chill on the Bin Laden thing. I
mean if you guys over there in Afghanistan really want to be
like the West.

PsycHic: I sort of wish he were alive. I mean the junkie, not
Bin Laden. Don’t get your hopes up. I just mean I wish he knew
how much his ass will change the world. But I'm into S&M, so
fuck him.

MackEREL: Not to disappoint you, but his ass is kind of hairy.
Not that I've seen it. You could shave it, I guess. We do that a
lot over here.

PsycHic (angrily): That’s so typically nihilistic of your cul-
ture.

MackeREL: Here, I'll show you. It’s not a trick. You could do

it too, for future reference.

Mackerel tugs on one of the legs of Josh’s jeans until there’s a naked
foot of calf, and rubs one finger gently through its modest thicket
of blondish-brown hairs.

MACKEREL: See that? That’s how you know.
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PsycHic: I don’t believe you. You're just superstitious. I know
all about superstition. When you’re poor and live in the desert
you think all kinds of crazy shit.

MACKEREL: You want to bet? You'll lose, though.

PsycHIc (laughing): Sometimes I forget you're only thirteen
years old. Sure, I'll bet. What’s the wager?

MAckEREL: Okay, if it’s hairy, there’s no God. And if it’s
smooth, there is.

PsycHic: How about if it’s smooth, you can rim for a second.
It had better be. In Afghanistan, it’s a sea of hairy asses. That’s
why we're all pedophiles.

MACKEREL: Maybe I'm wrong, but with these calves, it would
be a miracle. Anyway, to us a hairy sixteen-year-old ass is
exotic. 've never even seen one.

PsycHic: Wait, what’s the bet again?

MAcKEREL: If I'm right, you'll give me enough of that heroin
to kill me, and if I'm wrong, there’s no God. But let’s just do
this fucking thing and move on to something else that we

agree on like my future.

They lay Josh on his back, grab his blue jeans by the belt loops and
yank them down over his knees, dragging a pair of jockey shorts

along with them. Then they roll him over.

MAckKEREL: Okay, that’s weird. It’s not only smooth. It’s
also perfectly shaped, if one knows anything about physics. I
wasn't just wrong. I'm also gay, or gay for him, or gay for it. I

don’t know about him yet.
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PsycHic: Stop apologizing and pray.

He kneels down, spreads Josh’s cheeks, and starts licking and chew-

ing dead ass crazily like he’s a lion and it’s attached to some gazelle.

MAckEREL: FYI, we call that rimming in the States because
we know God is bullshit. But don’t stop.

PsycHic: That’s strange. We call this praying in Afghani-
stan because we know God is shit. Let me clarity. His shit. Or
rather guys who look like him’s shit. You'd qualify.
MackEREL: That’s your fucked-up trip. I'm still at the being-
rimmed stage. Shit’s for grown-ups.

Psycnic: Did you ever know this boy Steve? Blond, nineteen,
quit school, converted to Islam, joined the Taliban, blah blah
blah?

MAackEeREL: Why would I? Unless he tried to turn me on to
pot once. Read my mind, but keep rimming him too. Can you
do that? We can.

The psychic shuts his eyes and concentrates.

PsycHic: That’s him. Now read mine.

Mackerel shuts his eyes and concentrates.

MACKEREL: Jesus, I'm so gay. That’s Steve Rosenberg, all

right. What a great fucking ass. It makes mine seem like the

Titanic.
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PsycHic: Steve’s ass even turned the great Bin Laden gay for
an hour. Don’t be so hard on yourself. In Afghanistan, Steve’s
assis a national icon.

MACKEREL: And I could have had him. I’'m an idiot. Tell me
everything about Steve’s ass, but keep rimming the dead
guy.

PsycHic: In Afghanistan, when you want to give a cook the
highest compliment there is, you use a phrase. I can’t translate
it. But it’s something like, “Thank you for letting Steve sit on
my face.” Don’t quote me.

MACKEREL: Your thoughts are terrorism.

PsycHic: Well, this junkie’s ass makes Steve’s ass taste irrele-
vant. And it’s already cold. Imagine if I hadn’t overdosed him.
I'm such a rush-to-judgment type.

MACKEREL: Fine, Jesus, then scooch over a little.

He kneels beside the psychic, and starts rimming Josh too. His

technique is a lot more romantic.

MACKEREL: Can you believe I've never done this?

PsycHIic: No.

MACKEREL:  wonder how I'd rate?  mean if my ass were this
ass, and you were me or whatever.

PsycHic: Some things are too beautiful to know. That’s why
I've never read Proust.

MACKEREL: So how was Steve compared to Proust?
PsycHic:Icanonly speculate.I'lljustsay that this writer friend

of mine who rimmed Steve is called the Proust of Afghanistan
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by our literary establishment, such as it is. Before my friend
had Steve, he wrote thrillers.

MACKEREL: I want to be rimmed. I mean again. I mean by Bin
Laden or you.

PsycHic: Like I said.

MACKEREL: You and Steve seem like you were really good
friends. But I'm gay so I don’t care about friendship anymore.
It’s lame. Rimming is the truth. Hold his asscrack wider open

so I can really eat his hole.

The psychic spreads the asscheeks helpfully and leans back to ob-

serve.

Psychic: I could watch you do that all day.

MACKEREL: Me too, if I could.

PsycHic: By the way, this is jihad, if you care. You guys thought
it was those planes. If Bin Laden is astral projecting himself
into my body right this second—and if he isn’t dead, he is—he’s
seriously digging what we’re doing. I'm so going to heaven.
MackEeREL: That’s debatable.

PsycHIc: No, it’s not. Anyway, it’s been a second.

He knocks Mackerel out of the way, and goes down hard on Josh’s

ass.
MACKEREL (angrily): Friends don’t do that. So we aren’t

friends. I don’t know what to call this, though. We like catego-

ries over here.
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PsycHic: So do we, but our categories are gigantic.
MACKEREL: See, we respect death too much. That’s the only
category that’s gigantic over here. We're not like you.

PsycHic: So now you know.

He starts eating Josh out even more hungrily than before. The ass
starts shaking and rocking from side to side and inflating and de-

flating like lungs.

MACKEREL: I'm bored.

PsycHic: I don’t know that term.

MACKEREL: Boredom is what we call knowledge over here.
The idea is that you never quite quote-unquote know, you
just stop caring if you quote-unquote know. That’s when you
know.

PsycHic: Sounds interesting.

He lifts his head up for a moment and looks sincerely at Mack-

erel.

PsycHic: I mean that. You're a beautiful kid. I'm just—
MAcKEREL: [ know. I have to get out of here anyway. I've got a
date with that wannabe cannibal guy. I just wanted to see you
fistfuck him. It’s so notorious.

Psycuic: I'll page you.

MACKEREL: Yeah, if I'm not food by then.

He crosses his fingers.
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PsycHic: Page me when you're food. If I don’t page you first.
Or put paging me in your will. I'm just saying I care about
you.

MACKEREL (angrily): Then give me some heroin. Jesus Christ,

what does it fucking take?

A half hour later, Mackerel is sitting cross-legged on some grass
in the town’s little central park talking directly to you readers. He

stillisn’t stoned, and there’s a vibe of desperation in his voice.

MACKEREL (dourly): Hey, you want the cutest piece of ass
you've ever had in your lives?  mean cutest for you, not for me.
I happen to hate my good looks in a complicated way. Anyway,
I'll trade you.

You: Thanks for spending time with us. You're God, et cetera,
and we love your stupid Arkansas accent. Meaning yes.
MACKEREL: | even scream with an Arkansas accent. You'll
love that too.

You: What'’s the trade? We’re so damned horny.

MACKEREL: Don’t rush me. I'm not like Josh. I need to get to
know things before I do them.

You: At least take off your shirt.

MACKEREL: There’s a trick to being me. It’s called “who the
fuck are you to ask?” When I'm shirtless, you'll know it.

You: Then make us hard.

MACKEREL: You already are. Allit takes is my face. I think my
haircut helps too. Long hair’s back. But I guess when you're a

pedophile, any kid is porn. Correct me if I'm wrong.
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You: What do you like to do in bed? We mean what is “fuck”
to you?

MACKEREL: Shooting heroin. Next?
You:Junkiesaresoboring. If youweren’t thirteen, we wouldn’t
be here. We’d be in Thailand.

MAcKEREL (laughing): Next. This is awesome. I was never
loved when I was straight. So I'm drunk on your gayness. If
you weren't here, I'd be in school or prison.

You: The world’s a bar when we’re with you. If you were old
enough to be officially gay, you'd realize that’s gay for “we
love you.” A thirteen-year-old skinny blond boy drunk in an
Arkansas gay bar, Jesus. Let’s play truth or dare.

MackEeREL: Cool. Ilike you so far. Okay, you earned it.

He whips off his T-shirt, and hurls it away.

You: Truth. By the way, you have the world’s most perfect lit-
tle ashtrays . .. we mean nipples.

MackEeREL: Okay, do you have any heroin? And before you
say that’s cheating, Kant says truth lies in the question one
asks in pursuit of the truth. Actually, Buddha said that too. So
now you know me. Oh, and thanks for the compliment, you
liars. Dare.

You: We dare you to explain your intellect. You’re thirteen.
You quit school at eleven. Your foster parents chained you to
a bunk bed at night. You’re dyslexic. You're cute. So how the
hell do you do it?

MAckeREL: I'm like a parrot. Literally, it’s a serious condi-
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tion. Parrot syndrome. Look it up. Plus I'm psychic and you’re
not. Truth.

You: Okay, we have enough heroin in our pockets to kill you a
hundred times over. And clean works.

MACKEREL: Duh.

He points to his temple.

MACKEREL: I'm a psychic, you remember? But don’t you wish
this were aloaded gun?

You (thoughtfully): Hm.

MackEeREL: [ don't like the sound of that.

You: Us neither. Even thirteen-year-olds get old apparently.
Who'd have thought?

MAcCKEREL: Then give me all your heroin. God, I hate fags.
We're all manipulative and shit. You have fifteen seconds to

hand it over.

He looks at his watch.

You: And we can eat you out?

MACKEREL: Yes.

You: And fistfuck you? Bondage, torture, videotape it, kill
you when we’re done with you?

MACKEREL: Yes, yes, yes. Jesus Christ, are you deaf?

Mackerel takes all your heroin and works, then runs away without

keeping his part of the bargain. Because you exist in the rational
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world, you have to watch his perfect ass fade away into the back-
ground and form a disconsolate circle jerk. The sky over Arkansas
picks up on your vibes and grows silvery dark like one-way glass.
On the other side of it, God’s jerking off. The hicks think weather
abnormalities are a sign that Armageddon has arrived and decide
to rape their kids before they die. Mackerel rides his bike through
streets filled with children’s lustful screams. He eventually stops
at Josh’s boyfriend’s house and falls into your trap. You’re on the
phone with Josh’s boyfriend when Mackerel rings his front door-
bell, so you let Mackerel go on one condition. Josh’s boyfriend is

short, ugly, but has clearly spent time in a gym, so he’s hot to other

84y guys.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND (startled): Hey, I know you. Or maybe I
wish I knew you. I don’t know if you're gay, but crystal meth
will do that.

MACKEREL: | just turned gay a few minutes ago, so don’t ask
me. Gee, Josh said you were even uglier, not that I care.
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: I get uglier during sex. But thank God for
what you see. Guess how old I am? Seriously, take a guess.
MAcKEREL: Head-wise, I'd say, oh, mid-fifties, and body-
wise, oh . . . late thirties tops. We gay guys have it all figured
out, don’t we?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Being gay myself, it’s impossible to say.
One hears tales, though. My neighbor’s super ugly, unless you
like them fat and straight.

MAckEREL: I love everyone equally. Thank the shitload of

heroin somewhere in your house. If it wasn’t there, you'd be
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alone. Oh, your boyfriend’s dead, by the way. I forgot. I'm the
new guy.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND (thoughtfully): Okay, here’s being gay in a
nutshell. I should reject you out of grief, thereby proving gay
love is an authentic force for good. But the fact of the matter
is every gay piece of meat is just a sketch for the next piece of
meat, though you’re just unbelievably cute, bitch. Did I already
say that?

MACKEREL: I'm definitely it, dude. The buck stops here. Well,

more specifically, here.

He gives his ass a playful slap.

MACKEREL: And, even more specifically, after heroin’s in my

system, if you're catching my drift.

Josh’s boyfriend immediately pulls a big packet of nice looking
dope out of his pocket.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Deal. I love hicks.

MACKEREL: So I heard.

Josh’s boyfriend holds out the packet, then seems to have a realiza-

tion of some sort, and pulls it back.
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Wait, did you say Josh is dead? Let me

guess, or did you already tell me?

MACKEREL (impatiently): Okay, fine. You know that guy Bin
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Laden? I'm answering your question with a riddle. It’s an old
straight person trick from my childhood.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Sure, he’s that famous person.
MackEREL: Okay, then what do you think of the trendy idea
that all Americans died on 9/11? You know, that all of that shit
with the planes proved we’re all the same whatever in God’s
overall concept of whatever.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: I'minto anything trendy. Just look around
my living room. In fact, come on in. Where are my manners?
MACKEREL: On one condition.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Deal. Imean what is it? Forgive the sleazy
old chicken hawk in me. He’d go to prison for however many
life terms to get it on with a thirteen-year-old ass,  mean your
thirteen-year-old ass. That’s a gay compliment. Enjoy.
MACKEREL: The condition is that we travel to Pakistan
together. On your credit cards, of course. There’s a cute trai-
tor guy over there I need to see. Long story. That’s part one,
and—this’ll appeal to you—part two, I can get to Bin Laden.
Check this out. So I overdose on heroin, right? I'm happy.
Bin Laden rims my corpse. He’s happy. You film it. Put the
camera on a tripod, walk into the frame, and murder him
with your bare fucking hands. Then turn off the camera and
eat me. Everyone’s happy, and gay guys rule the world. It’s a
no-brainer.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Are you psychic? I make snuff films for a
living. Duh, right? That’s how I paid for this gay upper-middle-
class lifestyle you see before you. Wait, Josh told you I made

snuff. Of course. You're not a psychic at all. I'm confused.
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MAcCKEREL: Hunh. If I'd been gay a little longer, I'd say the
real gay dilemma is that no amount of working out daily in a
gym can make a guy your age interesting to someone my age.
The mind goes. It’s just a sad fact. I'm so not in the mood any-
more. But yeah, I'm psychic.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Then Pakistan it is. On one condition.
MACKEREL: It'd better involve dope.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: I'll pack my things, and—obh, it does—
you strip and strike a nice doggie pose on my bed. I may be
gay, but I'm not stupid. Well, not that stupid.

MACKEREL: Blahdiblahdiblah I mean deal.

An hour later, a very sore-assed Mackerel cracks the psychic’s
door and clears his throat. Josh’s buff, elderly boyfriend is right

behind him carrying their suitcases.

MACKEREL: Are you decent? I guess that’s a relative term in
your case.

PsycHic (anxiously): Who's there?

MACKEREL: God and a gay guy. Why, who’s there?

Psychic: Me, Allah’s prying eyes, and some half-eaten teen
whore. Wait, did you say God?

MACKEREL: And a gay guy, yeah. Coming in.
They enter the storefront. The psychic is sitting on the floor in

front of Josh’s dead body. He’s holding a large, bloody knife, and

Josh’s once so perfect ass is no more, thanks to the psychic-turned-
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cannibal’s terrorist attacks. Josh’s boyfriend leans over, looking

around in the mini—ground zero.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Josh? Is that your truth?

MACKEREL (to the psychic): That’s a cue to do your thing.

The psychic shuts his eyes, and appears to go into a mystical

trance.

PsycHIC (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): What do you want,
babe? I'm kind of busy. Being eaten is like getting fistfucked
by the Colossus of Rhodes, only better.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: I told you.

He sets the suitcases down and reaches into the gore, then rips a

chunk loose. He studies it carefully.

PsycHIc (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): What do you want to
know? I know everything there is to know now.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: How do you taste?

PsycHIC (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Like blood. That’s too
easy. You want to know how the world ends? You don’t, trust
me. [t’s so not sexy. It’s so not gay.

Josn’s BOYFRIEND: Does it have something to do with the

gravitational pull of the dying sun?

He pops the chunk into his mouth and starts chewing.
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PsycHic (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Exactly. Boring.
Josn’s BOYFRIEND: No offense, baby, but we saw that together
on the Discovery Channel. By the way, yum.

MACKEREL: I have a question. Where’s Bin Laden?

PsycHIC (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): You! Hold on a sec-
ond. First of all, seeing isn’t knowing, babe. There’s a huge
metaphysical difference, it turns out. Now you, you little
boyfriend-stealing white-trash bitch. You're supposed to be
dead. I've been hanging out waiting for you. Cross your ass
over here.

MACKEREL: Make me. No, seriously, where’s Bin Laden?
Don’t make me unconjure you.

PsycHic (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Kandahar. Satisfied?
MACKEREL: No.

PsycHIc (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Okay, ask my tempo-
rary form where Rakhid’s Video is. Bin Laden’s in the base-
ment. Hey, you want to know how you die?

MACKEREL: As a hero. Unlike you.

PsycHIc (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Tsk tsk tsk. Tell him,
babe.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Tell him what, babe? Oh, right. You've
been had. Chalk one up for us patient gay Capricorns.
MACKEREL: I'm not into astrology.

PsycHic (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Fact, my boyfriend
quote-unquote drives you to the airport. Fact, he makes a
detour to pick something up at our house. Fact, the guys you
stole that dope from are hiding inside. Fact, they rape and tor-

ture and whatever you for two days straight, then inject you
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with enough dope to kill Shaquille O’Neal, then rape your
corpse for another two days. Right, babe?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Pretty much. Well, rape in the broadest
sense. If it’s ever been called gay sex, it’s in your future.
MACKEREL (smugly): A hero’s still a hero. Arkansas boy’s
dream to save the world from Bin Laden crushed by evil pedo-
phile ring. Americans love that shit.

PsycHIc (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Yeah, until they do the
autopsy and find enough spermin your ass to starta small third
world country. We'll see how heroic you are after they drag
your whorish, drugged-out lifestyle through the tabloids.
MACKEREL: Well, at least I have an ass. At least my ass isn’t
digested. At least my ass isn’t some low-end Al Qaeda water
boy’s Taco fucking Bell. Say something, gay guy. Defend me.
What kind of sugar daddy are you?

Josh’s boyfriend stops ripping out pieces of the ass and popping

them into his mouth.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Look, Josh. Realism, okay? I'm gay, you're
dead, he’s thirteen years old, you saw his ass, what do you
expect? Is death like Alzheimer’s or something?

PsycHIc (in a sixteen-year-old’s voice): Forget it. So how do I
taste anyway? Honestly.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Like blood. Not that I'm complaining.

Mackerel was resigned to his fate as the world’s most extremely

murdered boy until they reached Josh’s boyfriend’s front door.
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Now he’s taken a nervous step backward, and his face is clouded

over with thinking.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: What now? Your death has so much bag-
gage.

MACKEREL (ominously): I feel them. I don’t mean psychically.
I mean whatchacallit, that humanistic word.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Go somewhere more specific with “them”
first. 'm no humanist. And when you’re gay, “them” just means

straight. So define “them,” and quickly.

He looks at his watch.

MAackEREL: The former me’s. Cute boys.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: You mean like old what’s-his-name, my
ex?

MACKEREL: For instance.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: So you feel like a blip? Like it’s cool I'm so
cute to one older rich gay guy and all, butit’s not like he’s Barry
Diller? *Cos that was old what’s-his-name’s beef, if memory
serves.

MAckEeREL: Empathically. That’s the word I was looking for.
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Break it down.

MAcCKEREL: Love without sex.

Josn’s BOYFRIEND: Whoa. Just hold on a minute. What the
hell are you saying? This is so early Edmund White. You're far
too young to remember him. He wrote novels. Do you know

what novels are?
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MAcCKEREL: Was Edmund White like Proust? Please say yes.
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Yes. Not that I've read Proust. Like all gay
guys, [ haven’t read a novel since 1994.

MACKEREL: I'm too good for you. What does it mean?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: It means you're the ultimate twink. That’s
why we all keep rimming you. You're God. Enjoy.
MACKEREL: But you don’t fistfuck God.

JosH’S BOYFRIEND: Says who?

MAckEREL: The Bible.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: You don’t have a Bible yet. You have to die
first. I promise you it’ll be Proustian, whatever that means. I'll
buy a thesaurus, whatever that is. I'll put in lots and lots of sex
so gay guys will buy it. I'll make you look like whomever you
want. Name it.

MAcKEREL: Okay, who'’s the cutest boy in the world?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: You got it.

Heraises his voice such that the tweaking, soon-to-be gay murder-

ers inside his house will hear every word distinctly.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Guys, cutest boy in the world. What’s

your guess?

Thousands of muffled, gay-sounding voices yell names enthusias-

tically at the same exact moment.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: One at a time. On second thought, pick a

leader.
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MAcCKEREL: They don’t deserve me. This is super depressing.
MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE: Okay, we’ve got your
results. But they’re too close to call. How about we just nar-
row it down, and give you a choice? Any of them will do. You
can’t lose.

MACKEREL: Agreed. By the way, who are you, leader guy, so
I'll know who's the top?

MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE: Me? Carl’smy name. I'll tell
you what. Here’s who [ used to be, because I'm just a forty-ish,
ugly, gay, gym-going dreg who watches too much porn now.
But I used to be the slightly queeny but cute enough to make
up for it blond boy who hung around in West Hollywood back
in the ’80s, if you remember that?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: He’s thirteen, dope. But I remember you.
It’s me, Lawrence, the old but muscular enough to make up for
it guy. Ring a bell?

MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE:Ding,yeah. How’sithanging?
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: It’s hanging, dude.

MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE: God bless the past, right?
JosH’s BOYFRIEND: You said it.

MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE: Anyway, according to our
poll, the cutest boys in the world are Taylor Hanson circa
“MMMBop,” duh. Aaron Carter at any age, under any cir-
cumstances, duh. Devon Sawa circa that TV movie called
something like Tornado. Aaron Carter. Nick Carter before he
got chunky. Leonardo DiCaprio pre-The Beach. And did I say
Aaron Carter? If not, Aaron Carter.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Tough choice.
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MACKEREL: Who's the first one he said again?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Taylor Hanson circa “MMMBop.”
MACKEREL: Him.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND (yelling): He chose early Taylor Hanson.
How hot is that?

MUFFLED GAY-SOUNDING VOICE: Shit. Fine, we’re so horny
and fucked up on crystal meth that we’ll deal with the fact that
he isn’t Aaron Carter.

Josn’s BOYFRIEND (to Mackerel, whispering): Pick Aaron
Carter.

MACKEREL: Why?

Josn’s BOYFRIEND: Why?! Am I losing my mind?
MACKEREL: You mean that “Aaron’s Party” dork?

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: Bingo.

MACKEREL (mournfully): Him then. But your pettiness is giv-

ing me pause.

Behind Josh’s boyfriend’s front door, the muffled good news
spreads and muffled zippers start unzipping.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: So any last words? I mean before you just
start saying ouch and all that?

MACKEREL: Yeah, actually. Let history record that a boy
who only wanted to serve humanity by serving himself was
sidetracked by the jihad that homoeroticism has unleashed
upon the cute. My intellect could have saved us, had we
known me, but my ass was too great a distraction, albeit

for quite understandable reasons. That’s it, I guess. Oh, and
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a secret. I was just a straight boy who liked being rimmed
and told older gay guys he was gay because his girlfriends
were so prissy. I don’t deserve to die gay, therefore. Think
about it. After you’ve thought about it, talk to me through
a psychic of your choice, and I'll tell you the truth of life.
Then blow yourselves up in a crowded place. See if I care.
Oh, and anarchy rules.

JosH’s BOYFRIEND: You have a point. But you're so fucking
cute.

MACKEREL (sourly): Let’s just do it, okay?
He puts his hand on the doorknob.

MACKEREL: But thanks. I am, aren’t I? Tell the world.
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