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      Disclaimer

      This book blends memory, therapy, fiction, research, and philosophy. Events, settings, and dialogues have been reconstructed from memory, creative imagination, and three decades of psychotherapeutic listening, then shaped for dramatic and narrative purposes. The figures encountered are composite creations, drawn from many lives and experiences, and are offered as vessels of truth rather than portraits of any single individual. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

      Although much of the narrative centers on culturally diverse gay-identified cisgender men, its form and content remain deliberately fluid—engaging questions of gender, identity, and desire that include, but are not limited to, fixed categories. At once art and reflection, it offers an opera of voices—wounded, desiring, surviving—open to all readers, gay or straight, and to identities not yet named, who have ever strayed, openly or privately, from strictly heteronormative paths.
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      In loving memory of Felice Picano (1944–2025), whose mentorship, humor, and brilliance illuminate every page of this book.
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            PREFACE: CREATING A GAY, QUEER MAP FROM WHAT CLIENTS AND STUDENTS HAVE TAUGHT ME

          

        

      

    

    
      Where Are the Gay Maps?

      In my work—developing the LGBT Specialization in Clinical Psychology at Antioch University Los Angeles, founding the LGBTQ Youth Clinic, co-founding a gay-soul psychology institute and performance space, and counseling gay men for three decades—I have witnessed another phenomenon: gay men, in therapy groups and classrooms alike, making their own maps.

      When gay identity becomes the lens for therapy, the queer child begins to speak through the adult who insists, “I’ll never find love,” or “No one understands me.” We begin to hear not pathology but myth—the old stories returning in modern form.

      Through these maps, the inner figures start to emerge: the Child, the Judge, the Attacker, the Stud-Lover, the Magician. Each has its own feeling, gravity, voice, and message.

      Most of us were never taught to slow down in a gay way—to feel our feelings as queer beings in queer space, like child a million years old discovering that color and sass themselves are teachers. But the teachers exist: in the therapy room, in the classroom, in journals, in art. They draw maps from shame to self-respect, from split to wholeness, from Kansas to Oz—and back again.

      And those maps are diverse. They arise from mixed-race, Black, Latino, Asian, Jewish, white, trans, and immigrant experiences; from pre- and post-PrEP generations; from those who borrow across cultures without erasing their own gay psyche. Each carries a vision, a spark, a code—Plato and Christ, Buddha and Wilde, Baldwin and Kahlo—all whispering from, if not the same, then a close enough galaxy of archetypal terrains.

      My Task as Cartographer

      Given my role as teacher, activist, and psychotherapist, I have tried to serve as a cipher—translating these living maps into a single, readable atlas. With the encouragement of my late mentor, Felice Picano, I have synthesized decades of field notes, group work, and imaginative inquiry into four composite men and one therapist.

      They are not “characters” so much as mirrors. They travel between Kansas (the real) and Oz (the mythic), using one another’s maps to discover their own. Their stories show what can happen when inner life is explored with courage, humor, and gay sensibility intact.

      The Purpose

      This book arises at a time when repression again disguises itself as morality—legislative, cultural, and psychological. It offers a counter-movement: an insistence that imagination, inquiry, and embodied feeling remain sacred acts.

      The premise is simple yet radical: gayness has a history, a psychology, and an archetypal method for self-knowledge. When we transform internalized homophobia—the ghost that distorts instinct and demeans spirit—we reclaim the full spectrum of gay love, lust, and a kind of psychic pregnancy: the capacity to conceive new forms of self and soul.

      The old maps—essentialist, constructionist, queer-theoretical—and those written in every accent of our collective experience still guide us when read through an open heart. Together they chart the GQ/MAP: the Gay/Queer Mythic-Meaning-Memory Assessment Action Psychology Play & Plan.

      This work is for those who sense they carry a secret code within, who wish to live not by reaction or assimilation but by creative response. It invites you to draw your own map—to join the ancient lineage of seekers who have always asked:

      “Where are the maps?”

      And to that question, I can only reply:

      Here is my rough draft of four maps that the four stars in this book set down for you—to begin, or deepen, your own journey.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION: OR, THE MAP TO THE MAP

          

        

      

    

    
      The first night Harry joined the group, Andy—a Chinese American screenwriter with a punk edge, just barely turning forty—blurted something unprintable about a sex act. Bobby, a Southern creative director in film and TV with a maternal streak, stemming the tide of his mid-fifties, summoned his ghost-mother, “Miss Sylvia,” to scold us. John, a Black gay lawyer in his sixties, tilted his head with amused authority. And Harry, a twenty-six-and-a-half-year-old Chicano sex radical, scribbled in his brown leather notebook:

      What happens when a group of gay men attempt to eliminate the barriers that keep gay sex out of therapy?

      This book begins there: disruption, intellect, longing—the queer psychological psyche-soma asking a new kind of question and demanding a new kind of answer.

      By queer psychological psyche-soma, I mean a living gestalt: psyche, soma, thought, wish, and consciousness as one that doesn’t split Mind from Biology. Not just the thinking self, but the lived body—the erotic feeling of the “now”—entering the room as both romance and lust, what the Greeks called the god Eros.    Enter Dr. Glitter—my alter ego, a liminal therapist-oracle conjured from a photograph of me in the 1970s: glitter-drenched, spinning to Donna Summer before I ever became a psychologist, about the same age as John, sixty-six.
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        * * *

      

      Because I wanted to honor the classics—and to signal how this journey resembles a descent into the dark wood of the soul—I’ve had the temerity, or perhaps the delight, to call each chapter a Canto.

      
        
          	
        Act I: Ten sessions in a gay men’s group—trauma, shame, rage, projection, and the emergence of soul.
      

      	
        Act II: A queer remix of Plato’s Symposium—philosophy, satire, rupture, and a new aim.
      

      	
        Act III: From patients to creators. The men design a MAP toward deeper gay self-esteem to share with others, but conflicts over race and privilege blow it open. Out of rupture and repair comes sturdier collaboration.
      

      	
        Act IV: We see what happens when the guys try out their community-engagement idea—and how this changes their relationships with each other.
      

      

      

      For those who wish to take this journey further, two companion volumes—The GQ/MAP Workbook and Queer Pedagogy in Practice—extend these ideas into exercises, teaching tools, and frameworks for real-world application. Together, the three books form a trilogy of imagination, practice, and pedagogy—three mirrors for the ongoing work of healing gay sex and love.

      A Word of Care (Please Read This)

      This book can stir feelings, memories and thoughts. If deep wounds surface, I hope you are supported by a therapist or therapeutic community—12-Step or any other form of recovery. Many free or low-cost services exist (I co-founded COLORS LGBTQ Youth Counseling Center to help meet that need). Keep a journal as you read—your own myth is the real text. You might find it useful to share your reflections with me at psychologyforthepeople.org.

      And now—the overture.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            OVERTURE: THE GUN GOES OFF

          

        

      

    

    
      Last night, Andy discovered a fresh perversion. He hadn’t known what “spit” meant on gay men’s profiles. He’d soon find out.

      The liquid from deep French kisses gathered at the front of his palate and, almost with a will of its own, urged him to place his lips an inch from his Grindr hookup’s face—just close enough to launch a stinging thread of saliva across the slender man’s chapped  lips. Eyes wide open, the trick signaled approval by licking the glistening strand away, as if savoring his first taste of foie gras—velvet, rich, and faintly sickening.

      Sharing this later in individual therapy, Andy put a finger to his lips—mum’s the word. What happens in Vegas (his private work with me) stays in Vegas. The men in the group Andy also attended were not yet to know about this secret life of Andy before his husband became properly apprised.
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        * * *

      

      Settling into my chair—the therapist’s throne, or so they tease me—I scan the familiar faces of the Queer Creatives Therapy Group in our Hollywood, California office. Each man, a novel half-written; each secret, aching for its debut.

      The group began in those surreal first weeks of the COVID-19 lockdown: a time when solitude became a global art form and dread, its daily collaborator. Artists, trans folk, lesbians, gay men—even the occasional bi woman—logged on in search of witnesses. What began as a crowded Zoom mosaic gradually distilled into a weekly anchor for those who had lost jobs, lovers, or faith in the future.

      As the world reopened, the group endured. Months became years, and from that large, luminous crowd, only three gay men remained. The broad queer circle had tightened into what we—half in jest, half in truth—called The Originals. Or, on campier days, the Adams—as if we were the first men all over again, starting from what remained.

      Yet safety breeds its own captivity: loyalty becomes suffocation, intimacy slides toward codependency. When they began calling each other by Golden Girls names—Dorothy, Blanche, Rose—it was funny, yes, but also diagnostic.
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        * * *

      

      The live wire was Bobby—a self-proclaimed Southern belle and a renowned art director for film and television. He could electrify a room with a single cutting remark—part comedian, part target, his fake pearls always within reach, ready to clutch whenever the group hit another speed bump—especially when he caused it.

      He was the first to steer us back toward the subject they had been artfully avoiding: sex.

      “Can we please stop talkin’ about how hard it is to work in this godforsaken industry and start talkin’ about cock, dick, and balls? Pardon my language. Monogamy, open relationships, top and bottom, cut and uncut, kink and vanilla—and all the freaky in-between. Like—sugar, tell your partner you might not be a total bottom after all, or what if you’re ancient like me and just want to cuddle, or you’d like your man to change how he kisses you after ten years of swallowing his tongue and gagging for all the wrong reasons?”

      “Please, Dr. Glitter,” Bobby added—a name he’d plucked from a photo of me dancing to disco in the ’70s, which he guessed was either Born to Be Alive or Let’s Groove, songs he knew by heart. “Find us someone hot enough to pop our not-so-figured-out cherry. We’re horny for the Truth like she’s our long-lost daddy.”

      “Careful,” Andy warned, our polyglot, who might end a sentence in Chinese, French, or the gutter. “Oedipus went down that looking-for-Mr.-Goodbar-daddy road—got him into some nasty patricide and incest. Très dangereux.”

      “You want the truth?” John said, bone-dry. “She just might show up in a prom dress. Covered in pig’s blood.”

      Bobby, ever the queen of premonition, had once joked that every new member drew a tarot card from the deck he kept in his tote—his therapy toy, his oracle, his camp. For this one, he fanned the cards and pulled The Fool: the wanderer at the cliff’s edge, head lifted toward light, blind to danger. We laughed it off, of course. But the gods never do.

      Therapists aren’t supposed to believe in omens, but I’ve learned to watch for patterns. Every group begins with its Fool—someone reckless enough to walk into our circle believing it’s a road.

      Sometimes that Fool is the newcomer. Sometimes—God help me—it’s me, thinking I can steer the chaos, even as I tumble off the cliff, chasing meaning to my own demise—just before offering an interpretation.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      No sooner had I named one Pandora’s box than another called my office, asking for an intake.

      About six months earlier, a young man with the IG handle “Brujo Baby” noticed some of my posts about services at Colors Youth Clinic—free for queer youth twenty-five and under. He spoke slowly, deliberately: could I help him get an intake for therapy? If there was a walk-in, where could he go?

      When the stranger on the phone said he had just turned twenty-six, I had to inform him he’d aged out. As therapists do, I opened my notes to rattle off referrals to low-cost clinics—the Valley Clinic, the Maple Center, the LGBT Center. He waited patiently, then brushed them aside, as if I were already his therapist and some kind of bond had materialized between us.

      Harry began opening up anyway—loneliness, sadness, emptiness. He had become familiar with my work, my papers, my YouTube talks: one on Murray Bowen’s theory of family enmeshment, another on internalized homophobia, and a third on DL culture.

      Then came the ask: might he come in for a trial session? Did I have student rates?

      Ballsy, I thought.    He saw my hesitation and clarified. His father, once poor and one of the leaders of the 1968 Chicano Student Walkouts, now had money—and they showered him with it. But, partly to wrest himself away from that power and partly because, as a student, he earned little, he resisted taking their handouts.

      I hesitated. He came on so strong, and I already had too many low-fee clients. I was trying to move toward writing and away from such a heavy load. No matter how “nice” a person seems at first, their lives soon reveal deep-seated problems that require real care and consistency. No, I said to myself, don’t be so codependent.

      He said he lived in Alta Dena, with his parents, and quickly latched onto the fact that I offered Zoom sessions, insisting those would be more convenient. His excuse—that my office was too far to drive—didn’t quite add up; after all, he’d mentioned being a Chicano studies major at UCLA, clear across town. I sensed he was both scared and unusually adept at dealing with people. Maybe he had stopped going to class? Still, I agreed to Zoom, even though it has never been my first preference.

      He told me he supplemented his income by training clients at his home gym, where he also taught yoga and worked, as he put it, as a “sexual brujo”—something a tad more than a skilled masseur. Good for him for not hiding—my job wasn’t to judge, or risk being the very thing we fought against.

      He never missed a session: always punctual, always paying in cash pulled from the cab of his father’s GMC Sierra Denali. Each week, he took copious notes in a battered leather notebook thick with post-its.

      Six months in, I thought it’s pertinent to mention, given his emotional isolation and his quest for deeper knowledge, the existence of my gay men’s therapy group. I cautioned him about the closeness of the three surviving men—who, despite their talk of wanting sex and truth, could be hard to persuade to fully open to a newcomer, especially one much younger.

      At the mention of this opportunity, he practically jumped out of his Zoom frame. “Please, Dr.—I’m not gonna lie. I need to be heard. I need a group like this, with my peers—you feel me?”

      I hesitated again. Out of a desire for full disclosure, I wanted to warn him that these men, warm and welcoming at first, might later treat this younger man as they had treated other newcomers—as a threat to be expelled.

      He flashed a lascivious smile, the kind only someone adored for their charisma since birth could pull off—as if he were ready to make an unholy meal of every one of them, fake pearls and all.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      When he arrived for his first in-person group, it was the first time I had seen him live. He came ruddy from the motorcycle ride from Altadena, his black and gold helmet pressed to his chest, strap dangling. His tote bag sagged from one shoulder, so overstuffed it seemed to pull him sideways—yet he bore the satchel like a burden he refused to set down. Nearly six feet tall, black hair grazing his rounded shoulders, a faint mustache bracketing his goatee, he moved with the wary bravado of someone who knew his beauty could open any door—and that it often locked him inside once it did.    He looked like a card drawn from the air itself—The Fool stepping off his own mountain, helmet in place of knapsack, swagger in place of staff. Only the small silver ring gave him away: a pilgrim disguised as a flirt.

      Andy leaned toward me. “Bobby will not like this,” he said under his breath and in French.  “Be careful what you ask for,” John said to me, deadpan. “Especially if she’s wearing a prom dress soaked in blood.”

      Each one noticed the silver ring Harry wore, the G glistening in tiny diamonds. They also noticed his small eyelid earring and the nervous bounce of his left knee as soon as he sat. Nervous in the service, Bobby murmured to himself, despite the pretty little ring.

      Harry placed the helmet carefully at his feet, then rummaged for anchors: The Drama of the Gifted Child, a collection of poems by Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz, and the leather notebook itself. Scholarly, Andy noted. Hot, John added.

      What had once been camaraderie thickened into tension—pheromones, danger. Harry ducked his head, fingers spinning the silver ring faster, notebook pressed against his thigh, shoulders lifting with deep breaths. He dodged their gaze while simultaneously soaking in their gaze.
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        * * *

      

      To help Harry catch up—and re-establish group rhythm—I explained we usually began with a ten-minute check-in. Each man had that time to share how the week had gone—or what was top of mind. Since we started as a Queer Creatives Support Group, topics often revolved around creative projects.

      Andy deferred speaking of his unspeakable “spit” breakthrough and instead talked about the guilt he felt for not returning to Ohio to be with his birthing sister, though he was on the verge of signing a much-coveted production deal.

      Bobby kept it safe, describing his ambition to take over the art department from the current director, a man he said had “as much taste as a pageant queen who forgets her gown while her replacement waits in the wings dressed like a cooked turkey in couture.”

      John spoke of a reunion with his ex-lover, who had been undergoing a gender transition, which brought him to tears.

      Everyone looked with bated breath at the new arrival, who—obviously—went last.

      Harry simply said he was anxious but excited to be part of the group. He found comfort in opening his journal and taking notes—a habit from individual sessions with me—but the others eyed him with suspicion.

      “Oh,” Bobby said, “but you must go—how else will we be able to cook you?”

      I spoke over Bobby, reassuring Harry that he should feel no pressure.  But Bobby persisted, speaking over the men. “We three have spent several centuries discoursing about when we felt—how to say—different. Perhaps you could enlighten us about your own particular saga in being different.”
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        * * *

      

      To steady himself in the face of Bobby’s amusement, Harry opened the notebook and explained how he had known he was different since childhood, when he memorized the poetry of a seventeenth-century nun.

      “Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz,” he said. “Poet. Scholar. Colonial Mexico. Wrote love poems to women. Fought the Church. Read everything. Straight-up rebel.”

      Bobby squinted like a queen at court when a foreigner spoke a language she hadn’t yet mastered. He dragged Andy in, our resident polyglot. “You’re the brain, Andy, honey. Ever heard of Sor?”

      “I believe so,” Andy replied smoothly, slipping into Spanish. “As great a poet as Shakespeare—in the tradition of Sappho.”

      Harry smacked his forehead in mock shock, even though Dr Glitter had warned him about Andy’s voracious reading habit. So he then gave a theatrical bow to Andy. That gave him permission to read aloud, almost trembling:

      My divine Lysis: do forgive my daring, if so I address you, unworthy though I am to be known as yours. I cannot think it bold to call you so, well knowing you’ve ample thunderbolts to shatter any overweening of mine.

      The room held still, the words floating like incense. The boys were trying hard not to gape their mouths open.

      Bobby, breaking the silence, leaned forward, plastic pearls catching the light, lips curling into a half-smile.     “Careful, Harry, our new member. Thunderbolts don’t just belong to Zeus, Shakespeare, or even Sor Juana. They belong to whoever dares to throw them. And beauty—well, beauty hits where it pleases. Once it does, and I speak on behalf of my tender heart, one is never quite the same.”

      The outspoken queen, moving toward his late fifties, tilted his head, studying the recruit.   “You just quote a seventeenth-century nun to a bunch of queens talkin’ about dick?”

      A slow grin spread. “I think we’re all in trouble.”

      Andy crossed his arms, cool as glass. “C’est la guerre,” he muttered, but even he looked a little less sure of which side he was on.  Then, after a beat: “Napoleon said it best — En guerre comme en amour, pour en finir, il faut se voir de près.”  In war as in love, to end it, you have to get close.

      Harry looked from face to face, giving a slow, disbelieving shake of his head — the kind that says, what the fuck is this typpa shit.

      “Y’all goofy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACT I, CANTO 1: FUCK YOU, TOXIC SHAME

          

        

      

    

    
      We sat in a rough circle in the Hollywood office, the usual metal chairs and too-bright lamp—the kind that makes truth sweat. Earth, air, fire, water—our own queer elements assembled again, though none of us yet knew which one we were meant to play.   John, actually, who was in no position to form a crush on anyone, found himself very rattled, as he described Harry’s arrival in his one-on-one session with me:

      “I’m too old for this boy’s insouciance. Or maybe it’s a cover, and he’s a broken dummy like me—cosplaying confidence, like I did for decades—until I had the misfortune of being stabbed in the back, losing everything, vying for Job’s place in God’s special hell, and having the further misfortune of meeting a certain Glitter Shrink. You know him?”

      His tone was half confession, half curse—the kind that would’ve drawn the Ten of Swords if Bobby had been dealing cards that night.   To this end, I tried to make Harry’s presence matter more: “How does everyone feel about Harry being part of our group?” or “I notice you guys are slipping back into your old clique.”  Eventually the men—slightly abashed—recognized what had happened.

      But calling Harry out as the hidden scape-goat was a mistake on my part. I didn’t protect Harry, John and Bobby from shame any less for my intervention. And I seemed to have worsened Harry’s feeling of exclusion. Bleh.

      Though we’d rehearsed “breaking the ice,” Harry—whether in jeans, construction pants, or yoga sweats—held back. His stories of real life adventures as of recent—erotic, transgressive, tender—could provoke envy or desire, and he knew all too well what it was like to be the subject of other people’s false fantasies about who he was and what he was all about. He also knew the others weren’t ready for “the sacred magic sex orgies,” as he called them, or for some of the leather paraphernalia he’d been collecting with care over the past five years as he came into his own.     He offered a few tidbits under his breath—did he really have a sling in that apparently palatial ADU his father had built to keep Harry’s wandering eyes from wandering too far from home?—watching me for a flinch.

      Still, I suffered from my own shame, which the guys knew well. They’d either rescue me when I started blubbering or call me out when I hid behind my status. I tried my best to be a real person with them, even while carrying the responsibility of holding the frame—keeping everyone safe and sound.
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        * * *

      

      So when the room grew quiet and heavy, I leaned on the one thing I trusted: curiosity.   I could almost hear Bobby saying it the way only he could: “In tarot, curiosity is air, darling—the restless mind that cuts through fog.”   To draw Harry in—and maybe steer us all toward steadier ground before we drowned in feeling—I turned the conversation to a familiar terrain, one that had saved us before. “Let’s talk about being gay,” I said, “and maybe—since we’re in L.A.—gay spirit.”   After all, we were in the city of Mattachine and the Radical Faeries, where the political and the mystical have always tried to share the same bed.   Bobby and John, steeped in Protestant culture, loved linking homosexuality to “spirit” and “soul.” They cited books—Another Mother Tongue (Grahn), Visionary Love (Walker). Andy, ever the rationalist, rolled his eyes. “Higher Power” was the sober language to which, by necessity, he had subscribed. Still, raised Buddhist and punk rock, he nearly puked when Bobby or John invoked “the Lord.”   “Let’s not get into what kind of sneaky link Jonathan was for David,” John said.   “Oh, do let’s,” Bobby purred.   “And lo, a voice from heaven said,” Bobby intoned, “This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.”   John mimed the sign of the cross—as Bette Davis might. He could occasionally best even Bobby in flamboyance and naughtiness, but had to be drawn out.   Harry, unable to believe what crap crossed his periphery—what corny Karen shit—tried not to cough out some phlegm but couldn’t help himself and broke out cackling, which Andy positively adored.   Slightly offended, Bobby turned briskly to Harry. “I hope you don’t think we’re actually dyed-in-the-wool Christians. Lord have mercy on our souls. We turned our backs long ago on traditions that wanted us dead. We’re camping. Card-carrying homosexuals.”   “You don’t gotta convince me, tho,” Harry said, still laughing. He quoted, "This is my beloved son—these clowns."   “Speaking of which,” interrupted Bobby, “when did you realize you were a—”   Harry blushed, stammered.   “A homo…” John offered. “No need to mince words, my munchkin.”   “Gay,” Bobby corrected. “Gay, Gay, Gay—all the way.”   I thought it might prove clinically useful to explore the label conundrum, and yet I felt a twinge of shame for assuming Harry had identified as gay in our previous sessions. I thought he was!   “Not gonna lie,” Harry said, locking eyes with me for refuge. “Don’t really fuck with labels. I stay outta all that boxing a person in type shit…”   “Boxing a person in,” Bobby declared?  “That means you play for the other team?” John ventured. And then, turning towards me: “Wow, kinky! Dr. Glitter, you rascal, you. Were you so desperate to bring in fresh blood that you had to dive deep into the DL gutter?”   “Who the fuck said I was DL?” Harry asked, growing angrier that he preferred to show.   “Dr. G,” Bobby snapped, bonding with John, using my street name—as in, he’s a G. “I told you we wanted to talk about cock, but you brought in, dare I say, some vagina.”   Harry laughed—though at whom, none of us could say.   “I’m sorry, young man,” Bobby said, almost tearing up. “But I’ve spent my entire life having to protect myself from closeted young men like you.”   “People are making assumptions,” I said. Then, partly to help Bobby, added, “When Bobby’s feeling a certain type of way, it comes out sharp—but if we engage him, he’s a cream puff. And don’t let down your radar with John. He seems nice and depressed, but he’s worse than Bobby when it comes to hidden fire.”   “Sure, yeah,” Harry said, savoring the power of non-engagement. Then, turning to Bobby, voice polite but edged with rage: “What gives y’all the impression, bro, that I’m closeted? How does `no label’ translate to you as `closeted’?”
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        * * *

      

      “Dr. Glitter,” Bobby said, suddenly unsure how to manage Harry’s confrontation, “I take umbrage at you calling me by a dirty name. I have nothing against cream puffs, but you know, sir, that I am an over-eater—and they, by which I mean the cream puffs as well as the gay-but-not-gay boys, have something against me.”   “You’re tiny,” Harry said, surprised by the claim.   “Not so tiny,” John added, trying not to say more about Bobby’s weight until Bobby was ready, but also not realizing he was talking about the fact that when Bobby lost weight he didn’t lose weight in the areas gay men treasured the most.   “I don’t want to ask,” Harry said. “Maybe not my place.”   Bobby brightened, fiddling with the necklaces that dangled at his neck. He just needed to feel safe with Harry, and Harry was getting there.   “I go to OA,” Bobby said. “I also have been taking Mounjaro.”

      Harry felt his chest heave; he slowed his breath. He suddenly felt drawn into what he thought might be the group, and felt sad for Bobby, all of a sudden.   Andy felt that Bobby was being too arch, that the group had to prove they had more than camp and quips—that the boys had soul and depth.   “Damn it, Bobby,” he said, turning on him. “And you, too, Papa John. Are we really gonna drive another homie out? Tell him, Bobby—tell him what you need to tell him. Tell him about the change you’ve gone through. I beg of you.”   John leaned forward, half-amused. “Our Dirty Harry seems to be made of braver metal than those who fell before him. He’s got some hair on his chest.”

      Harry unbuttoned his shirt, revealed a smooth chest, then quickly closed up shop.   Andy sighed, leaned back. “Aren’t we supposed to be talking about sex? Not Harry’s queer calling card—or that perfectly bronzed, hairless chest over which I predict John—who likes feminine boys and masculine brown boys—could be seen to be lusting.”

      A pause; Andy caught his own slip and smirked. “I guess we are talking about sex,” he said. “Just in our own fucked-up, neurotic way.”

      “Gay sex,” Bobby insisted. “As in G-A-Y,  G-A-Y, GAAYYYYY!”

      “Stop it,” Andy said.

      Bobby actually did stop, grabbed a Kleenex.

      “Andy’s been calling us out,” John explained. “Says we’re too Sex and the City and not enough X-Men. He has every right.”

      “He’s right,” Bobby said. “He’s always right, even when he’s wrong.”

      Harry finally joined the current. “Does that make Andy Phoenix?” he asked, grinning, wagging a finger as if something naughty had been uncovered. “Or Samantha?”

      “Samantha?” Bobby blinked. “Our Spock? Perish the thought!”
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        * * *

      

      For the first time all evening Andy grinned. “How did you know?”

      “Obvio, homie, que tú eres un pig,” Harry said.

      “Pinche pig,” Andy muttered back.

      “You can smell the pheromones,” Harry said. “

      “You don’t say,” Andy remarked.

      “You can go there conmigo.”

      “I’d actually like to go there,” Andy murmured.

      “Go for it,” Harry said. “I won’t judge.”

      “Bet, bro.”   “Bro?” Bobby recoiled.

      “Bet? What are we betting on, bros?”

      Andy flushed. “I thought I processed my shame with Dr. Glitter. But I’m still swimming in it. I’m seeing my mother on Bobby, and my aunt on Father John.”

      “We’re moving too fast to feel anything—let alone shame,” I said quietly.

      Everyone turned on me, slightly annoyed. John perked up.

      “Dr. G just stepped in his own doo-doo. That perks me right up. That—and hairless chests on brown men. Includes you, Mr. Ivy Wei.”

      Bobby clapped. “I love when the otherwise perfect doctor fumbles. Thank God it was he who distracted us from cooking Andy, which would’ve made Andy cook me, which would’ve made me cry, which would’ve angered Andy, which would’ve made John sad and morbid—one hour later!”

      Andy’s face went red.

      “I really wish you guys would take your eyes off me. I feel like beating you with a belt.”

      “The belt!” Bobby gasped. “If I’ve heard it once⁠—”

      I looked for a way out, glanced at Harry, who seemed torn between admiration and doubt.

      “Harry,” I said, “how are you doing over there?”

      “Just takin’ in the sights,” he said, and then giving the matter more thought, he added: “Seems like Andy’s in a tight spot—whether to open up or shut down. Ain’t that what you be talkin’ to me about, the Shame Kid?” He turned to the group. “Kinda low-key techno to give that Shame BadBoy a name, you feel me? Might help John Boy over here outta  his slump.”

      The circle tightened, the air thickening with the scent of something about to crack, people seemed to be chattering.
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        * * *

      

      Andy flushed, trembling with contained rage. “Will you please shut the hell up?” he burst out. “And that goes for you, our holier-than-thou doctor—doctor of lost souls!”

      Harry leaned forward, smirking. “Ohhh. Standing up to the doctor type shit.”

      “I’m gonna scream,” Andy said.

      John, deadpan, fished in his man-purse for earbuds. “All talk, no action—but better safe than sorry.”

      “Light the match,” Bobby whispered.

      “Go for it, honey bun.”

      Andy was shaking now. His eyes met mine—defiance, terror, a dare. I felt the tremor pass through the room.

      “Be careful what you ask for,” I murmured.

      Harry winked, leaning back. “Suspense is killing me.”

      Andy cupped his hands around his mouth, inhaled—and then nothing but a whisper, a mumble, a dry, strangled sound.   If The Tower had struck earlier, this was The Star: ruin turning to light, shame giving way to breath.

      The cat’s got his tongue, I thought, until the whisper grew louder, crawling out rough and broken, like a trapped thing.

      “Fuck you,” Andy said, so quietly one could almost not hear it.  The words hung there, barely audible but pulsing. Andy trembled harder, his voice fracturing, each syllable clawing its way through AP Ohio diction, through Yale grammar, through the layers of shame that had trained him to smile to distract his parents from his pain..

      “Fuck you,” he said again, louder this time.

      Harry was first to catch on.

      “Let him go,” he said quietly, to Andy.

      The others followed, voices soft at first, then rhythmic, like rowers timing their pull.

      “Fuck you,” Andy said again and again, until the phrase turned mantra, still hoarse.

      “Stop beating me up,” he gasped.

      Harry opened his mouth, in awe.

      “That’s your scream?”  Bobby sniffed. “I guess we found our match. It doesn’t light—it burns out.”

      And then Andy let go. The sound ripped through him—high, keening, blood-curdling. “Fuck you, Toxic Shame!” he screamed. “Leave Little Weilin alone!”

      John, removing one earbud, waited for the echo to die. “Now that’s almost Mariah Carey level.”

      “Please don’t undercut our lamb like that,” Bobby said, clapping through tears.

      “That’s some hard shit,” Harry said.  Bobby, rattled but still “on,” said, “Hard? Shit. Hard shit? I don’t like the smell of hard shit.”

      Harry laughed under his breath. “You’ll learn to love it.”

      Andy exhaled, half laughing, half crying. “Hard as fuck. Wow. Thanks, guys. I needed that.”

      He blew his nose, pretending to hide behind the Kleenex, and pulled out his journal.

      “So,” he said, voice shaking but steadying, to finish my story,  “this DL Asian bro hit me up on Grindr—wired nipples, Yankees cap, jockstrap. Just as we were about to cum⁠—”

      He paused, savoring the collective shock.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby and John exchanged glances. Harry raised two fingers. “Hold up. He finna share somethin’ real. Don’t clown.”

      Bobby sighed. “What language is that man speaking? Bet, fire, finna... I hardly recognize our Andy.”

      Then Andy thought to speak directly to Andy, which felt odd to everyone in the room, as if Bobby, not me, were the therapist.

      “Excuse me, Andrew Lester Hui—Little Weilin,” Bobby said, interrupting. “I’d like to have a word with you.”

      The room held. Andy’s face flushed—rage, shame, disbelief.

      “Did you just call me Andrew Lester Hui?” he said.

      Bobby blanched. “Oh dear.”

      “It’s your way of saying you don’t approve of me.”   Bobby faltered. “I didn’t mean⁠—”

      John cut in, tone dry as bone, addressing Bobby. “You on your meds, sis?”

      Andy leaned forward, mimicking his mother’s accent in Bobby’s Southern drawl.

      “What if word gets around? You have a movie deal about to get signed, and your husband Jim—one of the biggest mucky-mucks in Hollywood—the last thing you need is for him to find out you’re spitting on sex slaves you pick up on Grindr!”

      Bobby’s eyes filled. “I don’t wanna be a party pooper, I guess I was worried that you would put our, I mean, your, hard-earned work to drag yourself out of the alcohol infested gutter to marry Jim, at risk—I was worried on your behalf.”

      Andy hissed. “You are incorrigible.”

      John sighed. “We’re going around the merry-go-round again, aren’t we? Bobby, as your invasive mother.”

      Bobby tried to recover. “I must, dear souls, stop this madness—my own madness.”

      Bobby then opened his mouth, cupped his hands like a megaphone, and bellowed: “Shut the fuck up, Sylvia!”

      Harry jumped. “What the hell—who the fuck is Sylvia?”

      Andy smiled without humor. “Sylvia, I hereby order you to leave Bobby’s body, and stop giving us shit.”

      Furthermore, when Andy saw Bobby crying, he softened. “I just need to work through my unresolved hatred for Madame Cheung.”

      “That’s his nickname for his mother,” Bobby explained, voice trembling.

      “Especially when she was bent on teaching him violin, and, whereupon she heard the raw, scraping squeal — half cry, half apology — the sound of a child caught between discipline and music, she’d whack him with the bow.”

      “Ohhhh,” Harry murmured. Something flickered behind his eyes—recognition, maybe empathy. The room quieted.  To grab the moment of Andy’s opening, before he fell back, I thought to remind Andy of our work from last week—about reminders, about Post-its. I tapped my forehead three times.

      “Ah,” Andy said, at which point, he rummaged through his Gucci attaché, found the Post-it we’d made in his individual session, and pressed it to his forehead. In black Sharpie it read: “ANDY GETS TO SHOW UP!”

      Laughter broke the spell, followed by a full-bodied exhale.   “Thank you, Jesus,” John said, half joking. “For a reprieve de la guerre.”

      “And you too,” Bobby added, teasing Harry with a long look. Harry smiled back, meeting it.

      The phone buzzed. Andy’s mother—Ohio calling.   “Mommy,” he said into the receiver. “What’s happening?”   Her voice was faint, distant, until the line cut out. Andy kept holding the phone, as if she could still hear him.   When it rang again, her voice was jubilant: Chloe had delivered. Andy’s sister’s baby was born.
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        * * *

      

      I looked at the clock; we’d gone over time. “Let’s let Andy take the call outside,” I said.   Jim’s voice joined the chorus—“néih hóu, mā mā, hello mommy”—as Andy left the circle, glowing.

      Out on the sidewalk afterward, Bobby asked Harry where he got his hair done and how he teased his eyebrows before hugging Andy goodbye and murmuring something kind to John about his depression.

      Harry, helmet strapped and visor low, gave a small nod, revved his engine, and peeled off down Melrose.

      The mutant rides again, I thought. Every circle births another who believes his gift will save us—and we can only hope for the best.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACT I, CANTO 2: STRANGERS IN THE NIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      The house lights up on the corridor café outside the office. Dr. G has texted: running late. “Please wait in the lobby.” Naturally, Bobby does not.

      Bobby, thirty minutes early, posts up at the Natural Foods cafe where he can observe which car John is driving today—Porsche or M6—whether the driver is the high-femme favorite or the DL thug demanding a goodbye kiss, whether Andy’s “museum sprint” is really about art or, after last week’s confession, spit. And of course he keeps watch for the masked man on the motorcycle.

      Andy jogs in—late, which is rare—Eaton suit traded for soft gray designer sweats, clean white tee, scuffed Jordans, moustache still coiffed but hair under-pomaded, trying to look unbothered.

      John arrives solo—shock of the century—lighter than last week, soft collarless indigo tunic with kente trim, dark jeans cuffed over polished desert boots, journal and a few books in hand, maybe inspired by Harry’s Sor Who?

      Bobby’s thrift couture runs black Levi’s from the sixties, daddy’s lone fishing-trip tee, granny’s gray sweater, fake pearls from a world-famous queen, buzz cut growing out into reddish-gray curls, silver-horned glasses hiding the bags. Comfort forward, insecurity humming beneath: will Harry make my thrift read chic or cheap?

      A GMC Sierra Denali noses in. Out steps a tall clean-cut “prof” type—slicked black hair pulled straight back with faint streaks at the sides, long ring flashing, classic brown attaché, gray suit and tie. He looks up from his phone, clocks the trio, then makes a beeline not to Andy or John but to Bobby.

      Harry extends his hand to Bobby in a formal handshake, catching the quizzical man by surprise.  “Oh,” Bobby said, shocked, then recalibrating, darts, “Well, hello, hello.”  Harry, shaking not-too-hard, responds, “Hello, hello.”

      Attempting to free his hand, Bobby asks, “Decided to code-switch today? From street to suit-and-tie? Good taste, dare I say.”  “Bad taste,” John murmurs, referring to Bobby, making sure Maria the barista hears.  “Microaggression,” Andy corrects, curt.  “Podcast,” Harry interjects, meeting Bobby’s sizing-up with a sunny shrug. “Popular one, about code-switching, believe it or not.”  “I’m a believer,” Bobby sings.

      Andy raises a finger. “Shhh. Dr. G doesn’t love us getting chummy outside the room. He likes the boundaries clean.”  Bobby rolls his eyes. The cat’s already on the counter, licking itself.

      A buzz from Dr. Glitter: Didn’t see anyone in the waiting room?

      Andy looks up. We fucked, he says, in French. “Let’s head back to the Medical Building.”

      Harry—a bit disoriented as he’s never entered the therapy office through the front building’s coffee shop—takes a nervous hit from his vape, but once it’s clear where the guys are going, he rushes to the heavy door to grab the metal handle and open the glass door for the guys.

      “Finally, a gentleman,” Bobby murmurs, waltzing through.    As Bobby and John head down the long corridor and Bobby grabs John’s hand as sisters might, he stage-whispers: “Dr. Glitter wouldn’t bring in a boy just because he’s pretty, especially if we think he’s petty. He wouldn’t do that. Not to us. Not to himself. Right?”  John shrugs. “Beats me, honey. We shall see what we shall see.”
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        * * *

      

      As the men vie for the best seats, and after Harry stands back until everyone is seated, I ask who’d like to begin, Andy mutters, “J’suis pas prêt.”    John says, “We left with a bang, your sister gave birth, we chopped it up with your mom…”  Andy waves them off: “C’est mort. You go. Or the new guy.”

      Bobby leans toward Harry. “He uses languages like a shield. Brilliant, sure. I can’t even ask my housekeeper to slow down—María, habla más despacio—when what I want to say is, ‘God, grant her selective mutism.’”

      “Bad taste,” John says.

      “Microaggression,” Andy echoes.

      I step in. “Let’s honor Andy’s boundary. And let’s not throw Harry in the fire yet. Bobby? John?”

      Bobby zips his lips. John checks his Apple Watch.

      Harry raises his hand. I nod.

      “Fuck it, bro. If you fools won’t go, I will. I got shit to say. I’m here to work.”

      John arches a brow. “Did we wander into a group or the men’s room at The Abbey?”

      Bobby gestures like a flight attendant. “One anal explosive over here”—nodding at Harry—“and one anal retentive over there”—nodding at Andy    “Don’t be clownin’, bro,” Harry said. “There’s hard shit to deal with—quit actin’ like a goof.    Andy brushes Bobby and him off. “Clownin is how you survive Madame Cheung.”

      Harry smirks, and also notices that Andy seems to write down portions of the dialogue in his journal: Hmmm. “The doctor brought me in to break y’all outta your trauma bubbles. Mean Girls cock-blocking energy. High-key codependency, all that. I wrote that shit down.”

      “Who’s Afraid of Virginia Wolf would’ve been a better reference,” Bobby chirps.  Andy: “So you were talking shit about us?”   John: “Pretty sure he’s quoting Dr. Glitter—out of context.”   Me: “Or exactly in context. The provocation the doctor ordered.”

      Bobby: “We’ll give you provocation!”  John: It’s time to put the son to bed.  Bobby: No. No, we can’t.  John: We must.  Bobby: I won’t let you kill him!  John: Some day, baby—some night, some lazy, soft night—he’ll come walking into the house, drag his tired feet up the stairs and into your room, and he’ll be dead.  Bobby: You can’t do that!  John: Yes, I can. We have to, Martha.  Bobby: No! I love him!  John   You can’t have him. He’s mine. Our son is dead.

      “Stop,” Harry says, almost crying. “This is not Group!” He starts to breath consciously to keep from crying. “The doctor brought me here to stop you guys clowning, and wasting your lives. He brought me here to jolt you numbed-out, assimilated, homo-normative shorties outta your cozy little bubble and wake the fuck up.”

      Beat. The word “shorties” sits in Bobby’s mouth like asparagus. No one joins the laugh.

      Harry scans the room. Should he leave? Should he stay? For now, he’ll stay. He regains his composure. He remembers to tell the vulnerable one to let the sexy one come forward, almost like a horror movie.

      “Okay,” he says, regaining his charisma, silencing his tears, smoothing the notebook. “I’m gonna let you in on what happened last night.” He tosses it to the floor, grabs his crotch. “I can barely keep it in.”

      John: “Gender-neutral bathroom down the hall.”   “Wasn’t funny the first time,” Harry shoots back. “Besides, you bitches are gonna get hard when I tell you—or wet, Bobby, as the case may be. Microaggression!” He catches himself, then pushes on.

      The Charismatic Harry, For Now    “I’m Chicano. Spanish first, then Spanglish. Call me a gay Chicano, Idc. Yeah, I look put together, but Dr. G knows my head spins. I can get all the shorties I want, then wake up anxious as hell, this guy, that guy, maybe even a chick if she’s my type. I’m not here to fuck around. I want real help.”

      Bobby softens; Kleenex appears.   “Bobby’s a Pisces,” Andy says. “Water, chaos, dissolution—”     “—needs boundaries like a fish needs a therapist,” John finishes.  “I’m crying because we have a B,” Bobby says. “Not bitch. Bisexual.”

      “I know astro,” Harry grins. “Leo Sun, Leo Moon, Scorpio Rising. Venus in Virgo, Mars in Gemini, Jupiter in Aries, Saturn in Pisces.”    “Means you flirt, fight, expand, and spiral like a cosmic Rubik’s Cube,” Bobby decrees.    “Back to Harry,” Andy cuts in.    “Yes, please,” I say.
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        * * *

      

      “I’ve been chillin’ with this boo—or bro—Wes. Latino cowboy model type, sweet kid. Three months. He says he’s never been to a sex party. I’m like, what the fuck—ni una sola orgía, nene bonito?”  “Shocking,” John deadpans.  “I tell him I’ll initiate him—respectfully. I know the ropes.”  Bobby brings his wrists together. “I’m sure you do.”  Harry slaps his thigh. “I’m so fuckin’ stupid. Could kick my own ass.”  “Language,” Bobby scolds himself. “People who deflect rage inward—foul. And still, I do it.”  “Toxic shame,” Andy says, cupping his mouth but whispering.

      “So,” Harry continues, testing how much space he can take, waiting for their attention in a way that feels more authoritative than they’re used to, and once he has it, he dives in:

      “We roll in his Mercedes like I’m supposed to be impressed. No cap, the kid doesn't even know cars—he thinks German means grown, like adulthood comes with a logo. Mercedes always got this sterile vibe, air cold like a morgue, leather so tight it squeaks when you breathe. My pops came here picking fruit, and now he’s got four of those lined up in Brentwood—two silver E-Class sedans, a black S-Class coupe he takes on Church Sundays, and a white G-Wagon that’s pure delulu flex. He calls his extravagance legacy; I call it guilt on wheels for having forgotten his legacy—or maybe the WalkOuts forgot him.”

      Guilt on wheels, Andy thinks, which also explains why his own parents use money.

      “That’s why I drive a GMC Sierra Denali, big body, American steel. People see it and think of rental or midlife crisis, but nah—that’s me saying I’m not tryna be another silver-logo son. It smells like pine and burnt rubber, rides heavy, hums deep, gets rizz just idling at a light. I like how it growls when I downshift—keeps me grounded, makes me feel real, like I earned the sound.”

      Bobby wonders to himself how it is that some gay men make things pretty, while others are the things providence made pretty—two different species.

      “Anyway, we pull up to the house in the hills, pool glowing like sin disguised as baptism, and he’s tryna play chill but I can see the wild in his eyes. I tell him, low key, don’t do the most—easy on the molly, maybe a rose-petal blunt, keep it cute, don’t get sloppy. I don’t touch coke or crystal; ion even mess with that scene. Got limits, boundaries, self-respect or whatever. These are my limits.”  “I may have mine,” John says under his breath.

      “He looks at the Denali like, ‘That yours?’ and I say, ‘Bet. Therapy on wheels, bro,’ then, without thinking, the old me slips out, street or artist or intellectual, who the fuck knows. I laugh and tell him, ‘Translation: keeps me from crashing out.’ He grins. Two dialects.”

      “And the therapy of this story is…?” Bobby prods.  “You’ll know when it hits your eye,” Harry grins. “Back to the tale.”  “A rather tall tale,” Andy mutters. “Though I suppose we’re all in the business of exaggeration.”

      “Wes parks himself in the steam room next to a Folsom top—Dr. G’s vintage, full harness—starts fiddling like they had business in a past life. By midnight, not gonna lie, five of my boys had him laid out like an Orozco mural—sweat, struggle, mythic proportions.”

      “Viva la revolución,” Andy tosses in.

      “Missed that unit,” Bobby says. “Fluid Dynamics?”

      John slides me a note: A shaman, a sex pig, and now an art critic.

      “I took him home after,” Harry continued. “He was wasted. I drove his car myself, threw him in the shower, and made matcha tea. My mother sat by his side praying in Spanish. I told her he spoke Portuguese. She said God needs no translation.”  “How sweet,” Bobby coos. “Bedtime Story with mamacita. Did you add honey? Did you read The Ethical Slut?”    Harry looks down—air hisses from a punctured tire.

      “Quite a debut,” Bobby concedes. “Courageous. Though… five or six?” He counts. “One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. I’ve been to S.L.A.A. meetings where boys couldn’t beat that. Not I’m judging.”
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        * * *

      

      “I don’t think Harry’s finished,” Andy says.  “Oh,” Bobby quips. “I could have sworn he finished.”

      “Bobby,” I mention, a bit over him. “Just to make a double entendre, really?”  Harry snaps: “No, I didn’t. Finish, yo. Or maybe I did. Maybe I’m finished HERE! Now I see why Andy shuts down here.” Arms fold—Andy-style—with an edge. “You shady queens shut brothers down.”

      “Oh dear,” John sighs. “Napoleon was right!”

      Rage blooms hot in Harry’s olive skin. Don’t cry. Don’t leave. Breathe.

      Bobby softens, but not all the way. “I’ve learned not to fight shame—shame for telling, shame for indulgence. Let it sit. Like Dr. Glitter taught us. What you gave us—it’s a gift. Messy, glittering, popper-soaked, but still a gift. ‘Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.’”

      Harry’s lip twitches. “Really, bro? Shakespeare? Dr. G, you gonna let him rub festering lilies in my face? You’re not hearing me.”

      “Spock!” John calls. “Help!”

      Cue lands. Andy steps forward.

      “Arrête. Ça suffit.” Then quieter: “Seriously—what are we doing?”

      The room goes still.

      “Sometimes I want to murder you both,” Andy tells Bobby and John. “You talk too much. Bobby, you startled the hombre.”

      Bobby dabs his eyes. “I’m always touched when Andy’s hateful words break me out of prison. Thank you, Weilin.”

      Harry frowns. “Who’s Weilin? And why does Andy get away with murder while everything I say bugs Bobby?”

      “He’s in the group now. The flower unfurls—thorns and all.”

      “Bobby,” Andy continues, “you must be terrified. And John—we need to make more space for your loss. Harry doesn’t even know what happened to your once happy little kingdom, I mean home life, and we’ve been meeting for a month. This is Envy. This is FOMO. This is Internalized homophobia. You see Harry’s beauty and hate him for it, instead of hearing his pain.”
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        * * *

      

      Andy turns to me. “Those pretty boys, that Wes, they all ignored him. Exploited his generosity. Wes got high and drunk so fast he forgot Harry existed. For all his looks, Harry’s just as likely to get fucked—literally and figuratively—by selfish queens. If we don’t solve the problem, we’ll chase out another suitable candidate.”

      Bobby bows his head. “What would we do without our Spock?”

      “Please don’t call me Spock,” Andy says. “Just because I don’t sob like John or emote like Bobby doesn’t mean I’m not feeling.” He turns to Harry. “This is how we work. We rupture. We repair. I’ve never been in a group like this. I’m an alcoholic. We’ll get you there. If I can speak for my Cowardly Lion and Wounded Wizard—we don’t want you gone. You’re what the doctor ordered.”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby finds himself opening up: “I distract from sadness with sarcasm. My Inner Mother—Sylvia—rises, daffy but deadly. It’s not the least bit funny. My mother damaged me. Fed me like love was lard. Neighbor kids called me blubber. Fat Fairy Fuck. Fag Fat Fairy Fuck. Blobbie stuck.”

      Harry squints, surprised—eyes wet.

      Bobby continues, “So, I will attempt to drop the facade of witty faux Wilde widling. I hope we revisit Andy's spittle saga. And to hear more about dear ol’ Wes. He was your Boo. He hurt you. And so did I. The revolution starts when one realizes one has hurt someone. I am hurtful, I don’t want to be. Maybe you can help me.”    Harry takes a dare. He blows Bobby a bro-kiss, fairy dust in tow.

      Bobby touches his cheek. Or rather—Blobbie does.

      “Goddam to hell,” John adds. “I’m actually finding myself jealous of you two.”    “Hop on board, bro,” Harry says, grabbing his bag at my first mention of dismissing the group. “No need for jealousy, we can have it all.”

    



