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A grim thriller …  
harrowing,  

heartbreaking,  
unsparing.

Alexander  
Cheves

The new drugs — these meds — give me vivid, disturbing dreams. My baseline 

is vivid and disturbing. I am vivid and disturbing. All great horror movies get 

inspiration from nightmares. I do not see Michael Myers or Jason Voorhees or 

Freddy Krueger. I dream I am using. The meds — these new drugs — cause mood 

swings, disorienting me and amplifying depression and anxiety. Doctors say they 

will make me a little crazy. I am a little crazy. 

This is killing me.



Ferris’s “just-the-facts” prose reads as both blunt confessional and 

film notes for a grim thriller. I found myself rooting for him again 

and again, knowing my hope would be dashed with another scary 

night. Blue Movie is harrowing, heartbreaking, unsparing, and will 

tell others like us they are not alone.

Alexander Cheves, Author of My Love Is a Beast: Confessions and 

columnist for Out Magazine 

This book is a rare one. In fact, it is raw, in every way. Unapologetically, 

viscerally, transparently. Raw sex. Raw addiction. Raw recovery. 

Raw success. If you want to peek inside the mind of a sexual 

outlaw with the self-awareness and courage to tell himself and  

you the full, unvarnished truth, this book will not disappoint. It is 

truly riveting.

Race Bannon, Author and community leader 

Demon twinks, cum buckets, and kidnappings are just a few 

reasons this haunting tale will go viral. In a world where sex 

defines who we are and how we survive, Ferris reminds us that 

humans will do desperate, comical, and even dangerous things to 

find community, especially as queer people. This book proves that 

pleasure comes with pain, but that’s all the more reason to fight 

for the love we deserve.

Amp Somers, Sex educator and co-host Watts the Safeword

Praise for Blue Movie: Scenes from the Life of a 
Sexual Outlaw
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A Note from the Publisher

This book went to press exactly one month after the Supreme 

Court of the United States overturned Roe v. Wade, stripping 

women of their right to abortion. In doing so, the Court denied 

women their own bodily integrity — personal autonomy, self- 

ownership, and self-determination. The depth of this human rights 

violation reveals a stunning disregard for and dismissal of the 

sense of agency rightfully held by more than 50 percent of the 

nation’s population. To degrade women wholesale — to wrest  

away from them the supposedly inviolable control over their  

own bodies — is as violent and appalling as it is unethical, intrusive, 

and cruel. 

Not all readers of Blue Movie will approve of or even tolerate 

what is shared in these pages. We expect that, as its author 

already has been reviled and loathed publicly for his controversial 

work in gay adult entertainment. Likewise, not all readers  

will celebrate and champion Stephan Ferris for his honesty, 

transparency, and courage — or his evolution into an unrelenting 

activist attorney.

Regardless, every reader holds in their hands a loud and  

clear declaration of bodily integrity. The author has used his body 

exactly as he chose to for one reason: It is his body to control.  

He has put his body in ecstatic pleasure and grave danger, both. 



He has put his body through extreme tests — of unimaginable  

terror and unlikely triumph. His right to control his own body as 

an HIV-positive queer person, no matter the opinions of others, 

helps protect the bodily integrity — the human rights — of all. 

Despite his best efforts at self-destruction, the author has 

lived to tell his story, to write a book, which is itself the result 

of bodily choices. All authors, Stephan Ferris now among them, 

sit for months, make ceaseless notes, pace continuously, type 

countless drafts, read many revisions, and likely want to curse an 

unending blue streak at their publishers and editors. Few things 

are more difficult to do than shape a book, word at the time;  

few things demand more engagement of the embodied self. Many 

people claim they want to write a book, but very few can put in 

the extraordinary focus and work required to do so. Books do not 

appear magically and fully formed. They come through the bodies 

— the brains, eyes, ears, mouths, hands — of their authors. As much 

as any act described in this book, Blue Movie itself also stands as 

an intentional act of bodily integrity by Stephan Ferris. He used 

his body to make this book, just as he used his body to make the 

infamous Viral Loads video. 

Like humans, books too have bodies. The body of the text 

extends from a spine. The paper has a tooth to it. The pages 

contain the bits of a brain put upon them. The entire book has a 



voice. The body of a book results from — gets fleshed out by — the 

blood, sweat, and tears of the author’s body. And readers engage 

intimately with the body of the book. They run fingers under its 

lines, put its words on the tips of their tongues, let what is inside it 

enter them through their eyes or ears or gently sliding fingertips. 

Reading is as physical as writing. 

Bodily integrity — enjoyed, shared — sits at the center of any 

reading experience. The body of the author chooses to make the 

body of the book, and the body of the book gets taken in by the 

body of the reader, by choice. Reading is, indeed, a ménage à trois, 

one in which three bodies make meaning. Consent is required and 

may be withdrawn at any time. Should readers be disturbed,  

even disgusted, by parts of Stephan Ferris’s book or body, we  

ask them to pause and realize that in holding Blue Movie they  

are already holding him close, too. They also have the right to 

choose to close their eyes or to use their hands to close the book 

and put it — him — away. 

It is not a far stretch, then, to understand that the Court’s 

decision to deny the bodily integrity of women poses a threat  

to the sanctity of the First Amendment and our collective  

freedom of speech. Speech — whether vocalized or written,  

broadcast or printed, political or artistic, acceptable or offensive — 

comes through the body. To control one, to violate one, is to  



control and violate the other. The history of pornography —  

of blue movies — defines the culture-shaping intersection of  

these two fundamental rights. 

This is why we have chosen to publish Blue Movie. It may  

be banned, like abortion, which makes its publication even  

more urgent to us. We have chosen to publish it because, like  

Justice Ruth Bader Ginsburg, we believe in the power of well- 

written dissent. 

Patrick Davis

Publisher and Editor in Chief

July 2022
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SCENE 1

I am home for summer vacation. I am knocking out all my 

appointments, like any young undergrad. Dentist. Doctors.  

Typical stuff. My grandmother is driving me around Las Vegas. 

She is one of my four moms: my actual mom, my aunt, my 

grandma, my stepmom. It is taking a village to raise me.

Two weeks pass. I receive a phone call from a doctor’s office. 

They ask me to come in. This is a tipoff. I am going to be debriefed. 

I am ready. I am not ready. I go in. My grandma waits in the car. 

It smells like cigarettes, though it shouldn’t. She tells me she has 

stopped. She has not. 

Neither have I: in the past five months, I have had multiple raw 

sex encounters and multiple IV-drug use events. I do not prepare 

my own needles. I do not ask if they are clean. I am not a bug 

chaser. I just want instant gratification. I ignore risk. I fuck risk.

Now, here I am. I do not expect anything. I will not be 

surprised by anything. 

The office is white, cold. It smells like alcohol. I do too. I am 

hungover. I do not know the doctor. He is some random general 

practitioner covered by my family’s health insurance. He is not gay, 

and says, flatly: “Your test results came back positive for HIV.” 

The room freezes. I do not cry. I am not scared. I feel numb. I 

do not want to talk about my feelings. I do not know what they are.
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I ask if there is any chance of a false positive. He says no. 

He says it is not a death sentence. Our conversation is practical. 

That’s all. I tell him I have to go. It has been less than an hour. 

I am 19.

SCENE 2

I am back in my grandma’s car. She doesn’t know which doctor 

I have seen. She is driving and singing in her own made-up 

language. It is a mix of Yiddish and gibberish. Her singing masks 

my silence. Twenty minutes pass. I process for a minute and 

stare blankly out of the passenger-side window. I remain calm, 

perhaps too calm. She notices my energy is off. She asks how the 

appointment went. 

I say, “Not well.” She is alarmed and asks more questions. 

They feel leading, and I am getting upset. I rip off the Band-Aid:

“Grandma, I tested positive for HIV.” 

She stops the car. “From a girl?!” 

“No grandma, I am gay.” 

In one instant, I come out as gay and HIV-positive. She takes 

the gay part well, but she is scared by the HIV. She pulls the car 

over, tears in her eyes. I am her first grandkid, and her favorite. 
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I spend the rest of the car ride consoling her. I repeat what  

the doctor told me: “I am going to be okay. This is not a death 

sentence anymore.” 

I know I am not going to die from HIV, but I sure as hell am not 

okay. This doesn’t matter. I have to be okay in this moment. I hold 

my head high and make my grandma feel safe. She is spiraling. 

Right now, I am her caretaker. Right now, I am in need of care. 

This will continue. 

I adore my grandma. I adore that she has a big fucking mouth. 

She is my favorite human being but has no ability to keep a secret. 

I have to tell everyone right now, or it will leak from her the 

moment she starts to speak. 

I tell my family I am HIV-positive and manage their emotions 

instead of my own. 

I am powerless to change my HIV status, but I have the power 

to come out to the rest of my family on my own terms. 

I get my mom, dad, stepmother, grandmother, aunt, and uncle 

together in Las Vegas. And I get it done, cleanly: “I am gay. I tested 

positive for HIV. It is not a death sentence anymore. You do not 

have to worry about it. I am going to be okay.”

They worry about it. They are mostly Jewish, after all. They 

cry. They are scared, but not of me. They hug me and kiss me. 

They just need to know what will happen to me. They want me to 

find love, to be happy. They want me to be okay.




