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DEDICATION

If I wanted to I could probably make this dedication as long as the book
itself...

First of all I want to thank the people that made this dream into a reality.
One is Christopher Farrell, who played such an important part in me picking
up a pen and actually writing.

Also, Christopher DuBarton. These two guys believed in my writing
enough to actually give me this chance. They made this “Dirtyboy’s” dreams
come true.

This book is dedicated to my “Papi” Kevin Esser who held my hand and
encouraged me. Who without there wouldn’t have been anymore
“tomorrows,” as many times as he assured me things would get better, that
there was always a light at the end of the tunnel, when all I saw was darkness.
Te quiero mucho.

Equally dedicated pa’ el dueno de mi corazon. Miguel. My baby, my
heart, my life... mi vida! Para mi santos Eleggua, Obatala. Yemeya, Chango,
Oya, Orunla — the forces that guide my life. For my father, may your soul
rest in peace. I only wish you could be here to share my happiness. My
guiding light. Last but definitely not least, to my puppies. All the little souls
that have touched my heart in ways no words can express. I love you all!
X0X0X0OX0OXO0XO0

Luis Miguel Fuentes 1998



CONTENTS

Foreword

Reflections

Speaks L.oud and Clear

The Beach

Speonk Spells Trouble

Louis Likes Boys — Get the Picture?
It’s Better to Have L.oved and Lost?
Josh and John

It’s Like Kissing Death A Little

I Can Only Trust Me

The Results

Soon to Be Fifteen

Revolving Doors

Stop Jerking off in the Wind

January Nineteen Ninety Somethin
Lonnie: Upstate New York

Early Times

Sometimes I Wonder Why: “Jose Sidekick”
Kinda Heavy

Suburan Adventure

Diary Of A Dirty Boy, Intro

Diary Of A Dirty Boy, Part One

Diary Of A Dirty Boy, Part Two

Shooting Stars

The Big Payback
Ate... 8

Stress

Ricky
Last Days in Paradise




ForRewoORD BY KEVIN ESSER

In 1990 I was introduced to a thirteen-year-old messenger of chaos named
Luis Miguel Fuentes. We were brought together by Chris Farrell, then editor
of the NAMBLA Bulletin, in one of those rare and serendipitous conjunctions
of life and love and art. Luis was already writing by then, turning out a
stream of stories and confessional articles for the enjoyment, and frequent
heartbreak, of Bulletin readers. From the start, his efforts were so strong and
precocious that many readers doubted not only his identity, but his very
existence; I was one of the writers often accused of creating this persona, this
alter-ego, as some sort of cheap literary illusion. Not so, of course. Luis
Miguel Fuentes, known publicly at first as Luis Miguelito, was very much a
reality, a boy of genuine flesh and blood who struggled with drugs and
violence and AIDS while becoming one of the truly original voices of gay
youth and gay literature in this culture.

A brief dip into any of his works quickly reveals the qualities that Luis
brought to the gay and boy-love literary scenes. In all of his pieces for the
Bulletin (and in his many stories for the Acolyte Reader series), Luis
managed to combine the gritty urban realism of writers such as Paul
T. Rogers (Saul’s Book) with the exotic lyricism of William Burroughs and
Hakim Bey, influences which Luis himself happily acknowledges. However,
his earliest and most powerful influence, according to his own testimony, was
a novel by this author called Streetboy Dreams, which uncannily reflected his
own inner-city experience and inspired him to become his own literary
witness. This artistic journey began at the age of eleven, when he stole a copy
of Streetboy from a local bookstore and first awakened to the mystical
potentiality of the written word. After that, he never slowed down. This
Latino Mozart, this streetboy prodigy spinning dreams with words instead of
music, somehow managed to find a full-grown voice for even his earliest
pieces of work. He was eerily articulate from the start, a barely pubescent
wordsmith with a mature sense and sensibility of anger, humor, irony, and
insight. His first full-fledged story (“Josh and John — Or I Just Can’t Get
Enough”), written for the Fifth Acolyte Reader when he was still thirteen



years old, launches us with confident skill and energy into his personal
universe:

It’s another world wherellive. All sounds, sights, and smells foreign to
these guys, but home to me. Merengue, salsa, and garlic fill the air. We
hit St. Nicholas Avenue and 172nd and turn right... everyone knows me, a
million people fill the streets. These guys look real out of place. The only
white faces on my block are from New Jersey, there to cop drugs, ya
know?

To my building... located between Audobon and Amsterdam Avenues.
I live in a five-story walk-up, made sometime around 1890... Sometimes
we got no heat, and a lot of the time we got no water at all, or if we do, no
hot water. New York, “big city of dreams”... yeah... fuckin nightmares.
Thank god all is OK this week. Our apartment is in the basement across
the hall from the block’s gambling casino... no rats inside the apartment
like our last one, just behind the walls trying to break through. I’'m used
to it, but it freaks the cat out big time.

This was a new and startling take on the boy-love milieu. Almost single-
handedly, Luis brought an ethnic voice and aesthetic to the monotonously
white-bread genre of BL literature. He helped to shatter the crypto-Aryan
ideal of blond-haired, blue-eyed, ivory-skinned perfection, opening the
literature up to darker, richer, more diverse flavors of black and brown,
Cuban and Dominican; voices and faces of the inner-city, the ghetto, the
mean streets of Harlem and Washington Heights. He announced this new
credo explicitly in “Soon to be Fifteen” from the Sixth Acolyte Reader.

I dream of a white boy, a Spanish boy, a black boy and an Asian
naked. On my hands and knees while I take my time with each.

Equal opportunity passion, sometimes even romanticism, spiked with anger
and honesty and cool intelligence: this was the brew that Luis concocted in
story after story. Above all else, honesty. Again and again he forced us to
deal with the often cold and dirty reality of sexual hypocrisy:

He splashed all over my back and cheeks and stuff. He left me to sleep
on the couch and ran back to his stinkin wife. In the morning, he kissed



me with his tongue and shelled out two 100 dollar bills and a 50, too. He
was nibblin on my earlobe when he said, “Iloveyou, Luis, and I want to
be with you forever...” “Yeah, sure!” I said in my mind. (“Suburban
Adventure,” NAMBLA Bulletin, October 1992)

Or:

Stephen puts me on the first train in the morning. Cold as ice. He
doesn”t even look me in the eye. Just leaves me how I came. Plus $100 in
my shoe to make me feel the street more. On my foot and in my heart. 1
never hear from Stephen again. Better to leave things as they are... I’'m
sure he’s cruised the arcades, but if so we’ve missed, like people going
different ways in a revolving door. (“Revolving Doors,” Sixth Acolyte
Reader)

Or again:

...I’d always catch a flustered, excited middle-aged man get off the
train at his businesslike stop and turn to watch the train doors shut on his
fantasy which turns into a lunch break jerk-off session in some bathroom
stall. (“The Big Payback,” NAMBLA Bulletin, September 1994)

Over and over we get the hypocrisy and the cold-hearted deception shoved in
front of us, making it impossible for us to look away. Startling stuff to an
audience lulled into complacency by the cheesy, leering theatricality of
poseurs such as Casimir Dukahz, writers who routinely celebrated the boring
objectification of boys while posing as their comrades and liberators. This
new brand of BL. writing from Luis was straightforward and in-your-face,
direct and hot-blooded correspondence from the front lines of sexual combat.
No pretense, no artifice, no clumsy role-playing. No phony, cloying tales of
British boarding schools and Boy Scout camps and alien catamites from outer
space. Instead, this teenaged prophet forced us to remember that sex is just
two animals fucking, that love is something else, that sometimes the two go
together and sometimes not. By the time he hit adolescence, he had already
recognized, in life and in art, the dishonest snare of sentimentality for what it
is. If his talent made him exceptional, it was his age, of course, that made him
unique. Alone in the whole of gay literature, from Ginsberg to Holleran to



Kushner, Luis Miguel Fuentes was the only young adolescent producing
important, authentic works of memoir and reportage. He was writing from
current and vivid experience — not memory, not speculation, not frustrated
imagination. Unique among everyone in his field, he was an honest-to-god
teenager, a solitary voice of authenticity among the chorus of horny middle-
aged men stroking off with one hand and writing (badly, for the most part)
with the other. His youth and high spirits were also evident in the exuberant,
athletic varieties of sex that he described in his stories. In “Josh and John” we
get:

I went home with a hundred and fifty dollars and found a room full of
crashed naked boys. ...Being I am who I am, I went out of control. I
couldn’t decide whose ass to lick first, so I went from butt to butt probing
with my tongue and jerking off at the same time. I could only raise a drop,
and my dick was on fire, but sometimes I just can’t stop, I can’t get
enough.

And from “Soon to be Fifteen”:

Anyway, I’m taking my time, feeling the curves of his cheeks, his legs,
his back, and grabbing his bolsa y guevo, as I feel myself up at the same
time. I sniff and lick each boy, imagining each is really me. They sit in a
circle, and somehow all of them are bursting in my mouth at the exact
same moment — and I am squirting into the air.

He could be, when the mood struck him, just plain hot. But sex, more often
than not, was a quick and ruttish business for Luis and his characters,
something to do, not something to idealize. Unlike writers such as Hakim
Bey, who beautifully celebrate eroticism as pure aesthetic, Luis seldom
bothered with eroticism at all; he preferred to stay at the level of down-and-
dirty sex, a gamy affair of hard dicks and cum (and AIDS), nothing prettified
about it.

That, finally, was the essence of his art: Nothing made pretty or antiseptic
for public consumption. No sugar-coating, no happy endings, no neat
contrivances or feel-good gimmicks to satisfy anyone’s political or sexual
agenda. The discouraging paradox of BL literature has always been its rigid
adherence to a propagandistic party line, that this alleged literature of



liberation should conform itself so mindlessly to one sexual-political doctrine
of insipid, sentimental sweetness-and-light. The fact is, of course, that some
men do hurt boys and use boys and treat boys like shit; that some boys are
duplicitous and manipulative; that man-boy relationships run the gamut from
divine to hellish, from blissful to disastrous. Luis has always examined these
truths with a starkly honest and unbiased stare, with no need or desire to
homogenize his message for a squeamish audience or to propagandize for a
chosen cause.

At the same time, he poses a disquieting challenge to the so-called
“mainstream” gay community, to those ersatz libertarians who deny the very
existence, let alone legitimacy, of adolescent sexuality. In its lap-dog bid for
respectability, the queer establishment has become a traitorous camp of
political gamesmanship and double-dealing, eager to sell out anyone under
eighteen (maybe twenty-one next?) in order to secure its own position at the
master’s feet. Luis presented a living, breathing threat to this corrupt status
quo by the testament of his own existence and sexuality. It’s one measure of
that threat, sad to say, that his work has always been confined to brave-but-
small radical publications, safely removed from the clean, newfound
respectability of Mr. and Mr. Gay America.

Too bad, because while Lance and Scott are sipping their imported beer
and listening to Disco oldies on CD, they’re missing something remarkable.
They have no idea, thanks to Master Control, that an extraordinary writer
named Luis Miguel Fuentes came along in 1990, one of those brilliant young
heretics and saboteurs who undermine convention, shatter orthodoxy, and
leave everything just a little bit different than they found it. What’s more, he
accomplished all this in a rush of jazzy, improvisational prose as delicious as
unexpected sex, with no academic restraints or inhibitions, a style of writing
that hits the page with a wild and unsettling force, even violence, like the
sudden messy spatter of blood or semen against a whitewashed wall. This
guy was an artist, and a warrior, and he never stopped trying to slap us all
awake from the comfortable dreamland of our dogmas and illusions.
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REFLECTIONS

I guess I never really thought I could actually die. The husla myth that
everything’s gonna be all right, the feeling of constant control over other
people led me to feel kinda like a superhuman-type power. Able to leap tall
buildings in a single-bound-type shit. Imagine me, Miguelito, the prince of
the streets. The king of the Deuce. Every mama’s nightmare. Every john’s
wet dream. Walkin the walk, talkin the talk. Got the strut otha kids be copy in
in front of the mirror. Practicin the words I be twistin into a new ghetto street
slang. Me, sick? Me, dying?

A year to live. Like doin time, I’m countin the days. Goin outta my mind.
Massive chemotherapy got me runnin to the spot for a bundle. Fuck the herb.
Strip a killer of his toolie and he stands as bare as a baby. Strip a junky of his
works and he’s alone in a jungle. I remember my mother makin her own
works with a baby nipple and an eyedropper... even saw her usin a pin from
a basketball pump. Sharpened to a T and when she pulled it out, blood
spurted as high as the lights. I figured all the dope woulda shot out too but
somehow, she was catchin nods.

The cancer started in my blood with a spot on my lung and spread to my
stomach. “Don’t worry, kid, we’ll give you massive doses of chemotherapy
to arrest the cancer cells, maybe we’ll slow them down for a while but
they’ve already spread too far to stop them altogether...” I cried today for the
millionth time. I used to cry ’cause I felt sorry for myself. You know, no
food, no clothes, no home... goin from arms to arms, hand to hand, bed to
bed, body to body. I think I was HIV positive before my thirteenth birthday.
And I guess this purple lump on my neck wasn’t a hickey after all. I sit
waiting for the day my soul is free so I can float back and forth between New
York City and Santo Domingo and Sandburg, Illinois.

Sandburg... the one place in my life, the one place in my world that I was
actually allowed to laugh for free. My spirit sang like a bird every day, every
night. I’d wake up Kevin in the middle of the night almost shakin. “Yo popi,
what’s that noise, popi, it’s scaring me!” He’d always laugh but never loud
enough to offend me. “Looie, Looie, it’s only the wind and the house
settling.” As he cooed and petted my hair I would fall back to sleep always



dreamin about being chased, being beaten, the cops are at the door, or a trick
I robbed has me locked in a car driving away into the darkness. See, I have
never been at ease for more than a few minutes. A brief spell of hugs and
kisses and the mixture of bodily fluids... now has me spreadin the sheets on
my deathbed.

I remember when I was little and actually ventured outside of the couple
hundred square blocks I knew as my stomping grounds and got on the first
Greyhound bus I ever stepped foot on, bound for Illinois. All the things that
counted to me fit in a backpack. A guiding voice on the phone became a
scratchy beard rubbin my smooth cheeks till I screamed with happiness. I
threw my arms around him and as soon as we pulled away from the station,
shoved my tongue in his mouth and he almost drove off the road and killed us
both. I would’ve died that day at the peak of my happiness.

I remember like just yesterday I was talkin to Chris Farrell on the phone
tellin him how Kevin is my favorite writer and here I am today, in his car and
on the way back to his house for our honeymoon. Pulling for the first time
down a gravel driveway that could’ve been the same one that Opie walked
down as he carried his fishing rod to the stream, whistlin in his free-spirit
way. Whistlin the exact same song that I was whistlin that first day. This was
different. Different from the many men I’ve gone home with before. This one
had no bargaining before it, no inventing prices for sex services in a fast-food
joint. No. This one took many months to come to terms with each other.
Many months for me to break down the barriers of mistrust I had built so
professionally to protect myself from people in my past who filled my little
head with ideas and fantasies about actually being rescued and taken from my
ghetto misery. Plans that never amounted to anything more than me takin it in
places I never wanted to anyway. This was different. This was love. This was
the father I never had. The soul that matched mine. The words that massaged
my soul. This was the love I never got at home. The attention I always
begged for. The one person who let me be his whole world where all else
came second. For once in my life I was somebody’s first priority. First-class
treatment, instead of gettin swept under the rug.

“My Looie,” he used to repeat over and over kinda in the same way I pray
to the Orishas...Chango and the rest of the crew. The smell of fresh-cut
lawns fills my nose instead of the usual diesel fuel and bodies burning in a
local boiler. “Daddy,” I’d call him. Yes, Daddy being as I never got to know
my real daddy aside from the day he died shielding me from a rain of bullets.



My daddy died or rather was murdered before his twenty-fifth birthday. I
never thought too much about it, being a kid and all, but the truth is Kevin
probably needed me as much as I needed him. The son he never had. The boy
who didn’t have to run home to eat or answer to any adult about “the man
down the block” and never had the old “did he touch you in any way,
Timmy.” Nah, I was all his for the takin. Mind, Body, and Soul. My daddy.
His son.

Although I loved the tranquility of this Illinois suburb, it never took me
more than a few weeks before I needed the anarchy back in my life. The
confusion. The games. The absolute treachery of New York City. It’s what I
needed, and to speak the truth, it’s what got me in the end. “People seem to
live forever in Sandburg,” I used to tell Kevin when I went out there for the
first time after my ma died. I couldn’t think of two nice words to put togetha
‘bout her crackhead ass anyway.

Never forget the first time Kevin introduced me to the crew of kids who
used to hang out and keep him company when I wasn’t around. A crew of
white, poor to middle-class freckle-faced kids who only half believed the
crazy stories I used to run about my life on the streets. I never could tell if
they actually liked me or they just felt sorry for my raggedy Dominican ass.
Funny thing is, they all came and went and I stayed forever. “Till death do us
part,” I used to whisper into his ear. “Till death do us part.” He used to get all
teary-eyed and start vowing his never-ending unconditional love to me, then
slip in the fact that he felt we were together in another life and will meet
again in the next. I remember I used to be so scared that he was gonna die
someday and leave me behind, and look, now it’s me the one that’s dying and
ready to leave him behind.

The first time I went to chemotherapy I decided it would be the last. I
mean fuckit, if they only gave me a year to live why go out in misery. I think
my body’s already too weak to have to cope with some devil shit like that.
Then I woke up the other day and was coughing up blood... not spots of
blood but almost mouthfuls of blood, so I went back to my doctor. I never
knew I could drown on my own blood, but he insists they have to drain my
lungs. Now the cancer has spread. “It’s spreading fast, kid, it’s now in your
stomach too.” I hate doctors. I wish I could deal with botanicas and spells to
rid my diseased body of these invaders.

When I die, [ want it to be in Santo Domingo. On the beach. In the sun.
Surrounded by the love of my country, not the hate of New York. I never



seen a place like this where everyone hates everyone. “Gotta watch that kid,
he been talkin shit ‘bout you, Luis.” Damn, he used to be my best friend, now
look, talkin shit. Kid ‘1l rob his momma blind just to get a crack... fuggin
New York. I still can’t figure out why all the families in Dominican Republic
be savin they crumbs togetha just to get to this place, when there’s nuthin
more any of us would rather do than go home. Burn my body and spread the
ashes over Puerto Plata. Or mix *em with a fifty-dollar bag of Chronic and
smoke ’em... fuggittttt.

1997



SrEAKS LouDp AND CLEAR

My name is Luis — I am 13 and will be 14 next year. I know about your club
from a man friend I know. I stole a copy of the Bulletin from him — he had
about 14 or 15 different ones. Maybe I can write something for your
magazine — I like to write stories true and false. I can tell stories about the
Dominican Republic, where I was born, and about street life. I ran away
before and hustled, sometimes still too. I have cum since I was about 10 1/2
and have been active since. I love boys but I LOVE MEN. I have a lot of sex
with both. And can write about it.

Just about me — so you know.

I was born in the Dominican Republic in 1976. My parents were poor and
we lived in a place called Villa Progresso. When I was 6 we moved to NYC
because my father was working for his family. He was opening a drug spot in
New York. Well — he was killed when I was eight. And in the course I got
shot in the chest. The bullet hit my rib and stopped — and my father died.
My whole life changed around after this. My mother spoke no English and
we had a hard time. My mother would have a lot of different boy friends.
Some boyfriends would like me too. I have messed around with other boys
since I was five or six in my country and always even picked my friends by if
they made me feel sexy. I had a lot of sex by the time I was 11 and was
already able to come.

I love to have a man who can make me feel special and respect me for
who I am and respect my opinion and my choices. I always have two lovers,
a boy and a man. I am 13 and I love sex and I hate girls for sex — and knew
it since I was five. I have been with every boy or man I ever wanted. I guess I
am spoiled. But I love life!

More about me: Like I say — We live in Washington Heights, we lived
here for all different times after my Daddy got shot. We also lived in the
Martinique Hotel on 32 Street and there I learned about sex for $. But always
safe and picky. (Don’t get mad.)

Our building is from the 1890s. My gramma lived here for about 30
years. You can hear rats behind the wall. It is drug infested — the
neighborhood. But our building is OK, no crack or coke, only reefer on the



fourth floor. Sometimes no heat or hot water which sucks — I hate to be
poor. Maybe someday I’ll be a famous writer.

I love music a lot. Rap music and salsa. I cook a lot and help the super
sometimes cause I like to build stuff. I like to draw too.

School! I hate school. I can’t sit still — it is boring. I only like gym. I had
teacher who used to flirt with me and stuff too. I don’t go to school also
(please don’t get mad) because I left a group home to stay with mi abuela.
My mother use to take needles and smoke crack too and she died in May just
before my birthday. I haven’t been to school for a long time. I miss it a
little — but up here — a lot of kids don’t go to school.

I read and go to library for my education. Also — I had a lot of bad time
at school. Specially since I don’t like girls. And people talk when the teacher
spends special attention to me and drives me home and shit.

What do I do? well — I read, go library, hang with some friends, shop for
my family, pack bags at the market, play Nintendo (I got 32 games), jerk off
(a lot), go to the roof, smoke reefer, (don’t get mad, but I want to tell you all
the truth about me). I sex a lot with my friends, cousins, boy friends, man
friends. I keep busy. I like sex sometimes too much. I’m always catching
hardons looking at boys’ asses and men’s bulges.

March 1990



When I think of the beach

I think of sand down my suit

I think of hardons pushing

in the sand as the waves

tickle my legs and butt.

When I think of the beach

I know you are watching me
trying to guess how big it is

or how old I am.

When I think of the beach

I think of bar-b-ques

and brews. Reefer too.

When I think of the beach

I think of you

You washing the sand from me
as we make love in the showers
hoping no one catches us —
Oh — by the way I’m 13.

January-February 1990

THE BEACH



SPEONK SPELLS TROUBLE

I know the difference between men boy lovers and men who hurt boys. A few
times I made mistakes with men and had to pay for it. Example: A man
picked me up at Playland 48th Street last year. He said all I got to do is pose
for some pictures for $1,000 — shit — I almost died — well — we drove to
Long Island somewhere. We get to his place and then we smoke some pot.
And I strip. Then he gives me vodka and orange juice and — he starts to take
some pictures — next thing — my head get heavy & I can’t keep it up
straight and I start dreaming. Well — he started touching me & it was
blurry — and I feel Vaseline or cold cream or something being put on my
ass! Uh oh... I wake up in the woods — way out in a town call Speonk — I
never even heard of it. I had a $20 bill in my pocket (I was dressed.).

So I walked until I found a road & flag down a car who drove me to a
train station (LIRR). I tell him I’'m lost and shit. It took about 2 hours to get
home — it was fucked up.

When I got home — I took a shower & he must have fucked me hard
cause there was small blood stain on my underwear. I was sore & my uncle
saw the blood and he fucked me up!

The lying bastard from Long Island stole my gold chain. (I’m sure it
wasn’t worth much but my father bought it for me in 82 so it meant a lot.)
The fucked up thing was — I was dreaming during the car ride with the man
of what I would spend the money on and it was gifts for my mom, gramma
and brothers and sisters... Some people are fucked up. I just lucky he didn’t
kill me or something. Shit — he could have really gone pyscho.

I hope I didn’t bore you with my story. But a man like that hates boys. 1
love to be hugged and loved — and not hurt. You can understand? Right?

I wish all men loved boys and boys loved men and everyone did it and
understood and didn’t have to hide. I think all men do love boys and vice
versa — but they’re just afraid to admit it to themselves. They hide it from
themselves.

Look I wore out a pen writing this. I better go because my gramma
(abuela) is staring at me writing. She knows I play around with boys and
men. But she can’t speak English, so this story is our secret!




Salud! Paz! y Mucha Felicidad!

April 1990



Louis Likes Boys — GET THE PICTURE?

First off — I love pictures of boys — it is one thing I like the best. Don’t get
me wrong. I love men a lot but I love boys and I love to look at boys and
have sex with them. I make love with some of my friends & cousins and shit.
SO — the pictures make me horny — specially one Indian boy picture I’ve
seen. And — I think I’ve seen one of my cousins in a few Bulletins. I'm
almost positive.

I got a book called Sandpiper which is the best. I love it. It’s got kids my
age and younger and older from Africa and Europe and shit.

Sandpiper is by far my favorite “bathtub book.” I take a long hot bath and
look at these naked boys from around the world. I imagine me there with
them running naked, swimming and playing. I wish I could have 1,000 books
like this.

It has neat ass shots of people my age and a little younger. I have busted a
million nuts on the stomachs and asses of these boys.

I also have two copies of the German magazine Jimmy, but when I can’t
understand a word in the magazine I am limited to jerking off to the few
pictures. I also have three copies of Beach Boy, which I shot a million to as
well. T especially like the candid ones in the back. I love looking at naked
boys, but never get much of Chinese kids or Oriental or Indian.

Why don’t you show more wrestling boys in the Bulletin? I love those —
if anyone has any X-tra photos of wrestling boys, send them to me if you can.
Send them in care of the Bulletin.

I read a lot too! I love to read, read, read, read, read. I love to read boy
books. I love Kevin Esser. He is my favorite writer in the world. I read
Streetboy Dreams — it’s my life a lot — and Dance of the Warriors too. And
I love his short stories — he’s the best. I love Hakim Bey’s poems. I write
poems sometimes too.

I’m reading Teardrops on My Drum now. It is a good book. Sad — but
good.

Also — I’m bilingual. I read and write in Spanish and English. But I
don’t write Spanish as good as I read, talk or listen cause I suck at Spanish
grammar.
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IT’s BETTER TO HAVE LOVED AND LoOsT?

About two years ago when I was going on 12-years-old and I was tricking in
Playland on 48th between Broadway and 7th. I was with my cousins, mis
primos, Rico, Angel and Carlos. We got up at about 11:30 am with three bags
of weed. No different from any summer day at Trickland. I was sitting on a
yellow cab, rolling blunts, when a man came to me. I never seen him before.
“A new face,” I thought to myself.

He spoke little English and asked me if I was hungry. Bingo! We went to
Frosty’s for cheeseburgers and shakes. His name is Joseemillio; he’s from
Venezuela, here on business. So he asks me how much and we agree on a
price and shit and go to his hotel. Diablo! He takes me into the lobby of the
Mariott Marquis. We got upstairs to his suite. Mierda! I was amazed. It was
dope. Stupid big. I was living in the Hotel Martinique — what a difference.

Joseemillio is fresh. Thirty-one, dope looks, fresh clothes, stupid paid.
Drugs? I don’t know; it’s not my business. He didn’t say anything when I lit
a blunt, but he didn’t smoke either. After I got stimulated, he put on some
music. Shit, wouldn’t you know it — Eddie Santiago. “Tu mequemas...”

I was buggin’, fucked up and buggite. Jose starts undressing me. First, he
opened my shirt, then started running his hands all on my tits and stomach
and licking me. I was so horny that I started ripping off my pants. I was rock
boy. But he pulled my hands away, told me “Espera” — wait — shit, I was
dying. He started feeling my ass and rubbing my buevos. I was ready to bust
any second. He untied my sweat pants and took them off. Of course, I got no
underwear. Then he lays me on this huge bed, and I mean huge. Bigger than
my room. He slipped his hand under my neck and my knees and carried me
into the shower. He joined me where I was, under the water. He started
soaping me up. Scrubbing my body, my dick, ass, massaging mi nalgas, my
cheeks, and playing with my hole. Shit. Then he got down and, started
blowing my ass cause I say “Mama mi culo.” I was loving it. He was licking
and sucking. Then I say to him, “Jose, mama mis huevos” and he sucks for
about three or four seconds and I busted.

Joseemillio finished washing us and carried me back to his bed. He pulled
K.Y. from his bag and started putting it all over his dick and all over my ass.



It was no ordinary trick. He was a lover. I put a pillow under my dick to get
ready for him. He was not big, average, maybe six inches. I let him screw me
and he lasted a long time. He was gentle and loved to deep kiss me while he
fucked. He kept saying, “Luis, yo te am. Luis, es la verdad, yo te amo.” He
busted all over my backside. It kept squirting hard and hot. I fell asleep as he
was toweling me down.

I woke up at 8:30 pm. And I woke up Jose too. “Jose,” I say. “Popi, yo
tengo hambre,” — I’m stupid hungry.

Dinner was dope. We laughed and really got to know each other. I was
really falling for him. After dinner, he asked me where I lived. I took him to
my house and he met my brothers and sister. My mother was out. He was
depressed when he saw me from a welfare hotel.

The next three weeks I was in heaven. He gave me $100. He treated me
like I was a son. He listened to my problems, cried with me, laughed with me.
I showed him NYC: museums, parks, and my life.

“Joseemillio, I love you,” I said, after our third week together. “I love you
so much; please never leave me. Promise.”

Joseemillio started to cry and held me tight. He said, “Luis, I love you so
much my son, but I have to leave soon. I have a family; I have two children.”

I begged; I said, “Please, take me with you, please.” He said it was
impossible, that his wife would never accept me because she is aware of his
attraction to boys. I was crying like when my father died. I thought it
wouldn’t stop.

I lay on top of him as we hugged naked and crying.

“Please Joseemillio I love you, not for sex and money but I love you
because you love me.” I couldn’t sleep. I cried most of the night. After room
service brought breakfast I went to take a shower. When I came back,
Joseemillio had left. Gone, not a word.

I collapsed on the floor. My life was over. The weight was so heavy I
couldn’t get up. There was a note with his address in Venezuela and $600 in
cash.

I wrote to Joseemillio that day and I got a letter back from him saying his
wife knows. She found my pictures — clothed and naked — and she read my
letter. He asked that I didn’t write and when he comes back to New York he
would come to my hotel.

Everyday I thought of Joseemillio. I waited for him to come. Then they
closed the hotel and we went to a shelter. How is he gonna find me? I was at



Trickland everyday I could. Waiting, dreaming. Then they closed Trickland. I
never saw Joseemillio since.
Now you know why I don’t like to be in love with people and shit.

July-August 1990



JOosH AND JOHN
(ORI Just CAN’T GET ENOUGH)

Last summer, when I was thirteen, was the first year [ went to camp. It was
for four weeks, and I actually stuck it out. I was going through some wild shit
at the time. My mother had died about eight weeks before I was about to
start. To me she wasn’t really any type of mother for the past four years
anyway, so what the fuck, why miss a chance of meeting some new ass,
especially some rich white kid, ’cause yo, this is a city specialty camp where
rich, or just white kids (I guess all white people can’t be rich, right?) meet
and work with us underprivileged minority types... I never was with a white
kid yet, just white men.

So here I am, the first day. I got up two hours before the bus was going to
come (I was staying at la casa de mi abuela). Showered, combed my hair,
and put on my “always work” shorts, a pair of faded blue PS 213 gym shorts,
no underwear, and my favorite “Qué me pongan Salsa” T-shirt, no socks, and
Nike footgear... enough to drive a sane man to... Anyway, it was the boys I
was after this time. I jerked off to the locker room orgies in my mind. Sixty
boys, white, black, Spanish, Asian... asses everywhere, hard dicks shooting
under the water... a finger in mi culo, and I pop, Pop.

I went outside to the bodega figuring I would kill some time before the
bus arrived. I copped a Phillies Blunt and took out the tobacco so I could roll
my herb with the leaf paper. Twisted a “Blunt” using buddah of course, and
proceeded to smoke my breakfast. A perfect way to start a perfect day!

And perfect it was. The bus ride got me hard... it always does, it seems
school busses don’t have any shocks. The vibrations never fail to activate my
missile. I sat in the back seat as usual, so I can check every ass as it turns to
sit. After the last of us is picked up, I space out lookin out the window, and
think to myself, “Is everyone this fuckin horny?”... then I rationalize, “At
least I never jerked off in the bus and busted a nut like Steve Cruz did last
year.”

We pulled into the center and filed to the lunchroom upon arrival,
shuffled to age and alphabet groups. Not bad... a counselor about twenty-five



and a group of twelve-year-olds whose last names were between the letters F
and H. The rest of the day was spent introductory style.

The second day was the real start of activities. I made my first friend:
Josh. (I never knew any Josh before, maybe it’s similar to Jose... I don’t
know.) Josh was a Jewish kid, Mediterranean, with dark eyes and brushy dark
hair who always wore glasses, tinted glasses. He loved rap music and I the
same. He came in that day with a “box” kickin Eric B & Rakim. Immediate
friends! Me, Josh and his friend John (both thirteen-year-old white boys,
“blanquitos”, from worlds I only dreamed of) became partners in crime. John
was a little taller than Josh, Irish, with brown hair and green eyes, a real
athletic type, into sports, thought he was cool. The three of us would sit to the
side and describe each other’s worlds, thrills, hobbies... lives in general... of
course I had to lie big time in order to create a halfway decent past. Imagine
if on the first day I said, “Yeah, guys, I don’t go to school, I go to Playland
and turn tricks for dollars...” To them, Trix is for kids, and dollars are no
problem. I wanted to tell them in a bad way, but I guess I would wait till we
know each other better...

By the second week I had them in shock when I told them I have fucked
before, and could cum and my dick is growing and shit. By the third week I
told them more about my mother and my family. I had these kids buggin.
Sure I liked to dream I was them, and never went hungry or got fuckin beat
down or been fucked by my uncles and their friends. And all the other shit
too. But stories of endless presents and vacations bore the piss out of me. So,
me being the horniest... I invented a little game. When we see each other, we
have a tradition of a handshake. I taught them, ’cause it’s a ghetto thing. I
started changing this tradition like so: When we handshake mano a mano, 1
grab their hand and sort of mush it into my nuts. Their response is laughter,
so they’re with it. This becomes the new tradition. Although, they never do it
back so I can feel their guevos. Shy I guess...

Camp to me has become more fun every day. Yet like all good things, an
end is in sight. By now, my two friends know most of my life story, including
reefer, and booze, but excluding sex with men and boys. I invite them for a
Friday-Sunday sleepover and adventure in my Washington Heights
apartment. For two suburban white boys to say “yes” to a weekend in Little
Dominican Republic NYC, this should be interesting. Y’all know my
motives. I spend more time listening to the voice of mi guevo than my brain.



I picked the weekend of the 20th, ’cause my abuela (grandma) is staying
at my Uncle Carlos’ house. She is taking three of my brothers and one sister,
and is going to leave my brother Juan at home. He is ten and can mind
himself. My other brothers and sisters are in assorted group, foster, or facility
type homes. (Social services came both before and after my mother died to
“help” out, all they seem to do is fuck up everyone’s lives. I think they work
as police people, too.)

Anyway, I met Josh and John at 72nd Street ’cause it is a familiar area to
all three of us. I wouldn’t think sending them to the Heights alone. They
would definitely stick out, and probably get lost... and asking for directions
in my neighborhood is asking for trouble... if you can even find an English-
speaking resident. At three in the afternoon I’m cooking in my kitchen,
preparing shit for my friends’ arrival. Pastillos, polio frito sin hueso, arroz
con leche, rellenos de platanos. Can’t forget about chips, candy, reefer, and
rum. Juan helping by peeling the platanos, and seasoning the chicken. He’s
cute, my brother, maybe shouldn’t think so but I do. His father was white, so
he got blond hair, real pretty, sandy color, with big brown eyes, a slim body
and a nice plump ass. Usually he’s a little troublemaker, but today he’s being
good and helping out.

Everything prepared and the house in order... off I go. When I got off the
#1 train at 72nd, Josh and John were standing there looking lost, holding a
backpack each. Big stupid, kool-aid smiles on both faces, like they just got
off with a major heist. This I later found out was due to the scandal they
pulled off. Josh told his mom he was staying with John for the weekend, and
the other the reverse. To them, this was major. If they only knew what I had
in store for them.

The train ride was quiet, but before I knew it we pulled into the 168th
Street Station, and rode the elevator to the street. Outside, these guys were all
eyes. It’s another world where I live. All sounds, sights and smells foreign to
them, but home to me. Merengue, salsa and garlic fill the air. We hit St.
Nicholas Avenue and 172nd and turn right... everyone knows me, a million
people fill the streets, these guys look real out of place. The only white faces
on my block are from New Jersey, there to cop drugs, ya know? A lot of
people are staring, but no one says shit! I see all my friends (the ones I sleep
with know what time it is) — Alex, Junior, Jose Ca-Ca, Joey, Juan, Osiris.
Rafael, the man who sells cooked meat on the corner, smiles at me and calls
me over... in Spanish, says, “Luis, they look cute, do they play?” I tell him,



“Not yet, and not for rent.” Rafael sells his meat to people, then spends his
meat money on my meat once a week. He likes to watch me undress real
slow, then licks my butt until I’m mad hot, and my dick is dripping. He don’t
let me play with myself. He wants me to cum in his mouth with two or three
fingers up my... then he jerks off with his tongue an inch inside my culo...
all this for fifty dollars... if only he knew that I probably would pay him the
fifty dollars for the royal treatment.

To my building... located between Audobon and Amsterdam Avenues. I
live in a five-story walk-up, made sometime around 1890. Yo, there’s even
this old bitch who lived here since it was a new building, and likes to talk
about how beautiful this block was when it was all Irish and Italian... fuck
her! Sometimes we got no heat, and a lot of the time we got no water at all, or
if we do, no hot water. New York, “big city of dreams”... yeah... fuckin
nightmares. Thank god all is OK this week. Our apartment is in the basement
across the hall from the block’s gambling casino... no rats inside the
apartment like our last one, just behind the walls trying to break through. I'm
used to it, but it freaks the cat out big time.

Anyway, I’'m not embarrassed. My grandmother has it kind of hooked up.
Indian style. She’s from the old country and speaks only about twelve
English words, and only three of them aren’t curses. Only two bedrooms for
all of us. I usually sleep on the couch... shit, in my mother’s house, I was on
the floor, so I’m movin up.

My friends make themselves at home as soon as they spot Nintendo. I got
thirty-seven games. I went and started rolling some blunts. They say they
smoked pot before, but this weekend will be the ultimate test. After I
prepared three blunts and made three rum and cokes, I went back to the sala
(living room). Juan must’ve come home while I was rollin up. He was
playing Pro Wrestling with Josh. They are all laughing together like they
been friends forever.

I lit up my blunt and passed them one each. Drink tambien... off we go.
Juan smoked with Josh. These two really hit it off. They’re sitting together on
the love seat giggling like two little schoolgirls fingering each other. I can see
Juan is hard, and I bet that Josh could see it too. Juan is just sitting there in
cutoff gray Lee jeans with a straight line pointing to his stomach. He’s big for
his age, about an inch smaller than me, but mine is fatter, and I can cum. He
just gets a drop. Blasted... crazy mad fucked up. I’'m on my third drink and
second blunt. Everyone else stopped on their second drink. I don’t really play



Nintendo. I just buy it so I can offer a strange kid a reason why he should
come to my house. So while these guys are playin I’m gettin stupid horny.

I turned off Nintendo and suggested we play cards. Everyone is real high
about now, so I take advantage of the situation. Not that I’'m not fucked up,
but I do this every day... blunts and Bacardi, that is. Everyone in my family
gets fucked up, except the babies. Shit, I started smokin weed when I was
eight. I call the game. Poker. Better yet, strip poker. Everyone agrees. I got to
keep givin Juan the evil eye, ’cause he always strips without losing a hand.
This kid is crazy about sex, sex, sex... I guess it runs in the family! I can see
he already opened his pants... at least today he got on underwear. Most of the
time neither of us wears them. Where the fuck did he dig these up?

Joshua loses the first hand and removes his shirt. I follow, and have to
take off my sneakers, ’cause yo, I only got on kicks, and gym shorts, and you
know I don’t got no underwear. Juan loses the next two, and is down to his
underwear... dick pointing north. John is still “winning,” although to me he
is losing. Josh loses the next three hands, and is down to his underwear also.
John still losing. Ya know, if you look at his shorts, you can see a serious
hard-on. I lose with a pair of twos, and am naked as the day I was born. I’m
sitting on the floor with my knees up and arms wrapped around my legs, and
sort of leaning over them... only to hide my guevo. Everyone else still plays
as I watch. I got up, walked to the kitchen, and mixed myself another drink...
a stiff one for a stiff one, tu sabes? I went back to the sala, where card
activities left me uninterested, so I put on channel twenty-three... sex
channel. Even on the commercials, they show some pussy and bitches’ asses
and assholes. (Monday night is gay features and commercials.) I see John and
Josh’s attention pointing towards pussy more than cards. John is in his
drawers, and Josh and Juan naked and passing a joint between the three. Fuck
that joint shit, I’'m a blunt boy... down with the 172nd Street blunt posse.
Anyway, I got the lights turned down but you can still see everyone ’cause of
the glow of the TV. I was the first. I just grabbed hold of my cock and started
stroking it. I pictured Joshua’s dick in my ass, and John fucking my throat for
all it’s worth. Both these kids got serious nice bodies, real smooth and pretty,
no hair except little by their dicks, just the way I like it. With my eyes closed,
I even forgot anyone was there. When I opened my eyes, Juan and Josh were
laying stupid close, and John was jerking off on the couch, the next cushion
down from me. His dick was about four and a half inches long, he was
workin it good and hard. I don’t know, I guess was the rum ’cause I just



kinda leaned over and moved John’s hand, replacing it with my own. I
grabbed and rubbed his dick and was blowing air on it when he reached out
and grabbed my balls from the back. He busted a nut all over my face... a
hot, nutty delicacy.

When he got up to pee, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Josh y Juan were
adding on the floor, and the sum was 69! Even though Juan is my little
brother, just seeing ass up in the air, hairless, tan, and as round as they cum,
builds up my cum! I stand over it and put my nose right against his hole. I
start licking and sucking and licking... pushing my tongue home. I grab hold
of myself and only stroke about ten times when I spill milk all over myself.

All four of us sitting around in a naked daze. In a sex stupor. Blunts and
Bacardi fogging our brains, sweat and cum smearing our bodies, fresh ass
and nuts filling the air. I lit another blunt on the solo tip, and proceeded to
proceed. Mi abuela tiene a real big bed, king size, surely big enough for all of
us to lay comfortably... drifting off to sleep...

At about six a.m., I wake up... only one up before me is my dick, not to
mention John’s, Juan’s, and Josh’s too. I went and started to cook us all a
healthy breakfast. It’s something that I rarely do, but it just seemed so
natural. Eggs, toast, potatoes and leftover rice from last night, jugo, cafe con
leche... we ate and watched Bugs Bunny naked on my grandma’s bed.

After breakfast, Josh requested a shower, and I requested I’d join him. I
started to wash his back and got lower and lower until I came to the top of his
butt. Josh got a nice round butt like me. I started to soap him up real
goodlike. We both got hard in a second. His dick was bigger than John’s,
about five inches, standin up horny and red. I slipped a finger into Josh’s hole
to see what he would say, and he didn’t say a word. When I reached around
and started to jerk him off, he just closed his eyes and let the water hit him. I
angled mi guevo towards his hole, and nudged my head into him, shit, he
scared the shit out of me. He turned around so fast, I slipped, and found
myself laying in the tub on my back, boner in the air. Josh got upset that I
chose to explore unexplored territory without proper permission from the
queen.

I told him, “Josh, it don’t hurt. I’ll take my time. I’ve been fucked since I
was eight, and it is a large part of my religion. At least I practice it
religiously. Don’t be scared.” He said, “Luis, if you like it so much... let
me!” NO PROBLEM DUDE! And in he went... all the way to his balls. It
was his first fuck, boy or girl. I laid on my stomach in our old-time bathtub,



pushed my butt as high as I could, let him take full strokes. He didn’t last too
long, but it was definitely quality time. He reached under me and played with
my dick as he gave it all he had. I could feel him throbbing inside me, so I
counted down the blast-off... ten, nine, eight... My buddy returned the favor
by letting me fuck his mouth, and fuck it I did. It didn’t take long for me
either, but I rammed him like a maniac. And when I busted inside his mouth,
he didn’t even spit it out... true friends.

It was nice with Josh, but not enough. Sometimes I just need a
“manwich” to fill me up, tu sabes? That’s usually why I go with men, aside
from the money. Like I said, sometimes I just need someone to call the shots,
someone to smother me, someone to go out of control over my body. After
nuts were busted, I called Rafael, ’cause yo, this is one of those times. I was
just dying to be filled up... sure I love boys, but I needed something bigger
than five inches and fatter than my fingers and shit. Rafael got eight inches
and a real fat one. And just to throw off his routine, I ran to his apartment
across the street in Building 504 and stripped as I entered. I left a trail from
the front doorto the bedroom. Shirt, shorts, sneakers... I guess there ain’t
nothin else I wear in the summer. I laid on my stomach on his bed and he put
his tongue up my ass. I said, “Rafael, one hundred dollars and you can fuck
me right now!” I never let him put more than his fingers or tongue in there so
in he went. I propped myself on some pillows and moved my butt in counter
rhythm to his strokes, and moved my hips in circles for him. He lasted about
fifteen minutes. I cummed madly as I felt his juice inside me... you wouldn’t
understand, it’s a “manwich” thing. He paid me fifty dollars extra because the
nuts he busted were none he felt before, and some he waited years to get. |
went home with a hundred and fifty dollars and found a room full of crashed
naked boys, an empty bottle of Ron Bermudez Dominican rum, and reefer
clouds as far as the hallway.

Being I am who I am, I went out of control. I couldn’t decide whose ass
to lick first, so I went from butt to butt, probing with my tongue and jerking
off at the same time. I could only raise a drop, and my dick was on fire, but
sometimes I just can’t stop, I can’t get enough.

Later, when I woke up from an afternoon nap, I was greeted to my two
white friends doing something that I never expected. Josh must’ve broke
down, ’cause he was on his hands and knees and John was behind him
humping and humping, both of them with their eyes closed and their teeth
grinding. They didn’t notice that I was awake, so I faked sleep and watched



them carry on. In minutes John’s legs began to tremble and he collapsed on
Josh’s back. AYE DIABLO! A VIEW TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE!

The next two days went real well, with more of the same. Aside from
walks to High Bridge Park (across the street) and a variety of Dominican
restaurants, most of the time was spent busting nuts and getting fucked up.
We have become the closest of close friends. They know me and I know
them better than most people will ever know us throughout the rest of our
lives. The thing is, our worlds are so different. I mean, ya know, they from
these rich two-parent houses... two boys, one girl... John, Bill and Suzy. Ya
know what I mean? I mean, I watched my father get shot in our living room
when I was eight over drugs. And I watched my mother die a slow death ever
since with heroin and crack. I got a total of thirteen kids in my family, most
of them with no clue as to who’s their father. I live with my old grandmother
on a welfare budget... well, that’s what I mean is our worlds are so different.

The weekend finally came to an end. My friends helped me clean up the
house... wash the sheets, mop, and throw out the empty bottles. We had to
burn cocomango incense to get the sex out of the air. Left with just memories
to cling to. I never did hear from John, but Josh continued to write me for
almost a year, then his family moved to Massapequa out on the Island, and he
never wrote after. He mentioned that John had been getting into some
trouble, shoplifting and junk like that. They were still best friends, still bustin
nuts whenever they could. We always talked about hookin up, but never
seemed to connect. It was like they was embarrassed to bring me to their
houses and shit. Well, I’'m not surprised. Ya know, being Spanish and poor...
just prejudice I guess. Probably their fathers were suckin me off at Playland
anyway. My life hasn’t changed much except for the fact that mi abuela died
some months ago. Juan is in DFY (Division for Youth). He got caught selling
reefer and crack downtown. I moved with my uncle and his lover down to
Harlem. It’s OK, but I miss my block... it will always be my home. I find
myself daydreaming about Joshua and John in between pulls on my blunts.
I’ll never forget them. And they sure will never forget me.

1990



IT’s LikE KissiNG DEATH A LITTLE

My uncle Jose Luis told me that y’all were runnin’ out of shit from me; I
guess I been so wrapped up in my own confusion that I really haven’t written
much in the past few weeks. I’ve had some deep depression and tried to kill
myself when [ was in P a weeks back. I go through this shit alot. Sometimes
its so hard (life that is). I also wanted to thank Chris, Roy and Bill, also little
Chris and everyone else who was concerned. It’s like I love so many people
but me... I’'m my own worst enemy sometimes. The first time I tried to kill
myself was four years ago; I was 10 and the year was 1986. I broke night the
night before (miercoles) and the day was a Thursday.

The night before I was turning tricks at my usual Manhattan location
“Trickland.” Me and my buddy Hannibal hadn’t made more than 15 dollars
each and I knew that if I went home with only 15 dollars, I would be the
punching bag of the day like that fuckin’ blow up clown you beat on! So me
and Hannibal slept together hugging in a stolen car on 52nd and 11th
Avenue. It was October and frio taimbien. The car was abandoned so we took
advantage of the situation. He loved to play with my butt so yo, I let him
play, and passed out.

We woke up about 6:30 a.m. By early afternoon we was trickin’ lovely. I
already made nice digits. However, my homeboy made only $5.00 so I was
treatin’ him to games, food, reefer and sodas all day and now growing into
night. I went with Malcom (a trick) in his car to the West Side so we could
have some privacy. (He’s too fucking cheap for a hotel.) Malcom is a black
man, 37, who pays me $15.00 to take my pants off and lean over the front
seat with my culo in the air and open my legs so he can see my hole; he likes
to look and sniff. He don’t touch me except with his nose. At the same time
he jerks off. He loves to bury his face into my ass. If he uses his tongue I
charge $25.00 and if he brings his Polaroid I charge him $50.00 cause then he
won’t check me for a few weeks. So I hate cameras.

Anyway, here I was with my legs spread in his car, over the seat, a nose
in my culito and five-o rolls up. Not blue boys, but DTs. They pulled Malcom
from the car, and started beating him with their fists. I was pulling on my
pants (no underwear cause my mother is a... you already know...) I opened



the other door and tried to jet, but one of the DTs tackled me from behind.
Shit, now I’m only 5’°2” so at 10 years old I was 4 foot something... Well,
they called for blue boys who came and handcuffed me and asked me where I
lived. Fuck, I told them cause I wouldn’t mind if my mother gets busted.
Instead, they just bring me home to the door; when my mother answers, they
tell her they picked me up downtown, and to try to keep a better eye on me.
Shit, like they really give a fuck...

When Yvonne and my uncle Shantee ask me where the money is, I tell
them I ain’t got shit but a few singles. “Bullshit,” my mother screams with
that look in her eyes that spells trouble. She says, “Luis, tu maricon, get your
dirty ass over here.” By now tears, silent ones, were running down my
cheeks. Yvonne (mi mama) grabbed me by the hair and started searching my
pockets, told me to take off my sneakers and clothes. I only had $7.00. She
slapped me open-handed, which sent me on my ass. Shantee picked me up
and says “Where’s the money, you fuckin’ faggot dirt bag. Dame, dame.”

He punched me in the back of the head and sent all the kids to the room.
Yvonne grabbed my wrists, digging her dirty fingernails into my flesh. I hate
this fucking puta, and only wished I could make myself disappear. Mi tio was
screaming, “You stay out all night and come home with only $7.00. I bet you
don’t even charge them, tu maricon. 1 bet you let them all fuck you for free.”
So I say, “Fuck you.” I guess it was not a good idea, cause he started to fuck
me up for real.

Here I am naked as the day I was born. Shantee’s slapping the snot from
my face, blood from my lip and the piss from my dick. When my mother seen
I pissed all hell broke loose. She pulled out the broom and started getting
busy. When I picked up the lamp and threatened to throw it at her, she started
screaming for me to go to the room. I went as fast as I could.

My brothers Delvan and Juan came running to me to see if I was OK. The
others were too scared to move around. I tell them to please leave me be.
They were crying with me. I don’t know if it was cause they was scared or
cause they felt sorry for me.

Being the oldest of 8 kids at the time was no easy job, as they could see.

In about half an hour Shantee came into the room. He came and sat down
on the floor next to where I sleep and asked if I was O.K. I didn’t answer. He
started rubbing my back and shit. He started to rub my ass. He was saying,
“Luis, I’'m sorry. I love you,” as he started to put the tip of his finger into my
hole. I was just laying there crying; the rest of the kids were watching.



Shantee started to undo his belt and I knew he was getting ready to screw me,
and that there was nothing I could do. I always hated Shantee; he started to
fuck me less than a week after my father was killed.

Shantee climbed on and in me and proceeded to fuck me using spit for
grease. He lasted long enough for me to start to daydream, and also to enjoy
it, which made it worse. I really liked the way it felt to have someone lay on
top of me. Almost smother me and fuck me mad. I guess it’s like kissing
death a little.

When he got up and saw I was hard, he started to laugh. I was going
berserk, and I said I hate everyone in this fucking house, especially him; he
laughed more. He said, “Looks like you like me, Luis...”

About two days later I was watching everyone while my mother went to
the welfare center. I locked myself in the bathroom for some privacy and
started to play with my dick and finger my ass. After a few minutes of
fucking myself with my finger, I opened the medicine cabinet to look for
something to replace my finger. I saw a medicine jar with a label reading
“Caution.”

“Shit,” I thought to myself, “here’s my ticket to freedom.” I opened it up
and counted out the contents. Twenty-three white things, Valium. Whatever
the fuck that is don’t matter. I was hooked on the caution label. I took ’em
with some water and went out to watch the Flintstones. After what seemed
only a few minutes, I started to feel fucked up and went to the front door. I
was getting scared and having second thoughts. I was going to go down the
hall to Manny’s house but must have fell out, cause I woke up in Columbia
Presbyterian Hospital with a fuckin’ tube town my throat.

Anyway, that was the first time and last week was the second time. I did
it on the 6th of August, the day they killed my father, only six years later. See
sometimes it seems nothing is worth all the pain I feel. Someone so close to
me who held my hand over the phone for months and months is being taken
from me. He would listen to me cry, comfort me, make me feel like I was
worth something. As a matter of fact, he is the one that started me writing
ever since I wrote a letter to NAMBLA. His name is Chris and he’s the
editor. I love him so much, and from the first day that we spoke together on
the phone, I told him that everyone or anything that I love gets taken from
me. See, it’s true, God wants this to happen. Chris and I would have been
friends to the end plus more, but I care about him and love him, so of course
he gets arrested, and will start a jail sentence soon. Chris makes me feel so



special, loved, wanted... so much, and he never slept with me. But now I
can’t deal with this shit along with everything else. I’'m sorry if I let you
down Chris. I’ll be waiting for you. XXXXXXXO0O00000

September 1990



I CaAN ONLY TRUST ME

It was about this time of the year three years ago, when I used to live with a
man named Richard. I was 11 years old. I had met him on a Saturday. It was
raining, and I was having a hard time making any money. I started on 34th
Street in Penn Station’s “Space Station” video arcade. By about 3:00 I had
already worked my way up to Playland on 48th Street, cruising three other
arcades along my travels. Playland was more home than my own home was.
(They closed it this year.) I was wearing white nylon Nike shorts and a white
BVD tank top to match. Not to forget a pair of Nike kicks tambien.

At 11 I already could bust a nut. No underwear, a deep Spanish summer
tan, and not a hair on my body, so what’s the problem fellas? The arcades
were empty. Oh, by the way, my name is Luis Miguelito, you gotta quarter?

I was only in the United States for 4 years. My mother already hooked on
manteca, or as you would call it, heroin. My father was murdered when I was
seven in our living room. Yvonne (my mother) had been sending me out of
the house since I was eight to bring her home money. So four years later I
was starving for any male attention and affection.

Anyway I was with Angel and Rico (both 13) cause they always be
turning tricks in Playland, which we re-named Trickland. As the day went, I
was playing Super Mario Brothers and I felt a warm breath on my neck
which had an immediate effect on my dick. I looked at his reflection in the
game after Mario died. He looked dope about 25 years old, an earring, Latino
looking. He patted me on the back just above my ass and asked if I was going
to play again. I said I wish pero yo no tengo no dineio, tu sabe? He slid me
four quarters and suggested “we” play another game. He walked me to the
pinball machine section (it seems that’s all these guys play) put four quarters
in for me, and my posse Angel y Rico. It was “Cyclone” and I rocked it to the
maximum, as always.

After 20 balls, four Newports, and hand all over my back and shoulders,
he finally asked if I was hungry. I knew what time it was now. He took me to
Popeye’s, my choice. I always bug out there on the spicy chicken rack, cause
the “y” is missing and it reads “spic.” Well, being a spic that loves and is a
spicy chicken I ordered a three-piece with rice and a biscuit.



As I feasted, Richard interrogated, and I negotiated. I told him I do
anything for the right amount — suck, fuck, get sucked, get fucked, but only
receive in the rim department. He looked shocked when I started to feel him
up under the table. He pushed my hand away. We ate and Richie asked if I
wanted to go to his house. I don’t make a habit of going to houses, but this
guy is a knockout and he’s loaded. (I saw a knot fatter than I could squeeze.)

We jumped on an A train and went to 181st street station.

He got a ground level, street entrance apartment on the comer of 183rd
and Fort Washington. Dope decorations and a giant waterbed. He put on a
cassette of Eddie Santiago. Shit, he’s my favorite Salsero. This guy is DOPE.
As Lluvia played on the stereo, I did a stripping rain dance to prepare for the
shower. (LIuvia means rain in Spanish.) I was getting hard, cause I could feel
him groping me with his eyes. I ran to the bathroom, took a quick shower,
and returned to the bedroom. Richard, unlike most tricks, spent more time
hugging and kissing me than fucking me. He asked if [ wanted to stay the
night. Shit, I had nowhere to go. Mi madre, seven brothers, and two sisters
live in a welfare hotel on 32nd Street and Sixth Avenue, the Martinique. I
was glad to spend the night, the week or the year.

As the days flew by, me and Richard explored each other to the fullest.
Outdoors he would introduce me as his nephew. Indoors we were on a
constant luna de miel (honeymoon). Hewould suck, kiss, and lick me for as
long as I wanted. Even long after he busted a nut on or in me. We were mad
crazy wild lovers. Best friends, brothers, father-son. We were each other. He
became my me. Every day he would treat me more special than the day
before. After work, he would bring me toys or different surprises. Ya know,
kid shit. I never owned anything more than some bullshit, piece of junk,
worthless, meaningless regalo (present) given as compensation for no love or
physical abuse.

I haven’t turned a trick for 4 months... or been home for that matter, but
who cares? To me Richie is my life. I loved him more than any papermate
could ever express. He seemed equally in love. But as usual it turned to prove
bullshit, like life itself.

It was a Monday, and Richie made his usual errand list. Shopping, video
store, cleaners... but by the time I walked from Fort Washington to
Amsterdam Avenue — 10 minutes — I realized I forget the money. All the
way back. I opened the door quietly cause I wanted to scare him being he



wasn’t expecting me so soon. Shit, he sure wasn’t expecting me, cause in
“our” bed was Juan Carlos one of my cousins from 172nd and Wadsworth.

I fuckin died. I ran for the door, but Richie blocked it. Then I ran to the
kitchen. I was in a frenzy, my whole life crushed. I screamed and cried
myself unconscious. I woke up with Richie standing over me. I couldn’t look
at him. He made me want to die. I felt sick and started to feel like I would
vomit. I ran to the bathroom floor and wanted nothing more than to die. I
fantasized about drowning myself in the toilet. Richard knew enough to let
me be alone. There was nothing he could do or say that would make me
forgive him. I was HIS boy. He was MY man. But for some reason I was not
enough, he needed more. I gave him everything. I gave up my friends, my
family, my lifestyle — everything to be his boy. Why did he need someone
else? Why was I not good enough? Why my-cousin? I left that night
wandering aimlessly. I walked to my mother’s sister’s house on 131sty
Amsterdam and cried for all 53 blocks. I didn’t care if a car hit me or if a
building fell on me — all the better. I felt as if I had nothing to live for. I
slept on my aunt’s stoop, cause her building was locked, and I wasn’t about
to ring the bell at 3:00 am in the morning. I went back downtown to the
Hotel. Back to my slut junky mother and her welfare castle of 10 kids and her
string of boyfriends who would feel me up all night, not allowing me to
sleep. I'm sure she got paid off that, too. Especially when I would wake up
with a dick in me and my mother in the room.

But that’s neither here nor there. What I did realize at this time is that the
only one I could trust is me.

January-February 1991



THE RESULTS

Dear Friends,

I know that many of you a probably wondering... WHAT THE FUCK?
Where the fuck is Luis and his writing? So this is kinda like an open letter
type thing. Even though I’m gonna tell another adventure...

See, it’s like this. I have been wrapped up in all kinds of personal type
things. First off, I recently tested HIV+. I know all about safety and practice
safe sex, but I didn’t know from the time I was born until like two years ago.
I know half of you thought of course and probably assumed it anyway, and
then there’s the some of you who I told this to last summer when I got tested
and never went to find out the results cause I was too scared.

But anyway, I don’t really know that much about it yet but have been
spending dumb time in the CUNY [City University of New York] Library
finding out what I can. I’m kinda scared for the first time in my life but at the
same time I’'m like fuck it, my life pretty much sucks anyway. But there are
some people who I love more than I could ever describe on my typewriter!
Word up! Stupid dumb strong love for my lover, you know who you are! And
for my papa! Kevin and Chris who without I not be writing and would never
met Kevin Esser! Also what’s left of my family, brothers, sisters, and the rest
of the mess... I’'m gonna just chill for a while and work on a book about my
life and try to get it published, so I’m not sure if I’'m gonna have stuff in
every Bulletin. We’ll have to see.

I haven’t been fuckin around that much with drugs, except for herb,
which I loooooooovvvvveeeeeee. Sometimes I’ll do some acid or sniff dope
if ’'m in staying at one of my friends’ places downtown, but shit is in control.

Thanks for sending letters. Commenting about my stories and comparing
your lives and shit like that I think is cool!

I’'m not too sure about medicine for HIV. I know that treatments are fairly
expensive and I ain’t got no medicaid or nothin so that is that. I’ll just have to
wait and see. You see I’m buggin out right? Cause I keep comin back to this
AIDS topic. Oh well. It’s kinda fucked up I guess, but yo, with the shit I've
been through and seen, forget it — I’m lucky to be alive. Last summer I got
slashed with an xacto blade, been shot in the side, passed around, forget it.



That’s why I’m doing this book. Watch. You know that I got a story in the
Fifth Acolyte Reader. Check it out! Word! Anyway, if anyone got any ideas
or suggestions send them to the Bulletin cause I like that stuff.

I don’t be workin the streets no more, obviously. I just be with friends my
age most of the time except when I need dollars. Then I go to an appointment
or call a homeboy in W. or A. and work a party. That shit is dope. 2
Saturdays ago I do one in A. It was for a bachelor party. I made out alright
cash-wise, too. Here’s how it works, cause Kevin forever be askin me about
this shit so here goes, Uncle Kev!

After I agree and make arrangements for the day and time and shit, I get a
small cash advance for a new pair of sneakers, pants, shirt, haircut. I take care
of what needs to be done and troop to the station for a train to the suburbs. Of
course believe me to my word that with all this planned and a train to catch, it
is impossible for me to be in the station and not stop at the arcade. Don’t
laugh Kevin, cause you know! I cruise it and check out who’s working.
There’ve been several times I want you to know when I spot a hottie or a
cutie and cancel my appointments for the day to do a little naked romp in my
bed. Even though I’'m 14 I love my boys 11-12. Shit look at me, I got stupid
sidetracked.

I’'m sitting here D*U*R*O* (hard) thinking of some episodes, but yo!
Wait for the book! Anyway, I did this that day, played a game, caught a rap
with a little Puerto Rican with green eyes named Kiko. We kicked a blunt and
talked, exchanged beeper numbers and broke. I had a train to catch. Next
time Kiko!

Later, mas tarde! I love to ride train blasted especially with all new
clothes on. I ride massaging my dick through my Levis and imagine that I am
a rich suburban fuck, too! Kick my Walkman so loud that everyone in my
section can hear me pumpin Merengue or Public Enemy, depending on the
buzz.

In no time I exit and a limo is waiting for me. I’ll tell ya, the Mafia has
got their shit in order! Anyway, in the limo I drink a cold Heineken and play
a quick game of “double dribble” on the Ninetendo and we pull up to the
house. It is a house turned private club. A 2-level shit with stupid rooms
upstairs, and downstairs is a club with three seperate rooms. I been there to
look at it last year and they had women so I guess the place is versatile. I only
had about 20 or 25 minutes to get ready before I had to start work.



Work includes a live strip show and then mingling after. Sometimes it is
not solo. Tonight I had two. One solo and one late night duo with a kid
named Robert. I prepare myself with a few rum and cokes and some weed. I
always bring my own tapes to dance to cause they got this wack corny shit. I
start with salsa, get into house, rap and back to salsa to finish. By that time
#)@%$%$# men are either jerking off or drooling or already came! I do a slow
seductive strip tease, and then go nuts once my clothes are off. I play with my
dick and get hard in a second. Then I start showing off my body at different
angles and shit, and then I lay on my back and break out the baby oil. I grease
myself up from my neck to my feet. I go around close to the edge and let
these guys feel on me a little. Sometime I let them stroke my dick or finger
me but usually just gropes on my cheeks, legs and stomach. Then I break out
a small dildo and fuck myself a little for them and then I jerk off slow and
long for them and bust a nut over the edge on someone. That’s it. I go
upstairs, shower, get dressed and come down to make some cash.

The second show of the night was bugged cause I haven’t done a duo for
a while. Robert said he was 14 but looked younger than me, and I look young
for my age. We did a strip act together and the got down to some dopeness
duro duro!

Both of us were wrestling naked on the floor squirting baby oil on each
other, just buggin out cause it was late, like 10:30 and I was high drunk and
tired. So I see this little elf kid and say Hmmmmn, dinner! He got white skin
and my shit honey color. He got about 5" or 4" and I’m up to 6" or better. He
got the ass I wanted to know better, and nice balls, too. Green eyes or blue I
can’t tell, long brown hair and lips locking on my dick! He started sucking so
I the same. I guess he was studying me like me him. We were 69ing and then
I switched up cause we can’t stay that way for too long or they don’t call me
for no more shows.

I got behind him doggy style and he whispered, don’t put it in. Well, I
couldn’t hear him too well, and I spit in my palm and inched into him. He
tried to pull away but I grabbed onto his hips and he gave in and pushed back
onto me. We kept switching positions, but lasted about 40 or 30 minutes
before I pulled out and busted on his stomach. He just layed there with our
scum mixed on his stomach with that dazed look that says lights on, nobody’s
home. I guess nobody ever did it the right way to him before. We went back
upstairs and showered together like we live together and I got his number and



we agreed on sometime repeating it in his house when his mother goes to
Hawaii. Hellllls yah! I’m there.

I left the room and went down for a quick BJ so I could make some more
cash before I call it quits. A man named J. blew my dick and ass and drove
me to my neighborhood so I could be home by 2:00 or there will be a fight
with my lover. Anyway that’s it for me, I’'m outttta here, I’'mm offff.

Love,

L. Miguelito

June 1991



SooN 1O BE FIFTEEN

Although I’'m soon to be 15, I have vivid flashes of boys my age and younger
dripping sap of life onto every part of my body.

I’m naked in a field, maybe it’s Central Park... I don’t know...

But all colors and sizes surround me.

Movements of fury as climax approaches.

I’m reaching out, trying to grab and feel what I can.

Fill me!

My mouth!

I like to rub my lips over the crown and tickle the ridge with my lips.

Spit in your hand and rub it into my culo.

Are you black or Spanish? cause yo, that shit is big!

Just push it fast and as deep cause if you know how to fuck me you will
move your hips in a circle for me, otherwise I'll have to!

When I feel you squirting in me I cum too. Whether it’s in my mouth and
you are swimming on my tongue, or you are flooding me with your douche!

I love you for loving me.

I’m as lonely as a person can be, yet your warmth and affection alone
makes me rock hard duro as soon as you put your arm around my neck.

Or your fingers interlock with mine. You push my hair back cau it’s long
on top and you gently finger my lips.

You search my soul only to find teardrops.

And I’m shaking inside.

I’m alone in my heart even with eight or nine in my butt, six or seven in
my mouth and one in each hand.

So many times I like a big strong man to fuck me while I lay on my
stomach cause like I told Chris, it’s like kissing death.

I dream I died when my father was murdered.

Part of me did, and the other part is doing time in a pen called hell and
you call New York.

I dream of a white boy, a Spanish boy, a black boy and an Asian naked.
On my hands and knees while I take my time with each.



To me the perfect age is 12, or 11 or 10, or 9 or ate! Maybe it’s attributed
to the fact that I was ate before I was 7. I don’t know.

Anyway, I'm taking my time feeling the curves of his cheeks, his legs, his
back, and grabbing his bolsa y guevo as I feel myself up at the same time.

I sniff and lick each boy imagining each is really me. They sit in a circle
and somehow all of them are busting in my mouth at the exact same moment
and I am squirting into the air.

It’s the boys I love best. I know why you men fiend for it cause yo,

I dooo000000 t00000000!

A squirt in the mouth is worth three up my ass.

My lover’s balls smell like Clorox — he’s one-and-a-half years younger
than me.

And his milk is mixed with honey and sugar.

He is food for the stars

We are each other.

We make love and cum at the same moment and lay in a wet stupor
holding each other for the next 10 or 20 minutes.

We make love and we make love and they say I don’t know what I’'m
doing! Huh?

On a summer night me and Miguel go to the park by the Cloisters.

Holding hands the whole way.

Kissing at dusk cause we are two loners.

Two lone tigers somehow surviving in this concrete jungle.

We catch each other’s eyes, cause we caught each others vibes and we
chase each other’s tongues and I whisper “I love you honey, I love you so, so
much.”

“I love you too Luis, please don’t hurt me no more, please stay with me
all day.” Even though we have lived together for eight, nine months he knows
that when I leave the house to turn tricks or sell on the block, that I got a slew
of friends who I sex it up with including three of my little brothers, nine,
eight, seven...

We lock fingers. We’re walking by Ft. Tryon and I decide it’s time to put
down the blanket on the hill, by Cabrini High. Both of us in gym shorts and
tank tops.

Y-Ya! That’s it, no socks or underwear cause he knows as well as I that
sex under the stars is our twilight intentions. I open the philly and start to
shred the bud. I say shred cause we only smoke the best!



I got some buds of indica mailed to me from a trick that lives in northern
California. He spends Christmas in midtown where I’'m his present to himself
since I was nine so that’s five years... IN DI C A.

You can’t crush these unless you let them dry out. FRESCA! It smells of
pine trees and tastes like fruit loops. I hold in the first pull and pass to my
lover. He pulls on the blunt and presses his lips to mine as he exhales into my
open mouth.

B L A ST E D! By the time we get half way through we are blitzed and
duro! We slip off our shorts and he pivots around so he can take me into his
mouth y yo tambien. He pulls the head so it’s just between my lips as he
sprays his love on my tongue. He flips around and we chase tongues mixing
our cum together.

We stare at the stars trying to catch one shooting and smoke the rest of
the blunt. Each moment lasting a lifetime.

However, when we wake up in the morning...

Naked with his cheek pressed to mine. Legs wrapped around each other
we open our eyes and kiss each other. But someone got to get up cause we
need clothes food and shelter...

So it’s off to sell my only commodity to other lonely, horny souls!

1991



REVOLVING DOORS

Last summer I was on a mission to Montauk. That’s the end of Long Island.
All beaches. There’s this rich trick I know from Manhattan who got this huge
fuckin house on stilts. Right on the beach. It’s like natural wood and glass
everywhere. He’s this paid lawyer whose name is Stephen spelled with no
Vs. Y’all got these names that fuck me up, I swear. I knew Stephen for like
two years. Every summer he sends his wife to France then calls me so we can
do honeymoon. He calls me his summer wife.

So it’s about that time, so here I am on the Long Island Railroad...
eastbound. BVD nylon tank and shorts. Sin Pantaloncillos (no underwear)...
some things never change. The ride is like two hours and the gear I wear
makes me feel stupid sexy. I usually venture off to the lav for a steamy solo
jerk-off session.

It’s 10:14 and we’re off. The train is virtually empty except for a few
scattered people in the few open cars. I got both knees on the seat kneeling so
I can get the full view out the window. Long Island Railroad is an above-the-
ground scenic ride. I’'m just like lookin out and clockin nature when I feel my
ass burn up. None other than a heated stare. So I kinda pump it up and out to
fill it up. With BVD nylons, I might as well be naked... I guess not, ’cause to
my view it’s sexier to leave a speck to the imagination.

I turn around slow and catch this dude in his early 20s clockin my buns.
I’d just plain caught him starin. I smile. I give him this kinky, sexy smile as I
turn to sit down... pretend like I start to nod off and put one foot up on the
seat. I part my legs and give him a million-dollar view of my jewels,
including my buried treasure. My dick starts to swell as my mind travels. It’s
pulsing with my heart. It’s heavy, not hard and not soft. I open my legs more
and adjust myself to let my dick snake down my thigh. I open my eyes fully
and wink when he raises his eyes from my lap. He gets up and sits in the seat
directly across from me. I slip off my Nike and put my naked foot between
his open legs and kinda tickle around his dick. I can actually tell how big he
is with my talented toes. Maybe five or five-and-a-half but not much more.
His first words: “Go to the bathroom at the end of the car and don’t lock the
door.” I jump. Mind you, we haven’t even exchanged names.



He comes into the bathroom not a minute after me. This shit is cramped.
A toilet, some small standing space, and a sink directly across from the toilet.
I plop up on the sink and take my shorts completely off. He wastes no time
and starts going down on me. He is kinda handsome. Like, five foot ten,
brown hair. Short on top and long in the back. Hey, is that the makings of a
bald spot I see? He’s got a hanging earring which is dancing away as he is
bringing me as deep into his mouth as possible. His stubble is tickling the
area above my dick. He is kneading and fingering my butt with one hand and
jerking himself off with the other. New people get me mad horny, so I bust a
powerful nut in like five minutes. When I come back to the galaxy I ask him
if he wants me to do the same. He wants my butt. “Fuck it, go ahead and fuck
it, I don’t care, I can handle nine or more so it ain’t nothing.” I get off the
sink and lean over it. I put my chest where my ass was. He tongues my hole
for a few minutes, the whole time flooding it with saliva. It was kinda opened
anyway, ’cause me and my lover at home fucked like three times the day and
night before.

He is panting everywhere. Angled for home, grabs my shoulders and
rides me like a jockey. He buries his face in the back of my head and is
licking and biting my neck.

I got one of those dicks that leaks everywhere when I’m horny, and
especially when I’m gettin screwed. I slime up the whole fake wood cabinet
under the sink. I can feel his dick starting to expand and throb inside of me.
I’m the launching pad and I’m counting down blast-off. I feel him shooting
rockets inside of me and I blast again. He pulls out with a pop and sits back
on the toilet overlooking his most recent conquest.

I wipe up and go back to my seat. He comes out in a few minutes and sits
next to me. We start talking now that we have let off our steam. He is also
Montauk bound. A weekend employee at Gurney’s Inn. A waiter, to be exact.
His name is Jeff and he’s 23 years old. I tell him I’m going to my uncle’s,
and he asks if it’s at all possible that we hook up either in Montauk or the
city. I tell him where I hang out and the best times to find me there, and about
my beeper so he can get hold of me in the city. He says if I want to come to
Gurneys I can for freebies.

Stephen is waiting for me in his Mercedes 560 SEC convertible. I jump in
and he kisses me hello. I wave to Jeff, and Stephen is like, “Luis, Luis, Luis,
even on the train, you little devil!” I just smile and kiss him back.



He’s massaging my thigh the whole drive home. First thing I want is a
shower, and he takes it as an open invitation. I am with it, but it’s like, “I
can’t bust a nut till tonight, Steph. If you want head or ass, no problemo...”

Stephen as usual goes out and buys me stupid clothes, so when we go out
together it’s like no problems, no questions asked. He is Jewish — real dark,
Mediterranean type. We could pass for family, because I’m not too dark—
this nigga got class. He be buying me Guess jeans and Vans and shit. Also
he’s got two jet skis, so the next few weeks I’m on fantasy island.

Me and Stephen spend the first few days real romantic type. Barely going
out of the house. Just catching up on lost time. Fresh from the city. I get up
daily with the sun and catch a dawn skinny dip in the Atlantic. I yell a bit in
the cold, but it makes me feel wonderful. I’m the perfect wife. I get breakfast
of fresh fruit, toasted bagels, eggs, ham, and pancakes ready by the time
Stephen steps from the shower. We drink a lot and smoke continuously, but it
don’t phase me. I be gettin up as fresh as the air, and he be emerging all
fuckin groggy, slow and cranky. He usually don’t talk for the first 15 or 20
minutes. We’re opposites in that respect. Probably all respects except sex.

He asks me if I want to do anything special while I’m out here, and I’'m
like, “How about you take me for a weekend at Gurney’s Inn?” We pack and
are off. He doesn’t even question my intentions. He’s got no idea about Jeff.
He probably forgot about him the moment we pulled away from the train
station. Luis, Luis, Luis...

We get our room and unpack. I request a trip to the main building for
cokes and snacks. Seems innocent enough. I hunt the dining area for Jeff and
spot him coming out of the kitchen. He looks my way and almost drops a
drink tray on the floor. He rushes it to the table and comes to me real quick.
“Luis, what’s up? I been thinkin about you all the whole week.” He’s buggin
me out about how he’s strung out on me and shit. He rushes and asks for a
break, and we break. I can’t bring him to the room ’cause Stephen would flip.
Needless to say, he does flip when I come back 45 minutes later with no
snacks, no soda, no fuckin sense.

Stephen doesn’t even want an excuse. I’d never seen him get this mad at
me in my life. Word. I guess no matter what the truth is and what men know,
it’s like when you’re with them, they like to think of you as “their” boy.
Despite everything. Well, as my personality goes, I turn off and I turn on. I
change with the quickness. If someone snaps on me, that’s it... brick wall. I
got this force-field shit to screen out any annoying situations. It never lets me



down, and it’s about the only thing. I just stare and get demolished. My teeth
and cheeks get numb and everyone sounds like the teachers and parents on
Charley Brown.

Wahwah Wahwahwah, hmmmwahwahwah — you get the picture, don’t
you? Stephen isn’t havin’ it. He says, “You want to stay in the street. You
want to be shit. You don’t care about nothing. No one. Only yourself. Not
even yourself!” Blah, blah, whip, whip. He is beating me down with his
mouth. I guess he probably feels like pounding me, but figures I would run to
the cops or something. He is beatin me. I’m standin there staring at the wall
with silent tears of my nothingness falling down my cheeks.

Stephen puts me on the first train in the morning. Cold as ice. He doesn’t
even look me in the eye. Just leaves me how I came. Plus $100 in my shoe to
make me feel the street more. On my foot and in my heart. I never hear from
Stephen again. Better to leave things as they are. I lose my beeper like a
month later so I never hear from Jeff either. I’m sure he’s cruised the arcades,
but if so, we’ve missed too, like people going different ways in a revolving
door.

1991



STOP JERKING OFF IN THE WIND

Dear NAMBLA Friends,

Luis Miguelito on location. First off I would like to let everyone know
that the reason they haven’t seen my shit in the newsletter for the past few
months is not because I’'m too sick to write. Actually I’m doin all right,
except for a lot of numbness in my hands and fingers and some other
personal type shit. It’s also not because I got nothing to say and shit, cause I
been stupid active — mad tales to tell.

The reason is that I just don’t feel right about it. I really think Bill the
editor is a dick. Yo, I wrote him like two times and he never seems to write
back. I wanted to tell him how much I liked the pictures that Chuck Dodson
sent to me — I got them hangin up, and I sent him a story to send to Journal
9, but he held it and told my uncle that it’s for the Bulletin.

What a dick. Since he took over, the Bulletin sucks. It’s so dry I wouldn’t
wipe my ass with it. If it wasn’t for Renato and his art direction, I think that
there wouldn’t be any reason even to look at it. Chris Farrell did a dope job as
editor and the main reason is because his heart was in it and he took time for
people. Being Bill is young, I figured NAMBLA would have more flavor. I
can’t wait for a mutiny or for someone to take his place. If I knew more about
that shit, me and my friends could do it. I try to show the Bulletin to some of
my friends but they ain’t havin it. Boring!!! It needs even better pictures,
more fiction, and it should have a lot of true experience shit and leave the
politics alone. Fuck politics and that bullshit. Yo, be real — everyone skips
that shit and looks for one of my stories or someone else’s to jerk off to. The
shit is for 90-year-old mutants. A publication dedicated to boys should be just
that.

I also think NAMBLA should put out a picture book at least once a year.
Not porn, just beautiful boys from around the world and shit. Switch! Give
the amount of space dedicated to the shit everyone skips to true stories,
letters, photos, and fiction and make the politics the little section.

All you frustrated mother-fuckers get up and do something about it. Stop
jerking off in the wind! Yo, every boy I came across in my 15 years either
has had sex with a man or wants to, either for a money boost, or just to be



held and loved by a man. Yo! It’s not just the arcade and tricks. Find a boy
right under your face, maybe in your building. Instead of peeking from
behind your glasses, just say hello and watch what happens. This is the *90s.
By the time a kid is 7, he knows about sucking dick or fucking ass and shit.
In Manhattan anyway. My little brother is 6 going on 7 and when he came
over and we slept together for the first time in 3 years, he sucked me off
better than most of the guys who give me a 20 or 50 for the deed. That is on
his own, just from playin with his friends and shit. I know, you be like, 6, you
fuckin ass Luis, or whatever. Say what you want, but he is 6 and knows what
makes him hard and what don’t. He can tell me, Luis, I love to suck, or
whatever. He is his own person. A little man. I know that when I was little, I
was raped and shit, but I was gay before that. True, I never went with men
and shit, but me and all the kids in my area were jerkin each other or fuckin/
suckin s